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MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

Dear Reader: 

For many months we have fought to maintain the original 25^ price for 
Ellery Queen's Mystery Magazine. Now it is no longer possible to do so and 
the price-is being changed beginning with this issue to 35^ a copy, $^.00 a 
year. 

You may be interested to know what has been happening to publication 
costs: our paper has gone up 78%, our composition, printing, binding, 
and handling costs have gone up 84^%, and various incidental costs have risen 
as much and more since 19^.1, when EQMM was first launched at 25^ a copy. 
Until this issue we have absorbed all increases, but it is now no longer possible 
for us to do so. 

In this issue we are giving you an extra sixteen pages — nwre than 8000 
additional words. This permits us to bring you an Erie Stanley Gardner 
novelette complete in this issue, together with 10 other stories — 11 stories in 
all! — including some of the best work of Mary Roberts Rinehart, Craig 
Rice, Brett Halliday, Roy Vickers, Michael Arlen and Stuart Palmer. 
Next month toe will publish the story which won the $3,000 First Prize in 
the 1947 EQMM Contest. In addition, there will be 10 other stories by such 
writers as Eric Ambler, G. K. Chesterton, Charles Francis Coe, T. S. 
Stribling, Octavus Roy Cohen and Percival Wilde. 

We can assure you that Ellery Queen's Mystery Magazine will continue 
to give you the finest selection of crime and detective stories available in any 
one magazine, anywhere in the world. 

Lawrence E. Spivak, PUBLISHER 



THE STATISTICAL MAN 

Erie Stanley Gardner, creator of Perry Mason, has 
been called "the hing of the mystery field." In some 
ways this is a rather doubtful honor — the crown 
has been worn by too many pretenders. Bac\ in the 
j8go-igio era such writers as James ATGovan, 
Dicl{ Donovan, and William LeQueux were regu
larly hailed in print as "the \ings of the mystery 

field" — and who remembers them now? In later 
years Edgar Wallace and E. Phillips Oppenheim 
succeeded to the throne. But if Erie Stanley Gardner 

is the current King, tvho is the Ace? We l^ow the identity of the Queen 
. . . Alva Johnston, in his authorized biography of Gardner, placed an 
even more spectacular title on Erie's brow: Mr. Johnston came right out 
and said flat-footedly that Erie Stanley Gardner is "the people's choice 
for America's greatest living writer," and he supported this claim with a 
pyrotechnical display of statistics. In /p^J the Gardner boo\s ran up a total 
sales of i^,^^"] ,C)22 copies; in the following year, ig44, Gardner collected 
royalties on 4,go^,68^ copies; in 1^45 Gardner climbed to the astronomical 
sales figure of 6,104,000 copies. 

Through the courtesy of Mr. Thayer Hob son we can supplement these 
statistics. In 1^46 Gardner sold only 5,^78,^^'j copies of his hoo\s. Which 
raises the question: Is Gardner slipping? {Other writers should slip so 
badly!) Since his first novel, THE CASE OF THE VELVET CLAWS, published 
in /p^ j , Gardner sales in the United States and Canada have passed the 
28,000,000 mar\. King, indeed! 

Gardner s biggest individual seller is THE CASE OF THE LUCKY LEGS, 
first published in ig]4: this boo\ alone boasts a sale in excess of 2,000,000 
copies. According to Alice Payne Hackett, in her FIFTY YEARS OF BEST 
SELLERS, i8g§~jg4^, the two-million sales figure has yet to be reached 
by such outstanding best-sellers as THE GIRL OF THE LIMBERLOST, THE 

TRAIL OF THE LONESOME P I N E , THE SHEIK, REBECCA OF SUNNYBROOK 

FARM, FIVE LITTLE PEPPERS AND HOW THEY GREW, POLLYANNA, THE 

SPECIALIST, ANNE OF GREEN GABLES, TARZAN OF THE APES, Emily Posfs 

ETIQUETTE, DERE MABLE, MRS. WIGGS O F T H E CABBAGE PATCH, LITTLE 

LORD FAUNTLEROY, and THE CHINESE ORANGE MYSTERY. 

Are you tired of statistics? No? Then suppose we give you more facts 
about the amazing Mr. Gardner. The great marCs first story was a pulp-
magazine novelette called "The Shrieking Skeleton;" it was written in jg2^ 
when Gardner ivas a ^4-year-old lawyer in Ventura, Californin. Mr. 
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Johns/on described Gardner the attorney as "a master of logic, a born 
cross-examiner and a magician at the technical witchcraft of the law." 
Gardner now lives on his ^oo-acre Ranc/io del Paisano, 7iear Temecula 
in Southern California. He spends his time in comparative leisure, dictat
ing only five or six novels and a few score radio scripts each year. 

It takes no less than three high-powered, super-efficient secretaries to 
handle Gardner's prodigious output, and his enthusiasm for writing 
detective fiction must be highly contagious; one of his secretaries, Mildred 
Stiles of Fall Broo\^ California, submitted a manuscript to EQMM's 
Third Annual Detective Story Contest. Gardner frequently rises at four j 
a.m. and dictates ten thousand words before breakfast. We remember \ 
that ]ac\ London, who was considered a prolific writer, used, to average 
one thousand words per day — why, Gardner has made London loo\ 
lil^ a veritable tortoise! Of course, the race is not always to the swift . . . 

Gardner dictated his first Perry Mason novel in exactly three and one-
half days — and at that time, in 19^2, Gardner was still devoting part of 
each day to his legal practice. Naturally, no writer could be expected^ 
to keep up this pace — not even Gardner. Before long, Mr. Johnston ] 
informs us, it was taking Gardner a whole week ^^ tvrite a full-length J 
novel, and now Gardner spends as much as a month on a single book.1 

But you can read the complete flabbergasting, razzle-dazzle story for 
yourself if you "beg, borrow, or steal" a copy of THE CASE OF ERLE 
STANLEY GARDNER, by Alva Johnston, published in i()^j by 
William Morrow &• Company, New York, first edition in beige cloth, thin 
i2mo, the entire volume consisting of Sj pages of which 8 are half-title, 
title page, and other front matter, and 16 are black-and-white photographs, 
and 9 are a listing of Gardner's books — all for $1.^0 in coin of the realm 
-— an unprecedented book value — hurry, hurry —• the life story of the 
man whom Alva Johnston called a "prose industrialist," the "Henry Ford 
of detective mysteries." 

D E A T H R I D E S A BOXCAR 

By ERLE STANLEY GARDNER 

WHEN the leg gave its first passenger exit of the big Los Angeles 
warning twinge, I stood still terminal, up to the place where 

for a while and let the rest of the friends and relatives, wives and sweet-
crowd stream on past, up the sloping hearts waited in a roped-off space. 

Copyright 1947, by Erie Stanley Gardner 

:i 
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It was going to be a job, remember
ing to favor that leg, but anything 
was better than hanging around the 
insipid routine of the hospital. 

"Gabby" Hilman was coming in by 
bus. He was to meet me at the Palm-
Court Hotel somewhere around ten 
o'clock. Until then I was just killing 
time. I could have started a little cele
bration over my release from the hos
pital, but I didn't want to do it with
out Gabby. He'd been my buddy, and 
I wanted to start even with him. 

There was no such thing as getting 
a cab to yourself these days. They 
piled them in two, three, and four at 
a time. A starter grabbed the light 
bag I was carrying. "Where to.^" he 
oclrpH 

"Palm-Court Hotel." 
"Get in." 
He held the door open, and then 

was when I saw the class waiting in 
the cab. 

She moved over as I got in. For a 
moment her eyes rested on mine — 
large, dark eyes that were built to 
register expression. 

I was careful about getting into the 
cab. "Sorry if I'm a httle awkward," 
I apologized. "I'm nursing a knee 
back to hfe." 

She smiled a cordial enough smile, 
but she didn't say anything. 

The cab starter said abruptly, 
"Where to, sir?" and a man's voice 
answered, "The corner of Sixth and 
Figueroa Street." 

The cab starter said, "Hop in." 
A woman came through the door 

first, an elderly, white-haired woman 

with a beaming, cheerful face ani 
kindly gray eyes that blinked at m 
through silver-rimmed spectacles. Th-
man with her looked to be some when 
around seventy, so I pulled down th>-
jump seat and moved over. It wâ  
rather a slow process, because I didn'f 
want to throw the leg out, and : 
thought the girl on my left watchec 
me with just a little more interest 
than she'd shown before. 

The elderly woman moved over tc 
the middle of the seat, the man got 
in on the right side. The cab door 
slammed, and we were off. 

It was a short run up to Sixth and 
Figueroa. The man and the woman 
got off. The girl said to me, "If you'r 
going much farther, you'd better 
come back to a more comfortable 
seat." 

"Thanks," I told her, and moved 
back. 

Her eyes were solicitous as she 
watched the way I moved my leg. 
"Hurt.?" she asked. 

"It's just a habit," I told her. "It 
will take me some time to get accus
tomed to-throwing the leg around." 

She didn't say anything more for a 
while, and not knowing just how far 
she was going, I decided I'd have to 
work fast. I took a notebook from my 
pocket, pulled out a pencil, said, "I'm 
an investigator gathering statistics 
for a Gallup poll. These are questions 
we have to ask in the line of duty. 
Have you purchased war bonds? — 
Not the amount; just yes or no." 

She looked at me with a pecuhar, 
half-quizzical expression, and said 
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ihortly, "Yes." 
"Question number two," I went 

blithely on. "Do you feel sympa
thetic toward the personnel in the 
armed forces?" 

"Of course." 
"Question number three. Recogniz

ing the fact that members of the 
armed forces whom you may encoun
ter are frequently far from home, in
clined to be lonely, and with no per
sonal contacts, do you feel it is not 
only all right, but commendable, to 
let them make your acquaintance and 
perhaps, under favorable circum
stances, act as your escort for an 
evening?" 
^ I looked up at her expectantly, 
holding the pencil poised over the 
page. 

There was just a twinkle in the dark 
eyes. "You're asking this question 
impersonally, of course?"-

"Oh, certainly." 
"Only as an investigator?" 
"That's right." 
"Collecting statistics?" 
"Correct." 
"Therefore, I presume you ask 

these questions of every woman you 
encounter who is over eighteen and 
under thirty?" 

She had me there. I saw a bit of 
triumph in her eyes. "That's not ex
actly correct," I said. 

"Why not?" 
"Over sixteen and under eighty," I 

told her, without smiling. "My em
ployers want the field thoroughly 
covered." 

She laughed, and just then the cab 

made a little lurch as it swung in to 
the curb over on the left side of the 
street. "I'm sorry, soldier; here's 
where I get off." 

"Question number four," I said, 
hurrying the pencil down the page, 
"correct name, address, and tele
phone number." 

She just laughed. The cab driyer 
came around and opened the door for 
her. 

"Good night," she said. 
I closed the notebook and slipped it 

back in my pocket. Gabby could 
probably have done better. He's a 
whiz at pulling a line out of thin air 
and getting by with it. 

She flashed me a smile. I raised my 
hat. 

In a few minutes we pulled up in 
front of the Palm-Court. I paid the 
driver and started easing my weight 
out of the cab. 

My hand, resting on the seat cush
ion, felt something move. I looked at 
it. It was a woman's black leather 
purse. Returning that purse might 
give me a chance to begin all over 
again — starting where I had left off. 

I should have said to the cab driver, 
"That woman left her purse," but 
there's no use insulting Fortune when 
she gives a fellow an opportunity like 
that. I simply slid the purse under my 
coat and held it there with my elbow. 

"Le^ bothering you?" the cab 
driver asked. 

"A little stiff, that's all." 
The first thing I saw when I opened 

the purse in my hotel room was a long, 
thin strip of paper about 12 inches 
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long, an inch and a half wide, and 
covered with a string of figures writ
ten with a soft pencil. First was the 
figure 6, four straight lines were just 
below it; then the figure 23, four lines, 
and a tally; then 10 and three lines 
below that — and so on down the en
tire strip of paper. On the other side 
a message had been written in the 
same soft pencil: "Puzzle No. 2 a httle 
after midnight." 

That meant nothing to me, so I 
placed the strip of paper on the bed 
and turned so the light would shine 
down into the purse. 

There was a wad of greenbacks in 
there that would have stuffed a sofa 
cushion. 

I felt my heart start pounding as I 
pulled therri out and dumped them on 
the bed. They were in twenties, fif
ties, and hundreds, with a small 
sprinkhng of tens and fives. 

I started counting. It added up to 
$7,523 in currency, with a coin purse 
containing $1.68 in small change. 

Then a disquieting thought struck 
me. The girl who had been in the taxi 
cab had paid her fare when she got to 
the sidewalk. I distinctly remem
bered seeing.her hand the cab driver 
the fare. And I was almost certain she 
was holding an open purse in her hand 
as she did so;— come to think of it, 
I was certain. This, then, must be the 
purse that belonged to the white-
haired woman who had got off at 
Sixth and Figueroa. 

I started digging down into the 
lower regions of the purse. 

I found a small leather key con

tainer which held four keys, then I 
took out a lipstick, a compact, four or 
five cleansing tissues, a small address 
book of red leather with a loop in 
front which held a httle pencil, and an ' 
opened envelope which evidently 
contained a letter. The envelope was 
addressed to Muriel Comley, Redder-
stone Apartments, Los Angeles. 

Then I reached for the telephone 
book. 

The voice that answered the tele
phone sounded very much hke that of 
the girl in the taxicab. 

"Is this Muriel Comley?" 
An interval — just long enough to 

be noticeable. Then the smoothly 
modulated voice saying, "Who is thisa 
speaking, please.?" ' 

"Before I answer," I said, "I'd hke 
to ask you a question. Did you lose 
something tonight.? — Something 
within the last hour?" ] 

I felt her voice freeze up. "I'm 
sorry, if you can't give me your 
name, I . . . Oh, you mean you've 
found the purse? . . . Oh!" That 
last exclamation was filled with sud
den dismay. "Will you hold the 
phone a moment?" 

She had gone, leaving me on the 
singing wire, waiting. 

After a while I began to think it \ 
Was just some sort of a run-around. \ 
I could tell she hadn't hung up, but 
it seemed to be all of two or three min
utes since she'd left the phone. Then 
she was back. 

"Yes. I lost my purse. Do you have 
it?" 

Her voice sounded different from 
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what it had before — as though her 
throat had gone dry. I could imagine 
how she'd feel when she realized she'd 
lost a wad of dough hke that. "I have 
it," I said, "and it's all safe — every
thing that's in it." 

She asked, "Is this, by any chance,, 
the man who is collecting informa
tion for the Gallup poll on how 
women feel toward servicemen?" 

"None other." ^ 
"I'm so relieved. If you'll just 

send —" 
"I'll deliver it in exactly twelve 

minutes and thirty seconds," I in
terpolated, and hung up before she 
could argue the point. . . . 

> I found the name Muriel Comley 
on the list of names to the right of the 
apartment-house entrance without 
any diiEculty. She was in Apartment 
218. 

I pressed the bell, and almost im
mediately the buzzer announced that 
the door was being unlatched. 

I pushed through the door and into 
the lobby. It wasn't the sort of apart
ment house in which one would have 
expected to find a tenant who carried 
a small fortune in cash around in her 
purse. Just a typical, medium-priced 
place. 

I went up to the second floor, 
found 218, and pressed my finger 
against the door button. 

The girl opened the door, smihng 
at me with her lips. Her eyes were 
wide and dark. When she turned so 
they caught the light, I saw she was 
afraid. There was abject terror in 

' those eyes. 

Her lips kept smiling. "Won't you 
come in? I'm sorry I can't offer you a 
drink, but the apartment seems to be 
fresh out of drinkables. . . . So you 
found my purse? It certainly was stu
pid of me." 

I kept the purse under my coat, 
holding it against my body with my 
left arm. I said, "I really couldn't 
believe it was yours." 

"Why?" 
"I thought you opened a purse 

when you paid off the cab driver." 
She laughed. "Just a coin purse. I 

happened to have it in my pocket. Do 
sit down." 

I stretched my left leg out in front 
of me. 

•"Is it bothering you?" she asked 
solicitously. 

"No. Just habit. . . . Of course, 
there are certain little formalities. 
You can describe the purse?" 

"Of course. It's black leather with 
a silver border and mountings. The 
metal rib at the top has polished silver 
roses standing out from a dull back; 
ground." 

"And the contents?" 
Her face went blank. 
I kept waiting. 
"You opened it?" 
"Certainly. I had to get your name 

and address," 
She said, "Surely, Mr. — I don't 

believe I have your name." 
"Burr — Jayson Burr." 
"Oh, yes. Mr. Burr. Surely you 

don't doubt that it's my purse," and 
she was laughing at me now, actually 
making me feel uncomfortable. 
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"I'm afraid you're going to have to 
describe the contents." 

"Well, let me see. There was my 
Upstick, my compact, and — Yes, I 
had left my keys in there." 

"Have any trouble getting into the 
apartment?" I asked casually, and 
watched her. 

She said, without batting an eye
lash, "I always keep a duphcate key 
in my pocket. I've lost my purse be
fore. I'm afraid I'm a bit absent-
minded." 

"All right. So far we've got lip
stick, compact, and keys. What else.?" 

"Isn't that enough?" 
"I'm afraid that's too general an in

ventory. It would describe the con
tents of almost any woman's purse." 

"Well, let's see," she said archly, as 
though playing some very interesting 
game. "Since I'm accused of steahng 
my own purse — or am I accused of 
stealing it?" 

"No accusation," I smiled, "no 
stealing. Simply for my own protec
tion." 

"That's right; you are entitled to 
some protection. Well, let's see. There 
was my address book in there, and 
some cleansing tissues, and — and a 
coin purse." 

"Can you tell me how much 
money?" 

"I'm sorry, I simply can't. I always 
carry an extra coin purse in my 
pocket. Sort of mad money, you 
know, and then carry the balance in 
— Oh, I suppose there's ten or twelve 
dollars probably, altogether, but I 
can't be certain at all." 

"And was there anything else?" I 
asked. 

She frowned. "Really, Mr. Burr, I 
can't remember all the Httle details. 
Surely I've identified the purse well 
enough. , . . You have it with you?" 

I looked her squarely in the eyes 
and lied like a trooper. "I decided I'd 
better leave it in the hotel until you'd 
identified it." 

"Why, what a strange way to —" 
she broke off and looked puzzled, a 
frown furrowing her forehead. 

"I'm sorry," I said, "but, you see, 
you failed to describe the most im
portant thing that was in the purse." 

She was silent for a matter of sec
onds, then, abruptly, she got to her 
feet. "Mr. Burr, I've tried to be pa
tient. I've tried to make allowances. 
But don't you think that, in the first 
place, you should have returned the 
purse to the cab driver? In the second 
place, you should have carried your 
investigation of the contents of the 
purse only far enough to have ascer
tained my name and address. In the 
third place, I/zat̂ if described the purse 
to you — in the greatest detail," 

"The exterior." 
"The exterior!" she repeated with 

icy dignity. "And that should be 
enough in dealing with a gentleman.''' 

I just grinned at her. 
She said angrily, "You know I 

could have you arrested for taking 
that purse." 

"Why don't you? Then I'll tell the 
judge to turn it over to you just as 
soon as you've described the con
tents." 
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"That wouldn't help you any." 
I said, "I don't know much law, but 

I think you'd have to convince a jury 
that it was your purse before you 
could convict me of stealing it, 
wouldn't you?" 

Suddenly she was sarcastic: "Very 
well, iithat's the way you feel about it 
I would prefer to lose the purse than 
put up with your insolence." 

She swept toward the door and held 
it open. 

That wasn't the way I had planned 
the interview to go at all. "Look 
here," I said desperately; "all I want 
is a reasonable assurance that —" 

"Thank you, Mr. Burr," she inter-
, rupted. "All I want is my purse. You 

admit that you came over here with
out it. Therefore, no matter tvhat 
I may say, you can't dehver my purse 
to me here and now. Under the cir
cumstances, I see no use in prolonging 
the discussion. I-will say this, that if 
you don't have that purse in my 
hands before tomorrow morning, I'll 

. have you arrested." 
"You can have your purse just as 

soon as you —" 
"I don't care to discuss it any 

more." 
She was watching me as I stood 

holding my left arm against my side. 
She must have reahzed that the purse 
was under my double-breasted coat, 
but she said nothing about it. "Good 
night, Mr. Burr!" 

I walked out of the door and said, . 
"Good night," without looking back. 
I heard the vicious slam of the door. 

I was halfway to the elevator before 

I was aware she was following me. 
The elevator was waiting there at 

the second floor. I pulled the door 
open and stepped to one side for her 
to get in. 

She walked In ahead of me, chin 
up, eyes cold. I got in, closed the door, 
and pushed the button for the ground 
floor. 

Neither one of us said anything. 
The cage rattled to a stop. I opened 

the door, waited for her to get out. 
She was careful not to touch me as she 
walked past. Then, as I followed, a 
man was standing at the horseshoe 
desk back of the sign marked " M A N 
AGER." He was a narrow-shouldered 
chap with thick-lensed spectacles 
which gave his face a look of studious 
abstraction. He blinked owlishly in 
my general direction, and then low
ered his eyes to a daybook in which he 
was making some entries. 

The girl cleared her throat loudly, 
said, "Pardon me." 

The man at the desk looked up. 
When she was sure his eye was on 

her, she grabbed for my left arm, 
which was holding the purse firmly 
against my body on the inside of my 
coat. 

I was ready for her, and lowered 
my shoulder. 

Her body struck against the shoul
der and glanced off. Her hands clawed 
at my coat. 

The clerk at the desk said, in mildly 
bewildered reproof, "Come, come, we 
can't have —" 

The girl hung on to me. "Will you 
please call the police! This man 
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has Stolen my purse!" 
The clerk blinked. 
I smiled inclusively at him and said, 

"I've found a purse. She says it's hers, 
but she can't identify it." 

She said to the clerk indignantly, 
"I've described it in detail. Please do 
as I say. Please call the police!" 

The clerk looked at me, then looked 
at her rather dubiously. "You're with 
Mrs. Comley?" he asked. "Aren't 
you the lady who just moved in?" 

That question did it. She was licked 
the minute he asked her that ques
tion. 

The clerk seemed surprised by her 
sudden surrender. "Oh, ail right" she 
stormed. "If that's the sort of place 
this is. If you want to let him get 
away with my purse, that's all there 
is to it! Take the purse if you think it 
will do you any good." She flounced 
toward the elevator. 

I raised my hat. "Good evening," I 
said, and walked out. 

I was dozing in the hotel lobby and 
didn't see Gabby when he came in. 
The first I knew, I woke up with a 
start, and there he was standing over 
me looking down at me with that 
good-natured grin of his. 

"Hi, soldier," he said. 
I came up out of the chair, forget

ting everything the doc had told me 
about the leg. Gabby thumped me on 
the shoulder, and I made a quick pass 
at his chin. Then we shook hands. 

We went up to the room. Gabby 
splashed around in the bathtub and 
I told him all about the purse. 

"Where you got this purse now?" 
Gabby asked. 

"I did it up in a bundle and told 
the hotel clerk the package contained 
important military documents, to 
put it in a safe, and to be darn' certain 
no one else got it." 

Gabby, pulling on clean clothes out 
of his bag. thought things over while 
he got dressed. "This jane is class?" 
he asked. 

"With a capital C." 
"Why wouldn't she tell you what 

was in the bag?" 
"She didn't know. She isn't Muriel 

Comley." 
"Then what was she doing in Mu

riel Comley's apartment?" 
"I don't know. Seemed like she 

was visiting, from what the clerk 
said." 

"Seems like we'd ought to do some
thing about this," Gabby said, and 
winked. 

"That's the way I felt." 
"Maybe Muriel's good-looking," 

Gabby suggested. 
"Could be." 
"What," Gabby asked, "are we 

waiting for? " 
"You." 
Gabby grinned, adjusted his lie, 

struggled into his coat, and said, 
"Let's go." 

I rang the bell of 218 and we stood 
there waiting, tingling with that feel
ing of excitement which comes from 
doing something interesting and not 
being quite certain what is going to 
happen next. After a few seconds I 
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pressed the button again. When there 
was still no answer, I said to Gabby, 
"Perhaps she's been expecting this 
and decided nothing doing." 

"Perhaps she's gone to bed." 
I said, "Oh, well then, we wouldn't 

want to get her up. Oh, no! We'll go 
right on back to the hotel." 

Gabby laughed. 
I moved over to the front door, 

pressed my face against the glass, 
looked inside, holding my hands up 
at the side of my face to shut out the 
reflection of the street lights. There 
was no one at the desk. The lobby 
looked deserted. 

"Anything doing?" Gabby asked. 
"No. Evidently the clerk's gone to 

bed and this outer door is kept locked 
at night." 

I pressed a couple of other buttons. 
On my second try the buzzer on the 
door whirred into belated sound, and 
Gabby, pushing against the door, 
stumbled on into the corridor as the 
door opened-. We walked up the one 
flight of stairs. 

Just as I raised my hand to knock on 
the door of 218, Gabby caught my 
wrist. Then I saw that the door 
lacked about a sixteenth of an inch of 
being closed. The apartment was dark 
behind it, and from where I was 
standing, the door looked to be se
curely closed. Standing over at 
Gabby's angle, you could see it wasn't. 

We stood there for a second or two 
in silence, looking at the door. Then 
Gabby pushed the door open. 

I went on in. We found the light 
switch, snapped on the lights, and 
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Gabby heeled the door shut behind 
us. " 

The apartment was just as I had 
last seen it. Nothing seemed to have 
been touched or moved. 

Gabby tried a door which, it 
seemed, led to a kitchenette. While 
Gabby was prowling around in there, 
I opened the other door. 

"Gabby!" I yelled. 
Gabby's heels pounded the floor, 

and his fingers dug into my shoulder 
as we stood looking at what lay there 
on the bed. 

The body lay sprawled in that pe
culiarly awkward posture which is the 
sign of death. By the weird, unreal 
light cast by a violet globe in the bed 
lamp I could see his features. I had 
the feeling I'd seen him before, and 
recently, too. Then I remembered. 
"It's the clerk at the desk down
stairs," I said. 

Gabby gave a low whistle, moved 
around the end of the bed, paused, 
looking down-at the floor. 

"Don't touch it," I warned as I saw 
him bend over. I moved around and 
joined him, looking down at the thing 
on the floor lying near the side of the 
bed. 

It was a club some two feet long, 
square at one end, round at the other, 
and covered with sinister stains which 
showed black in the violet light. 
There were three rings cut in the 
billet, up near the round end, and, be
tween these rings, were crosses; first a 
cross like a sign of'addition, then a 
conventional cross with the horizontal 
arm two thirds of the way up the per-
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pendicular line, then another cross 
of addition. 

We searched the rest of the place. 
No one was there. 

"I think," I said, "someone's put
ting in too many chips for us to sit in 
the game." 

"Looks hke it to me," Gabby ad
mitted. 

We left the door shghtly ajar, just 
as we had found it. We couldn't be 
bothered with the elevator, but went 
tiptoeing down the corridor at a con
stantly accelerating rate and down the 
stairs. I wanted to get out of the place. 

Suddenly down at the far end of the 
corridor a dog barked twice. Those 
two short, sharp barks made me jump 
half out of my clothes and sent a chill 
up my spine. Gabby moved right 
along. I doubt if he noticed them. 

W'e didn't say anything more all 
the way to the hotel. The lobby was 
deserted. We had the keys in our 
pockets. We went up to the room. 
Gabby sat down in the big chair by 
the window and ht a cigarette. I 
pulled up my bag and started scoop
ing up the stuff on the bed and cram
ming it in. When I had my clean 
clothes packed, I spread out my soiled 
shirt so I could wrap clothes in it for 
the laundry. A shp of paper fluttered 
to the floor. 

"What's that.?" Gabby asked. 
I picked it up. "That's the piece of 

paper that was in the purse. I put stuff 
from the purse out on the bed, and 
I'd also dumped my bag —" 

"Let's see it." 
I handed it over. 

Gabby frowned. " 'Puzzle No. 2 a 
little after midnight.' That mean any
thing, fay?" 

"Not to me." 
Gabby's eyes were cold and hard. 

"Never heard of a switch list — or a 
puzzle switch?" 

"No." I knew then, just from the 
way Ciabby was looking at me, that 
we were in for something. 

"You see, Jay, there's just a chance 
this is a trap we're being invited to 
walk into." 

"Sort of a will you walk into my 
parlor asked the spider of the fly?" 1 
inquireil inanely. 

"Exactly." 
"So what do we do?" 
CJabby's lips were a thin line. "We 

walk in. Come on, Jay. We're going 
to the freight yards. I have to see a 
man down there anyway, and this is as 
good a time as any." 

We got across the yards in a series 
of jerks and dashes to a big wooden 
building. Gabby led me up a flight of 
stairs, down a long corridor lined with 
offices, and pushed open a door. 

A man who had been writing down 
figures on the page of a book glanced 
up. An expression of annoyance gave 
way to astonishment. Then the swivel 
chair went swirhng back on its casters 
as he jumped to his feet. 

"You old sun of a gun!" the man 
exclaimed. 

Gabby gave that slow grin of his, 
said, "I'Ved, this is Jay Burr," and to 
me, jerking his head toward the man 
in the green eyeshade, "Fred San-
more." 
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Just then a train came rumbling on 
through and it sounded as though the 
building was within a half-mile or so of 
a heavy bombardment. Everything 
shook and trembled. The roar of 
sound filled the room so there was no 
chance to talk. We simply sat there 
and waited. 

When the train had passed, San-
more went over back of the desk, took 
off his eyeshade, and said to Gabby," 
"You so and so, you want something." 

"Howdid you know?"Gabby asked. 
"Because I know you. You're here 

on furlough. This is your first night in 
town. You've been here for a couple 
of hours. By this time you'd be buy
ing drinks for a blonde, a brunette, 
and a redhead if you didn't want 
something. What is it.?" 

For a moment he and Gabby 
looked at each other. 

Then Gabby pulled the strip of 
paper out of his pocket. "List of cars 
going past the puzzle switch.?" he 
asked. 

"Probably coming on a switch from 
over the hump," Sanmore said. 

"What," I asked, "is a hump?" 
Sanmore started to answer me, then 

turned to Gabby instead: "Why the 
commotion?" 

Gabby grinned. "I'll bite." 
"Why do you want to know, 

Gabby?" 
"Just checking up." 
Sanmore sighed and turned back to 

me: "Sorry, Burr; a hump is the high 
point on a two-way incline. You push 
cars up to the hump, then cut 'em 
loose, and gravity takes 'em down 
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across the yards. It saves a lot of wear 
and tear, a lot of steam, releases a lot 
of rolling stock, and handles a cut a 
lot faster than you can any other 
way." 

"And a cut?" I asked. 
He grinned. "Any number of 

freight cars taken from a train and 
switched around yards. Even if it's a 
whole train. The minute a switch 
engine gets ahold of it, it's a cut." 

Gabby said, "Any idea whose fig
ures these are?" 

Sanmore shook his head. "We 
might be able to find out." 

"You're certain that's what this 
list is?" I asked. 

"Positive.'' 
"Would it be too much to ask just 

what makes you certain?" 
He said, "Well, in the first place, 

notice the numbers. There aren't 
any of them higher than ninety-seven. 
We have ninety-seven numbers on 
our terminal card index. Whenever a 
train comes in, a switch list is made 
up, and numbers are put on the cars 
for the different destinations. 

"For instance, here's number one, 
and underneath it are three lines. 
That means there are three cars in a 
row for T N O Manifest. Then here's 
two lines under number eleven. That 
means two cars in a row for Indio. 
Then there are two lines under the 
figure four, which means two succes
sive cars for the El Paso Manifest. 

"Now then, loosen up and tell me 
what brings you two goofs in here at 
this hour of the night to ask ques
tions about railroading." 
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Gabby said awkwardly, "Just got 
curious, that was all. Jay thought it 
might be a code."' 

Sanmore kept looking at Gabby. 
Gabby reached for the strip of 

paper. 
Sanmore started to hand it to him, 

then idly turned it over. 
Gabby grabbed for it. 
Sanmore jerked his hand back, 

read the message on the back: "Puz
zle No. 2 a little after midnight." I 
saw his eyebrows get level. 

Gabby didn't say anything. 
Sanmore slid down off the corner 

of the desk. "Come on, you birds." 
He led the way down the stairs, 

out through.a door, and up along the 
tracks bearing off to the left. 

"This is a bit tricky," Sanmore 
said, as the tracks began to converge.. 
"Watch your step along here." Ab
ruptly he reached out, grabbed our 
arms. "Hold it!" 

I couldn't see what had stopped us, 
when all at once a great bulk loomed 
out of the night. It was so close and . 
seemed so ominously massive I wanted 
to jump back, but Sanmore's grip 
held me. And I realized then that 
another big shape was moving along 
just behind me. 

"Putting cars over the hump," 
Sanmore explained. 

As the car passed I could hear the 
sound of its wheels rumbling along 
over the steel rails. But its approach 
had been as quiet as though I had been 
in the jungle and some huge elephant 
had come padding softly up behind 
me. 

"All right," Sanmore said. 
We moved forward cautiously. My 

eyes were now alert, and I saw the 
next car while it was some twenty 
yards away. 

"This is dangerous," Sanmore said. 
"You get one of those big boxcars 
rolling along by gravity, and it's like 
a fifty-ton steel ball moving slowly 
along an incline. You can't stop 'em; 
you can't turn 'em. They don't have 
any whistle or any bell. They don't 
make very much noise against the 
background of noise from the yards, 
particularly when they're coming to
ward you. . . . Okay; here we are 
over here, boys. Here's one of the 
puzzle switches." 

A man sat at a complicated switch 
mechanism, a slip of narrow paper in 
his hands similar to the one I had 
found in Muriel Comley's purse.' A 
seemingly endless stream of cars was 
rolling down the tracks that fed into 
the intricate mechanism of the switch 
— a remorselessly steady procession 
which called for carefully co-ordinated 
thought and action. • 

• Sanmore said, "He's too busy to 
talk now. Let's go find the hump 
foreman." 

We started moving up the tracks. 
I paused as I saw a line of men seated 
by a stretch of track. In front of them 
was a string of holes, and in many of 
these holes were thrust billets of 
hickory, substantial clubs some two 
feet or more in length, identical, as 
nearly as I could tell, with the club 
which we had seen on the floor by 
the murdered man. 
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Sanmore answered my unspoken 
.juestion. "These are the men who 
ide the cars down," he said. "The 
lump is back up here. We put the 
'ars over the hump. The pinmen 
incouple the cars in units according 
to the numbers on them. Then one of 
these boys — notice that chap on the 
;nd now." 
' Two cars came rumbhng down the 
track. A man swung lazily up out of 
a chair, picked up one of the hickory 
clubs, stood, for a moment, by the 
track, gauging the speed of the on
coming cars, then swung casually up 
the/ iron ladder, cHmbed up to the 
brake wheel, inserted his billet to "give 
everage on the wheel, tightened it 

enough to get the feel of the brakes, 
and then clung to the car, peering out 
mto the darkness. 

The car moved onward, seeming 
neither to gather speed nor to slow 
down as it moved. The man at the 
puzzle switch flipped a little lever. 
The car rattled across switch frogs, 
turned to the left, and melted away 
mto the darkness. 

A stocky, competent man, who 
looked hard and seemed to have a 
deep scorn for anything that wasn't 
as hard and as tough as he was, came 
walking down the track. 

Sanmore said, "Bob, couple of 
friends of mine looking the ground 
over. . . . Whose figures are these.?" 

The man took one look at the long 
list of figures on the slip of paper; 
then he looked at Sanmore, then he 
looked at Gabby, and finally at me. 

"They're my figures," he said in a 
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voice that had an edge of truculence. 
"What about it?" 

Silently, Sanmore turned over the 
slip, showed Guttering the writing on 
the' back, said nothing. 

"Not my writing," he said. 
"Know whose it is.?" -
"No.'"' 
"Any idea what this message 

means?" 
"No. Look here; there's a half a 

dozen of these old lists lying along the 
tracks. We throw 'em away after a 
cut has gone over the hump and 
through the switches. Anyone who 
wanted to write a message to some
one and wanted a piece ,of paper to 
write it on could pick up one of these 
slips." 

There was an uneasy si'ence for 
half a minute. 

"What's so important about this?" 
Guttering asked sharply. 

"It may be evidence." 
"Of what?" 
I met the steady hostihty of his 

eyes. "I don't know." 
I reached for the strip of paper. 

"You'll have to make a copy of it," 
I said. "This one is evidence." 

Guttering looked at me as though 
I were something he'd combed out 
of his hair. 

Wordlessly, while we watched, he 
copied off the string of numbers with 
the lines underneath them. Then, 
just before he reached the end, he 
frowned, said, "Wait a minute. . . . 
We put this through yesterday night 
about eleven fifteen." 

Sanmore didn't waste any more 
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time. His voice was packed with the 
authority of a man giving an order: 
"Get me every tiling you liave on 
that, Bob." Then he turned to 
Gabby: "We'll check those cars 
through the Jumbo Book, Gabby, if 
you think it's that important." 

Gabby said simply, "I think it's 
that important. We're at the Palm-
Court. You can phone us there." 

Gabby said to the cab driver, "Go 
a htlle slow in the next block, will 
you.? I want to take a look on the 
side street." 

The driver obligingly slowed. "This 
the place you want?" he called back. 

"Next street," Gabby said, swing
ing around to look at the Redderstone 
Apartments. 

Then Gabby and I exchanged puz
zled looks. The apartments were dark. 
The street in front showed no ac
tivity. There was no unusual conges
tion of vehicles parked at the curb. 

"Okay.?" the driver asked as he 
crawled past the next side street. 

"Okay," I said. 
We went on to the Palm-Court, 

paid off the cab driver, stood for a 
moment on the sidewalk. Neither of 
us wanted to go in. 

"What do you make of it?" Gabby 
asked in a low voice. 

I said, "We've got to tip off the 
police." 

"We'll be in bad if we do it now." 
"We've got to do it, Gabby." 
"You don't think the police have 

been notified, cleaned up the place, 
and gone?" 

I didn't even bother to answer. 

"Okay," Gabby said. "Let's go." 
We went into the lobby, nodded a 

the clerk on duty, and I walked ove 
to the telephone booth. Gabby stooc 
by the door for a moment until 
motioned him away so I could clos; 
the door tightly. 

I dialed Pohce Headquarters, said 
"This is the Redderstone Apartments 
Did you get a call about some trouble 
up here — about an hour and a hall 
ago?" 

"Just a minute," the voice said at 
the other end of the hne. "TU check 
with the broadcasting department, 
. . . What was it about?" 

I said, "You'll find it all right — 
if it's there." 

"Okay. Just a minute." 
I held onto the line for several 

seconds while the receiver made little 
singing noises in my ear. Then the 
voice said, "No, we haven't anything 
from the Redderstone Apartments. 
Why? What's the trouble?" 

"Apartment two-eighteen," I said, 
"has a murdered man. You should 
have known about it an hour ago," 
and slammed up the receiver. 

Gabby was waiting for me in the 
lobby. His brows raised in a question. 

"They know nothing about it." 
"You reported it?" 
I nodded. 
Gabby and I went over to the desk 

to get the key. 
The clerk took a memo out of the 

box, along with the key. "Some young 
woman's been trying to get you. She 
waited here nearly half an hour." 

"A good-looking brunette with 
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large dark eyes," I asked, "about 
twenty-two or twenty-three, good 

•figure?" 
"Easy on the eyes," he said some

what wistfully, "but she isn't a bru
nette. She's a redhead, blue eyes, 
dark red hair — guess you'd call it 
aubura. A quick-stepping little num
ber." 

"She didn't leave any name?" 
"No name." 
"Want to wait?" I asked Gabby. 
He said, for the clerk's benefit, 

"Time was when I'd have waited all 
night on a hundred-to-one chance 
that a girl like that would come back, 
but now I want shut-eye." 

"Same here," I told him. 
We went up in the elevator, and 

hadn't much more than unlocked the 
door of the room when the telephone 
rang. 

I picked up the receiver, and the 
voice of the clerk, who was evidently 
taking over the switchboard on the 
night shift, said, "She's here again. 
Wants to come up." 

"Send her up," I told him, hung 
up the phone, and said to Gabby, 
"A redheaded gal is about to cross 

-our paths." 
Gabby walked over to the mirror, 

hitched his tie into position, ran.a 
comb through his wavy hair. "Let's 
not fire until we see the whites of her 
eyes. Perhaps she has a friend." 

Knuckles tapped with gentle im
patience against the panel of the door. 

I opened it. 
The girl was something to take 

pictures of and then pin the pictures 
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up on the wall. . 
"Won't — won't yoii come in?" I 

asked. • . ^ 
She walked on in as easily and 

naturally as though this was where 
she lived. She took off her gloves, 
smiled affably up at me, and said, 
"Which one of you is Mr. Burr?" 

I nodded, said, "I have the —" 
"Honor," Gabby finished. 
We all laughed then and the tension 

let down. She said casually, "I'm 
Muriel Comley." 

''You are!" 
The blue eyes widened in surprise. 

"Why, yes. Why not?" 
I said, "You aren't the Muriel 

Comley I saw earlier." 
She looked puzzled for a minute, 

and then said, "Oh, you must have 
seen Lorraine." 

"Who's Lorraine?" 
"Lorraine Dawson." 
"Tell me a Uttle more about Lor

raine." 
"Lorraine was looking for an apart

ment on a fifty-fifty basis. I had this 
place on a lease. It was too big for 
me, and too much rent. Lorraine 
came in with me about a week ago." 

I said, "You might tell me how it 
happens Lorraine got hold of your 
purse." 

"She didn't get hold of it. I merely 
left it in the taxi. I got out. Lorraine 
stayed in." ; 

"And: how did you know where to 
come for your purse?". 

"The taxi driver said you had it." 
I raised my eyebrows. 
"You see,'-' she said, "I called up 
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the cab company. The purse hadn't 
been turned in. They got hold of the 
cab driver. He said he remembered 
you had picked something up from 
the seat of the cab when you got out. 
He thought it'might have been the 
purse." 

"I didn't know you had been in 
that cab." 

She sighed. "Lorraine and I went 
to the depot," she explained with 
exaggerated patience. "I got out-and 
went to meet a train. Lorraine was 
coming on honie, and wasn't going 
to wait. I waited down there at the 
depot for the train to come in. The 
person I expected to meet wasn't on 
it. Then suddenly I realized I didn't 
have my purse. I thought back, and 
remembered then that I must have 
left it in the cab. That was when I 
called the cab company. Now do I 
have to explain to you anything 
more about my private affairs in 
order to get what belongs to me.'' 
After all, Mr. Burr, your own actions 
are subject to considerable question." 

Gabby said, "He's just trying to 
be sure, that's all." 

She turned to him, arid her eyes 
softened into a smile, vivid red lips 
parted enough to show nice teeth. 

I said, "I'm not interested in your 
private affairs. But, under the cir
cumstances, since you're the second 
person this evening who has claimed 
to be Muriel Comley, I'd like some 
proof." 

"Very well," she said, dropped her 
hand to the pocket of her light coat, 
and pulled out a transparent envelope 

which contained a driver's license. 
The driver's license was made out 

to^ Muriel Comley. The description 
fit her to a T. 

"The purse," she said, "is of black 
leather with a smooth, glossy finish. 
The mountings are silver with narrow 
borders stamped around the edges 
of the metal, silver curlicues em
bossed against a dull-finished back- -
ground. The handles are of braided 
leather. Is that enough.?" 

"The contents?" 
"You looked inside.?" 
"Naturally." 
She met my eyes. "The purse," 

she said, "contained something over 
seven thousand five hundred dollars ' 
in cash, in addition to having my 
lipstick, keys, a small coin purse with 
about a dollar and a half in change, 
an embroidered handkerchief, some 
cleansing tissues, an address book, f 
and a compact." 

Gabby sighed. "I guess," he said 
to me, "she gets the purse." 

I hesitated. 
"Well!" she demanded. 
"All right," I said. 
At length, after signing my name 

on a receipt, being the receiving end 
of suspicious scrutiny from the clerk, 
I was given the package with obvious 
reluctance. 

Back in the apartment, I un- ' 
wrapped the purse, handed it to her, 
and said, "Please count the money." 

She opened the purse, took out the 
money, spread the bills on the floor, 
counted them carefully. Then she 
said, "Thank you, Mr. B u r r , " 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



D E A T H R I D E S A BOXCAR 21 

snapped the purse shut, and started 
for the door. 

Gabby opened it for her. Her eyes 
caressed his. "Thank you very much, 
Mr. Hilman," she said, and was gone. 

I stood looking after her. "I don't 
like it," I said. 

"For the love of Mike, Jay! Snap 
out of it! She owns the purse. You've 
got her address. You —" 

"And there's a murdered man in 
her apartment." 

"Well, what of it? You can see she 
doesn't know anything about it." 

"Don't be too certain," I said. 
I was just getting into bed, and 

Gabby, in his pajamas, was sitting 
on the edge of the chair, smoking a 
last-minute cigarette, when knuckles 
tapped seductively on the door. 

Gabby looked at me in startled 
surprise. 

Suddenly I remembered. "She's 
back after that slip of paper, I bet." 

"My gosh!" Gabby said. "You got 
a robe, Jay?" 

"Gosh, no," I told him. "You're 
decent. Go to the door." 

"What do you mean I'm decent?" 
Gabby demanded, looking down at 
his pajamas. 

The light, intimate tapping on the; 
door was resumed. "Stick your head 

_ out if you're so damned modest," I 
said. "After all, she's been married. 
She must know what pajamas are. 
Tell her you're going to get dressed 
and take her down to a cocktail bar." 

"That's' an idea!" Gabby bare
footed across to the door, opened it 
a scant three inches, cleared his throat, 

and said, in the very dulcet tone he 
reserved for particularly good-looking 
women, "I'm sorry — you see, I was 
just getting into bed. I —" 

The door pushed open as though a 
steam roller had been on the other 
end of it. Gabby jumped up in the 
air, grabbed his left big toe, and 
started hopping around in agonized 
circles. 

A tall, competent-looking indi
vidual in a gray, double-breasted 
suit, a gray hat to match, a face that 
was lean and bronzed, pushed his 
way into the room and slammed the 
door shut behind him. 

Gabby managed to sidetrack the 
pain of his skinned toe long enough 
to get belligerent. "Say," he de
manded, "who the hell do you think 
you are? Get oiit of here, and —" 

"Now then," the man announced, 
"what kind of a damn' racket are you 
two guys pulling?" 

Gabby looked across at me. 
"And just who are you?" I asked. 
"Inspector Fanston. Headquarters. 

What's the idea?" 
"The idea of what?" 
"Who was the jane who was just 

up in the room?" 
I said, "I'm not going to lie to you, 

Inspector. Her mother and I are 
estranged and she came to beg with 
me to go home. But I told her nothing 
doing. I shouldn't have married a 
woman who was forty-five years older 
than I was, in the first place, and I 
should never have had a daughter 
who was only five years younger. It 
•makes for a terrific strain on the 
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family life. Or don't you think so?" 
"Do you," he asked, "think this 

is a gag?" 
"Why not? We're free, white, and 

twenty-one. And if a woman can't 
pay us a five minute visit in a hotel 
bedroom without some house dick —" 

"Forget it. I'm not a house dick. 
I'm from Headquarters. I want to 
know who the woman was, and when 
you get done making wisecracks, I 
want to know what the hell the idea 
was ringing up Headquarters and 
teUing them a murder had been 
committed at the Redderstone Apart
ments." 

Neither Gabby nor I said anything 
for a minute. 

The inspector grinned, settled down 
on the edge of the bed, and said: 
"That makes it different, doesn't it, 
wise guy?" 

"That makes it very much dif
ferent," I told him. "flow — how 
didyou—,=" 

"Easy," he said. "When the desk 
sergeant told you he was consulting 
with the broadcasting system he was 
tracing the call — pay station here in 
the hotel. The clerk remembered you 
going in to telephone, and there's 
been a cute little number dropping 
in and picking up packages of military 
papers. . . . What the hell's the 
idea? What are you two guys trying 
to do?" 

I cleared my throat. "About the 
purse," I said. 

"Let's talk about the murder first, 
if you don't mind." 

I said, "I — er — thought —" 

"Did you, indeed?" he interrupted. 
"Well, try thinking again. And let's 
try thinking it out straight this time. 
I suppose you boys are on the loose 
for a little night hfe, and it's okay by 
me, just so you don't start pulling 
practical jokes about murders." 

"Practical jokes!" I exclaimed. "A 
man had the back of his head caved 
in." 

"What man?" 
"The man in 218 at the Redder-

stone Apartments." 
He said, "Get up and get your 

clothes on," and nodded to Gabby, 
"You, too." 

We three walked to the Redder-
stone Apartments and up to the sec- ( 
ond floor. An officer in uniform was 
on guard in the living-room of 218. 
The bedroom was just as we had left 
it, except now the bed was a spotless 
expanse of smooth counterpane. 

I had been bracing myself for the 
shock of being called on to identify 
the body — perhaps being accused of 
having had something to do with the 
crime, and wondering just how I 
could estabhsh an alibi. But the sight 
of that smooth bed was too much for 
me. I stood there for a good two or 
three seconds. 

"Any old time," Fanston said. 
Gabby and I both started talking 

at once. Then Gabby quit and let me 
tell the story. I knew there was only 
one thing to do. I told it right from 
the beginning, with the uniformed 
cop looking at me skeptically and 
Fanston's eyes drilling tunnels right 
into my brain." 
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"You sure this was the apartment?" 
"Absolutely." 
Inspector Fanston didn't give up. 

"All right; let's concede that he 
looked dead — that you thought he 
was dead. Those things don't just 
happen, you know." 

"It happened this time." 
"\yait a minute until you see what 

I'm getting at. Suppose it was all 
planned. 

"A purse is planted where you'll be 
certain to find it. There's enough 
money in it so you'll really start doing 
something about it. It's a foregone 
conclusion that you're coming to this 
apartment — not once, but twice. 
And the second time you come back 
you rind the outer door open. A man-
is lying sprawled out on the bed. 
There's a violet-colored bulb in the 
lamp over the bed. That would make 
anyone look dead as a doornail. 

"My best guess is that it's either 
some new racket or a frame-up to get 
you two guys on a spot because you 
two guys just happen to be you two 
guys. If it's a racket, you look old 
enough to take care of yourselves. If 
either one of you has any particular 
military information, or is here on 
some particular mission. . . . Well, 
I think that now would be a good 
time to take the police into your 
confidence." 

He looked at Gabby. "Right, 
soldier?" 
• Gabby just looked innocent. Then 
he took a leather case from his pocket, 
handed it to the officer. "Keep it to 
yourself," he said. 
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The inspector turned his back. I 
saw slight motion in his shoulders as 
he opened the leather case. Then he 
was motionless and silent for a few 
seconds. 

I heard the snap of a catch, and the 
inspector turned, poker-faced. He 
handed the leather case back to 
Gabby. 

"Then you don't think there really 
was anybody?" I asked. 

Fanston said, "Hell, no. It was a 
racket. Now, go home. If you start 
buzzing these janes in the morning, 
be careful — that's all." . . . 

Gabby snorted. "They're so dumb 
they think they've fooled us. . . . 
Do you want to go back to the hotel 
now. Jay?" 

"Hell, no. Let's find out some 
more about that stick — and what's 
happening ai Puzzle Number Two 
shortly after.midnight." 

We found Fred Sanmore still on 
duty, tired to the point of utter 
weariness, but still shoving traffic 
through the yards. 

"Look, Fred," Gabby said; "those 
brake sticks that the men use — 
does it make any difference which is 
which?" 

"What do you mean?" 
"Can any man pick up any stick?" 
Sanmore laughed. "Gosh, no. 

That's a sure way to pick a fight. 
Each man has his own stick. When a 
shift comes on duty, they'll bundle 
up all of the sticks and heave them 
out as far as they can throw them. 
The man whose stick goes the farthest 
puts it in the.last hole. He's the last 
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one out.' 
"How do they tell them apart?" 
"Oh, various markings." 
Gabby said, with what seemed to 

me just a little too much iiinocence, 
"I don't suppose you happen to know 
who owns the stick that has three 
rings out near the end with a series 
of crosses between the rings?" 

"No, but I can find out for you." 
"If you could do it quietly," Gabby 

said, "so your inquiries didn't attract 
too much attention, that might help." 

"Come on up," Sanmore said. 
We started up toward the place 

where the men were sitting in front 
of the line of pegs. There weren't so 
many of them now. The cut that was 
going over the hump was getting 
pretty well down to the last ten or 
fifteen cars. 

Sanmore left us and talked with two 
or three of the switchmen in a low 
voice, then was back to say, "As 
nearly as I can tell, it's a man named 
Carl Greester. He went off duty at 
midnight, but he's still around some
place. He has a friend visiting him in 
the yards!" 

"What do you mean, a friend?" 
Sanmore grinned. "I mean a friend,'''' 

and holding up his hands in front of 
him, he made an hourglass-like out
line of a woman's figure. "She came 
down with a pass from headquarters. 
And she has another woman with her. 
Greester is having a confab with 
them." 

"You don't know where Greester 
lives, do you?" I asked. 

"Gosh, no. But I can find out." 

"Lxjok, Fred," Gabby said sud
denly; "could Jay and I ride one of 
these cars down to its destination, 
just to see what it's hke?" 

"Absolutely against the rules," 
Sanmore told him brusquely. "If I 
saw you do it, I'd have to jerk you 
off the car and have you put out of 
the yards." And then he deliberately 
turned his back and walked away. 

A big freight car came lumbering 
down the incline. One of the switch
men, moving with lazy co-ordination, 
picked up his stick and swung aboard 
the front of the car. 

Gabby and I, acting just as though 
we had received formal permission 
from the foreman, walked over to 
the back ladder. 

"You first,' Gabby said. 
I favored the leg as much as pos

sible, taking it easy up to the top of 
the car. 

"Hang on," Gabby said, as his head 
came up over the »dge of the boxcar. 
I looked ahead and saw we were right 
on the puzzle switch, and braced my
self, expecting that I would be thrown 
from one side to the other as the 
trucks went over the frogs, but the 
big, loaded car moved along in ma
jestic dignity. There was only a little 
jar as the wheels underneath us made 
noise. Then we were gliding out from 
the well-lighted area into the half 
darkness, then out to where it was 
very dark indeed. 

We clicked over a couple of other 
switches, then veered sharply to the 
right, and were coasting along when I 
heard a scream coming from almost 
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directly beneath.the carr 
Gabby was where he could look 

down on the side. Then he was climb
ing down the ladder. "Come-on, 
Jay!" ' .. , • , -
. I looked back and caught a glimpse 

of two girls. A man was with them. 
Evidently he'd put his arms,around 
them and jerked.them back put of the 
way of the car. Now he was holding 
them, prolonging the moment of/ 
rescue as long as possible. ' ' 

I forgot all about the leg as I came 
down the iron ladder, but Gabby was 
running alongside and eased me to the 
ground on that last jump. 

-My knee gave me a little twinge 
just as we passed'a couple of boxcars 
on a track on the left. I dropped back, 
said, "Go ahead, Gabby. I'll catch 
up." . . 

Gabby turned solicitously to look 
at me, and then I saw him stiffen. At 
what I saw on his face I forgot about 
the leg, and whirled. 

Three men, armed with -brake 
sticks, were right on top of us. A year 
ago I'd have been frightened into 
giving ground and making useless 
motions, but I'd learned a lot since-
then. The man who was nearest me 
raised his club. I shot my left straight 
to the Adam's apple. I saw -Gabby 
pivot sideways to let a blow slide 
harmlessly past him, grab the man's 
wrist, give the arm a swift wrench, 
then heave." The air became filled 
with arms and legs as the man went 
flying up through the darkness, to 
crash against the side of a boxcar, 

^ then drop, Hmply to the ground. 
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The man I had hit was: on the 
ground. He made a wild swing at my 
shins with .the brake stick. Automat
ically, and without thinking, I tried 
to jump back out of the way. The in
jured knee gave way without warn
ing, Then the brake stick cracked 
against my shin and I went down on 
my knees. Suddenly I lost balance and 
fell forward. As I fell, I spread apart 
the first and second fingers of my right 

, hand and jabbed the fingers toward 
' his eyes. If he wanted to.play dirty, I 

could teach him something about 
that. I'dspeciahzed in it. 

I think'I heard a faint swish. Some
thing, perhaps the sixth sense which 
wild things have and which we de
velop under the spur of hfe-and-death 
conflict, warned me. I jerked my 
head to one side, but not soon enough 
and not far enough. 

The next thing I remembered, I 
was in a warm, musty darkness with 

• a sore head and an aching sensation at 
my wrists. I tried to move my arms, 
and realized my hands were tied be
hind my back 

From the stuffy, thick blackness I 
heard Gabby's voice: "How's it com
ing, Jay?" 

"What," I asked, "happened?" 
"The guy from behind," Gabby 

explained. "The one who was with 
the two girls. He caught Jyou on the 

.head just as you went down..I smeared 
his nose all over his face with a straight 
right, and then the guy behind me 
hit me just over the kidneys with 
everything he had.'-' -

"What about the girls?" 
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Gabby said, "The., redhead ran 
away. I = think she's gone, for" help. 
The other one jiist stood there watch
ing. The damn spy." 

My head was feehng a httle better 
all the time, although it still ached. I 
said, "If you ask me, it was the red
head who \yas the- decoy. They 
wouldn't have let lier run away if she 
hadn't been." . . " -

Cabby's silence vvas an all but con
temptuous contradiction. -

"Where are we.?" I asked. 
"Inside a boxcar." 
"What," I asked, "is it allabout?" 
Once- more Gabby was silent, but 

this time it was the tight-lipped si
lence of a man who is carefully guard
ing a secret. 

I tried to roll over so I could take 
some of the pressure off my wrists.. 
My shoulder hurt arid it was hard to 
keep my balance. 

Gabby heard me move.^ "Take it 
easy, Jay. I'm getting this knot 
worked loose, I think." 

. After what seemed a minute or two, 
Gabby said triumphantly, "I've got 
it. Jay. Just a minute now and we'll 
be loose, and then we'll be out of 
here." ' ' -

I heard his feet on the planks, heard • 
him starting toward me . . . . 

With an ominous rumble, the door 
slid back along its: tracks. The beam 
of a flashlight stabbed into the darkr 

ness. 
Gabby flung himself flat on. the 

floor, keeping his ankles, crossed, his 
hands behind his back. 

There was a peculiar scuffling sound 

from the outer-darkness, then the sob
bing breathing of a woman. 

I got my head around.to, where I 
could see a little rnore of what was 
happeiiing. 
~ Lorraine Dawson was literally lifted 
and thrown into the car by three men. 

The beam of the flashlight swung 
around and then suddenly stopped. 
"Do you," deirianded a voice, "see 
what I see?" . 
; I looked along the beaih of the flash

light. It was centered on the pieces of 
rope that Gabby had untied from his 
wrists and ankles. 

The three men were bunched there 
in the doorway, the beam of the flash
light holding Gabby as a target like a ' 
helpless airplane caught in a vortex of 
searchlights. 

Gabby made one swift leap and hit 
the group feet first. 

I heard the thud of his heels striking 
against flesh. The flashlight was jerked 
up, looped-the-loop, hit the side of 
the boxcar, hesitated, a moment at 
the edge of the door, then fell to the 
tracks. The sounds of bodies thresh
ing around in a struggle, the thud of 
blows filled the night. All of a sudden 
there was a lull, then shouts and 
curses as our assailants piled out of the 
boxcar. Good old Gabby, had given 
thern the slip and was leading them 
away. .; , • , . • • . 

... Almost immediately the rumbhng 
noise from the trucks-indicated that 
the car had: been banged into rapid 
motion. The door,was still open. t . 
could feel the fresh night air coming 
in. through the opening to eddy 
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around the interior of the boxcar, 
"You all-right?" I asked the girl. 
"Yes. . . . Who are you?" 
I managed a grin. "Believe it or 

not, I'm Jayson Burr, who wanted to 
return the-purse you lost. That was 
when you were masquerading as 
Muriel Comley. Remember?" 

I heard the quick intake of her 
breath. "How did you get here?" she 
demanded. -

"It's a long story. Would you mind 
telling me just what your name really 
is?" - • 

"I'm really Lorraine," she said. 
"And who's Muriel?" 

\ "Beheve it or not, I don't know, 
About all I do know is that she had 
an attractive apartment and wanted 
a roommate to- share expenses. I 
moved in." 

I swung around and managed to ' 
get a sitting-position. "Would you," I 
asked, "mind telling me something of 
what this is all about?" 

"I don't know," 
"Then perhaps you can tell me why 

you don't know." 
' S h e said, " r only moved in with 
Muriel a few days ago. She seemed 
very nice. She'd been married, had 
separated, and recently secured a di
vorce. Tonight Muriel was to meet 
someone who was due to come in on a 
train. I don't even know whether it 
vvas a man or a woman; We were in 
town. I wanted to take a cab to the 
apartment, so -I dropped Muriel at 
the depot. They said the cab had to 
take on a full load before it started 
back. You know the rest; I never 
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realized Muriel had left her purse 
until she telephoned me at the apart
ment; then, just after she'd hung up, 
you telephoned." 

The cars were rattling and banging 
over switches, lurching crazily. 

"And then you said you' were 
Muriel?" 

"Yes, of course. I didn't know who 
you were, but you had Muriel's 
purse, and I wanted to get it back for 
her. I thought it was easier to pretend 
to be Muriel than to do a lot of ex
plaining, and then have you insist on 
waiting for Muriel to come back to 
claim the purse." 

"And when I got up there," I said, 
"you were frightened." -

"I'll tell the world I was fright
ened." 
: "Can you tell me what happened?" 

She said, "There was a man in the 
apartment all the time,.hiding in the 
bedroom. I didn't know it until after 
you'd telephoned." 

The freight car gave a series of 
short, quick jerks and bangs, slowed 
almost to a stop, then slammed in 
another string of cars, and after a mo
ment the whole string began to roll. 

"Sounds as though we're making up 
a traiA," I said. "Look here; do you 
suppose you could lie over on your 
side and I'd get over as close to you as 
I could? We'd lie back to back, and 
you could work on the knots on my 
wrists with,your fingers, and I'd try 
to untie your wrists." 

"It won't cost us anything to try," 
she said. 

We rolled and hitched along the 
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floor until we were lying back to 
back. Somehow, I couldn't get my 
fingers working. The cords around 
my wrists made my fumbhng fingers; 
seem all thumbs. But she was more 
successful. I felt the knot slip, heard 
her say, "Frii getting it, ,all right.,—. 
Ouch! I'll bet I lost a fingernail 
there. — Hold still; it's coming." 
: A moment later my wrists .were 

free. I sat up and untied her. :. ., -" 
Abruptly? with that jerking lurch 

which.is so characteristic of car switch
ing, the engineer applied the brakes. 
Lorraine was thrown up against me; 
and I kept from falling only by grab:. 
bing at the side'of-the car.: The par
tially opened door slammed back un
til it fetched up with a bang against; 
the end of the iron track, leaving the 
square doorway wide open. The whole 
string of cars abruptly slowed. 

Suddenly our view was cut off. The 
doorway see_med to be pushed up 
against a solid wall of darkness. 

"What is it.?" Lorraine asked. "A 
warehouse.?" 

At that moment the train slammed 
to a dead stop... . . . ." 

I saw then that our car had been 
stopped directly opposite another 
•string of boxcars. -;, 

• "Can you jump across to the ladder 
on that car opposite.?," I asked quickly^ 

She didn't even bother to answer, 
simply leaned out of the car, caught 
the iron ladder on the car opposite, 
pulled her skirts high, and. stepped 
across.,! had to wait a second for her 
to climb up, so as to leave-rne a.handr 
hold, and,in that second the engine 

gave a snort and ,a jerk. The car 
started forward.. 

" Q u i c k ! " Lorraine, shouted: 
- ;I just missed-her leg as I grabbed ah 

iron rung of the ladder and leaned 
out- It seemed that the car was lit
erally jerked out from under ine. " 

",You all right.?" she asked. V 
"Yes, I took the shock on tny other 

leg." I started down the ladder. 
. "Watch your; step," I warned. 

"The -—" I. broke off, as I saw the 
flash o£ a red Hght, heard a little toot-
froin the engine whistle, and saw the 
whole string of cars ahead slide to an 
abrupt stop. I saw the gleam of a 
flashlight, then another. Then a beam 
carne slithering along the string of 

'cars.' . , . ' . ' . ' . 
"Quick!'.' I said. "Get up to the top 

and lie down. They're searching for 
• u s . " ' / . , . - V , . , - ; ; •• -• 

I heard the slight scrape of her feet 
on the: iron rungs as she scampered up 
the ladder, and I followed, making, 
the best time I could. We flattened 
out, I on one side of the walk on top 
of the car, she on the other. 
; There were .voices after that^Shad
ows danced along the side of a con
crete .warehouse, just above us. I lis
tened, trying to determine whether 
these men were, friends, sent by 
Gabby to rescue us, or whether they 
were our captors returning.' Theii, 
within ten yards of me, a man's voice 
said, "This is the end of the cut. 
They'must have svyung off while it 
vvas moving. They're not in the car. 
You can see the ropes there on the 
floor. Why in hell can't Jim tie 'em so 
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that they stayTtied!", 
Another voice: "You can't hold 

things up any longer without making 
. everybody suspicious. Give them the 
high-ball. We'll have to catch 'em 
as they leave the yards. We'll spread 
put. They can't get away." 

Once more shadows danced. The 
switch engine gave two muted toots 
of the whistle, started the string of 
cars into rattling motion. 

"Now what.?" Lorraine asked. . . 
"Now," I said, "we, get out of here 

just as fast as we can. Come on; let's 
go." 

"Where.?" 
"Back to the Redderstone Apart

ments. Unless I'm mistaken, we'll 
find a police inspector by the name of 
Fanston somewhere, in the building, 
and we can get action out of him. a 
whole lot quicker than we can explain 
to some strange cop. . . . Tell me 
one thing. You said there was a man" 
in your apartment." 

"Yes. He heard me talking on the 
telephone. I don't know whether you 
noticed it. or not, but I gave an ex-
cjamation and then asked you to hold 
the line a minute." 

"I noticed it," I said. "What hap
pened.?" 

"A man stepped out of the bed
room. The first thing I knew I felt the 
cold circle of a gun muzzle sticking in 
the -back of my neck. Then the inan 
took me away from the telephone for ' 
a minute or two, arid demanded to 
know who \yas talking. I told him it 
was just someone who wanted to re
turn Muriel's purse.'' , 
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"What did he do.?".I asked. 
• "Marched me back to the tele- • 

phone with, instructions to get you 
up there at any cost and to insist 
that I was Muriel." 

"And'when I came up," I asked, 
"where was he.?" -

"In the bedroom. He had the door 
open a crack. He wasn't where he 
could see — only listen. That's why I 
pretended to wish you good night, but 
shpped out after you. All I wanted 
at the time was to get out. Later on, 
downstairs, when Lsaw the clerk on 
duty, I conceived the idea of trying 
to make you give up the purse. I 
knew you had it under^your coat." 

"You knew that Muriel came to the 
hotel and got it back.?" 

"Yes, of course. She told me you 
gave it to her. • ''•. 

"Did she tell you what was in it.?" 
"No. What was in itr 
"Would you," I asked abruptly, 

"be shocked to learn Muriel is an 
enemy agent.?" 

"Goodheavens! She can't be. Why, 
she's just a young married woman 
who found out she made a mistake, . 
and . , ;" 

"And what does she live on?" 
"I don't know. She said she was 

looking for a position. I supposed she 
had some money — alimony, per
haps." 

1 didn't say anything for a few sec
onds, letting Lorraine get herself ad
justed to the idea I'd given her. Then 
I said, "Just when did you meet 
Muriel.?" ' 

"A Uttle over a week ago. She had 
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an ad in the r^" - i 
. "No, no. I mean tonight, after' I 
left. ' . ' .^ '• ._ : - • " • : .. • . . - , : -

She said, "When I left the apart
ment with'you .1 was frightened stjff. 
I pretended to go back up to the sec-
ond floor to the apartment. That was 
jiist to fool you and the clerk. Actu^ . 
ally, I just took the elevator all the 
way up to the top floor, waited .;for 
five or ten minutes. Then I went back, 
down and walked out." i' 

"The clerk there at the desk then?'' 
I asked. .̂ z. • • . 

"No. No one was in the lobby." • ' 
"Where did you go?" • 
"There's a httle tearoom down the 

block where Muriel usually, drops in" 
for a bowl of milk toast before she 
comes to the apartment to go to bfed. 
I went there and waited, frightened 
stiff;." : ; -, • • 

"How long did you wait?" ". ';', 
"I t seemed like ages." ' ;'• • • 
"But you don't know exactly how 

long it was?" • . . -
"No.' It was quite a while."-
"And she finally came in?" -^ 
' 'Oh, yes." ' • ^ • 
"That was before she had been to 

see us~?". • . •• "' 
"No, afterward." She had ^ her 

purse."-. ^ • •''••''.•' '.''••-' 
• "And you told her-about what had 

happened in the apartment?".: i : :̂  
: : "Yes." : ..: r::-[' l'-';":—;. :''^ • 

- ^'What did she do?'.'-' -^ '. = ̂  
,• "She seenied^'uite disturbed. She 

said she'd notify the police,/ but lic 
would have-to wait until tomorrow, 
because she had an irriportant -ap^ 

pointment to.keep." ":., 
':• -And;how:did you happen to conjie 
dovvn here?"', 
• ••' "I didn't want to go tack to the . 
apartment alone. Muriel, said she had 
arranged for a' pass, and, that I could 
come with her. She didn't seem, par
ticularly anxious to have me; though.". 

.' "Then you and Muriehcame down 
here withotit going back' to the 
apartment?" . >. , 

. "That's right." • .-
"Hadn't it occurred to you to call 

the police as soon as you got out of the -
apartment?" • -
'-^'Ofcourse:?', . 
- "Why didn't you do it?" . 

"Because-^, well, Muriers rather 
secre'tive about her affairs, and some-

-hbw I had an idea .she.— well, she just _ 
wouldn't like it, that's all," 
. '-'Isn't that rather an unusual way 

JtoloOk at'It?" : ": 
i ' 'I suppose so, but-Muriel's secre
tive and —̂ well,"you see,"she's had a 
divorce arid -^ well,; you" know how 
ihdse things ar'e.T thought perhaps it 
might -be something ,that was. con
nected, with the divorce,- or an at
tempt on the. part of her ex-husband 
toget evidence so he could get out of 
paying alimony; .or something of that 
s o r t . " ' • ' ' ' ' - , - . •"'••-•' • ' ' -••^ 

^'"Did Muriel tell you whoshe was 
meeting?" .. .v -.' .'̂  :• ; " --
•'._ ".Yes,: a man named-'Greester, but 
he never showed up."f . , - .• . 
' . ."And what.did'he want?" 
- >.''Apparerit:Iy it : \yas- something 
about her, husband. Greester;wasn't 
there, and Muriel didn't tell much; 
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We Started to walk down the tracks, 
and then the first thing I knew that 
car was almost on us. I think I 
screamed. I remember a man's arm 
around me, puUing me off the tracks; 
then I saw you and this other man 
jump off the car and start toward us. 
Then three men started toward you 
— there was that awful fight. -I tried 
to help and — well, they grabbed me 
and tied me." 

"And Muriel?" 
"Muriel got away." 

• "Anyone try to stop her.?" 
. " I think one of the men did.. He 

made a grab for her, but she jerked 
herself loose." 

"It may have been an a c t ? " ' I 
asked, 

"It might have been an act," she 
said wearily. 

I 'said, "All right, sister. Now I'm 
going-to tell you something. Muriel 
is an enemy agent, and in case you 
want to know what was in that purse, 
it was a great, big wad of currency to
taling seven thousand five hundred 
dollars. And that's why I was so cagey 
about dehvering it." 

Lorraine sat perfectly still on top 
of the boxcar, looking at me, her eyes 
wide and startled. After a while she 
said, "I can't believe it ." 

I didn't argue about it. I peered 
over the side of the car that was 
against the warehouse. "I think," I 
said, "we can manage , to squeeze 
through here. We'll walk back down 
the length of the train, keeping.be-^ 
hind these cars; and we'd better start, 
I'm going first." _. 
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It was dark as a pocket in the nar
row-space between the cars and the 
warehouse. There was just room to 
squeeze along, and I knew that if the 
train jerked into motion we'd be 
caught and rolled along between the 
^moving cars and the warehouse until 
we dropped down under the wheels, 
but it was our only way out. 

Halfway down the string of cars I 
crawled under and looked back at 
the track. I could see little spots of 
light that stabbed^ the darkness, then 
subsided, arid they were snuffed out, 
only to glow again. They were still 
hunting-for us. 

-"See anything?" Lorraine asked as 
I crawled back to the dark side of the 
cars. "̂  -

"No," I said.. There was no, use 
scaring the kid to death. 

We worked our way down to the 
end of the cars. There was a stretch 
of open track, curved rails running 
up to an iron bumper. Back of that 
was a concrete wall. , 

We were trapped. 
I felt my way along the wall, hoping 

I might find a door. Then vyas when' 
Lorraine saw the flashlights. 

"Look," she whispered. "Lights!'I 
think they're coming this way." 

I simply pulled her in behind the 
protection of that steel and concrete 
bumper. 

We huddled there" for what seemed 
five or ten minutes. The lights were 
coming closer. We could see shadows 
on the concrete Wall. 

The lights were swinging around 
now in wider- arcs, making bright 
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Splotches on the concrete wall, intensi- -
fying the shadows. Then, when they 
must have been within twenty yards 
of us, they quit altogether. ~ 

I got to my hands and knees,- held 
my head low down, and peeked out." 
The track was a vague, indistinct 
ribbori vanishing into a wall of dark
ness. I looked for several seconds and 
couldn't see anything. I decided to 
chance it. 

We turned off the tracks when we 
came to the end of the warehouse, 
walked across the yards, and found a 
gatej:hat was locked from the inside. 

-We unlocked it and went out without 
seeing a soul. ' ' 

"You have a key?" I asked Lor
raine as we reached the Redderstone 
Apartments. r 

".She opened -her purse, fumbled 
around for a moment, and handed me 
a key. '. , \_ 

I hesitated before putting it in the 
• lock. "Someone on your floor have a 
dog?" I asked. • _ -

"Yes. I don't know what apart
ment it is. A cute little woolly dog." 

"I heard him barking." 
"Yes," he barks once in a while." 
"Which end of the corridor from 

your apartment? Toward the front of 
the house or the back?" . 

"The back." . ' ~ -
I fitted the key to the lock, held the 

door open, and Lorraine and I went 
in; The dimly lit foyer was silent as a 
tomb. ~ ' ' ~ ' 

Halfway to the elevator I paused. 
"Look, Lorraine; you wait here. If 
you hear any commotion upstairs, get 

out just as fast as you can. Go to the~ 
nearest' telephone and call Police 
Headquarters. If you i/ow'/ hear any-

• thing, wait for me to come back and 
pick you up." 7 

j'The door was locked with a night 
latch. I carefully- inserted the key 
Lorraine had given me and silently 
slipped back "the latch. Then I eased 
the door open, ready to leap forward 
and go into action-if necessary. 

Gabby was sitting in the over
stuffed chairpbis feet propped up on a 
straight-backed chair, smoking a cig
arette. He was all alone in the room. 

. ."How,"- I asked, "did you get 
here?" 

He turned and grinned. I saw, then, 
that his left eye was all puffed up. His. 
lip had been cut, and when he grinned 
it opened up the cut and a few drops 
of blood started trickhng, dowri his 
chin. 

I :closed the. door • behind me. 
"How'd you make out?" " 

"Okay," Gabby said. "Did the 
Mihtary find you?" 

"No one found me. I rode a train 
out of the yards. What about the 
Military?" ~ -

Gabby said, "I sewed that place up. 
Nobody gets in or out, and they're 
going through it with a fine-tooth 
comb." •• 

"Where," I asked, Vdid you get all 
jhat authority?" ' , - . 

"I didn't, I , haven't, • I ain'ti" 
Gabby said. "But in case I forgot to 
tell you, I'm sort of working under a 
colonel here, and' we're checking up 
on certain .things that happened to 
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freight shipments. At first, we didn't 
think it could have happened in the. 
freight yards, because the records 
were all straight, biit now we're 
changing our minds mighty fast. I 
came here to -start tracing this stuff 
from the time it hit the terminal 
yards until it was delivered." ^ , 

"Yes,'' I said, "you neglected to 
tellme." / „ -. . 

Gabby grinned again. "I was afraid L 
I had. Where's the girl spy.?" 

- "That's what I.wanted to ask you." 
"Gripes!" Gabby said, frowning. 

"I thought you'd be able to keep her 
lined up." 
--^"You mean you didn't see her?" 
• "No. What happened to her?!' 

"Just that she took to her heels is 
all I know.". 

Gabby straightened up. "Say, who -
do you think I'm talking about?" 

""Muriel." _ • • -
"Muriel, nothing!" Gabby snorted. 

"Muriel's little roommate, Lorraine 
Dawson, is the one I mean." 

"You're all wrong, but we won't 
argue that now. Where w Muriel?" 

"In case it's any of your damn' busi
ness," Gabby, said angrily, "she's in.. 
the bedroom changing her clothes." 

I started for the bedroom door. . 
Gabby ^id, "Don't." . 
"Why not?" 
"She's a decent kid." 
I said, "She may be a decent kid, 

but she's an enemy agent," and .flung ; 
the door operi.'. 
I Gabby came out of. the chairand 
toward me fast, but something he saw 
in my face made him turn toward 

,the bedroom. 
• , It \vas empty, ' 
; "You see?". ' • . 

Gabby: had expression struggling 
all over his face. He walked across the 
room to the, bedroom window and 
looked.out to the iron platform of the. 
fire escape. 

After a minute I said, "Lookj 
Gabby; v\;e're, going to get her back. 
She can't pull this stuff and get away 
with it. I think Lorraine can help 
us." , . . . ' 

Gabby turned.. "Where is Lor
raine?" ' . _ ' 

"Down by the elevator. I left her 
•there while I came up to see that the 
coast was clear." • -

Gabby said, "Go get her. We can't 
wait ." . • .• 

Lorraine wasn't there. 
I walked over to the door and 

looked out on the street. She wasn't 
there. I came back and climbed the 
stairs. No sign of her on the stairs. 

I went back to the apartment. 
Gabby looked up. "Where is she?" 
'.'i don't know." I said, "Suppose 

you and I quit making damned fools 
of ourselves. There was a dead man 
in that bedroom. I'don't know what 
the big idea, was with the police claim
ing it was a plant. You call the law in 
on a murder case,-and right away they 
start telling you it's all a pipe dream." 

"Iknow," Gabby said. 
' "Ah right; it was a body. You can't 
pick up a body and carry it downstairs 
under your arm. You can't change 
the mattress 'and the sheet and the 
blankets and the spread and the pil-
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lows on a bed in the middle of the 
night. The way t see it, there's only 
one answer."' ' • ' : : • • 
' "The adjoining apartment?" ". 

' Tnodded. " ' . . - ' ' ' 
Gabby said, -'How's your leg.?" • 
"Okay." ~ •; - ' -.:_. 
Gabby said, "Remember, I've got 

my big automatic, so in case the party 
gets, rough, let's not break any legs 
over it.'^ ' • '" 

"We won't," I said. 
Gabby said, "If you'd come down 

to earth and be reasonable, I could 
tell you what happened — just so . 
you won't crack the wronggirl over 
-the head." 

"I won't crack the wrong girl." 
"Look, Jay; when Muriel'came to 

'her apartment this evening she found 
:a man's suit hanging in the closet. I t 
looked as though the suit had just 
come back from the cleaners. She no-, 
"ticed a' bulge in one of the pockets 
which turned but to be the seventy-
five hundred smackers." ' -

• "So httle Muriel figures finders 
/keepers." ' " i 

"Muriel happens to be a gal who 
cari look-out for herself. The whole 
thing struclc heir as-damri' fishy, and 
she decided to sit tight until she dis
covered what was going oil —̂  or at 
least part of it. Tt seems there was 
quite a splash in the papers when her 
divorce came up and she's-allergic to 
publicity; She had sense enough, to 
realize that" either by design or acci
dent' she had become involved in 
something, and she. couldn't be sure 
her husband didn't have'a hand in it. 

Unless it became absolutely necessary 
she didn'f want the eops in on it." ' 

"I still doii't see why she carried all 
that.money around with her." 

"She wanted to get it to a place of 
safekeeping, but a guy started to tail 
•her when she left the apartment. She 
was almost sure she had lost him, but 
just as she was stepping out,of the taxi 
she thought she saw him^^again.'Ap
parently without Lorraine seeing her, 
she slipped her pursfe back on the seat, 
and got out. As soon ais she was Cer
tain she had lost the: tail she tele
phoned the cab company to see if the 
driver had found her purse;" 

"How coirie, she didn't spill any--Qf̂  
this to Lorraine?'"- -V*- • ' • ' ; ' ' -

"I didn't ask her, but my guess is 
that she thought it would be best all 
around.if she didn't." 

"And the switch list with the mes-
s a g e ^ " •. • • ' . - " ' • > • • ; - ' • — ^ : ' •••'• 

"Don't be so darnn' sarcastic^'A 
railroad friend of hers gave her that, 
earlier in the afternoon, arranged for 
a pass. In case you want to know all 
about her private life, her husband 
made a; property settlement^prior to . 
the "divorce. Then he' ran out oh her , 
and qtiit paying. This man tipped her 
off that a chap was working on the 
night shift at the hump who owed her 
husband a wad of dough, and told her 
that she could go down there-tbnight 
and he'd take her to this man.; She> 
wanted to get the rest of the money 
her-husband had promised her on-thie 
property settlement and then forgot 
t o p a y i " : - -'̂ -^ '• '.!'•' ••"•"•'' ' : ' • . 

"Who was this friend,'- I asked. 
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"and will he corroborate her state
ment?" •'--:• 
• Gabby said stiffly, "I haven't had a 
chance to get her entire story." . 

' I started for the window and got 
out onto the steel platform of the fire 
escape, The window which opened on 
the farther edge of the platform was 
closed. I slid my knife blade under it 
and found it wasn't locked. 

"Step to one side as soon as you raise 
it," Gabby whispered. 

I got the window up, and was too 
mad to care about anything. I slipped 
under Gabby's arm and.went.in head
first. Gabby was behind me with the 

•gun, and he could take care of any
thing that happened. _ .. . 

Nothing happened. , 
We were in an apartment very sim

ilar to the one we'd just left, only ar
ranged in reverse order. The window 
opened into the bedroom. I could see 
the bed. It was clean and white, and 
apparently hadn't been slept in. For 
all I could see, there was no one in the 
apartment, and then somehow I had 
an uneasy -feeling that, the place was 
occupied. You covXdfeel the presence 
of human beings. ^ 

We moved on a few steps from the 
window. • 

"The light switch will be over by 
the door," I whispered. 

"Think we dare to risk the lights.?"^ 
Gabby asked. 

. "Gosh, yes. This place gives me tlie 
willies . . . " 
. "Stick'em up!" . ... 

The beam of a flashlight sprang out 
of nothing and hit my eyes with such 
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a bright glare that it hurt. I saw 
Gabby's wrist snap around, so that 
his gun was pointed toward the flash
light. Then Inspector Fanston's voice 
yelled, "Hold it, soldier! This is the 
law." -
. Gabby said, "Put out that, damn' 

flashlight. What are you doing here?" 
"What .are jo« doing, here?" the 

inspector asked. 
"There's no one here?" Gabby 

asked. 
Fanston said, "Switch on the lights, 

Smitty.'-' , . , 
The light switch clicked the room 

into illumination. 
"Where's the girl?" I asked. 
"What girl?" the inspector asked. 
"The one that came through the 

window a few minutes before we did." 
"No one came through that win

dow." 
"For how long?" 
"Ever since we came over here with 

you. I doped it out that if you saw a 
body it must have been moved. It 
looked aŝ  though it must have been 
moved out the window to the fire 
escape, then across to here. I made a 
stall to get you boys out of the way, 
then Smitty and I \yent to work." 

"And you've been waiting here all 
that time," I demanded, "simply on 
a hunch that the body might have 
been —" 

"Take it easy," the inspector inter
rupted. "Show him what we found, 
Smitty." . . 

The cop opened the closet door. 
I looked inside, and saw a bundle of 

bedclothes wadded up into a balL 
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There were red splotches on them - r 
blood that wasn't old enough even 
yet to get that rusty brown tint. .It 
looked red and fresh. : : ' • 
^ "I'll be damned," Gabby said. -

-"That's the only way they xould 
ihave come in," Fans ton said. " I t ' s -
perfectly logical. What's more, there 
are bloodstains on the iron ribs of the ' 
fire-escape platform."-

"And why," I asked," "are you 
guarding the bloody clothes and'let-
fing the other apartment take care of 
itself?"-; - : . . . ; • ^ • . / 

Fanstbn looked.at Smitty, and the 
look was a question.'.: •'.' •\, 

"Why notP'VSmitty said. . • 
Fanston decided to tell us: "Be

cause; when we looked through that, 
other • apartment, we found some--
-thing. I'll show, you." ,'• 

He led the way back through the 
window out to the fire escape and 
then to the girl's apartment.: Over 
in a corner of the bedroom was a fine 
sprinkle of plaster diist on the flodr 
near the baseboard. ' . - • 

Gabby was the one- who got' it 
first. He moved a mirror back out of 
the way."Behind it was a neat little 
hole in the plaster and the diaphragm 
of a dictograph. ^-' ' - . 

That point established, we returned 
to the other apartment. 

"The receiving end of the installa
tion is in here," Fanston continued; 
'-'also, the bloody clothes are in here. 
You can figure'what that irieans. Hav
ing put up. that dictograph, with the 
receiving end in this apartment, 
they're naturally due to come 

back to watch it -̂ r if.' you fellows 
haven't messed things up- so that 
•you've scared away.the.quarry we'i-e 
after." ; • •.:,;• :. - , . . . -

Suddenly Irem'emberedsomething. 
Without waiting to explain : my 

' hunch; I hurried out of the roorn. 
' -1 walked down the long corridor, 
looking at, numbers on the doors; I 
found the apartment T wan ted. down 
at the far end of the corridor; The 
place was dark and silent. The.hall
way held that peculiar clarnmy feel 
which clings to crowded, apartment 
houses along toward morning. A dog 
yapped once, then quit. 

I gently turned the doorknob. 
When l felt that the latch was free,. I 
pushed tentatively agaiiist the door. 

~ The door was jerked open from the 
inside. Before I could let loose, I was 
thrown off balance and came stum
bling on into the room.. - /'•• 

A man's voice said, "All right— 
you asked for this." . " _• 

It was dark in the room, with just 
the faint hint of distant lights seeping 
through the windows. . .' .: 
•• They had fed: me enough, carrots 
and vitamins to improve my night 
vision and taught me.enough about 
rough-and-tumble fighting .'in the 
dark, so that what-came next didn't, 
bother me at all. It was just like going 
through a training routine. . : 

I knew a blackjack was swinging for 
; my head somewhere in the darkness. I 
sidestepped, felt a swish of air as some-~ 
thing whizzed past where my head had 
been, saw a dark object in front of me, 
and, somewhat off balance, figured 
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where his bread basket" would be, 
and hit him where he was thickest. 

I felt surprised muscles collapsing 
beneath the force of my blow, heard a 
-whoosh" as.the breath went out of 
him. 

Someone cursed behind, me. A 
flame spht the darkness wide open. I 
could feel the. hot breath of burning 
gunpowder against my cheek. I never 
did hear the bullet crash. My ears 
were numbed by the sound, but I 
whirled and struck out with my left. 

It was, then the knee gave way. I 
went down in a heap. . . . But 
they'd taught me, all about that in.the 
Army, too. I caught the man's knees 
;as I went down. He struck at my 
head j n the dark with the gun barreil 
and missed it by a couple of inches. I 
grabbed for his wrists and'didn't con
nect. He kicked me in the shin and 
broke loose. 

There was a quarter-second of si
lence. I realized then he had enough 
light to show him where I was. "He 
was going to shoot. . . , ^ 

I flung myself into a quick roll, 
kicking as I came over. My heel 

.grazed against his knee. A dog was 
barking frenziedly. 
.. I heard running steps in the corri
dor. The beam of a flashlight: danced 
around the opening of the door. 
There were scrambling steps, someone 
barking an order, a back door open
ing, and a pell-mell- of stampeding 
feet, running down a staircase. -̂  
r The two officers went storming past 

me, following the beahi of the flash-
' light. I saw Cabby's long arms raise 

the window, saw him slide matter-of- (. 
factly out to the edge of the sill, heard 
him say, "Airright, boys. That'll be 
enough* Stick up your hands." 

The windowpane above him split 
into fragments of glass as two bullets 
came through. 
, I saw Cabby's arm swing the auto
matic. 

"You all right. Jay?" he asked. 
I rolled over on my hands and knees 

and started getting up. The knee felt 
weak, the way a thumb feels when 
you've bent it all the way back and 
•all the strength is'gone out of it, but I 
could hobble along all right. 

"Okay," I said. 
I went into the bedroom. Before I 

found the light switch, I could see two 
long rolls of something stretched out 
on the bed. Then I found the light 
switch arid clicked on illumination. 
• They were tied up in sheets, their 

lips taped shut. Two pair of eyes 
looked up at me — large, expressive 
dark eyes and big blue eyes. 

I reached over and tried pulling off 
.the tape from their lips. I held the 
side of Lorraine's cheek, .got-a good 
hold on the tape, and gave it a quick 
jerk. 

"Hurt?" I asked. 
She looked up at me. "Not much." 
I went around the bed to Muriel, 

worked a corner loose, and then gave 
-her the same treatment. . 

"You would have to do it the hard 
way!" she flared. 
.' I started untying sheets., . 

From the outer room I heard In
spector Fanston saying iri , an odd 
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voice, "Good Lord! How did you do 
it, shooting in the dark? Knocking 
the legs out fromunder them." 

Gabby didn't even bother to an
swer tlie question.; He' said, '.'Listen, 
Inspector; this is purely civilian, see.'' 
We don't figure in it at all. We're just 
witnesses who happened to be in an 
apartment in the building. Here's a 
number. Call this nuiriber and make a 
report. They'll tell you what to do; 
. . . As far as yoii know,'"it's a gang 
of housebreakers that had headquar
ters here. You even keep the railroad 
angle out of i t . ' . . . Get me?" 

I waited, expecting to hear Fanston 
ask Gabby who the hell he thought 
he was. But, instead, Fanston's voice 
sounded meek and subdued: I knew 
thert the shield in' that leather case 
Gabby was carrying in his pocket was 
big stuff. The inspector said, " L g e t 
you. . .... Smitty, get out in the 
hallway and get those people back-
where they, belong. Tell them there 
may be more shooting.-And don't let 
anyone talk.with the prisoners." 

I heard the whir of a telephone, and 
Inspector Fanston's voice saying; 
"Police Headquarters," then Muriel 
Gomley-saying,. "Leave that, sheet 
where.it is. All I've got on under-

.neath is underwear." Her eyes'went 
past me to the doorway and softened.-
"Gh, hello. Gabby!"-: • 

Gabby said, "We can- stay right 
here until things quiet down,-and 
then you can go and -^". ' '• •:-•:. 

"Not in this room,"'Lorraine said; 
^"What's, the -matter with dt?' ' 

Gabby asked;. .:; ; ' • , : ' ; "-

' I looked at Lorraine's eyes, got up 
and walked across to the closet dobri 
opened it a few inches, and then has
tily pushed it shut. 

Gabby took one look at my face, 
and knew the answer. ' 

"Oh, Fan'stdn," he said in a low 
voice, "the body you're looking for is 
in here." " ' . 

. Over a breakfast of ham, eggs, and 
coffee. Gabby told us as much as he 
ever told us. _ " 

"For a long time," he said, "we'd 
been running into a peculiar type of 
trouble. Machinery would be tested 
and double-tested. It would be put 
aboard freight cars, shipped to various 
army camps, and tested when it got 
there. Everything would be all-right, 
but after a while, usually under the 
stress of combat, the machinery 
would suddenly go haywire. Part of it 
we found was due to the old, familiar 

- sabotage of putting a Httle acid on 
critical metal parts, and then care
fully covering up the slight discolora
tion. But the other part of it had us 
completely baffled. A machine would 
get, into combat and suddenly fail. 
Later on, we'd post-mortem, "and find 
sugar had .been iiitroduced into'the 
gasoline. You know what that does to 
an internal combustion motor.. 

"After a while we found out that 
all the'machinery with which we had; 
this trouble had come, through. the 
yards in this city, but that in itself 
didn't seem to mean anything, be
cause the machinery was tested on ar
rival at destination and everything 
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was all right. But we still kept coming 
back to that peculiar coincidence that 
our troubles came with- stuff- that 
went through these freight yards. 

" I ' d had some railroad experience, 
and I was sent up here to check the 
whole situation. In the meantime, 
Carl" Greester was working on the 
hump, and he stumbled onto what 
was going on. The enemy agents had 
dupHcate tags slightly larger than.the 
regular nurnbered tags which went on 
the cars as they came through the 
switch.' By putting on those phony 
numbers they'd have the cars they 
wanted switched down to a siding 
where they had sufficient opportunity 
to do their work. And it didn't take 
long. ' , 

"After the. cars had ' been entered 
and sabotaged they'd.be resealed, the 
phony numbers taken off, a couple of 
dummy cars added, and a switch en
gine sent down to pick up the cut 
and redistribute it. 

"When Greester found out what 
was happening, he didn't go to the 
FBI. He went to the men who were 
mixed up in it. They bought his silence 
for seven thousand five hundred dol- . 

- lars. But Greester was afraid to take a 
bribe in the ordinary manner, and 
they weren't foolish enough to just 
park seven thousand five hundred, 
somewhere and go away and leave it 

- for him to pick up. Greester kept in
sisting that the money be given to* 
him under such circumstances tha't if 
there was a double-cross, the FBI. 
couldn't claim he had accepted a-
bribe. . 
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"Finally they agreed that Greester 
would send a suit out to be cleaned. 
When that suit came back from the 
cleaners it was to be given to the clerk 
to hang up in Greester's apartment. 
The bribe money would be in the 
inside pocket. In that way, if anyone 
suspected what was happening, Grees
ter could have a perfect aHbi. He'd 
sent his suit to the cleaners. The 
cleaner returned the suit to the clerk 
while Greester was on duty at the 
yards.. ^ 

"But when the go-between picked 
up the suit at the cleaners, plahted 
the seventy-five hundred bucks in 
the. pocket, and handed the suit to 
the desk, he either got mixed up oh 
the numbers, or the, clerk did. No 
names were mentioned, merely apart
ment numbers. The suit went to two-
eighteen instead of two-eighty-one. 

"Greester came home, looked for 
the suit and the bribe money. No suit, 
no bribe. He asked the. clerk if any-

• thing had been left for him at the 
desk. The clerk said no. The gang 
knew the suit had been delivered. 
They naturally thought the clerk had 
frisked it and got the dough. 

"They got the thing' straightened 
out, finally. The cjerk was a httle nin
compoop who was always getting fig
ures mixed up. They decided he must 
have delivered the suit to the wrong 
apartment. One of the men got into 
Muriel's apartment with a passkey,-
found the suit, all right; but the 
money was gone. He was in there 
when Lorraine came in, and he had 
an idea the money might have found; 
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its way into Muriel's purse.. That's 
why he was so interested in the tele
phone conversation." . 

"And the clerk?" I asked. . ' 
"The clerk kept thinking over 

Greester's questions, finally remem
bered about the suit, and wondered 
if he hadn't put it in two-eighteen 
instead of. two-eighty-one. He went 
up .to two-eighteen, let himself in 
with a passkey, and found a man bor
ing holes in the wall and installing a 
dictograph. . . . We know what hap
pened to the clerk." 

"Why the dictograph?" I asked. 
"Don't you see? They didn't know 

whether Muriel was a' government 
agent arid they were leading with 
their-chins, or" whether it was just a 
mix-up. Naturally, clubbing the clerk 
hadn't entered into their plans. They 
had toget rid of the body." 

"They knew we'd discovered that 
body?" I asked., • 
. "Sure, they did. They were on the 

' other end of the dictograph when we 
stumbled on it before they'd had a 
chance to remove it. They evidently 
waited a while to see if we were going 
to report it. When they found out we^ 
weren't, they tried to whisk it away." 

"But Greester must have thrown 
in with them," L said. "His apart
ment.was two-eighty-one, and -r-" 

"He didn't throw in with them," 
Gabby said. "Greester tried to play 
smart. It was unfortunate that he did." 

"You mean—?" 
"The police discovered his body 

about daylight this morning, when 
one of the gang confessed." 

"But," Muriel said; "Carl.Greester 
seemed so nice. He told me that a man 
who owed my husband some money 
was working-down at the switchyards 
on a night shift, that if I'd come down 
and see him, I could arrange to get 
the balance of the money that was due 
under my property settlement with 
my husband. He wrote-out where I 
was to meet him shortly, after mid-
night.T . . . Oh,.I guess I see now." 

Gabby said, "He found.out about 
this man and tipped you off just as a 
favor, but all the time he_was playing 
with_ this personal dynamite. He 
thought he was being smart. All.he 
was doing was signing,his own death 
warrant.':' .' . 

"So. they took over Greester's 
apartment?" I asked. 

"Sure. It was bad enough finding 
Greester's suit in the girl's apartment. 
But when the girls came 'down to the 
switchyard to join Greester around 
midnight, they became suspicious.' 
They made an excuse to grab Muriel, 
jerk her out of the way of a freight 
car, ,and frisk her purse while they 
were doing it. As soon as they found 
out that purse contained seventy:five 
hundred dollars, the girls were on .the 
spot. Then you and. T put in our two-

• bits worth." " . -

"What's become of the money?" I 
-asked. -

•'"The money,'' Gabby said, "is in 
..the hands of Uncle Sam. Three men 

wefe-,placed under arrest for tamper
ing with the seals of freight cars. One 
of them started talking. He's talked 
enough so Fans ton can pin the mur-
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del of the clerk and Carl Greester on 
the two other men. And .the third, 
who turned state's evidence, will get 
life as an accessory after the fact." 

"How about the man who owed my 
husband motley?" Muriel asked. "Is 
he one of them?" 

Gabby shook his .head; "I think 
you're okay on that. His name is Gul
liver. He works under Bob Guttering. 
Cuttering's a grouch-face who is 
pretty much overworked, but he's a 
good egg just the same." • 

I said, "Idon' t see why this man in 
the bedroom didn'/t stick me up'for^ 
Muriel's purse, and -^" • ; 

"Because you said you didn't have 
it with you. Lorraine could tell, frbm 
the way you were holding your left 
arm agaiiist your bodyr,that you did -
have it. The man in the bedroom 
could only hear what you'd said. He 
'Couldn't see. That's why Lorraine was 
able to get out of the apartment — 
talking as though she were slamming 
the door indignantly on her visitor, 
but actually slamming herself on the • 
other side of it." 
: "And Muriel was taken-out of the 
bedroom window while you were in 
the living-room?"" _ ' 

Gabby nodded. 
Lorraine said, "I was never so 

•frightened in my life. While I was " 
waiting down there on the stairs, a 
man poked the muzzle of a gun into 
my back and marched me down the 
corridor." , ;. ' ' 

"The dog was a sort of watchman?" 
I asked.' , 
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Gabby nodded. "When they moved° 
into Greester's apartrnent, they took 
the dog with 'em: The dog'had been 
trained oh one of - those inaudible 

whistles. Whenever he heardit, he'd 
bark and try to get but. Whenever 
anyone entered the place that might 
make trouble, a giiy posted outside 
would blow the whistle, and the dog 
would bark. The dog had also been 
taught to give warning when anyone 
came near the apartment." 

"Well," I said, "Iguess that winds 
•up the case." : ' ' 

"Of • course,'-' Gabby said, "the _ 
colonel insists that he's going' to hold 
us responsible to see nothing happens 
to these girls —̂ niy buddy and me. I 
told the colonel it inight be a httle 
embarrassing. But you -know-the 
colonel;,he just barked-into the tele
phone, 'Keep those two girls lined 
up. I don't want them going out with -
anyone except you and Jay!'" ^: 

"You mean we can't have'any. 
dates," Muriel demanded, "unless —" 

"Exactly," Gabby said sternly." 
"Those are orders direct from the • 
colonel." . • 

Muriel l6\Yered her lashes. "Well,".', 
she conceded, "if it's for "my couri-

• t r y . " ' • / • 

I looked at Lorraine. • -
: She said, "He's got'the idea now, 

Gabby, so you can take your foot 
away. It's my toe you're on." 

"What are you two talking about?" 
Muriel demanded. ' ,-

"Our duty to bur government," 
Lorraine said self-righteously. 



THE CASE OF POOR GERTRUfiE 

byROYVICKERS 

IITTLE' more than a century ago 
^ we used to pelt hunchbacks with 

oranges at the circus. And as recently 
as the Edwardian era we were im
mensely amused by the tragedy of 
the aging.woman robbed by circum
stance of her physiological right to a 
husband. The havoc wrought in her 
nervous system, often resulting in a 
deterioration of manners and a loss 
of personal dignity, were part of 
the raw. material of our music-halls , 
and cbniic papers. The "old maid" 
joke got across because everybody 
knew somebody like that. 

One, at least, of these victims of 
mass-cruelty — the notorious Ger
trude Ball — hit back, and with the 
pitiable device of murder. She made 
an extraordinarily g9bd job of it, too.-
The gently nurtured daughter of 
a rural dean, who had not even, read 
the Sherlock Holmes stories, she 
danced away from Scotland Yard ••— 
baited the police as a matador baits 
a. bull — without the least suspicion 
that she was being devilishly clever. 
She- had luck — but so, eventually,. 
had the Department of Dead Ends. 

In' 1908 Gertrude Ball was.thirty: 
five, she lived on the outskirts of the 
ancient borough of Engeldean in 
Sussex, with, her aunt, • Miss Edith 
Westhorpe. In a small,way she was 
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an heiress, for her father had left her ̂  
over six hundred a year in Consols. 
Moreover,, at twenty she had,been 
reckoned .the prettiest girl of her 
social class in that part of the country. 
Her photographs show, beneath .the 
elaborate coiffure of the day, wide-set 
eyes, pretty and vivacious, a little 
retrousse nose, a mouth just a little 
too pronounced and a rounded, dim
pled chin. 

In the earlier twenties she' had had 
one definite engagement and two 
romantic attachments. None of these, 
however, had eventuated in marriage. 
There seemed, in.fact,, to have been 
a'tendency for her .admirers to vanish 
after the first kiss — though, of 
course, everything was done in a 
perfectly nice way. _ 

At thirty she was known as "poor 
Gertrude," and at thirty-five .the 
more charitable dowagers were pro
testing that there was still hope, on 
the groutid that -miracles. had. been 
known to happen..To you this sounds 
ej^aggerated, for the truth is that 
nowadays conventions of dress, hy
giene and one thing and another 
•permit a woman to look the age that 
best suits her temperament. But ait 
that time, if a gentlewoman was 
thirty-five and unmarried, she took to 
some genteel hobby that kept her at 
horrie;. ^ . 
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And then, in the summer of 1908, 

the dowagers'; miracle "happened in 
the person of Wilfred Anfeeryel —̂ a 
man in the latter, forties, with roots 
in Engeldean, who had been in 
Canada for over,twenty years, where 
he had piled up a few thousands as an 
auctioneer and estate-agent. He was 
the son of a judge, and had himself 
been called to the Bar, though he had 
never tried to practice.: * 

On his, return to his native town 
one can only say that he was seized 
with love for Gertrude. Suddenly — 
before they had exchanged, a'dozen 
words. But it was not so strange as i t • 
now seems, because Gertrude,, by 
blind chance, happened to bear a 
remarkable-physical resemblance to 
Ankervel's dead wife, whohi-Ke had 
loved exceedingly. The ghost of her 
gestures, the echo of her voice stam
peded him. • -̂ i-

Ankervel arrived in the middle of 
-August. In" September, in the pres
ence of her aunt, he proposed. Ger
trude accepted with calm dignity, and 
even made a stipulation ^ that when
ever he was not actually engaged in 
his caUing he should describe himself 
as a barrister-at-law. This, she felt, 
they both owed to the late^ rural 
dean. 

It will be difficult for you to realize 
the enormous difference made in the 

Tife of such a woman by the right to 
wear a half-hoop of diamonds oh the 
third finger of her left hand. From a 
person to whom one was over-civil 
for fear of hurting her susceptibilities, 
whom one rarely met outside the 

. social functions of the church, she 
became the inspiration of a round of 
picnics, dinner-parties, garden-at- "̂  
homes, and the like. -

Ankeryel tireated' her with, a rev
erence that was very nearly ridiculous. 
But everyone assumed,that it was a 
Canadian custom and thought i t , 
rather charming. 

Ankervel had come straight back 
. to the house of his late father, and had 
installed an elderly housekeeper in 
charge of two youngish servants. 
Convention permitted Gertrude to 
take tea with him as often as he liked. 
It must have been on one of these 
occasions that she became aware that 
he kept, a loaded revolver in a little 
wall safe, together with his: mother's 
jewelry, which would be Gertrude's 
on theii: wedding-day. _- . " • 

- At his house —̂ on. October. 3rd — 
.she consented to name the day, 

November 27th following. He'was, 
we may assume, so entranced with her 
compliance that he laid aside some of 
the reverence and for the first time 
kissed her, as a man kisses the woman 
he wants to marry. . • -

The kiss, she records in her diary, -
took place as the clock was striking 
five on a sunny afternoon. ("We did 
not speal{ after this as I thinly our hearts 
were too.full. I went out into the garden 
and in a minute Wilfred was by my side. 
He was so silent that I was afraid I 
had lowered myself in his eyes. On the 
way. home throiigh his woods, as we' 
were passing the-old quarry, he gently 
squeezed myarrri.lshall always love the 
old quarry and shall not allow him to 
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have it cleared. He stayed chatting with 
Aunt E. for a few minutes after I had 
gone upstairs. Aunt E. is going to post 
the invitations at once. I do hope people 
won't send expensive preserits. I am so 
happy!") •: . ; 

At this .point the diary stops 
abruptly. It was not resumed until 
the last-few days of her life. 

Nothing much seems to have hap; 
pened that week except that the 
invitations were sent. The lovers met, 
.but only for short intervals and, as. 
it happened, in the presence of Miss 
Westhorpe. This might be accounted 
for by the fact that Ankervel had 
decided to buy, a partnership in 
Harshalt's, an old-established local 
firm of auctioneers and.estate-agents. 
She did not see him at all on Sunday, 
for he had to spend a duty weekend 
with some relatives at Cheltenham. 

. On Monday, October 9th, there . 
occurred the incident of the dream, 
which subsequently gave the case 
much of its notoriety. At about four 
in the morning Annie, the house-
parlormaid, heard screams coming 
from MissBall's room. She rushed in, 
getting there a few seconds before 
Miss.Westhorpe, to find Miss Ball in 
tears. , ; . . , • , • . ' 

"Oh, Annie, I've had such", an 
awful nightmare!" she exclaimed. "I 
dreanit that I had killed Mr. Ankervel 
and buried hirn in the old,quarry,"' 

So that was all! Miss Westhorpe 
gave the necessary soothing replies. 

On Tuesday, morning, there were no 
screams. But when her aunt taxed 
her at breakfast with her tired iap-

V. pearance, Gertrude admitted that she 
. had had the dream-a second time. Her 
aunt dutifully laughed it away, 
thpugh this time .she felt a little 

- creepy. A modern aunt would prob
ably have been niore' alarmed.. For 
an aunt nowadays knows the elements 
of psychology and inight have in
ferred, that in her subconsciousness 
Gertrude already knew how it was 

. between her and her lover and had 
determined upon her, rernedy: . 
, That night Ankervel, having re-

- turned from Cheltenham^ dined with 
them, and they told him the story 
of the dreani. He smiled, with male 
superiority, made a joke or. two, and 
forgot' it. He. left early, -excusing 
himself on the ground, that his ̂ cousins 
had kept him up until, the small 
hours every night. He did not see 

^ Gertrude alone, but asked her to 
come to tea at his house the following 
afternoon. 

It was then that he told, her; as 
gently as he could, that he had made 
a tragic mistake,.which must neces
sarily blight the hves of both of them. 

"Of the two abominable courses 
open to. me, I feel that the less 
cruel, the less dishonorable, is to tell 
you. . . . A week ago I could have 
doubted, there was a. sun in the sky 
as easily as. I could have doubted 

. that I love you. Now — God forgive 
me;. Gertrude! -:rl esteem you above 
all women, but I have to ask you to 
release me. from our engagement." 

No reason given! And poor Ger
trude — as the dowagers would again 
be calUng her —- asked for none., 
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"Gf course,- : WilfredP'TweHty 

years of the discipline of the drawihg-
room held her steady. "I shall always 

• respect and admire you for speaking 
io me frankly and giving me the 
chance to be worthy of your friend
ship." • • - ' / • ' - • ;y-

Ornate, you will say, and artificial! 
And, if you'like, horribly insincere! 
But' there is a sort of sincerity in good 
manners, which the Edwardiahs un
derstood; He was immensely grateful 
to her for running true to fprrn. Not, 
of course; that he had really expected 
her to brawl or sue him for breach 
of promise: But there it was." 

"Please leave all arrangements to 
me," she' asked. "Aiint Edith: will 
cancel the invitatibns." 

We imagine'that he groaned heavily. 
"Not the least of the suffering I 

have brought upon you will be the 
tittle-tattle- of those ;infernal; old 
women!" - '' •" 

Ohi rib, not the least by a long way !> 
And not only the old women, but the ' 
young women. And the tneh. The 
very errand-boys would'know about 

, it and snigger. The marriage was. 
suitable in every material and social 
sense. But the man'had escaped while 
he could. 

"Gertrude, you miist, of course, 
allow me to announce that you have 
broken our engagement on account 
of an incident in my past life, which 
need not be specified." • 

As if aiiyone would believe that! ' 
"No^—no! I will -not have you. 

vilify yourself, Wilfred. Our —̂  our 
friendship has meant too \iTiuch -to 

me," she said, and possibly believed., 
it. And then: "If you are anxious 
to spare me I ask you, if you will, to 

Jsay and do nothing for a few days. 
Jiist give me a little time in which to 
adjust myself. And, if you have no 
objection, let us behave — in piiblic 

— as if nothing had happened." 
Anything she liked; of course! It 

was a faintly eccentric request, but it 
was not for him to cavil, after the 
way he had beeri unfortunately com
pelled to treat her. And after she had 
been so' perfectly ripping about it. 

"Just as you like! I will dp nothing 
whatever. I intend to go back to 
Canada, of course. I shali sell this 
place and back out of the Harshalt 
deal. But I will do nothing whatever 
until you aiinounce that our engage-
merit is at an 'end. May I see you 
horiie, Gertrude.?" 

When she got home Gertrude said 
she had a bad headache, and went to 
bed. There, we may assume, she had 
a good look at her future. She would 
again be helping with the Church 
decorations at Christmas. "Poor Ger^ 
trude" once more, she would have to 
endure the dreadful patronage of the 
dowagers, less friendly now, because 
they would feel they had been fooled. 
Next winter she would again be a" 
wallflower at the Hunt Ball — would 
know again the subtle agony of having 
no partner for the supper dance. 
(^'Pobr Gertrude! she had four chances, 
altogether, but each tinie^ the man 
bacl^ed out for some reason or other. I 
rather faftcy there must be something 
about her. . . .") 
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No. Those three earHer affairs were 
nothing.- The fourth man was madly 
in love vvith_her. The wedding-day 
was fixed and then . 

She would have to give him back 
his ring. She removed it and put it in 
its little padded jeweler's case. "The 
London and Montreal Jewelry Go.; 
Ltd." She had never heard of them. 
No doubt the name had attracted a' 
man fresh from Canada. Dear Wilfred 
was not very original-minded. The 
ring itself was a perfectly standard 
half-hoop. 

But it was her ring..It had been her 
apotheosis and she loved-it for itselfi 
She could not bear to part with it. 
But her own code deinanded that she 
give it back. 

With no other thought than that 
she must have the outward and visible 
sign of it to console her in secret in the 
blank years to come she went alone 
the next -morning to Town — to the 
London and Montreal Jewelry Co. 
Here she purchased a duplicate for 
£36. Assured of her unassailable posi
tion, she tendered a check which was 
accepted after they had verified her 
name and address. 

. Gn the afternoon of the next day 
she again went to Wilfred's house. 

" r have had time-'to adjust .my 
thoughts, Wilfred," she told him after 
tea. "Tonight I will ask Aunt Edith 
to put an announcement inThe Times 
and we shall both write to a few 
friends ; . . Your ring." 

Looking just a little like.Ellen 
Terry in Cormorant, she drew, it from 
her finger. He received it ^withber 

coming gravity and placed it on the 
mantelpiece — which, somehow, was 
too much for her. -

"No — no! Lock it away, Wilfred, 
so that no one can see it," she begged.. 
Now we are entitled to believe that 
this was the. spontaneous expression 
of her tortured nerves — that there 
was no dreadful thought .behind it. 
For we know that she had put on 
her gloves in readiness to go. It-is at 
least certain that she had not at that' 
tnoment^ decided how she would 
rhurder him — if indeed- her fuU 
consciousness had decided to murder 
him at all. We may believe that she 
was enticed- by circumstance.. . • 

He opened the wall-safe and put 
the ring with the other jewelry; and 
before he shut the safe he blushed and 
apologized, v 

"Forgive me; I am very remiss.'! 
He pulled from his waistcoat pocket a " 
gold sovereign purse — a common 
little device that presented each gold 
coin separately by rneans of a spring. 
It had been her engagement present ^ 
to him and, of course, he wore it on 
his watch-chain. Three clicks — as he 
removed' three sovereigns from the 
case and put them in his.pocket. 

. With his fingers he could. not 
prize open the .link between the 
sovereign purse and his watchchain. 
So he went into the hall for a pair of 
pliers. , . . ; 
, While he was away-she took his 
revolver from^the safe and hid it in 
her muff. _ ' . v 
,. "Perhaps -7 er — I had better send-
this.by post?" . , < ,, ; 
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"There is- no need -for.' you to 

bother;" she answered him: She took' 
the sovereign purse in her left hand, 
in which she was already holding her 
handkerchief. 

"Will"you see me home, Wilfred -̂ -̂  
for the last time? Let's take the upper 
path through the woods." ~ 

The upper, -jpath runs over the 
crest of the hill and passes near 
the old-quarry. She", took 'him tO the 
verge of the sixty-foot precipice from 
which there is a view of Engeldean 
nestling in the valley — a fact which,' 
in "the circumstances, lent itself to a 
little melancholy sentimentalizing. 

But-it was a chilly evening and she 
sneezed. As she was about to apply 
her handkerchief, the gold sovereign 
purse fell at" her feet. There was a 
moment of mutual confusion in which 
her foot tipped the sovereigri" purse 
over the edge of the little cliff. -

"How stupid of me!. Don't let us 
bother about it," she entreated. In 
a .sense, I think, she really was entreat
ing him to save, her against herself: 
But-it was of ho use. _̂  <. '< 

"We can be there in five minutes," 
he protested. "There's plenty of light 
and I have marked the spot." 

. The precipitous face of the stone, 
a semicircle cut from the side of the 
hill, was about a hundred yards from 
the lower path. In the foreground 
were boulders, loose stones and nettles 
arid a great deal of rubbish; Over this 
they clarhbered together. 

_ In a rough trench beneath the 
cliff-face Ankervel caught the gleam 
of the sovereign purse and stooped to 

pick if up. . • . / , : 
As he was rising Gertrude shot him 

through the back of the head, and 
flung the revolver into a cavity in the 
cliff face. ' 

'•• :At about'a quarter to six.— it was 
now October the 13th, 1908-:—"Miss 
Westhorpe was in the hall, when her 
niece returned. "̂  
: "Oh, there you are, dear? It's early 
for a muff, isn't it, though I see Lady 
Maynton has started hers. Isn't Wil
fred corning in for a few minutes?" 

" I 'mso afraid of getting my chil
blains again — it isn't fair to Wilfred 
to take such a risk. No. He left me at 
the "edge of the woods.. He has to 
write a couple of business letters and 
then he's corning to • dinner. I told 
him we shouldn't dress tonight—-
just a cosy little evening, Aunt 
E d i t h . " •• : • . v ; . , : " .̂  

Miss Westhorpe remembered every 
detail of this conversation, though at 
the time" it made no mipressioni 
except that she gave, the necessary 
orders in the kitchen. " 

They waited dinner half an hour 
for Wilfred Ankervel, then sat down 
"without him. . • • , ; 

{"My niece was a little hurt at firsts 
which I thought only natural in the 
circumstances" testified Miss Westhorpe 
on a later occasion. "After dinner she 
suddenly remembered her drearh and 
ujanted to send a maid with a note to 
inquire whether anything had happened 
to him.l am afraid I was responsible 
for persuading her that her fears must be 
groundless") -. . •• -.; 
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: On the following morning there 
vyas neither explanation nor.apology 
from, Wilfred Ankervel, so Miss 
Westhorpe herself ordered; the pony-̂  
trap and drove to Ankervel's house 
to makeinquiries. ; = ; 
, "No,, Miss Westhorpe, he didn't 

corne home, after he left the house, 
with Miss Ball. But he'd said he might 
have to go up to London suddenly — 
and he had some luggage sent down 
to the station in the morning, so I 
didn't worry." 

The information, in the light of the 
other three gentlemen who loved and 
rode away, made Miss Westhorpe 
uneasy, and she was not sensibly 
relieved by the way her niece' took the 
news.. 

"Some thing-has happened to him!" 
she cried, climbing into the pony-
trap. , '.'I'm going for help — I'm 
going "to the police. I tell you. Aunt 
Edith, I_/ee/something has happened." 

Her aunt saw that a great deal of 
talk, at any rate, was going to happen. 
She could do nothing to restrain her 
niece, who took the reins and whipped 
up the pony. In the town they met 
more than one of their acquaintances 
to whom Gertrude, with an abandon 
raire in those days, shouted: "Soine-
thing has happened to Wilfred — 
I'm going to the police." Lady Mayn-
ton, who was a hberal. subscriber to" 
police charities, actually, 'followed 
them into the police station. 

Superintendent Lordways listened 
politely and then, being an efiEcient. 
officer, sent a man to; the riearby 
railway station to inquire about the 

luggage. Presently .'they learnt that 
two cabin trunks. had" been sent, 
luggage in advance, to the Overseas . 
Club in London. They were^ unable 
to say for certain whether-Mr.-Anker-, 
vel had gone up on the evening train, 
as iiis ticket had been taken that 
morning. . . 

"Until we know Mr; Ahkervel's 
movements in, London," said the 
Superintendent, "we've no reason to , 
fear that anything out of the ordinary 
must have happened." 

"Quite so, Mr. Lordways! — that ^ 
is exactly what I would have said 
myself," remarked Lady. Maynton. 
And she smiled. And Gertrude^ saw . 
her smile. 
' When they had gone Superintend-. 
ent, Lordways stepped across to Mr. 
Harshalt's offices and asked him 
vyhether he could give any informa-
tion_about the man who was believed 
to, be already his partner. Harshalt 
wanted to know full details and as he 
heard them he pricked up his ears; . ' 

"That's a very funny .thing. Lord-
ways," he remarked. "Between you 
and me, Lordways, Mr. Ankervel has 
been yery queer^ the last few days. 
A week ago he was hurrying up the 
solicitors to produce the draft of our 
agreement. But when the agreement 
arrived on Monday, he steadily made 
excuses for not signing it. There's. , 
been no hitch off the business side of ' 
it. i couldn't understand it. I won
dered whether —very strictly be- . 
tween you , and me; Lordways—I 
wondered whether he contemplated 
making some'change in ^—er >^ his j 



; T H E A G A S E :OF POOR G E R T R U D E 

. personal plans.". : • 
JLordwaySi thanked him and de

parted and scrupulously avoided talk-; 
ing about it to anybody. But Harshalt: 
talked quite a lot about it, repeated. 
all Lordvvays had said and all that he, 
had said. 

. That afternoon. Miss, Westhorpe: 
went alone to Mrs. Qraigie's.at-home. 
When she got back Gertrude had 
gone to bed with another-headache. 
At breakfast next morning Gertrude 
asked: • ' . 

."What were the people. saying at 
Mrs. Graigie's?" 

"I can't, possibly tell you," said 
her aunt — but of course she could, 
when she was properly pressed to do 

"They're saying he has run away 
you," she sobbed. 

mark my words, ' Aunt: 
;y shall .apologize to me:— 

, of their lives.'' Gertrude 
• and dreadfully, inipatierit 

Jrhem apologize. Her im-
Irove her to put her head' 

lion's mouth. That afternoon: 
police station. , 

To Gertrude the police were nice, 
respectful men like good servants, 
and:t:he Superintendent was a sort of. 
butler to whom one could unbend; 
without loss of dignity. , ,.' 

' 'I tell you Mr^ Ankervel is dead,": 
she asserted. "I'm as: sure of, it as if, 
I could see hini lying at rriy feet in this L 
room., I dreamt of it last riight. Twice 
before I have had a similar dream ^^ i 
only before rl dreamt ;that.. I skilled 
him myself and buried him."-And as 
the Superintendent .blinked: f; That; 
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means, of course, that there was a" 
danger coming to him from which I 
ought to have protected him." 

Now the Superintendent had 
picked up Mr. Harshalt's hint and 
ill his heart he did not take any serious 
notice of her. In the end-she virtually 
ordered him to search Mr. Ankervel's 
woods and out; of respect for her late 
father he :gallantly consented to take ' 
a couple of men and look round. 

In the woods they spent a,couple 
of hours beating the undergrowth 
on either side of the path'without 
result. It was a messy business, for a 
fortnight's drought had been broken • 
by heavy rain during the riight. 

"I don't think we shall find any
thing herci" said Gertrude. "In two 
of my dreams the body was in tSe : 
old quarry." 

The police were tired and wholly 
incredulous. But this implacable little 
old maid with nerves of steel made 
thern beat amongst the boulders and 
nettles of the old quarry while she 
hovered on-the pathway. 

"Nothing here, miss.'- -
, ,"You haven't looked at the back. 
Oh, please do look properly? I'm 
sure I'm right!" she shrilled. 

There in the rough trench they, 
found the body of Wilfred Ankeryell 
— found, tooi the revolver, -which 
they promptly wrapped in a silk 
haildkerchief. 

They, let Gertrude know they had 
found him and that he was dead: 

"L knew,:!, knew!" she said and 
cried a little. While the Superintend
ent: wasitrying! to comfort her, one 
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of the men called out: ' I -
• "Thereis something, in' hisi.hand, 

sif,.aiid:I can't open the fingers.!' h" 
, "Use the flat of your'jack-knife as 
a lever.~rrn-comingi"- -̂  : . r ^ 

They levered open:the: dead fingers 
and found the .gold-sovereign purse, 
enipty,; slightly dented. _• 

•When they reported, the find to 
Gertrude, her strength gave out and 

, she fainted —̂ which the police thought 
very, womanly and appropriate. ; 
. That night the Chief Constable 
called in Scotland'Yard, and'Dective-
Inspector Drayling came down. 
, "You took, it that he had gone up 

; tp Town to run away from this girl.? 
And you did nothing about it.-The 
next thing is, the girl takes you by 
the scruff of the neck and rubs your 
noses in .the murder. And. she tells 

:you she dreamt it all. Unluckily for 
me my Chief never, listens when^ I_ 
•tell him about people's dreams. Where 
does Miss Ball live.?" 

Drayling was with her for-a couple 
of hours and.there can be little doubt 

, that she derived a perverted pleasiire 
from the interview. She had started 
to come home, she said, with Mr. 
.Ankeryel at about five. He had left 
her at the edge; of the wood, she said, 
in order "to go back and write a couple 
of business, letters, after which he 
was to come toher house for dinner." 
He cross-examined,• her and...gained -
nothing, but her approval of -his :, 
thoroughness. She was. positively 
eager to give him. her-fingerprints.v ' . 

ij "Whate.ver..;.youiS3y,,/Inspectqr," , 
she warned him, "I shall always blame 

, myself.; I. ought.tp have.madehim 
understand his danger. I must tell you 
that Ihad a dre;am:i—-^',' . .j/ 
•,Drayling had to .listen :to ,the 

- dreams. She called in Miss Westhorpe 
to give her version of the dream and 
then Aniiie, the house-parlormaid... 

. 'That night; in spite of-his boast, 
: Drayling was compelled to fea ture'the, 
dream in his report to his superiors. 
. Before he wrote the report he went 
to Ankeryel's house, where he learnt 
that 'the deceased had kept a revolver 
in the wall-safe, so it niight be tenta
tively assumied that he was shot, with 
his own weapon. It was just possible, 
he found out, for Miss, Ball to--have 
got at that weapon. So,- for that 
matter, could the housekeeper. So, 

• assuming a little simple . trickej; 
could almost.anyone. Nothing^ 

-. Herang-^up Ankerv.el's 
learnt that a will was beiq^ 
to be signed by Ankervelj 
riage, leaving everything 
•tended wife. Ankeryel'ha? 
died intestate. Nothing tl: 
next day he-went, back, to 
quart^y. . .,, 

Where had Ankeryel been shot ? P n 
the path? Impossible, to :say, for the 
rain would -have washed, away any 
bipod. . :•... 
...Had he been shot in. the trench.? 

; At the foot of the precipice where the 
.body .\yas, found? If so,-how. hjad. he 
happened to be.there.at the'time of 
the. shooting.?. Sonie hundred yards 

>-frbm t̂he; path. A-most unnatural place 
fpr..,a: man to loiter in: at about six on 
an autumn evening. He had not 
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been shot above the precipice and 
dropped over—the doctor had been 
firm about that. , 

Well, then, he must have been 
carried dead to that trenchy or enticed 
there alive. But not by his gir l -^ it 
was a dirty and uncomfortable spot. 
And besides, they were not that class. 

Miss Ball, he reluctantly decided, 
must be ruled but of it. A decision 
which was strengthened by the in
formation that the fingerprints on 
the revolver were not those of Miss 
Ball — that they were, in fact, the 
fingerprints of one George Byker, a 
petty sneak-thief who had served 
several short terms of imprisonment. 

At the inquest Gertrude told her 
tale, simple and unshakable — not 
that anyone tried to shake it. The 
sovereign purse, slightly dented, was 
among the- exhibits. She identified it 
as a present given by herself to the 
deceased. The local jeweler from 
whom she had bought it confirmed 
this statement. There was the roman-

: tic suggestion that_Ankervel had died 
defending his fiancee's gift, which was 
quite enough for the jury to return 
a verdict of "wilfull murder against a. 
person unknown," 

Gertrude gave .her evidence well 
and everyone in Court felt keen 
sympathy for the tragic little-woman 
who seemed to face her bereavement 
with an almost fierce resignation. It 
occurred to no one that the same 
tragic little figure rhight be burning 
with hatred against those whose 
mockery had driven her to the im
molation of her conscience. She left 
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the Court on the arm of her aunt, 
- and for several days kept to her bed. 

On the day after the inquest the 
dragnet brought in George Byker. 
' He was a semi-defective tramp 
whose original home was in Lewes. 
His rhovements were traced to the 
vicinity, of Engeldean at ah essential 
time. From Engeldean he took the 
train to London on the day following 
the murder and paid his fare with'a 

• gold sovereign^ He bought" clothes 
and boots at a second-hand store in 
Praed Street, also tendering a sover
eign. That night he was run in for 
being drunk and disorderly, and the 
following morning was fined ten 
shillings, which again he paid in gold. 

' He was charged with the murder of 
Wilfred-Ankervel and ini due course 
was committed for trial. 

For the defense it was stated that he 
had spent the night in the quarry, 
which he knew of old, arriving there 
at about ten at night. In the iiiorning 
•he was startled to see a corpse lying 
in the trench and a • revolver in a 
cavity close by. He had picked up the 
revolver, had handled it a little before 
putting it back where he had found it. 
He was afraid to tell the police of his 
discovery, in view of his record, and 
he admitted that he had gone through 
the pockets of the corpse' and taken 
out three pounds in gold and two 
shillings in silver.. 

The Prosecution 'suggested that 
Byker had accosted Ankervel and 
attempted to grab his watch, possess
ing himself of the sovereign- purse. 
There was a scuffle in which the 
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sovereign purse rolled to the ground 
•and was trodden on, being crushed 
against a stone. Ankervel then drew. -
,his,revoiver, threatening the; prisoner 
with it, until he was able to pick up 

' the sovereign piirse. Taking Ankervel 
unawares, .the prisoner succeeded in 
snatching the revoiver, whereupon 
Ankervel ran sand hid in the trench, 
where the prisoner, found and shot 
hirui Alternatively, the prisoner might 
have shot the dieceased on the ipath 

: and: carried the body to the trench. 
•••r The jury did not bother .about such 

subtleties. A, man, who .would- ad
mittedly rob a.: dead man's ;body 
would be' capable;,of anything.-After 
a. short retirement "they found the 
prisoner guilty of murder and, pos-

, :sibly. because they_ had' been a little 
hasty,: added a. recommendation to 
mercy, on account of his feeble ih-

. telligehee.. The .judge^sentenced him 
to death and forwarded the recom
mendation, which :was accepted by 

; the Home Secretary,:with the result 
that; George Byker -went to penal 

rservitude for life. : . •, ;i >• 
Gertrude Ball, the gently nurtured 

; daughter of a rural dean, again Jdenti-
fied the sovereign purse and.again 

, told the simple, unshakable: little, he 
abbutiher own and Ankervel's rnoye- . 
ments. Counsel; for the Prosecution, 
in thanking her, ^expressed sympathy 
oh account ofher; bereavement; the 
Court associated itself. Gertrudcj in 

j short, emerged^a popular heroine.' 
-.':::: She .did not-attend the Hunt Ball. 
B.ut' in'the spring she went: intohalf-
. mourning and was occasiohally seen 

at the more important at-homes. She 
was still "poor Gertrude," but the 
iphrase now had a, totally different 
ring. The dowagers were friendly 
and confidehtiali,conferring a kind of 
honorary, wifehood upon her. It was 
considered very appropriate and even 
rather beautiful that she continued 
towear her:engagement ring, overa 
mourning ring. : . , . . - . 

>: Altogether she.had become a very 
interesting figure. In the,summer she 
was occasionally seen at tennis parties, 
though she never. played. "Such ; a ; 
sad, beautiful face," someone had said,. 
so she neversmiled except sadly. The 
girls asked her advice,as an honorary 
dowager. Gertrude hadifound her 

'•' niche and was happy"— while George 
Byker. settled down more; or less 
comfortably at Dartmoor. [.'•'•/' 

The London andMontreal -J.ewel-
ry Co;, Ltd.,-.had;, passed from an 
old-fashioned father to an ultra-

, modern son, who tied himself ,up 
rather tightly with a Gaiety girl; of. 

: the wrong sort.: : 
.r; She had soon, absorbed all: -the 
legitimate profits ofi thev business, 

; with ~, the.;. indirect result that; the 
, accourits arid, records: of-; the : firm 
were, taken charge jofby'^.the Pubhc 

,i Prosecutor..;.: ; .; j . : - y .,,;. 
Tarrant, /of -the Department:lof 

i Dead: .Ends, - was looking : through 
btheir-; Special/List (in the hdpe;:pf, 
. .finding something: about the Lowes
toft ~polygamist),:wheh his eye. was 

•.caught by the entry::' : j - . .:>:•: 
S JBall, Gertrudci Miss,. The^Lindens, 
. Nr. Engeldean, Ring (62), £^6,cheque,-
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-Oct.i2th,igo8: • • • 
He lopked up Ring 62 in their price 

list: All diamonds, platinum coronet. 
Ideal and original en'gagement ring. 

One of these had been bought by 
Gertrude- Ball on ^ - yes — on the 
day before the murder of her fiance!. 
On the face of it there was no connec-

- tion betvveeii the two facts. Tarrant 
- ' set about the job of making one. 

"Never mind about the murder 
for a tnoment. Why does an engaged 
woman buy herself an engagement 
ring? Because the man is too hard up 
to buy it for her.? But this man was 

•not hard up. Then why?" 
Presently Tarrant turned up the 

report of the trial, found among other 
.things that she had given him a gold 

' sovereign purse. But surely she hadn't 
also given him a gernmed ring? One 
never knows. Better make sure. 

Ankervel having died intestate, 
Tarrant obtained leave from the 
proper official in Chancery to inspect 
the jewelry, most of which had 
originally been the property of 
Ankervel's mother. Here he saw the 
sovereign purse," with a dent in it. 
Then a gemmed ring. ^Comparing it 
with the illustrated price-list, he was 
astonished to find what was ap
parently the very same "ideal and 
original engagement ring." 

• A young lady gives her fiance, of 
all things under the sun, a gemmed 
engagement ring? Of course, J t -

•~7 might have belonged to Ankervel's 
. mother—in which case there was 

nothing in it. On the other hand, it 
might not — in which- case it was 

53 

much too fascinating a problem in the 
-vagaries of \human conduct to^be 
ignored. 

On the way down to Engeldean, 
the price list in one pocket, the sover
eign purse in another, he thought up 
a good excuse for troubling Miss Ball, 
but in the event he did not use it. 
He was too electrified to see on that 
lady's hand,' above a mourning ring, 
another exact replica of Engagement 
Ring No. 62. 

He talked some gibberish about the 
London and Montreal • Co. while he 
felt his way. They were alone together 
in the morning-room. 

Tarrant decided to take a risk. He 
looked fixedly at the ring until she 
winced and then: • 

"Before I go any further. Miss Ball, 
I think it only fair to. tell you that we 
know you bought that ring yourself. 
You paid for it with a check for £36 
on October the 12th." 

"Oh!" The fierce little spinster who 
had twice committed perjury without 
a tremor collapsed in tears. "Oh — 
the hurniliation!'' she sobbed. "It's 
true—-I admit it! But it's not a 
crime, Mr. Tarrant — need you tell 
anyone? You will iriake me the 
laughing-stock of the county. I could 
never hold up my head again. You 
will ruin my whole life." 

Tarrant thought of the luckless 
tramp in Dartmoor and went hard as 
flint. . 

"You bought the ring for yourself 
— a duplicate of the one Mr. Ankervel 
gave you — because you had to give 
him back the original one? Because 
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he had ended yourengagement?r 
"Yes." In a broken whisper Ger

trude admitted the shameful, un
forgivable truth that a man had 
rejected her love. "I was a coward. 
I couldn't bear people fo know that 
he had —̂  had jilted me as if I had, 
been a servant-girh'" / "':' 

Tarrant saw where he was how and' 
the rest'was easy. '\ -^\ ''.'.'"'' 

' 'You paid £36 ifor that ring. . ; . 
What use 'would the ring have been, 
to you—if Wilfred Ahtfervel had. 
liiMd?''' ". ''\'\:, "••',• J" V \ 

It was a sinipie question,-but j t was' 
wholly unanswerable. 'Tarrant re
peated, it and whilci he" was .waiting 
for the: answer that'never came; he, 
realized that George Bykel: had told 
the truth at his trial. And he remerii-
beredVthat dent in- the sovereign' 

-piifse. '"' '•' ' " •• . ' . ; ' ' - .' "•'' 
- "Thai: .ring; would have been no 
use at>all if Ankervel had live_d. So 
you shot hirn yourself. You lured hini 
tathat spot by dropping the.sovereign' 

pyrse over the cliff-r—" 
But Miss Ball' had\ positively 

, stamped her foot. 
"Mx. Tarrant, will you hiave the, 

goodness to stop! I do not care to 
have such things : discussed—-^still' 
less will i allow them to be published;" 
To Tarrant- it looked very hkfe 
hysteria, but it was nothing of' the 
kind. "I plekd guilty to liiurderihg 

• Mr. Ankervel. And I would be obliged ' 
if'you v^ould say hbthihg whatever 
about the circumstances;; I shall not 

• mtentioh them myself. And there will, 
of course, be no trial." .-

A fragment of legal knowledge; 
which, we may assume, she acquired 
from, the one-time, barrister-at-law. 
She signed a three-line' confession, 
repeated it to.the judge and in four' 
minutes was sentenced to dbath -^ ' 
leaving half her property to her aunt 
and the other half to George'Byker.' 
Engeldeari made a totally erroneous 
guess ^ t the nature of the "felonious 
mahce aforethought.". 

*0* 



P I E C E S OF SILVER 

By BRETT HALU DA Y 

THE gringo Thurston? 5/. senor. I 
remember him well. I. was one of 

those who went with him on his trip 
into the hill country exploring for oil. 
^ The trip, senor, from which he did 

not return. , 
You ask what became of him.? That, 

senor, is a question no man may an
swer with certainty. Not even I, 
though I have the American educa
tion and am known through the 
Isthmus of Tejauntepec as the smart
est man in Mexico. 

I uaderstand,' senori' You are from 
the American insurance company and 
have come to Teluocan seeking proof 
of Thurston's, death. I will tell you 
the story as I know it, and you will 
have to judge for yourself whether it 
is, the proof you seek. 

Seat yourself comfortably here on 
the veranda and listen well. It is not a 
long story, but it must begin when 
the gringo Thurston first stepped off 
the river boat'which comes up from 
Porto Blanco. 

You knew him, perhaps.? No? A big 
man,' senor, with broad shoulders and 
eyes holding the cold glitter of ice; a 
harsh voice, giving loud orders as 
though he spoke to dogs rather than 
to free men who have the blue blood 
of Spanish dons in their veins, mixed 
with that of native tribes who held 
this continent long before it was dis

covered by a wandering Italian sailor. 
You comprehend, senor, that we of 

Mexico are a race slow to anger. 
Gringo Americans mistake this for 
weakness or fear, and sometimes do 
not learn their mistake until too late. 

Patience, senor. It is the story of 
Thurston I am telling. To understand 
his end, you must see him as he was 
when he came arrogantly among us. 
with harsh words pii his lips and,con-
tempt for us in his heart. 
: Ay, and with a look in his eyes when 

he gazed upon our women that was 
not good. He was a stranger.to the 
tropics and he mistook a simplicity in 
the clothing of our women for an in
vitation to evil thoughts. 

Be not inipatient, senor. I seek to 
make you see the gringo Thurston as 
we of Teluocan saw him . . . that 
you may have better understanding 
of what happened inside such a man 
when he stood face to face with Lolita 
Simpson in the jungle. 

Si, senor. Senor Simpson is an 
American, but not a gringo like 
Thurston..A little man with.no hair 
on his head, and a mild voice. Twenty 
years ago he came from Los Estados 
Unidos to Teluocan. 

Perhaps with scorn you would say 
he,is one who has gone native. It is 
true that he took a wife from the 
Jurillo tribe, Indians of the hill coun-
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try. But she has been a loyal wife' to 
him arid I think SenorSiriipson has 
not regretted his. choice. 

.With her, he settled near the head
waters of the Rio Chico,'cleared a 
small plantation and planted bananas, 
reared six fine children of which his 
daughter, Lolita, is eldest. 

Seiior Simpson was in town for 
supplies that day when Thurston 
came on the river- boat. _. - . 

I saw therh nieet upon this - ver
anda, senor, as I stood close to' them' ' 
three nights later while Lolita danced 
thejiuencita beneath the-light of flam
ing torches and the warrant for the 
gringo Thurston's death was signed. 
: The gringo stood ,a head above 

Simpson, looking down at' him with 
coldness, saying: 

"They tell me you have a- little ' 
two-by-four plantation up the river 
and could guide me that far on my 
journey into the hill country." 

Senor Siinpsori looked up at the 
gringo, then away. It was as though 
the bad sm'ell was in his nose. But he 
said: , -

"Yes. I am in Teluocan for sup
plies. I will be starting back in the, 
cool of the morning." 

"I 'm pulling out up-river right af
ter lunch. There's ten dollars in it for̂  
you to get together some Mex carriers 
and guide me as far as your place." ' 

"After lunch is the siesta hour,". 
Senor Simpson said. "They have a 
saying down here that only mad dogs 
and gringo fools venture into the sun 
during siesta." -.-'•-'-.'• 
- The gringo threw back his head 

and laughed loudly. "Let them call 
rne a gringo fool. I've ^ been called 
worse." 

Senor Simpson shook his head.-"It 
is too hot for men to travel with packs. 
Tomorrow will be soon enough." 

"Damn your siesta and your man-
anas," said Thurston. He was like 
that, setior. With a curse for every
thing not his own way. "If you don't 
want to earn ten dollars, I'll go alone." 
• Without anger, Senor Sirnpson ad-

.mitted he had use for .ten dollars. In 
a land where pesos are scarce, Ameri
can dollars' are much valued. But 
why, asked Simpson, did the other'' 
American wish to go into the hills? 

"My business is oil. The geological 
exploration.T've heard of oil seepages 
up there. Have you ever seen any.?" 
- Senor Sirnpson. shrugged his shoul- • 

ders and said.he did not know. 
. The gringo snorted with loudness. 

"That's the trouble with you Ameri
cans that go native. You settle down 
with some slobby-fat Spick woman 
and lose all your American push." 

I was watching Senor Simpson and 
I saw the look on his face when 
Thurston said that to him. It was not 
a look good to see. For it is true, 
senor, that his wife is not as slender in 
the waist as when he took her to the 
priest. 

But he rolled a corn-husk.a'garillo 
and said nothing. One knew he was 
thinking it was useless to try to make 
the gringo Thurston understand . . . 
and- ten American dollars do not drop 
into one's^ hands in Teluocan every 
day. 
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In the end, senor,- the gringo had his 
way. At the beginning of the siesta 
hour we started up-river. Six of us 
with packs, Seiior Simpson with his 
two burros carrying suppHes for the 
plantation. 

And, mark you, senorl The gringo 
going ahead on the trail carrying a. 
pack heavier than any of the rest. .. 

The midday heat on the Isthmus, 
you'comprehend, is like no heat you 
will find elsewhere. There is a heavi-, 
ness that crushes oiie. The breath 

, comes hard into the-lungs because it 
is steamy thick with-Vapors. 

There is silence in the jungle with 
even the birds and monkeys retreat
ing deep into shady places. And there 
is the heavy stink rising upward from 
damp decay which we of this country 

' learn to endure but not to enjoy. 
Through this, the gringo Thurston 

set such a pace as no man who knew 
the tropics would-attempt. Such a 
man, senor, is a difficult leader. One 
who is in the.pay of such a man cannot 
well lag behind. 

For three hours, senor, we in the 
rear kept up the pace set by Thurston. 
It was too much, after three hours, for 
Alberto, the youngest among us. , 

He was sick in his stomach and 
could not keep up. His older brother, 
Pedro, pushed up the trail to tell 
Seiior Simpson we must make the 
stop for Alberto to rest.. ,:'_.-

"I ana not the patron," Senor Simp
son told him with regret. "Senor 
Thurston goes on without resting." 

"But he has not the sickness enja 
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estomacha," Pedro said. "The other 
patron will stop if you tell hxm, senor," 

With the .wisdom of the country 
and of our people,-Simpson knew it 
would be best. to rest Alberto's 
estomacha. He stopped-and called: 
"One of your carriers is sick, Thurs
ton." " -

The gringo turned and came strid
ing back with anger on his face. ' 

"Which of you," asked the gringo 
with harshness, "pretends the sickness 
to get a rest?" 

Alberto was not without spirit. He 
hfted his head and said, "It is I. In a 
little time the sickness will pass. It is 
the itoo much heat." -

The gringo was not one to hear ex
cuses from weaker men. "It is not 
hotter-for you than for me," he told 
Alberto. "Get ahead of me on the 
trail where I may kick your pants 
when the sickness comes." 

It was not, senor,, the wise thing to 
say\to a sick man. There was a look of 
hatred on every face, and behind the 
gringo, Pedro's hand went inside his 
waistband where a sharp knife is al
ways concealed. • _ 

It was, senor, what you Americans 
would call the showdown. ' 

The insult brought a blaze to Al
berto's .eyes but he was too sick to 
defy the gringo. He shrugged his 
shoulders and let the pack slide off, 
saying simply: "I rest here until the 

. sickness goes." ' . 
"Not," said the gringo, "while I'm 

paying you good money. Take your 
sick belly back to town.'.' . , ' 

There was heavy breathing and the 
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dangerous silence of-hate there on the 
trail, senor. More than one hand 
itched for a knife, but the big gringo 
faced us with a snarl. ' 

AH but Pedro. Pedro was luckily 
behind him, crouched like a tigre of 
the jungle with hot sunUght gleairiing 
on polished steel in his right hand. 

Senor Siinpson tried to save the 
gringo; He stepped forward and said: 
"You're making a mistake, Thurston. 
These men won't stand for talk like 
that." • 

To Seiior Simpson, his own coun
tryman, the gringo said: "Shut up," 
arid it was as though the words were 
icicles dripping from his mouth; 

It was not good to see Senor Simp
son back away. One does" not enjoy, 
you comprehend, to see fear soften 
the backbone of one's friend. . 

Behind the gringo, Pedro was mov
ing closer. .We waited in silence, the 
rest of us, for the quick death Pedro's 
knife is known to carry. 

Something in our eyes, perhaps, 
warned the gringo. 

'He whirled with a quickness re
markable in a man so big . . . and he 
laughed at sight of Pedro's knife held 
low for the bellyrip. 

A laugh, senor, that was more fear
ful than a curse. '"-

He lunged forward with his fist that 
was like the kick of a shod mule. Pedro 
went down to the trailand his knife 
made a gleaming arc in the sunlight 
before it'wgs buriedin the rriuck. 

There remained four of us . . . 
none unarmed." But .the gringo faced 
usas we~pressed forward, his hand go

ing inside his shirt like a striking 
snake, coming out with one of your 
fast-shooting Ainerican pistols. 

. We havie a saying-in the tropics that, 
hot lead is faster than cold steel. None 
of us were_of a mind to put it to the 
proof. I hang my head, senor, recalling 
how like a pack of whipped curs we 
were as the gringo told Alberto to 

. get out of sight dowii the trail while 
he ordered.the rest of us to divide his 
pack and move ahead of him. 

Pedro went with us, licking blood 
. from his mouth, leaving his knife 

where it had fallen, and for the re
maining hours of.that day we stayed, 
far in front of his^pistole. 

• The sun was below the treetops be
fore he gave the order to halt. Our 
rear-ends were dragging behind us, as 
you Americans .would say it, senor, 
and none among us was of a niind for 
anything but food and rest. • 

Darkness comes swiftly to the jun
gle after the sun drops from sight, and 
the blackness of night was on the trail 
by the time we had a fire biiilt. 

• The gringo gave no orders, said not 
a word to us; He settled himself down-
trail with his back' against a. tree 
where the firelight flickered' on his 
face. • i 

. There was something about that 
ont, senor, that, gave-us pause before 
lifting a hand against him. We .were 
no,t 'timid men, but five of us,'that 
night were held by a' fear that was 
more than fear of the gringo's pistole. ^ 

•How. to.explain it.'' There is no.ex
planation for the way of a man-like 
Thurston overother men.: From him 
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tlw&e came a feel of evil tliatJtopk} 
away durcourage. : ; ; : : • 

The same evil sense of fear drove; usi 
on thenext day. Itwas a journey. tHat 
rhen will speak of in hushed voices for! 
mahy years to come. We; in the lead, 
with' the grjngo striding .behind us:; 
Sefior Simpson' following, behind his 
burros, jjrodding them with a sharp 
stick that they might nqt lag behindw 
JMark you, sefior. Itis a trip of three 
days from Teluocan to the plantation 
of Sefior Sinipson and: yet we sighted 
it late that afternoon . . .after a day 
and a half on the trail. Gf a certainty, 
senor, it is not strange that.Ainericans 
die young.- . '• .;.. " /• - ; .^' 

:A welcome sight the plantation was 
to lis who wereas dead men on our 
feet. Palth-thatched;;houses: in the 
bend of the rivCr, with rows of banana 
plants leading back into the jungle.; 

A dog came yapping to meet us, fol
lowed by. the running figure of a girl 
who stopped by the side of the trail at 
sight of many pack-burdened men inr 
stead of only Ker father. :; .: - :• ^ 
1 : Si, senor.: The girl was; I:olita Simp-
sonu-; ;: 'y:• • .-••;: 'r •• ' ' .̂'•.••••, 

.There was the, coldness of ice in my 
veins when she stood for Thurston to 
look upon her with those eyes which 
Ihad seen lighted with unclean fire as 
he gazed on the innocent young of our 
village.-' ,'-.•- y"':;^/' ''-y-^ r /[• :V\\ 

How to .describe Lolifa" to you, 
sefior? \ f: . ' >:.'.,• ./•.•--i '•-'•:':':. 
zDios! but she Was; more beautiful 

than r can tell. Beneath her cotton 
dress were the soft young curves to 
quicken the heart-^beat of any man. 

With/ the ^innocent questioning , of 
childhood in, her;eyes, a virgin fresh
ness of her cheeks; yet one knew that 
inside, the red blood of her mother's 
people ran hot: and near the surface. 

• She;was only sixteen, /(?«or, but the 
tropics riaake a woman at sixteen.. 

She ,did not look at us as we passed 
before heronthet ra i l . Her gaze was 
ifprjXhe abroad figure of Thurston ber 
hind us. Sefiori the sweat stood on my 
forehead as I turned my head to watch 
that rneeting-. 

;The gringo stopped in: the trail and 
looked; at her with; that in his eyes 
which would have, sent her flying for 
concealment if she.had read it aright.' 

But she knew nothing of the evil 
lust of men. She'was as uhawakened 
and unafraid as aay,wild young thing 
of the jiingle,: Yet, with this differ
ence. American blood was half in her 
veins with that ofthe hill tribe. 

T: th ink Thurston was the, first 
American she had seea except; her 
father, .Who knows what took place 
inside her? What secret longing was 
locked-in her breast to" be lighted to 
flame by the bold gaze of the gringo? 
i I saw it happen, sefior. I saw her take 
one slow step toward him. Herf face 
was :b]ank like orie who is hypnotized. 

No one can say what might haye 
happened;: had not-Senor Sirhpson 

, come; up'in time. He was. panting and 
there were deep lines of more than 
weariness on hisface. •; ; 

I heard the gringo say to him: "You 
are not needed here, G,o on . . . 
while the;girl stays with me.]' , -
'rtAindSenprlSimpson replied. "It. is 
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my daughter, Lolita." His voice was : 
thin, like a tight wire singing in the 
wind. 

Thurston laughed at him. "You 
don't need to tell me. L can spot a 
half-breed a mile away." • 

It would have not been so brutal, 
senor, if he had slapped Simpson on 
the face. 

He turned to the girl and said two 
words: "Come here." " ' - , 

There was no sound except the 
heavy breathing of the father. A spell 
was on the jungle, 

, It was broken by Senor Simpson's 
voice shouting, "No!" at Lolita. 

She had taken- one step forward. 
She drew back with a frightened 
look, as though she had just wakened ' 
from sleep. ;; 

"Go back to the house," her father 
said in a hoarse voice. "Go quickly." 

She went submissively, .fe«or, with
out looking back.-'And Thurston said: 

.''You can't keep her away from me.. 
She'll come when I crook my finger. 
It's the breed blood in her.'.' ~-

Murder blazed in Simpson's eyes. 
• There was the feel of death in the air. 
His lips were back froni'his teeth and 
there was no longer the look of mild
ness on his face. 

The gringo laughed. It would have 
pleased him to kill the man who stood 
between him and Lolita. His hand 
went inside his shirt and he waited. 

I think, senor, I will never live as 
long a minute, until Seiior Siihpson 
turned his head' away and began 
rolling a cigarillo. His fingers shook 
and he spilled tobacco on the trail. 

Then he wentpast the gringo toward 
his house'. ,. , 

He did not ask Thurston to stay at 
his house.' He took his pay from the 
gringo and had no words for hirn. 

Thurston understood, but he was a 
man who enjoyed feeling the hatred 

; of other men'. 
He moved up the river two hun- . 

dred, paces and had us make camp 
there. He seenied not anxious to go 
on, telling us he might stay in camp 
for several days. 

Senor Simpson came to me that 
night under the cover of darkness 
. . . taking me aside where Thurston 
could not hear. ; 

He asked me first whether we went 
on.in the morning, nodding with mel
ancholy when I, repeated what the 
gringo had said. 

-'I am afraid for my LoHta;" he said 
i n a sad voice. "She ha's been acting 
strangely since meeting Thurston." 

I understood. I told him, senor, I 
would do what I could.. 

He asked me if I would ride into the 
hills that night bearing a message to 
Ruoey Urregan, son of the head-man 
of the Jurillos to whom Lolita was 
promised in marriage. 

I agreed, senor, and the message: Was 
this: "The betrothal ceremony be
tween you and my Lolita must be at 
once instead of. waiting until next 
month as planned. Come tomorrow 
night lest you come too late." 
• I understood, senor. It was the wise 

strategy, to save the girl from herself. 
Among the Jurillos, the ceremony- of 
betrothal is as binding as niarriage. 
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;And theyare afierce, wild tribe, iz'eal-:; 
-ous of the "purity, of jheir maidensi 

: • I slipped away - from the gringo'.s 
'camp.while he slept, and rode'one ofr 
Senpr Simpson's mules into the hills. ; 
, . Iwas p'Toiid, senor, to have a part in 

. the. undoing of the gringo; ... 
I delivered the message and Avas 

•: back in camp before • the • sun rose 
again, and before: the preparations.be-
gan-for the l^aile that would celebrate 

• the ceremony that liight.; 
• Not knowing the reason for the ' . 
:Stir, Thurston sat .three hours beneath 
a banyan tree waiting, senor, :for' 

, Lolita to come tOihim..;, • , 
True, senor, it is hard to understand .• 

the, ways of such a man.' Another';; 
might, have tried ;by stealth to see the i • 
girl.-Tha:t was not the gringo's way. It 
would have pleased him to humble;the 
father by Having her dome^ to him. 

•openly. But Lolita did riot come; 
' At noon Thurston went to Simp-, • 
son's house and knocked.- ; ;. 

I was in the yard with some;others ; 
preparing :a: pit of charcoal for the . 

; rpast pig on which "thfi.guestswould. 
.feast that night... . 
./. Senor Simpson opened the door to., 
the gringo's knock.:.He hadra two- : 
barreled shotgun in his hands which 
he held pointed: at Thurston's belly. I 
dp not know why he did not shoot. - . 
Yoii.-Americans, senor, have- many: 

-ways that are pUzzling to us; .• :̂ i 
He: stood in the doorway ;and told > 

Thurston of the,betrothal,ceremony.,-; 
:Theh.he closed the,;door in jhc:grin- f 
g p ' s . f a C e . • ::^' ,•:•'.' :-•; •":;: ;: ^i ' ' ' ' :A ..! 

;:,,Thurston went.back to his campion ' 

the bank of the river, saying no,;word 
;~to anyone.; What his thoughts were, 
no one.could guess. _ ; 
: He was forgotten as the noisy prepa-

:rations went on. Messengers had !gone, 
out to spread news, of the festivity 
and the guests began coming in the 
afternoon. .Native planters riding on 
burros, with their women and chil
dren behind; them. on foot as was 
proper; Indians, from; the jungle, 
naked but for loin-clothes. 
!; - A platform on the wharf was cleared 
for dancing, banked with pink-and 
white .flowers of the mimosa mixed 
with the,flaming blooms of hibiscus 
and with sprays of Jasmine, for fra
grance. Wood that was heavy ,with 
pitch was gathered, and tied in bun
dles with bamboo shoots to the tops 
of green poles-for torches. • 

Tn.the yard was the chatter of many, 
women and the.shrill cries of naked 
•children running between the legs of 
;their:elders, the clean smell of wood 
.smoke arid the odor of pigs roasting 
over the charcoal 'pits. . . - ' 
i ; Ay; a happy, festive scene, senor, 
bringing a smile even-to the face pf the 

.host as he mingled with his guests and 
-kept his eyes turned away-from ithe 
camp on the river where Thurston 
sat'motionless, .watching.. ;-. 

I t was dusk when a band; of young 
bloods from-the Jurillo tribe came 
down, from the hills escorting Ruoey 
Urregan to^is betrothal. . 
•.,•- Mounted 'on shaggy native ponies 
;and brandishing -spears.'tipped with 
iron, they:burst like a whirlwind'into 
the., clearing with . young .:tJrregan 
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proudly in the lead. 
Dios! but there was a man, senor. A 

true son of many generations of tribal 
chieftains. Tail, sehor, arid slim of hip, 
with broad shoulders and muscles 
rippling beneath the skin. 

The gringo; I thiiik, got what you 
call the full-eye as he watched silently 
from his place on the river. 

Their medicine man came with 
them to make the ceremony; a 
shrunken little man with piercing 
black eyes that were never quiet, and 
looking to have more than the hun
dred arid fifty years' he clainis-

They made a> half circle there in • 
front of the house while dusk came 
on swiftly, the yoiing men with tlieir 
lances" held before them, chanting 
low to the beat of a drum in the hands 
of the medicine man. 

Rbuey Urregan stepped to the front 
as the door opened arid Lolita came 
out on the arm of her father. 
^ Ay! they made a picture, seiior, that 

one does not soon forget. Lolita, in a 
Spanish mantilla and a lace gown of 
black that had been her father's wed
ding gift to her. mother; her tall In
dian lover with tight-fitting white 
pants and a red sash above his waist. 

'They stood side by side before the-
medicine man and there was a hush 
over the watchers. 

I, seiior, am educated and do not be
lieve in the power of ill-smelling herbs 
burnt over coals and the sing-song of 
an old man to make rriagic. But I tell 
you, senor, there was magic in the 
clearing as darkness, came' on. 

Patience, sehor. The end is near. I 

, must tell the story my own way for 
each happening that riight is burned 
upon my memory and has its proper 
place in what is to come. 

Later, there was the dance, the 
i^a/fe There were guitars to rnake the 
music, the.torches flared in the night 
air above the platform casting light 
and shadows upon the moving cou
ples. ., 

Thurston's campfire burned in the 
darkness close by, but it was late in 
the evenirig before he showed his face 
at the baile to which he had no invita
tion. The guitars- were iri the slow 
rhythm of a tango and Lolita was 
dancing in the arms of her lover when 
I saw the gringo rrioving toward 
Senor Simpson who stood near the' 
edge of the platform. 

I stepped forward, sehor, my blood 
fired with fear for what was to come. 

The gringo's eyes were upon Lolita, 
feasting themselves upon her "young 
body yielding itself to the movements 
of her lover. Truly, sehor, hoYitdi danc
ing the tango was a sight to draw the 
eyes of any man." " 

The other.dancers were stepping 
back, giving to the affianced couple 
the entire floor. The tango is the dance 
of youth, you comprehend, the dance 
of courtship. 

The gringo's gaze clung evilly to. 
Lolita as he stood beside Simpson and 
said: " . 

"I suppose her sweetheart'will be 
going back into the hills after the 

, baile. He's not allowed to hang around 
her until they're married, is he.?". 

There was a sneer in his' voice, 
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.senor, but Simpson answered;: ^ 
"Yes. Back to the hills'. . . . where 

you'will'be going." ' , ; . -", ; j 
Thurston's reply was not,one to 

.haake Sirhpson happier: "I'm getting 
an early start in the morning.. I'll 
finish my work and return soon . . . . 
in tinie for a little vacation here before 
I go back to the states. Business before 
pleasure is iny motto." 

I was standing close behind Senor 
Simpson and J saw a trembling take 
hold .of his body. 

The gringo's' tongue licked his lips. 
His eyes bulged, watching Lolita. 

I moved a little closer, senor, and 
I do not deny that my hand was on rny 
knife. Seiior Simpson was my friend 
and I did not know what was in his 
mind. He was a father, you compre
hend, and the gringo was looking at 
his daughter. '•, 

But more than a tango was to come. 
There was the clapping of hands 

when the dance ended. Lolita and her 
Jurillo lover faced each other breath
lessly! In that moment 4)f silence, a 
single guitar began tapping out a 
strange rhythm that was like the dis
tant beat of a jungle drum. 

The other guitars took it up one. by • 
one and Lolita swayed back in the 
torchlight, her young bosom lifting 

.the lace of her mother's wedding 
gown, a look as of drearhihess bu; her 
upturned face. . ' , , - . 

From-all: about us there came ex-' 
cited cries: "Ola. Bravo. Lafluencita. 
Ate.Lafluencital". , ' ^ . '-, 

. Ruoey, Urregan s.tpod stiff, in . the 
center of the platform *with "his arms 
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folded and his eyes bright. He turned 
,' slowly as Lolita circled about him with 
her arms curved above her head,.fin
gers snappihg hke castanets. 

It was theJlueTkiia, senor. The-pas-
sion-dance of the Jurillos. A sight for a 
man to carry locked in his inemories 

" until he grows old and has need of such 
memories. A dance, senor, which none 
but an affianced, maiden may dance 

' for her lover; . ''> : 
Ay, there was~the fever-heat of the 

jungle'in the song of the guitars! A 
strange note of madness, senor, which 
struck deep inside a man to set the 
pulse drumming. 

Faster and inore fast was the beat of • 
the _music, and^ Lolita circled faster 
and. yet faster, stamping her,right 
foot sharply^ her eyes holding those 
of her lover, a strange quiver in every 
rnuscle of.her-young body that was-
bent backward Hke a drawn bow. 

Ah, senor, to see Lolita dance: the 
fluencita was to feel again the" fierce 
fire of youth and of love in one's 
veins. Even now, /e«or, I close my 

^eyes and I stand again beside the 
platform • ,• • .- • 

But it ended siiddeiily. Over the 
heads of the .watchers,' half a dozen 
American dollars clattered at Lolita's 

"feet. ' • " . 
The music stoppedr Lolita looked 

down at the coins with rbiind eyes, a 
,flush of shame on her cheeks. Ruoey 
. Urregan whirled about, his face black 
with anger. . • --

'Do you .comprehend,, .f«2or? It 
î was the insult suprenie, A sigh of,con
tempt such as biie makes to a cheap 
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dancing girl who entertains men for 
pay. . -

The gringo had turned his back and 
was striding toward.the circle of dark
ness beyond the torchlight. Urregan 
leaped forward, off the platform in, 
"pursuit, his hand going to a dagger in 
his sash. .: •• • - ; 

But Seiior Simpson caught his.arm 
and held him back. L heard him say., 
in the young man's ear: 

"No. In his shirt is coiicealed a pis
tol. He goes into the hills tomorrow 
. . . exploring for oil.". . 
- That was the end of the baile, sehor. 
There were black looks toward the 
gringo's camp, and muttered threats,. 
but Ruoey Urregan whispered to his 
friends and they went back into the 
hills leaving the insult unavenged. 

•We broke camp before sunrise the 
' next morning. Business before pleas
ure, you comprehend. 

We traveled far that day and inade 
dry camp at night, went upward into 
the hills until noon the next day when 
we were approached by two Indians 
on shaggy ponies. They had heard, 
they'said, that the Americano sought 
for signs of̂  black oil in the hills. 

It was so, Thurston told them with 
excitement. Did they know of such? 

They told him of a spring not far 
away.which bubbled up with black 
scum upon it which .would burn. He 
offered, thein mohey to -take hini 
there, and they agreed, ^^or. " 

He went with them eagierly telling 
us to niake camp arid await his return. 

We- stood together, and, watched 
while he and the Indians went frorn 

sight over a small hill.,Pediro crossed 
himself and said "Vas. con Dios" 
through lips that were bruised frorri 
the gringo's fist. .. 
, We then turned back, senof, and no 
one has seen the gringo Thurston 
again.. 

No, senor. It would have been use
less for us to wait there for him to re- -
turn. The Indians who guided hiin 
away were Jurillos. They have a tribal 
law that .one who insults a woman of 
their tribe must die before two suns 
go down. ' 

And they obey that law-
But no, sehor, it would be useless 

and perhaps dangerous to look for 
proof of his death. Even for the pur
pose of insurance, it would not be -

..wise. -" 
• _ .The tribal law of the Jurillos has to 
do with rubbing honey on the body of 
their victim and stretching him with 
grass ropes across a nest of ants. The 
•ants, you comprehend,"are without f 
knowledge of. American" insurance •' 
rules and leave little that is recog^ ; 
nizable. - •'•'•':" ' : ;; 

He was a fool, you say, to throw : 
money at the feet'of Lolita while she ' 
danced xhtfiuencita for her lover? •; 

But yes, .fewor, that-indeed Would; • • 
have' been' a foolish'thing for the 
gringo to do. •' ' ' . •. a.:: / 

'. You have niisunderstood me,\f(?«or. 
; It was. not- the gringo Thurstbri; who .: 
• threw the money at' Lolita's feet. . 

Dips, nol ••'- •' ' •'• ••• '^^ - <i- • 

But it was very unwise of him to 
pay Senor' Siiripson with American .: 
silver-dollars;' •• • ' < ' >: 



THE BATTLE OF COMPETITION 

Up to the time of this writing Craig-Rice has given her multitudinous fans 
exactly three short stories about John J. Malone, criminal lawyer and crim
inal investigator extraordinary. The first was "His Heart Coiild Jirea\" 
published in the March ig^^ issue ofEQMM —a story that has become 
so popular, since its original appearance in EQMM that hardly an an
thology issued since has failed to include it. The second tale of John /., 
Malone is virtually unknown. It was published in'a magazine called' 
''Baffling Detective-Mysteries" which, like Craig's second story, has'lapsed 
into limbo. The third Malone murder-in-miniature was "Goodbye, Good
bye!" which won a Third Prize in EQMM's First Annual Contest, appear-

\ing in the issue of June ip^6 and later in the prize-winning anthology, 
THE QUEEN'S-AWARDS, 1946. 

; That is the bibliographic background of Craig Rice-and-John J. Malone 
• in the short form. Now here is an interesting anecdote about the middle 
story . . .'One day early in 1945 Craig Rice's literary agent received a 

: telegram from the editor of a detective-story magazine {which shall remain 
;; nameless). The telegram went something li]ke this: Understand that Craig 
\ Rice has written two short stprie's only one of which has appeared in Ellery 
\, Queen's Mystery Magazine will buy reprint rights to the other one for — 
: and the editor {wlio shall also remain narheless) then offered a certain fee. 
; In other words, the editor was willing to purchase a Craig Rice short story 

without even reading it! That this is an enormous compliment to Craig 
Rice's talent and reputation goes witliout saying; but even so, an editorial' 

. policy which buys and reprints stories sight unseen, without even knowing 
the title or where the story had appeared — no matter wlio the author is — 
makes even the infinitesimal fuzz of our tonsure rise in shocked protest. As 
luck tfould have it, the editor {who shall continue to remain narneless) was 

• prevented from carrying out so short-sighted an editorial policy. You see, we 
had,already read the story and had already purchased exclusive'reprint 
rights to it for EQMM. ' < ' ' 

Here-, then, is Craig Rice's "unknown" short story — the "missing" 
Malone. Originally called' 'Dead Men's Shoes,'' we have with the autlior's 
consent changed the title to the more provocative and more ominous 

,{atleast,wethiti\s6)"TheBadLuc\Murders" 
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THE BAD LUCK MURDERS 

by CRAIG RICE 

MY wild — Irish — Rose — the 
su-weetest flower that grows—" 

John J. Malone, lawyer, leaned his 
elbows on the bar and sang it softly, 
under his breath. It would be oiily a 
rnatter of time, he knew, before some 
barroom baritone would join in. Then 
a third voice would.be added, and a 
fourth. One more round, and they'd 
tackle some really ambitious offerings. 

The pudgy little lawyer was cele
brating, and with good reason. Only 
that afternoon one of his favorite 
clients, one Max Lipsitch, had been 
acquitted on the charge of main
taining a . gambling establishment. 
Praise had been lavish and the^^fee 
large. Malone made a mental resolu
tion not to take any of the fee to 
Max's place. He'd learned by experi
ence that the wheel was crooked. 

The-celebration had begun with a 
tour of the better nightclubs.' From 
there it had moved to Joe the Angel's 
City Hall Bar, after the redhead from, 
the chorus of a current hit show had 
abandoned Malone in favor o'f a more 
prosperous companion. Now it had 
reached the third, and next to the 
final stage,.among the West Madison 
saloons, where whiskey came two 
drinks for a quarter and it wasn't 
safe to take your hand off your glass 
long enough to light a cigar. 

"My Wild Irish Rose"' failed to 
produce results. Malone ordered an
other drink, resolving to try again. 

Copyright i()4S, by 

louder, in a few minutes. Perhaps 
those two bums on his .immediate 
right,. who were splitting two bits 
worth of whiskey between them. No, 
they were deep in talk. 

". . . but I tell you, when Bad 
Luck Bradley does you a favor, you're 
done for."' 

Malone abandoned his Song project 
and shamelessly .eavesdropped. 

jThe younger of the two bums ex
pressed his scorn with a four-letter 
word. "Look what he.did for that-
Williams guy.-Had his teeth fixed, 
bought him clothes, got him a swell 
job—" 

"Yeah! Whatever's happened to 
h im.?" , • ' • ^ 

, There was a httle silence before the 
younger man said, "Why — I don't -
know." > 

"There you are,!' the old: bum 
said. "Bad Luck Bradley buys you 
clothes," gets you a job — and that's 
all anyone ever hears of you. Nobody 
knows where you've gone." 

"If you two stewbums ain't gonna 
buy another drink, then scram," the 
bartender said. 

Malone swung quickly-around on 
his stool. "May I buy you anothei: 

. drink, chums.?" he said. 
The offer was accepted promptly, 

but with the natural- reserve. and 
suspicion of the West Madison Street, 
habitue. It took three drinks, and 
fifteen minutes of idle conversation. 

Baffling Mysteries, Inc. 
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before the suspicion was sufficiently 
allayed for Malone to ask casually. 

"Say, who's Bad Luck Bradley?" 
The two bums froze silent, glancing 

first at-Malone, then at each other. 
The little lawyer waited, but without 
much hope. Evidently, the acquaint
ance hadn't progressed as far as he 
thought. 

, "Who's he.''" one of the bums said 
at last. 

Almost simultaneously, the other 
one said, "Never heard of him." 

Malone shrugged his shoulders. "I 
don't know him. Just heard the name 
somewhere." 

Tension was eased a little after 
that, but it wasn't long before the 
older man said, "Weh, thanks for the 
drinks, mister," and slid off the 
barstool. The younger one added, 
"See'ya again," and the two left. 

Malone sighed. He should'have 
known better. The West Madison 
Street bum was a difficult person, to 
extract information from, wary, sus
picious, and secretive. Bartenders and 
taxi-drivers were always easier sources. 

The musical plans were completely 
forgotten now. He leaned on the bar 
and addressed the man behind it. 

"Did I say the wrong thing to those 
guys? Who is this Bad Luck Bradley?" 

The bartender went on polishing a 
beer glass. "Don't ask me. They say 
he's a sucker for a touch. Probably 
just flophouse talk. Have one on the 
house?" He spoke cautiously, not 
looking at Malone. 

"Thanks," Malone said. 
"You know how superstitious these 
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bums are," the bartender added, 
warming up a little. "They say if 
you take a favor from Bad Luck 
Bradley, you're done for. Just super
stition." ' \ 

Malone nodded, agreeing with him. 
He reflected, though, that so wide
spread a superstition usually had some 
reason for being. This was none of his 
business, but he was curious.. 

He polished off the raw, fiery 
whiskey and decided it was time to 
go home. He swung halfway around 
on the barstool, changed his, mind, 
and swung back. 

A girl had come in and taken the 
stool beside him. That would have 
been enough to- cause him to stay, 
until she was safely out and in a taxi. 
West Madison Street was no place 
for an unaccompanied girl, especially 
a pretty one in expensive clothes. 

A second look at the girl would . 
have made him stay anyway, re
gardless of place or -circumstances. 
She was what he privately called a 
"warm blonde," with dark gold hair, 
brown eyes, dairk lashes, and a peach-
colored skin. She had the face and 
figure of a cover girl. She wore a 
bright red wool dress, red suede 
sandals — in spite of the snow and 
slush outside^-and a fur coat. Her 
voice, when she ordered a riim and 
coke, was uncultured but pleasant, 
and she didn't give the impression 
she'd led a cultured life. Finally, she 
looked worried. 

she took a gulp pf her drink, lit a 
cigarette, and signaled the bartender 
to come over. 
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"Listen you, can you tell me some
thing? Who's Bad Luck Bradley?" 

Malone and the bartender > looked 
at each other. The girl caught the look 
and turned to Malone. 

"What's the gag, buddy?" , 
"No gag," Malone said, "and a nice 

girl like -you shouldn't be in a joint 
like this." . • 

The bartender, instead of being 
insulted, agreed with him.' 

"I'm not here because I like the 
atmosphere," she said. "Fm here ' 
because I'm looking for somebody. 
Maybe you two guys can help; if you 
can, I'll be very grateful." She; took a 
photograph from her red suede purse. 
"Have you ever seen him around this 
saloon?" 

Malone had never seen the face 
before, but he studied it with interest. 
It showed a weakly vicious young 
man, with an unpleasant leering smile, 
light hair, and dark eyes. Strangely, 
it resembled the blonde girl, though 
there was nothing even remotely^ 
weak or vicious about her. 

"Sorry," Malone said, giving it 
back. "Kin of yours?" 

"Brother," she said, handing the 
picture to the bartender. 

"I've seen him," the bartender said, 
nodding. "Been in here a few times. 
Once in a while he had dough, but 
most of the time he was cadging-
drinks.'' He broke off and said to the 
girl, "Sorry,~rady, I didn't mean—-" 

"That's okay," she said. "You 
don't have to tell me anything." She 
put the picture back in her bag. "I'm 
trying to find him. No luck so far. 

A flophouse keeper said that Bad 
Luck -Bradley might have got him, 
but he wouldn't tell me' anything 
more. So, I'm still looking.." 

"Lady," -Malone said gallantly; 
"Let me help.". 

She looked at him -thoughtfully. 
John J. Malone was hardly a pre
possessing sight. His thinning black 
hair was mussed, and he'd acquired a 
small cut over one eye during a brief 
discussion with a taxi-driver. "His 
collar, was unbuttoned, his tie" had 
worked up under one ear, and there 
were cigar ashes on his wrinkled vest. 

"Thanks," she said, "but who are 
••you.?" 

, " I , " Malone said magnificently, 
"am a lawyer. I am the best "damn 
lawyer from the sunny shores of 

. Maine to the rock-bound coasts, of 

.California. I have never lost a client 
yet, and if anybody can find your 
brother, I can. My name," he added, 
almost as an afterthought, "is John 
Joseph Malone." 

"I've heard of you," she said. 
"Okay, you're on.". She finished her 
drink. "If-we just keep combing the 
dives and flops'around here, we're 
bound to run-him. down." 

The bartender was interested now. 
He, too, had heard-of John J. Malone. 
Not a bad idea to get on the right side 
of a guy with Malone's City Hall 
connections."" He parked his elbows 
on- the bar, arid began offering sug
gestions. 

The suggestions were good ones, 
but the girl had been to most of the 
places mentioned already. Finally he 
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rubbed his chin and said, "Well, 
there's a place run by the city, two 
blocks up and on a side street. The -

-bums don't go to it except as a last 
resort,'because they make 'em wash 
and register, for jobs. And Bad Luck 
Bradley, goes there regularly—" 

The girl's eyes met Malone's. "It's 
worth trying," the little lawyer, said. 

Out on the sidewalk, Malone 
looked at the muddy slush and at the 
red sandals. "Your shoes," he began. 

"The hell with it," she said. "I got 
twenty more pairs at home. By the 

,'way, my name's Gerda Powell." 
"Short for Gertie?" Malone asked 

innocently. She gave him a wicked 
grin and didn't answer. 
• They walked in silence down the 
gaudy shabbiness of West Madison 
Street and along the dismal and under-

- lighted side street. At the door of the 
shelter, the girl paused. 

"By the way, it's nice of you to 
help." 

"Think nothing of it," Malone said, 
happily. He was wondering how soon 
he could ask a few personal questions 

. and suggest a dinner date. "Anyone 
would be touched at the spectacle of a 
lovely girl trying to find her brother." 

To his surprise, she laughed. It was 
a shrill, harsh, unpleasant laugh. 
"You don't get it, mister. I'm not. 
trying to help my poor little brother 
who's down and out, through no 
fault of his own. He's the world's 
prize louse, and all I want to do is 
fix it so he can't cause any rnore 
trouble. -He -just got out of jail last 
week, and that's the sixth time since 
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he was fifteen and went to reform 
school. He was paroled when my old 
man died, and a week later he stole 
my old lady's insurance money and 
scrammed. She took sick- and died 
before I even could get there. Once 
I thought he'd reformed, he con
vinced me he was on the up-and;up, 

, and I took him in. He beat it with 
every piece of'jewelry in the.place, 
and then tried to blackmail one of my 
boyfriends. If I find him, the chances 
are good that I'll kill him." She 
looked straight at Malone. "Does 
that clear things up?" 

. "Completely," Malone said calmly. 
"If you do, I'll get you an acquittal., 
Have you got any money?" 

"I have, and nobody's keeping me 
either. I own a chain of beauty shops." 

That-was why the name had been 
faintly familiar. Malone remembered 
the little- shops with modernistic 
fronts, and GERDA'S written across 
the plate glass. 

He opened the door for her and 
they went into the dreary building, 
clean, and smelling of cheap dis
infectants. There was nothing in the 
hall but a registration desk. To the 
left an open door revealed a slightly 
more cheerful room with a few wicker 
armchairs, an upright piano, and a 
table piled with magazines. Above the 
door a plaque read: "'Recreation Room. 
Do7iated by B. L. Bradley."-

"B. L. Bad Luck." Malone sl^ud-
dered slightly, and crossed his fingers. 

The man at the desk didn't seem 
surprised to see John J. Malone and 
a girl in a fur coat come in. He'd been 
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there too long to be surprised at 
anything. Yes, he remembered the 
young man of the photograph. He'd 
stayed there three days, that was as 
long as anyone was allowed to stay 
in the shelter. No, no idea where he'd 
gone when he left day before yester
day. Maybe some'of the boys in the 
recreation room would know. 

The "boys" in the recreation room 
were all- either very, young men, 
obviously down on their luck for the 
first time, or decrepit old bums who 
were too tired to.care whether they 
stayed in the city shelter or a two-bit 
flop. It was one of the^ latter who 
remembered Joe Powell. • . 

"Bad Luck Bradley got him a job." 
He spat on the floor. "Too bad, lady. 
You'll never see him.again." 

"Nonsense," Malone said. 
The bum turned'away and, went on 

reading a battered magazine. 
"Where can we find Bad Liick 

Bradley?" Malone demanded: 
Another man spoke up. "You'll 

find him right here, if you wait. He 
drops around every night and dishes 
,out cigarettes." ., -:. 

"V/e'll wait," Gerda Powell said 
firmly. She^sat down in one of the 
wicker chairs, oddly incongruous in 
tlie shabby Jroom. Malone lit a cigar 
and sat down in the chair nearest to 
her. • . . 

It was a half hour or so before the. 
man known as Bad Luck^ Bradley 
came in. Malone looked at him 
curiously. There was certainly noth
ing about his appearance to suggest 
that he was a carrier of misfortune. 

He was a plump, middle-aged rnan 
with an amiable, rosy face, friendly 
blue eyes, and white, curly hair. He 
trotted in cheerfully, an armful of 
cigarette cartons under his arm. 

"Well, good evening, rriy friends." 
There- was only a murmured and . 

perfunctory greeting in answer. A 
couple of the older bums turned their 
faces away. Bradley didn't seem to 
notice. 
• He put the cartons down on -the 

table and said: "I tried to get all the 
different brands. And I know you 
boys always need a little spending 
money, so I left a couple of dollars 
apiece for you out at the desk." 

There were a few muttered, "Thank 
you's." Gerda. Powell got tip, walked 
across the room and said, "Mr. 
Bradley.?" 

He looked at her curiously and said, 
"Yes." 

She. took the photograph out of her 
purse and handed it to him. "That's 
my brother. I'm lookiiig -for him. 
They told me you got him a job." 

"Oh, your brother. Quite a re
semblance." He handed back the . 
picture. "Too bad." 

"What .do you mean, too bad.?" 
Malone asked. 

"I'm afraid," Bradley murmured, • 
"your brother is not a very — re- ( 
sponsible type. Yes, I did get him a 
job." He sighed. "He impressed, me , 
as a worthwhile and merely un
fortunate young man. I outfitted him, 
got him a shave and a haircut, gave 
him some money for expenses, and 
told him to come to my office yester-
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day morning. He never showed up" 
"Have you any idea—" Gerda 

began. 
Bradley shook his head. "None, 

whatsoever. He must have -taken the 
money and—skipped. I'm really 
very sorry." 

"So am I," she said grimly. She 
turned to Malone and said, "Well, I 
guess we've come to a dead end." 

"Maybe," the Uttle lawyer said. 
His eyes narrowed. thoughtfully for a 
minute. "Let's go back to civihzation 
and buy a drink. And if you'll meet 
me somewhere tomorrow morning, 
maybe Til have some ideas." 

He took two steps toward the door, 
then paused and turned back. "Par
don the curiosity, Mr. Bradley. But 
what do your initials stand for.?" 

The philanthropist frowned, puz
zled. "Bruce Lawrence. Why?" 

"Idle curiosity," Malone said. 

"Why bother me.?" Daniel von 
Flanagan of the Homicide Division 
asked wearily. "It's strictly for the 
Missing Persons Department." He 
glared at Malone, looked admiringly 
at Gerda Powell, and added, "I'm a 
busy man." 

"Missing Persons is no good," • 
'Malone said. "All they do is take a 
name and description and do a routine 
investigation. But if you take it to 
Missing Persons, and put a little pres
sure on, maybe they'll do some work," 

The big, red-faced pohce officer 
tried not to beam at the imphed 
compliment. 

"We hate to bother you," Gerda 
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She smiled at Powell said, "but-
him. 

Von Flanagan coughed and said, 
"No bother. Glad to help." ' 

Malone grinned.-'It was what he'd 
expected. This morning Gerda Powell 
had on a bright blue, close-fitting 
dress with a big silver pin. Her gray 
sandals exactly matched her kidskin 
coat. 

Von Flanagan squinted. "Funny, 
these stories you told me about Brad
ley. The ideas that bums can get!" 

"I found out a little about him this 
morning," Malone said, lighting a 
cigar. "He's a retired broker, a rich 
philanthropist, .and a very unlucky 
man, Maybe that's what, started the 
stories. He has a beautiful young wife 
who's a hopeless invalid. His stepson 
by a former marriage was killed in an 
auto crash lately. And his brother died 
about six months ago when his house 
burned down. Everything bad seems 
to happen to him. That — plus his 
initials being B. L. . . ." He paused. 
"Good thing I'm not superstitious 
myself." . .. 
,̂  "Neither am I," von Flaiiagan said 

quickly. 
Malone scowled thoughtfully. "It's . 

a damn funny thing, 'though. He 
seems to be on the up-and-up. But 
when.a guy gets jobs for flophouse 
bums, • and invariably they disap
pear-^" .. 
- "Yeah," von Flanagan said, "Only 
I don't know how —'•". 

The telephone interrupted him. 
He picked it up, said, "Yeah.?" and 
sat listening, saying only, "What.?" 
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"Uh-huh," "Which district?" and 
finally, "What address?" Suddenly 
he raised • his eyebrows, looked at 
Malone, and said into the phone, 
"No, I'll go over myself." 

He put down the phone and said:. 
"Here's another funny one. Some 
guy'phoned the-fifth district station 
and said to come right over, he was 
going to be murdered. Then he hung 
up, or somebody hung up for him. 
They traced the call, though. It came 
from Mr. J. A, Truax's house on 
North State Street, and Mr. J. A. 
Truax is Bad Luck Bradley's nephew.". 

Malone and Gerda Powell looked at 
each other. "It may not mean a 
thing," Malone said, "but we're going 
with you." .'-
• The three arrived at the address 
just thirty seconds behind tlie squad 
car. It was von Flanagan who rang the 
bell. 

It was several minutes before a thin, 
gray-haired woman in neat, house
keeper's black opened the door. Her 
eyes widened at the sight of the police. 

"Somebody here sent for the cops," 
von Flanagan said. 

She shook her head, her ' face 
bewilderc*!. "Oh, no, sir. There must 
be some mistake." 

"Ain't this the Truax house?" 
one of the squad car cops said. She 

• nodded, and he said, "This is the 
place all right. We're going in." \ 

"Wait," she said, wringing her 
hands.,"Wait, I'll call the doctor r . ." -

Von Flanagan said, "What the 
hell?" and waited.' 

A'moment later a tall, dark-haired. 

distinguished-looking man came . to 
the door. "What seems to. be the 
difficulty here?" 

"Who are you?" one of the cops 
said. 

"I'm Dr. Stark. I was Mr. Truax's 
physician." 

-"PFaj-?" Malone said. . • . 
• The'doctor nodded. "He. died — 

three, hours ago — of inj uries re
ceived • in a skiing accident yester-
tlay." 

"Where's the body?" von Flanagan 
dernahded. s 

"It's already been .taken away — 
to the chapel at 1419 North Wood-
ring Street." • . 

Von Flanagan wrote it down, and 
then said, "Look, somebody phoned 
from this house for the police and 
said he was being murdered." 

"Impossible," the doctor said. 
"There's been soine mistake. I assure 
you, no one has made any telephone 
calls from this house, and there's been 
nobody here but the housekeeper and 
myself." He smiled.- "However, if. 
you care to search . ' . ." 

"We do," von Flanagan "said. He 
pushed on into the house, followed by 
the squad car cops. 

The search was a thorough one, 
took half an hour, and revealed noth
ing. The house v/as in perfect order. 
There was nothing to indicate there 
had been-a murder, attempted mur
der,- or even a call to" the- police. 

"There was nothing to do but apologize 
and leave. • 

The squad car cops were already 
down the steps when Gerda said 



T H E BAD LUCK MURDERS 

brusquely, "Say, while I'm here •. . ." 
She pulled out the photograph and 
said, "Look, doc. Ever see that map 
before?" " . 

He eyed it curiously and said, 
" W h y ? " • • 

"He's my brother," Gerda said, 
"and I'm looking for him. Mr. Brad
ley gave him a job, fixed him up with' 
some clothes and dough, and he 
scrammed. Have you any ideas?" . 

The doctor looked at the picture 
for a long time, then at Gerda for a 
longer one. "It's possible I may be 
able to find out. If you'll give me 
your phone number, I'll inform you 
if 1 am able, to learn anything." 

"Thanks," she said, "that's-very 
kind of you." She wrote down the 

-phone number and handed it to him. 
Malone managed to look over her 
shoulder and memorize it, while she 
was writing. 

"Sorry to have troubled you," von 
Flanagan said. He led the way down 
the steps, his broad face an ominous 
shade of crimson. He waited until 
they were in the car before he.said: 
"Following up a call like that would 
be a routine district matter. You 
come in with some cockeyed story 
about some rich guy who goes around 
making bums disappear and I fall 
for it and end up asking silly ques
tions and getting sillier answers." Fle 
gave Malone a nasty look. "I hope 
some time you get arrested sc5̂  I can 
personally give you the third degree." ' 
• "You do," the little lawyer said 
smoothly, "and I'll tell your wife" 
about that time in South Chicago 

73 
when you left a glove—"' 

"That's blackmail," von Flanagan 
growled, "and I've got a witness. I 
could arrest you right now." 

"You could," Malone said, "but 
you won't." He turned to Gerda and 
said, "You see how easy it is to co-, 
operate vnth the police?" 

She smiled at him wearily, said 
nothing.. 

Malone leaned forward and said 
'to the^driver, "Inspector"von Flana
gan has to investigate a murder in Joe 
the Angel's City Hall bar. So,, let us 
out there"and beat i.t. He'll take a 
taxi-back to his office." He beamed 
at the sulking von Flanagan and said, 
"the least I can do is to buy you a 
drink." 

T'he taxi JDuUed up at the Clark 
. Street, entrance of Joe the Angel's; 
Gerda Powell leaned forward and 
said, "I'm not getting out here, 
driver. You can take me to 1766^" 

"You can't do this to me," Malone 
began. . . 

Von Flanagan tactfully^ started 
across the sidewalk.-

"— and you aren't going to walk 
off like this. Yoil asked me to help 
find your brother, and I'm going to 
find, him, alive, dead, or indifferent." 

One corner of her mouth smiled. 
"Forget _it. It looks like he's got in 
another jam, and I hope this is a fatal 
one. If he hasn't, well, I've been 

/ thinking it over and I've decided all 
I have to do to find him is stay home. 
Sooner or later he'll turn up to make 
a touch. I've enjoyed knowing you, 
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Mr. Malone, and thanks for the help." 
"Wait a minute," Malone said, 

shoving the cab driver away from the 
door. "Don't forget my fee. After 
all, when you hire a lawyer—" 

"Send me a bill," she said. This 
time both corners of her "mouth 
smiled. 

"I'll give it to you right now," 
Malone said. "By way of fee, let me 
take you to dinner tonight, at 
L'Aiglon." 

This time her eyes smiled, too. 
"Maybe I'd better retain you on a 
pennanent Jjasis," she said. "I'll meet 
you in the L'Aiglon bar at seven." . 

Von Flanagan was waiting just 
inside the door. "Next time you want 
to impress a dame—" he began in
dignantly. • . 

"You're all wrong," the little law
yer said in his smoothest voice. He. 
shoved the police officer on through 
the bar and said,. "We'll take a booth. 
You're not supposed to drink oil . 
duty." - . 

Von Flanagan slid into the booth, 
muttering something about Malone's 
upbringing, when the waiter arrived. 
"Gin and beer." 

"Make it two," Malone said. He 
leaned across the table and said, 
"How could a man who's been dead 
for three hours call up the cops and 
yell for help ?r 

"Some practical joker," von Flana
gan growled. 

"'Some -practical joker' is the 
police department's favorite alibi," 
Malone said. He gulped his gin, 
chased it down with a small beer, and 

shuddered. "Except that you traced 
the call and found it really did come 
from Truax's house. And Truax is . 
dead, ^nd after he was dead he called 
the cops and said he was going to be • 
murdered. And he was a nephew of 
Bad Luck Bradley, who seems to have 
the evil eye." 

"I don't believe a word of it," von 
Flanagan said. He mopped his brow 
with a slightly shaking hand. "I told 
you before, I'm not superstitious.", 

"This guy was making practice 
jumps because he was going to enter 
a championship meet." Malone went 
on irelentlessly. "He seems to have 
been an expert. Not very many, 
people were around.. No one was pay-
ing very much attention at the time ' 
of the accident. He was making a ' 
pretty simple jump — easy stuff for 
an expert -r- when he —fell." 

"If you're implying he was pushed," 
von Flanagan said, "who pushed 
him?" 

"That's for me to ask, and you to 
find out," Malone said coyly. 

"He was hurt in an accident out at 
Fox Grove," von Flanagan, said. 
"Died of the injuries. Couldn't have 
been murdered. He was dead before ^ 
that phone call came in. And, any- ^ 
way, who the hell would have wanted 
to murder him?" 
. Malone lit a fresh cigar, gazed at 
the ceiling, and said nothing. 
• "He didn't have..a wife or girl 

friend or enemy, as far as ,we can find 
out," von Flanagan went on. "He 
didn't have much of any money. 
Carried a $30,000 life insurance' 
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policy, with his uncle, B. L. Bradley, 
as beneficiary. Can you imagine a rich 
guy like B. L. Bradley murdering his 
nephew for a measly little 130,000?" 

"You never know," Malone said. 
' I t takes all kinds of people to make 
a world. While you were doing what • 
you like to call investigating at the 
undertaking parlor, I did a little work 
on the telephone. All the members 
of the Bradley family who've kicked • 
off lately, one way or another, carried 
good-sized insurance policies, with the 
old man as beneficiary. Thirty grand 
may not be much to a guy like him, 
biit thirty grand here, fifteen grand 
there, twenty grand another place — 
it adds up, as the chorus girl said when 
she told how she got the mink coat." 

"Nonsense," von Flanagan said. 
There, was no conviction in his voice. 

"Perfect nonsense," Malone agreed. 
"But it would be fun to find out 
where old man Bradley was when the 
accident occurred. Or maybe Brad
ley's wife." 

"She's an invalid," von Flanagan 
said. "Never leaves the house." He 
sighed, and said, "All right, we'll go 
there. But if you get me into another 
dead end —" • 

"If I do,"' Malone said, "I'll pay for 
the taxi." He let von Flanagan pay 
for the drinks, though.' 

The Bradley mansion was-a big, 
old-fashioned mansion a block from 
Lake Shore Drive. Bad Luck Brad
ley's study, where he received them, 
was a dark, gloomy room, lined with 
books. The philanthropist himself, 
plump and pink-faced, seemed a little 
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out-of-place, Malone thought. He 
should have had a chintz^hung room 
with big windows and a lawn out
side. , . •' 

Mr. Bradley was delighted to be of 
any possible service to the police. He 
regretted, however, that he wasn't 
able to tell much about the terrible 
accident to his favorite nephew. He'd 
been out of town when it happened. 

The insurance policy? Well, a year 
or so ago — no, maybe less — Jack 
Truax had borrowed thirty thousand 
dollars from him. Lost that in his 
business, poor devil. The policy had 
been taken out by way of security. 

Von Flanagan apologized for the 
intrusion; glared at Malone,. and rose. 

"Mr. Bradley," Malone said suavely. 
"Would you mind if we interviewed 
Mrs. Bradley?" 

"Why . . ." Bradley paused and 
frowned. "I'll ask Dr. Stark. He's 
with her now. I don't know . . ." 
Suddenly he looked anxiously at von 
Flanagan. "You don't think, there ' 
was anything strange ^—about Jack's 
death?" 

"Of course not," the officer said. 
"Purely routine check-up," Ma

lone added hastily. "In case of acci
dental death — you understand." 

"Oh, yes," Bradley said, "Yes, 
naturally." He frowned again. "I'll 
ask Dr. Stark . . ." 

Dr. Stark was a little dubious about 
the interview with Stella Bradley. 
Of course, if it was necessary — well, 
be careful not to upset or excite her. 
He led them upstairs to her room, 
paused at the door. 
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"I'm sure you understand," he said 
in a very low voice. "She — Mrs. 
Bradley -^ well, she's far more ill 
than anyone knows. Certainly far 
more thaa her husband knows. I 
think — she realizes the truth, but 
just the same . . ." His handsome 
face contracted momentarily into a 
pained grimace. "She's still so young. 
And.she was so lovely." He opehed-
the door and ushered them in. 

It was a large, luxurious room,-
shadowy and quiet. The walls were • 
gray and had a few paintings, good 
ones. The- curtains of thick rose 
damask were drawn over the windows. 
Walking on the blue and rose carpet 
was hke walking on. a new-mown 
lawn. There was a strange odor in the 
room, an odor of perfumes and 
medicine, cosmetics and chloroform, 
fresh-cut flowers and hospital alcohol. 

Stella Bradley sat in a chair near 
one of the curtained windows, a 
dusty-pink afghan over her knees. 
She looked up and smiled at them as 
they tiptoed across the room. Her 
face was lovely and very pale, almost 
blue-vVhite. In the semi-darkness it 
was impossible to tell if her hair was 
ash-blonde or silver; 

There was something about her 
that bothered. Malone. He felt that 
he'd seen her before. Her; or someone 
who was very like her. • 

Von Flanagan was speechless, and 
even in the dusky shadows, his broad 
face was red. Malone scowled. Obvi
ously, it was impossible to ask Stella'' 
Bradley where she'd been at the 
time Jack Truax met his accident. It 

was just as impossible even to think 
that — Malone drew a long breath,' ' 
walked boldly up to her chair and 
took her hand. 

"This is an unpardonable intru- '• 
. sion," he said softly. 

"Quite all right," she whispered. 
She smiled at hirn faintly. The smile, 
too, reminded him of someone. He 
couldn't think for the life of him who 
it was. 

None of the questions he'd intended 
to ask fitted the occasion. Von Flana
gan was standing tongue-tied and 
embarrassed, fumbling with his hat. 
Malone had to think of something. 
"Tell me," he said, "do-you know any 
reason why Jack Truax would have ^ 
wanted to takehis own-life?" • : 

Her blue eye;s widened with sur
prise. "Jack.̂ " Never! He was so alive. 
So happy. The very day of his — 
accident — he came in to see me, on 
his way to Fox Grove. He was vital • 
and gay, and — joyous. He told me 
he was sure he'd win the champion
ship at. the ski meet. He kissed me on 
the cheek, here —" one frail hand 
trembled up to touch her white face 
—"and made some silly httle joke, 
and went away to —" her voice be- ' ^ 
came a little moan ;— "to his death."- ^ 

There was a little silence in the 
room. Dr. Stark signaled them toward-
the door with his eyes. Malone bowed 
over her hand and said, "Thankyou. 
You've been very helpful." 

Out on the street in front of the 
Bradley mansion, von Flanagan said 
furiously: "This is twice today you've 
stuck my neck out. The second and 
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. last time. The next time you start 

having delusions, call a doctor, not the 
poUce." He leaped into the waiting 
taxi, slammed the door in front of 
Malone's nose, and shouted one last, 
profane comment through the win-

~ dow as the cab drove off. 
Malone shrugged, looked after the 

departing cab, "and walked over to 
Clark Street to take a streetcar, by 
way of personal chastisement. By the 
time he'd reached his hotel and begun 
a leisurely bath, he'd come to the 
conclusion that von Flanagan was 
right. Well anyway, he had a date 
tonight with the most fascinating 
girl ... . 

He cut himself shaving, and spent 
fitteen minutes fumbhng with his tie 
in nervous anticipation. 

At five minutes to seven he was in 
the • L'Aiglon bar. He ordered a 
whiskey sour and sat watching the 
door. 

It was seven-fifteen. when he or
dered a second whiskey sour and sent 
a boy out for newspapers. Women 
were always late, and Gerda Powell 
would" be no exception. 

; When seven-thirty came he began 
^ to suspect she was going to stand him 
' up. He called for a .third drink and-

went to the telephone booth. 
Gerda Powell's maid answered the 

phone. "Mist' Malone.? Miss Powell 
she say, if yo' call, she's goin' be a li'l 

. la te . She wuz jes'-fixin' t'leave when 
' somebody call her. She say yo'U 

unnerstan' when she tell yo' how 
come, and she ain' goin' be mo'n^half 
a hour late." 

Malone started on his third drink. 
It was now seven-forty-five. The half 
hour had already stretched a httle. 
He resolved liot to Wait for her 
longer than eight o'clock. 

Meanwhile, he unfolded the news
papers and began' glancing through 
them. The tragic death of Jack Truax, 
society sportsman, popular bachelor, 
and ski champ, was all over page two. 
There were photographs of Jack 
Truax, photographs of Bad Luck 
Bradley, wealthy philanthropist, and 
Stella Bradley — the latter photo
graph having been taken before her 
illness. 

Malone looked at the pictures for 
a long time. Then he called the bar
tender and completely upset -the 
refined equilibrium of L'Aiglon by 
ordering a double rye with a beer 
chaser. • '̂ . 

Seeing the pictures, he'd realized 
the resemblance that had bothered 
and troubled him. Stella Bradley — 
save that her hair was a pale blonde — 
looked like Gerda Powell. Jack Truax 
looked just a little like the photograph 
of Gerda Powell's brother. • 

Malone gulped his rye, paid his 
check, and headed for the. phone 
booth. He called Dr. Stark's residence. 
The doctor wasn't in. 

"Where can I reach him, right 
away.?" Malone said. He managed to 
get a convincing quaver into his voice. 
"We didn't expect the baby quite so 
soon, but—". 

The efficient female voice at the 
other end of the wire said, "Just a 
minute." Then, "You can reach Dr. 
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Stark at the Bradley home. I'll give 
you the number." 

Malone said, "Never mind," hur
ried out of the phone booth, out- to 
the sidewalk, and hailed a taxi. 

He might be wrong, he told him
self. Indeed, he even hoped that he 
would be wrong. But he didn't dare 
take a chance, on if. 

The taxi stopped in front of the 
Bradley house.. Malone flung a bill-
at the driver and ran up the steps. He 
didn't have any plan of action in'his 
mind, he just had to be there. It was 
Bad Luck Bradley himself who opened 
the door. ." 

"I'm looking for Miss Powell. 
Gerda.Powell. I think she came here 
to see Dr. Stark." 

"You- must be mistaken. I don't 
know any Miss Powell. Dr. Stark — 
he's —" The philanthropist's face was 
gray and beaded with sweat. "I'm 
sorry—you'll have to excuse me . .. ." 

Malone shoved his foot through, 
pushing Bradley back, and went into 
the hall. "I've got to see Dr. Stark," 
he said. . 

"You can't. He's ••— there has to 
be an emergency operation. On my 
wife. Her chances aren't good. He 
couldn't eveii move her to a hospital. 
They're going to operate right now. 
Upstairs. You can't see him now. Not 
until it's over. Don't you under
stand?"' 

"You're damned right I don't 
understand,'^ Malone said grimly. 
"And that's why I'm going upstairs." 

He'd reached the bottom of the 
staircase before Bradley tackled him. 

He sprawled on the floor, picked 
himself up, and butted Bradley, in, 
the stomach. , Bradley rose to his 
knees. Malone landed a blow on his 
jaw. The white-haired man collapsed 
quietly on the' floor, and Malone 
raced up the stairs. - -

The house seemed to be deserted. 
Not a servant in sight. The little 
lawyer tried one door after another, \. 
finally opened one into a room that 
was blazing with liglits. 

"You can't come in here," Dr. 
Stark's voice said^ 

Malone went in anyway and kicked* 
the door shut behind him. The room 
-— evidently a guest bedroom — had 
been made into an improvised operat
ing room. Blinding lights were stream- ' 
ing down from the ceiling. There was 
a stretcher-table in the middle of the-
room, on it a white-swathed mummy 
.with a gauze binding over its mouth. 
There were two nurses and Dr. . 
Stark. 

"I'm sorry —: Mr. Bradley wanted 
me-to come up and see how it was. 
going . . . " 

"Tell him everything's all right," 
Dr. Stark said. His eyes were deep-set 
and anguished.' "Frankly.^ don't tell -
him. this, his heart is bad, and he's " 
mentally unstable — there isn't much 
hope." . . 

Malone said, "Oh!" The lovely 
invalid in the wheelchair, with the 
pink afghan over her knees. The pale, 
tragic face. Now, not much hope. 
"I'll not—.tell Mr. Bradley." He 
took a few steps toward the operating 
table. A pair of terrified brown eyes 
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Stared at him from over" the gauze 
bandages. A wisp of the pale, blonde-, 
gray hair showed under the head-
covering. There was horror in the 
eyes, and desperate appeal. Then the 
lids closed. 

"Good luck," Malone whispered. 
His voice was hoarse. "I'll — stay 
with Mr. Bradley — till it's over." 
He fled into the hall. 

Stella Bradley's eyes were blue. 
Gerda Powell's were brown. There 
was that resemblance . . . . 

Malone had once had a chent who 
was an expert shoplifter. The little 
lawyer came away from the im-

- provised operating room with" a pair 
of rubber gloves and a surgeon's 
knife. i • 

He put on. the gloves. There was a 
floor lamp in the hall, plugged'into 
the wall. Malone slashed savagely at 
the wire. There was a blinding .flash, 
and the upstairs lights went out. 

In the downstairs hall there was 
another light; He short-circuited it 
with another slash of the knife, and 
the front downstairs-lights went out. 
A third light shone in the kifchen and 
he disposed of that.^ There were 
anxious cries from upstairs and feet 
running in the hall. 

Malone grabbed the phone in the 
butler's pantry and hastily dialed 
von, Flanagan. "The Bradley house. .-
Murder. Get here fast." Then he 
dived down the back stairs into the 
basement. 

Malone grabbed the box of live 
fuses'on top of the box and hurled it 
through the window. In the same 

moment little, soft, whispering foot
steps came up behind him; He started 
to whirl around, but a blow came 
down on the back of his head, bright 
whirling sparks flashed before his 
eyes, and he fell into a pit of darkness. 

The first, voice he heard was von 
Flanagan's. It had an anxious note in 
it, but it said, "Don't worry, he'll be 
okay. Malone's tough." 

.Then Gerda Powell's voice said, 
" b h ! Please! Do something! CaU an 
ambulance! Call a doctor!" 

Malone opened one eyelid an in
finitesimal fraction of an inch. Gerda 
Powell still had on the operating 
gown, and the gauze head-covering. 
Her face was white, and lovely. The 
gown didn't come together all the 
way,, and he confirmed his. earlier 
conviction that her figure vvas as 
lovely as her face. 

"You'd better go get your clothes 
on," he said, "because you have a 
dinner date, and you're late for it. 
'Remember?" ' . 

She blushed and fled.. 

"Poor old Bad Luck Bradley didn't 
have a thing to,do with it," Malone 
said. "He was just an unknowing 
stooge." He dug a- fork into his salad. 
"That dame, Stella.Bradley, was the 
real brains behind the racket. Dr. 
Stark was just taken in like a minnow 
in a net." 

Von Flanagan said, "That's all very 
fine, but I still don't see—" 

,"They were going to murder me 
tonight," Gerda whispered. "That 
Dr. Stark phoned, me and said my 
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brother was at the Bradley house. I 
went there, they bound ^me, and 
bleached my hair. Then they tied me 
on the operating table I was to be 
operated on, and — die." She choked 
over her drink. 

"Never look at the past," Malone 
said hastily, "when the future is so 
bright." He waved at the waiter arid 
said, "Bring three ,more, while we . 
wait for the dessert." Then he lit his 
cigar and said, "Poor old Bad Luck 
Bradley thought he was being a 
philanthropist; While behind his back 
Stella Bradley and her boyfriend. 
Dr. Stark, did the dirty work. They 
picked bums who faintly resembled 
someone else, did some hair-dye 
jobs, and arranged accidents, cashing 
in on insurance policies. Those acci
dents all happened to kin-folk-of i 
Bradley-, \yho'd taken out pohcies 
with him as beneficiary. Your brother—" 
he turned to Gerda — "happened to 
look like Jack Truax. Truax pre
tended to, be hurt in a skiing accident! 
Someone looking like Truax died of 
injuries inflicted by Dr. Stark. Your 
brother happened to get loose long 
enough to phone for help, but it was 
too late." 

"But the insurance money went to 
Bradley" Gerda said. 

"Sure," Malone said. "And Brad-~ 
ley had a lovely blonde niece in New 
York, who was his only living rela
tive. He really did have that niece 
once,[but she's probably in a concrete 
coffin in the bottom of the East River 
now. Stella Bradley was able to man

age a double life, the time she pre-' 
sumably spent in sanitariums, she 
really spent building up the phony 
character as Bradley's niece." : 

"If I owe you an apology," von ; 
Flanagan said, "you can take, an i 
I.O.U. for it, and try to collect." He ; 
rose,'held.out a hand to'Gerda, and, 
said, "Dance.?" 

.Malone strolled up to the bar, 
ordered a drink, and stood watching • 
approvingly. She. ,was lovely, very • 
lovely. Her hair was like a silver mist. 
She danced like a flower in the 'wind. • 
Von Flanagan would probably go 
home pretty soon now. Then he and 
Gerda would begin to make plans. 

He killed a little time losing four 
dollars in a crap game with the bar
tender. When he looked around again, 
Gerda. was gone, and so was von 
Flanagan. 

The doorrhan was surprised- and 
•helpful. "The young lady.? She left 
fifteen minutes ago, with Mr. von 
Flanagan."' ' • ^ 

Malone went back to the bar. Life ' 
was altogether sour. Still, there was a 
guy two stools down who looked as 
though he might sing a healthy bari
tone and there was a promising-look- ' 
ing tenor over at the pinball table. v 

The little lawyer sighed, called for 
drinks for the house, and began 
singing, softly, and under.his breath. 

''Did your mother come from Ire
land " - -;• 

It would only be a matter of time 
he was sure before someone would 
join him. 
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T H E . STONE EAR 
by VINCENT CORNIER 

UNDER the date-heading' of the ^ 
twenty-third of September, . 

there, is an entry in my diary of the 
year before last to which I-have added ; 
a rubric. Painstakingly traced in red 
ink there is mention of my first meet-; 
ing with that amazing fellow, Barna--
bas Hildreth, the "Black Monk," 

As a niatter. of fact, niy rubric is npt, 
wholly in his honor. Rather does it 
stand as reminder of the most fan
tastic, certainly the greatest, experi- , 
ence of my hfe. But man and. this are/:; 
one; there is no possibility of considrr 
ering either:apart. Hildreth . , . . arid 
the infernal magnificence; of all that , 
arose out of the forgotten centuries to :' 

consummate the murder of his uncle' 
Sir Roger Armistead, K.C. 

The meeting with Hildreth was in 
his uncle's house, in Hainpstead, on 
that September night. I had often-
heard the old man talk of his.nephew, 
but found the fellow extraordinarily 
elusive. He had cat habits of insolent 
sort: among them the silent adroit
ness of making hirriself scarce at' a 
second's notice.. From all I could 
gather Hildreth was ah utterly friend
less riian siniply because he did not 
choose, to \admit ^ again like the cat 
— that there is much rootn in this 
wide earth for. two, walkiiig abreast. 

,Qld; Sir Roger was mbre popularly. 
8i 
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knovyn as Mr; Justice Armistead. iHe 
retired from theBench in 1927 and at 
,the time of his death, he was .engaged 
in writing up his reminiscences of 
"Half a Century of Lore and Lavv." 
. The book has never been pubhshed. 
I-had an idea, at the, time it never 
would be:. Armistead was briniant in 
law, but a duffer as a raconteur. - ., 

I tried to help him out., Whenever 
I had time, during that summer, I 
made it in my way to tackle his im
mense manuscript — editing to the 
bone and re-writing until hardly-any 
of his original words remained.. 

Oh the night of the twenty-third 
of September I had reached a danger^ 
ous point, For all he was a judge, \yell 

.learned ,in the la\y, Armistead had 
casually trafficked with one of the 
•direst bits of libel I have met.. 
; He had stated, that, in 1898, he had 
acted as counsel for the prosecution in 
a case, where'a Levantine. antique-
dealer was arraigned for fraud. In gusto 
he recounted ho\v"he managed his 
frames of evidence until he had "woven 
such a fabric of damnation about this 
man that, after the sentence, the 
judge who sat on the case compli
mented counsel for his "extraordinary 
skill in utilizing every fragihent and 
thread" of that evidence."-. ' : . ;' 

The, unfortunate Levantine, :one 
Georges Lo.uis Karleman,. was also imr 
pressed. He tiirned t a Armistead, be
fore he was led below to begin three 
years' penal: servitude, and vowpd; his 
vengeance. It was all very, dramatic, 
"and even on-Armiste,ad.'s,naanuscript 
one could faintly discern the laughter 

and contempt with which.'the threat 
;had been treated. , . .,. 
. Had Sir,Roger.left his account at 
that, no one need have'troubled. But 
he did not. He imrnediately went on: 

. "Nigh on thirty, years were tc-pass 
before I met Louis Karleman again.;! had 
occasion to visit a.certain shop in the 
West, End in pursuit of a matched pair 
of Vitro di trim goblets I learned .were for 
sale. '. •• ' ' , . '. 

"I have been a collector of Venetian 
glass for many years, and some kind But 
anonymous friend dropped me a hint by 
letter that these two treasures were for 
disposal. Naturally I set off. post:haste 
after them. ' , _ ; , 

"Imagine my surprise when I recog
nized in the shopkeeper my old victim of " 
1898! Here again the paths of Karleman 
and myself had crossed . . ; not.in the • 
vicious traffic of law, but in the'peaceful 
\vays of trade.- . . . • . ' 

"The goblets were all as they yvere de
scribed. They were' magnificent speci
mens and I.bought them. 

"The deal concluded, Tcould not re
frain from mentioning to Karleman (now 
trading under an-alias, of course) where 
last .we met. He was very decent about 
things and half apologized for. his melo- ' 
dramatic fury in the dock. . • -

"I came away from his place the happy -<' 
possessor of the goblets, secure "in the 
belief that vengeance, once '^gaih, had 
becorne as ashes .in the furnace of; long 
time. . , . 

. This'.was atrocioijs. If the tale were 
•true, then .Mr. Justice Arrnistead, 
with an insolent ;disregard for all his 
legal , training, -had , ventured ,.into 
definite,libel.,> ...,.;,.,;.; ;., •,,.,ji-^ ;.,.;; 

Not many people in the AVest' End 
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deal in superb examples of Venetian 
glass. Among them was a man with a 
prison record.. Assuming the volume 
of reminiscences were published, how 
many of Armistead's friends —'• know
ing he was a connoisseur, and in all 
probability having been told where 
the goblets were purchased-r-would 
immediately identify Karleman.'' 

I picked up the alarming manii-
script and left the study to interview 
his careless excellence, Mr. Justice 
Arniistead. • -" 

I found his nephew, Barnabas Hil-
dreth, in the drawing-room with the 
old man. They were peacefully chat
ting about cricket — I talked bomb
shells. 
' Years of rigid newspaper work had 
bred in me a respect for the pitfalls of 
printed statement. I recked nothing 
for young Hildreth; I said all I had to 
say.. 

Sir Roger listened amusedly. If he 
were impressed he took care not to 
show it. When I had finished he waved 
my bunch of manuscript away.. 

"If that's the case, my dear Ingram, 
I'm sure you'll see your blue pencil 
deletes the lot. I don't inind." 

j . "Ah, but that's not necessary. It's a 
jolly good yarn up to—^-" 

"On the contrary," this was the 
blunt interruption of Barnabas Hil
dreth, "it's a decidedly nasty bit of 
work from beginning to end. The first 
part of its subject matter earned the 
right of interment in: 1898. The re
mainder is merely salute to implacable 
vanity. There is a cry of gloria all 
throughout it that is positively in-
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human ^-. cruel." 

Ttook a better stock of Barnabas 
Hildreth than I otherwise would have 

'done . The rich slow voice had' a 
curious and passionate tenderness 
. - . . I looked down into luminous 
and patient brown eyes abnormally 
deep-set in a lean and pallid face which 
was almost that of a saint. I was irri-

• tated. 
"If that point of view were generally 

upheld, Mr. Hildreth, I'm afraid half 
the presses of the country would go 
offprint." . ;• 

He cranked his skinny hands on his 
knees and leaned back and laughed. 

"What an exhilarating thought," 
he murmured. "I really must thank 

[ you for it! However, don't trouble 
about me -^ 'fraid I'm prone to stick 
my nose into affairs that don't con
cern me." • -. 

I angrily thought the same and 
turned again to Sir Roger. 

"The story is true in its essentials?" 
"In its every tiniest detail, In

gram." The old lawyer screwed up his 
heavily-lined face and grinned. "In 
fact, I didn't put down half I might 
have done. For instance, I might have 
told how Karlernan was false to his 

^ oath: he svvore by its most sacred 
idioform to kill me; in 1898. I might 
have twitted about that." He laughed 
in his scrawny throat. "He's just 
thirty-two years out, up-to-date." 

He was talking as he got out of his 
chair. He went to an elaborate Chip
pendale cabinet and touched a switch 
that filled it with radiance from long 
flood-lighting tubes. He fumbled^ for 
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his chain of keys. . ' - . . , : : ' 
,, The amazing .beauty of. the, gkss 
contained iri that cabinet deHghted 
me. I knew very little about the sub
ject, yet I was avvarethatil.was,re
garding treasure. Fantastic land frail 
specimens, all that I saw, but each had 
the majestic investiture of the master
piece... -: ^ ,;,.,' • ; ... ;.. • 

; "These,", said Mr. Justice Armi-
stead, "are-the .goblets.'.'.., ; -
.• He swung open the glazed serpen-
tinedoprs of the: cabinet and pointed 
to, a pair; of dehcate vessels that. 
glo\yed. as rubies glow.. Their bowl's 
were splayed and gently, moulded, 
like tiger-lily cups. Their stems were 
heavy and; marvellously • ornamented 
by lion heads.' Between their bases and 
these heads vyas .an :intricate white 
lacewprk and from the heads to the 
"bo^ls.proper; this airy stuff was con-
. tinued in a form that was even more 
exquisite. One. had the impression of 
looking on. frozen; webs, .wound about 
the Jariuary.fijre oijaponica flowers. 

Hildreth had. got up and \yas at my 
s ide . ; ••,•-., ~'" ••'.•• 

"Malevolently-beautiful,.'' i:heard 
him .whisper. "There's too much in 

. 'em of a mad dog's eye.for^my liking." 
- Sir Roger laughed again in - that 

dully grqwling manrier..of his.; He 
, shrugged his narrow, shpulders.;' !... 
, ".You and,your, confounded .rornan-
ticisms, Barnabas! As I've often..told 
you, they'll; land you in. such a mess 
one of these, days-r-TT-';'..;. .: ..j 
.-. Hildreth flickered, his. hands. .They 
caugh.t rny,,mind. with a; thought of 
bony white wings; fydid not like them. 

i . "We'll not go over all that again, 
Uncle. Roger,'!,he said. "We'd argue 

. till Doomsday. Let's have one of those 
glasses-out. Fve, many a time wanted " 

, tohaveagbod lopkat.'em," . , y 
Sir,R6ger hesitated.-He pursed, his 

"lips and appeared, dubious. Then he 
left the cabinet- door to swing and 
went over to a table. After a lot of 
fussiness— trying the table's^stability 
and what not — he decided he dare 
risk one of the-precious goblets oil its 

.- top..Gently'and.slowly he brought it 
. off its rubber plaque and settled it on 

the table. . , ., 
.Now I can recall that I saw a pe

culiar change take place in the texture 
^of the glass while Armistead carried 

;,;it. across the room. Its ruby trans
parency appeared, to-go and a sullen 

; .saffron light camein its place —-'and 
then a honey-yellow, glare that made 
the little; lion, heads Ipok horribly 
alive .-. .-but, on-the table top, that 

, igoblet was all crimson again; -.' • 
'.' This changefulness. also captured 
; .Hildreth's attention. He glanced from 

the goblet to the bowl of .electric light 
above, then-from it to,the inner-lit 
Chippendale cabinet. His interest 
seemed to devolve pn the serpentine . 

, door. .He. stalked .across; and gently 
;,,.moved it^-^ but now he.watched'the . 
.goblet carefully, . ; i : i „: ~ 

;; The sinister-beauty of thcithing was 
.;.in,fluencing me strangely; ;..%...; 
,—= , Sir Roger slpwly caressed the. goblet 
:.,and talked; abput-it. u - c' :-••.. 
•J "Made by Petrus-Flavianus the 

•Last, in 156.1,"; he ..told us. "Those 
masters kept to their ancient Roman 
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names, and Petrus was direct in secret 
' line from- that, Flavianus who is inen-
tioned as a phiolarius in the Ducale of 
Vitale Falier, round about the time 
William of Normandy invaded Eng
land."-

"What d'you mean b'y that — 
'secret hne' — Uricle Roger?" 
, Armistead looked wry. 

"Oh, they were a precious lot, all 
the breed of them. From all accounts, 
they hadn't much less devilry than, 
the Borgias. ^For instance, anything 
to do with poisons and beautiful glass^ 
containers for them, trust a Flavianus 
to have known. Here we've an exam
ple" — he spanged the goblet tenderly 
and it gave out the sound of a fine 
metal bell — "this isn't exactly as 
innocent as it appears." ' ' ^ 

"I've already noticed that," said 
Barnabas Hildreth. "Told you at first 
I didn't like the look of the thing. 
Now I'm certain I don't." 

I seized on this. I was puzzled-to 
determine the reason for Hildreth's 
casual experiment with .the cabinet 
door and dimly connected it with the 
eerie changefulness of the goblet's 
color. 

"What makes you say that?" 
"Well, Mr. Ingram, I don't know 

whether.you noticed it or not, but the 
blessed thing altered its hue three 
times ill a matter of two yards — be
tween its removal from the cabinet 
and its placing oh the table. There's 
something not altogether normal 

m-
. Sir Roger was chuckling at his 

•nephew. 
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"There you go again . . '. there 
you go! Why, man alive, that's 
nothing to' weave mysteries about. 
That subtle range of color-chariges 
proves the integral worth of the gob
let — proves it to be genuine pre-
avanturine glass. I needn't bore you 
with technicalities, Barnabas." He was 
pleased and inclined to be arrogant 

.with it. "No, what I was referring to 
was the possibility of this being used 
to poison some poor soul. Look here." 

He lifted the goblet, and we peered 
into it. He pointed out a tiny sac in its 
base: a minute hollow in the actual 
stem. Ordinary- examination would 
not have revealed it. 

"See the idea —eA? Put a deadly 
poison, in the form of a jelly, in that 
tiny hole, and what'd happen? When 
wine was poured in, the jelly would 
dissolve. The drinker of the draught 
would die. . . . All the,other glasses 
at the table would-be innocent. The 
wine would be the same as all the 
other drinkers had taken. Only this 
one glass would be fatal." 

- "Happy days," murmured Barna
bas Hildreth. "A pledge of hydromel 
with Borgia — what? Happy days!" ^ 

"As a matter of fact," a new and 
astoundingly grim note was in the 
judge's voice, "the first thing I did 
when I brought that goblet home from 
Karleman was to examine that poison 
gland." • • 

'•'•Ahr sighed Barnabas Hildreth, 
, and crouched over us both,'his brown 
eyes glowing oddly. "We approach 
the story that matters triost, and was 
hot intended to be told." 
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"Well, you're right :there, Bafna- • 
basi You see-, I could ricft'trust friend • 
Karleman,; eyeri after, thirty years. I;• 
mentioned iii my memoirs that the\ 
note iriformihg 'me ivhere these gob-^' 
lets were was anonymous. And' I-' 
thought things ;dut." , -', : ; 

"i t was ppssible;Karleman 'might 
have sent I t?" /̂ ' :;.. ---3 -̂^ • ; .: 

"Quite! After my recognition 6f' 
hiin'I.recalled his oath. What if he 
had sent that'note.'' Whatrif all'this • 
were a, diabblical trapi^ Might not ' 
Karleman have put solidified pbisdii-
in that cavity — banking oh my dbiiig ' 
what glass collectors sorhetimes do," 
often do, drinking from it to wet my ' 
bargain?". Sir Rogei: softly ended: 
"Biit i had wronged the.'fellow.-There-i 
was no pbisori there." ' - ' ; • 
'""K'nbwihg you as i do. Uncle Roger,-

I don't think'yoii'djunip to those con- i 
elusions from, rnere' instinct.' Did'. 
Karleman ir^y any thing.'to-make ybu' 
uneasy?" - • • ' ' ':''"^ 

. S i r Roger, slightly • touched • "his" 
tohgiie between his lips, aii' adder'-' 
dart of pure vexation. ' '"' •,• 

'" 'Pbh my sbtil, Barnabas;you're an 
uncanny young dbg! I- detest your' 
methods —but, I must admit, 'yoir 
don't go very:far'wrong." He turned 
to me^ -'Yoij must undefstaridj; In-* 
gram, my nephew is one of that tiii-l 
godly crew you riew'spaper people call 
the 'secret service' ,.-... ageiit in-
Political Intelligence." ' -' • ..-

^•sensed Hildreth's annoyance, al:' 
though it was disguised behind a' 
suavely dogged insistence;': ^ - > 

"Did he 5aj; .anything, Uncle' 

Roger?"^'-^-':"_•;,".•-;•.•-'•-••' -'••••'-•; ' •J - - ; ; 

"As a matter of fact, he did suggest '' 
something to set hie 'off thinking." 
Mr. Justice Armistead lifted the gbb^;: 
let and eyed it. "Never told a soul 

_ uiitil now'. . . but ' Karleman' was 
oddly concerned about his fatheaded ' 
ravings of 'ninety-eight! He appeared;' 
both-J3eriitent'ahd ashamed; told rneito' 
do a thing I'd never drearh of doing • 
-7 to fill lip _ this, glass and,;'in his • 
exact words; 'drink to the rhemory of' 
a damned ass-^-—'" : :• .. ,_ 

The goblet was notl • . i 
It did not break. W e heard a sharp' 

and stiinnihg sound,'but, alf we saw 
was an iridescent haze through which^ 

.motes fell, as. through a shaft of'suri--
c^ shine; •.'•'.'." But there' was. the out

stretched-, hand of Sir Roger Arhni-
stead, pctalled by blbod,- and empty.' 

'Nothing, not even a tiny shard or-
splinter of the glass remained. It had-

_ uy:erly and. certainly disappeared 
' . : ; ' . tb'leave Sir Roger -Armistead 
crunipling up and dying in the place 
where he had stood. • • ' :r 

He tried to speak, but failed. Then' 
. he' smiled and his tightening hps 
- shaped the; one wbrd, -"Karleman.'"' 
He lolled his'head and nodded to-the 
hand - that bled. That was - his_" last 

' effort; his' eyes dulled, -there was a'-
gireat rigor, and before we had hirri' 
lifted, to a couch, he died. ^ • li^ 

The thing h'e'had.indicated at the 
last—the thing injuring, the heel bfi 
hiis fight'hand-^"was a peculiar barb-

, made out of a diarhond fragment.-'It 
was'razdr-keeh .and fashioned hke' a 
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lion's claw. It was half embedded, in 
flesh that was covered by a glittering 
dustiness which seemed to me to be of 
gold. . 

To my bounden surprise the holding 
of an inquest on Sir. Roger was not 
considered at all necessary. We were 
told that he had. long been suffering 
froni an advanced form of heart dis
ease. For months he had been under 
medical care. All Hildreth.and I had 

,to; tell about the miraculously dissi
pated glass and the diamond barb was 
listened to with interest, biit not con
cern. . -

More to placate the dogged Hil-
dreth than anything else, the doctors 
added a corollary. Sir Roger had been 
undergoing a palliative treatment in 
which subcutaneous injection's of a 

- drug containing - digitalin were ad
ministered. The last injection was 
given at five o'clock on that tragic 
night. 

Sir Roger very well understood that 
he should have gone to bed after this. 
Instead, he preferred doing as he 

/ liked. And digitalin, the best_e^mple 

7of all poisons where cumulative action 
, is considered, had probably taken toll. 
\ In TK^liiomentary period of Armi-

(
stead's shock over the flown, glass r— 
the doctors stated—it was possible, 
for the accumulated lethal force of it 
to have gained command. 

There would follow aii instant faint
ing :— a major disturbance of the 
heart -̂̂  and with no power in reserve 
to counteract these, death. -
- Niggling closer to the bone, Hilr 
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dreth wanted to be.told if.any evi
dence of poisoning by a digitalin com
pound had been, discovered. Yes; a 
slight, an. exceedingly sHght, indica
tion of this was observable; nothing 
important.. 

"And there, Ingram," Hildreth 
growled to me after,the medical men 
had had their say, ".the whole affair is 
officially completed. Karleman -has 
consummated a well-nigh perfect 
murder." His eyes turned slowly on 
me, but I felt they could not see. "I 
am certain of that — absolutely and 
finally, certain. And, somehow., or 
other, I'm going to prove it and make 
him pay." 

In the fortnight that.. followed I 
got a lot of information; about the 
eccentrically-minded Barnabas Hil
dreth. Oddly enough, it carhe from 
people of considerable importance. 
The rank and file of newspaperdoth 
had nothing to tell; he had iiot passed 
into their ken. "̂  ^ . -

But an Under Secretary of State, 
looked icily and queerly at pie when 
his name was mentioned. 

. "A chap best left alone, Mr. In
gram," he said. "I refer"you to the fat 
cats walking on the sunny side of the 
street. Frankly speaking, Hildreth's^ 
just too dangerous an enigma for most 
people." • 

Then again —a Cabinet Minister 
this time: 

"Young Hildreth, eh? Now how 
the devil have you tumbled across 
him-r-eh? An eccentric cuss, if ever 
there was one; half-poet, half-scien
tist — maybe a genius; I can't say." 
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"A valuable man; I presume?" . 
"I think you. may. They, call him 

the Black Monk," the Minister made 
evasive answer. "I haven't heard him 
.at his litanies yet,, but no doubt he has 
'em pat." Now he. glowered trucu--
lently. "Anyhow, if you're after him 
from a Press point of view, cry off! 
Hildreth's iai>u, so take a hint, old 

. man." 
I went away from Whitehall and 

pondered. Barnabas Hildreth was 
just too vital a problem to be left un-
tackled, I remembered I had ways and 
means of following up elusive people, 

, and I used them. • . .. 
The reports that came in astounded 

me . . . A rural dean in Cheshire 
and a-bishop in the south country had 
recently been Hildreth's prey. He had 
spent a day or" two with the dean and 
•nearly a week with the bishop. 

The life clerical having served his 
obscure purpose he disappeare;d into 
Italy.-1 heard of him in Rome, Venice 
and Milan. He re turned, by air and 
immediately settled down to some 
kind of investigation which kept him 
for many hours a day in the Public 
Records Office in Chancery Lane. I 
was informed' that he appeared es-̂ "" 
pecially interested in the chartularies 
and inventories of the Abbey., of 
Sheringham, dissolved by Henry the 
Eighth in 1540. , . ' .. ;• 

After this phase hisattentipnxen:^^ 
tred on two or three men, who, I was 
told, were the greatest authorities on 
Venetian glass in London. I began to 
•breathe with satisfaction, The circle 
was nearirig its closing round. What

ever his prior investigations meant, 
these were definitely allotted their 
place. - . 

He must be still intent on the cen
tral fact of the mystery, I argued; 
That vanished goblet, once from the 
hands of Petrus Flavianus the Last,, 
and its history, must be his^ quest. 
Whatever he had learned, nothing-
could have arisen to iriake him falter 

-in his first belief, that Sir Roger 
Armistead was murdered. 

On the night of November the 
second Barnabas Hildreth called to 
see me at my office in the building of 
my newspaper. He arrived-at an awk
ward time, without apology or ex
planation. . ' 

When he was.sitting across from 
me, I-realized how apt was his nick; . 
name, the Black Monk. He looked 
.haggard, as though, from fasts and-
/long disciplines. His features.seemed 
/ lit by that goblin fire one finds in-
Iherent in the matt-white flesh of 
\woodland_/««^/. . . ..A,curiously un
healthy apparition altogether. 

"Might I trouble you a Httle, Inr 
gram.? The BritislT Museum is closed 
and I'want to run through the files of 
your paper, for June in 1894. Could 
you accommodate me.?'-' 

"Um — sorry to appear loath, "old 
man, but wouldn't tomorrow do.?" I 
chuckled at him. "We'r_e a busy lot 
here this time o' night, you know." • 

"Tomorrow there's the Museum at 
call. It's tonight I must settle things. 
I — I can't rest, Ingram — I can't 
rest! Don't you see, I — I'm-almpst at 
my last gasp?" 
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"Rather a strong statement!". 
. "Ingram, you don't linderstand! On 
a job like this'I scarcely sleep or eat. 
After a time I begin to crack up. I've 
only one more matter to verify, and 
I've done. Stretch a point and let me 
settle down tonight for the first sound 
resfl'll haye had since September.". 

As I say, this was November . . . 
and yet ~i believed him. I rang for 
someone to take him into our library. 

He became animated. 
"You're a sport, Ingram," he cried. 

"I'll not forget — if I find what I'm 
after, I might tell you, that hound 
Karleman's as good as stretched." 

"Yoii — you've got things as ship'-^ 
shape as that?" I gasped. 

"I really-think so," said Barnabas 
Hildreth. " " . 

He went to the library then, with 
the man I.had surrimoned. 

Two days later he came^again to 
see me. He was spruce and alert and 
entirely different "from his crowish 
self of the second. 

"Want to talk to you, Ingram." He 
tapped a wallet of papers. "Every
thing 'here necessary. My uncle was 
murdered . . . by a sound, by a 
stone, and by a flower that grew on the 
Plains of Altare, in Italy, four hun
dred years ago. Those, and Louis 
Karleman's knowledge of therri." 

"Here, I say, just a minute! Let's 
get all that in order. 'By a sound, by 
a stone, by a -——'" 

Hildreth rattled on across iriy be
wildered thoughts: 

"Remember that glass —, what? 
First thing that struck us both was its 

• 8 9 . 

queer faculty for changing color. 
Crimson in the cabinet, then saffron-'' 
brown, then yellow when iny uncle 
held it, then crimson again.'' I nodded 
and said I remembered. "Uncle Roger 
laiighed me but of court when I said 
there was something malevolent in all 
tha t -^ but:I was right."-

"As a matter- of fact,'* I told him, 
"I rather agreed with you at the time. 
Tell me, I couldn't help noticing you 
experimented somehow or other with 
the glass door of that cabinet, Hil
dreth: what for?" • ' 
. He perked like a Chinese nodding-

.doll. _ ' 
' "Good nian! Blessings on the news
paper nose. I'm glad,you noticed that; 
saves me a lot of wind." 

"Well," it was quite obvioiis " 
. "Ugh, was it?" He frowned as-a 
spoilt child will frown and I learned 
something else about his complex 
character. But then he went on, as 
rapidly and brightly as before: "There 
was light in that cabinet, Ingram — 
those 'floods,' to show up uncle's speci
mens. And,the edges of those.glass 
panels were deeply bevelled, acting 

^exactly-as prisms. When the goblet, 
was settled on the table, under the 
main light of the room, the prismatic 
radiance transmitted from the flood
lighting tubes brought about the dis
tinct phenomena of polarization in the 
structure of the glass."- . ~" 

"I'm sure you'll think-me stupid, 
but I don't follow." - -

"Never mind; you will. I'll come 
back to that. What's essential just 
now is the first color change: from 
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blood-crimson to.brown. ' . 
"My uiOdt mentioned: pre-avantu-

rine glass. Tkept that in mind. Avan-
turine glass,/as. we know it today,, 
came into vogue in 1606—;oxide of; 
copper added to a glass mixture con
taining strong reducing, agents. When 
first taken from the crucible the mass 
is colorless but, on being reheated and 
allowed to cool slowly it develops a 
deep ruby hue, speckled throughout 
its substance by microscopical crystals' 
of metallic copper. • 

•'Before 1600 gold was used for the " 
job. That goblet held gold in a state 
of extremest tension and in a crystalli
zation bred out of the solution of glass 
and metal in the first instance of fus
ing. Due to its slow cooling, its internal' 
stress must have been enormous.- • 

• "And — although I did not. know 
it at the time — the absolute proof of -

•there.being internal strain is iii, the 
double-refractive properties .produced 
in siich glass by passing polarized light 
throughout it;" He rubbed his hands 
with a little silken sound, and sud
denly jutted his head. "I did that with 
the cabinet glazing. Simple, really 
. i . the whole thing is reducible to 
formulae; obedient to the Fresnel-
Arrago laws, as they are called. And 
one Maxwell Garnett,' in his studies 
of this exact glass-we're discussing, has 
shown that its color w«rf depend on 
the diffraction of' transmitted light 
due to intricate pblarizatioii by the 
ultra-microscopical particles of its sus
pended metal. Where gold is' used,-the 
first change is from' crimson into 
brown." • . ; ; : i-

I am afraid I frankly goggled;at 
Hildreth. He took my breath away. 

''-Jove!" i gasped'. ""You seem to 
have gone pretty deeply into. the 
matter." • -•,. '.v-

He Winked at me as though; won^ 
dering what I meant. 

"Deeply? Oh, that's but the sur^ 
face of things. I've hardly scratched 
as yet. If we really must get down to 
brass tacks, we come to the hellish in
genuity of the dead and gone PetruS' 
Flavianus the Last." . " 

"I recall the narne,':Go on." 
"Y'know, just like playing about 

with a crossword-puzzle alternative, 
the poison-sac in that goblet was. only 
a side track. It meant nothing. Death 
was in, and'on,' that diamond frag
ment." , -. . 

"The thing like a big cat's claw?" 
"Yes. It was concealed in one of the 

goblet prunts: those "lion heads. And 
it was poisoned .. . . by some alkaloid 
substance prepared from the foxglove 
or the figwort. If was a mediaeval 
poison, with digitalin as its base. Held 
in vacuum, in that hollow prunt, its 
potency would not have altered 
throughout the centuries. Anyhow, 
it was sufficiently strong-to kill Uncle 
Roger." 

"But — but this is majestic, Hil
dreth! How the devil you've managed 
to get together all this -^—-"• 

"Be a good soul, Ingram. Don't in
terrupt. It's all like a liiinp of lead on 
my chest, and the sooner I get it off. 
the better. To give you an idea of the 
'how' of it — I merely tackled the his
tory of all the glasses from the hand of 
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Petrus Flavianus known to hayeepme 
tovEngland.v . ' , : ; / ; • 

."One was af chalice.' It was among 
his .earliest works and passed into the ! 
possession of the Abbey of Shering-1 
ham rjiist before the Dissolutiph. 
Thence it wentinto the keeping of an J 
old;church. ;, ; _ T' . , 

L''InM.894, at a: Church Gonvoea-: 
tion, a display pf ecclesiastical treas- > 
ures was held; The Sheringham Chal
ice; was among;'em. j ^ ; ; ''. 

"Ordinarily itwas on public view 
in a glass case but, of course,, various 
parsoiis had it out-and privately ex
amined it at privileged times. It was 
during one of these handlings that it 
ended its -career —- much in the same; 
way as that wVro di irina'gohlet 
erided." - ' 

':'A:bishop is alive today," I smiled, 
and Hildreth fixed' me with a ques
tioning-look; I stopped;smilingj "who; 
was a curate in a poverty-stricken; 
London parish at that date. I t was he 
who: was holding the chalice, when it,, 
went to dust. ; ! 

"He was talking, about its enor^; 
naous worth, to a group of equally 
poorclerics. 'Is there anything so cal-; 
culated to arouse one's eri-vfious old; 
Adam as-handling a.thing likethisj ': 
he ;said. Or. should have said-n he 
rieyer finished, his sentence;, 'handling 
a.thing like this', remained unspoken.^ 
There was a ra^ like the bursting of 
an:electric light bulb and the chalice: 
had ceased to exist. ; ? .•; 

" O f course^ there was; an; unholy 
row aboiit the business. The papers: 
were fiillofit for days. Your files hold; 

the story in toiorrrr and more. They 
hold,.Mri:Ingram, a: published letter 
froma private individual who chanced , 
to know amighty lot about Venetian 
glass;and the makers of it, ; : 

"He mentioned the jiptoripus 'glass 
of the Ambassador': Vvhich:ended,.,the ; 
career ofoile; Don,Philippe Esteban-
Certava"sin' the year 1489:-^ â  glass 
made by-̂ â :Flayianus,: one of. the 
secret line."; ';:;.;,- ,,;;:: •;:.,: 
- :In,; the:stunned silence he,fiddled ; 
with his wallet of docurnents. The 
snap of the little .lock made, a hurt 
along niy,scalp. My nerves >were in, 
rags and my throat burned. He looked, 
more, the ;Black Monk than ever:: a 
dynamic, palpitant yet death-cast 
human thing. His eoldj white hands: 
picked up'a.paper.,;: .;. . , 

'.'III: the .late fifteenth century,", he 
went on, '!Italy had foregone the; gla- • 
cial beauties of Dante;and Petrarch: 
for the sensuous apings of the, most 
florid: periods of Roinan civiUzation. 
It wa;s the; cult and; fashion of the 
hour to b? Latinbeyond all latinity ^—, 
and at:a pseudo-imperial banquet the 
Dukepf,Algheri killed Don Philippe;, 
the Spanish envoy, as iny uncle was 
killed: by a sound, by a stone and a 
flower frorn:the,Plains of Altare." 

licpuld heai; my pwn breathing but 
not that of Barnabas Hildreth. Some-
.vvhere a.Creed machine rattled and a 
telephone ;bell ;:rang jnsistently ^ . I ; 
carne out of mediaeval mistS; to; day 
again;:..::,-.,••,; .;,^ ,,:;-:.;._,,;:-{,,.-- ,';; 
- "Seven rnjsn lounged; at, the : low, 

table. One was the Spanish enypy, the; 
giiest of honor. The Duke had prom^' 
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ised him the reward of a,diamond star 
for his embassy.-^ .which was strange, 
for the Duke hated the don as a dog 
hates cats. -

• 'But the envoy got his diamond 
star. Six men, noble Itaharis all, arose 
to their.feet to pledge the Spaniard, 
in ancient Roman style. He sat —̂ 
again .according to the Latin requisi
tion of courtesy - r his hands clasped 
about the/̂ rMW/.; of his charged goblet, 
to show amity and to proye he carried 
no weapon of hurt. .' , , • L 

"The six men Hfted their goblets. 
'Ad ambasciatoraW they cried. The 
.Spanish envoy died, with a poisoned 

• diamond star held in the grip that had 
so lately been about his glass. -
- "And shortly afterwards the Duke 
wrote a letter to the maker of the 

.deadly glass, this Flavianus,"' Hil-
dreth put down his paper.'" ' £ coma 
una nuova educazione, un mezzo adop-
erdto' et cetera, coldly compliment-

-ing Flavianus on makings that goblet 
which 'serves as a new instrument," a 
new method of education.' " 

I began to see the light. Somewhere 
at the back of my mind I had a glim
mering of the truth. As by clear echo 
the last words of the old judge came 
to me. . . . 

"Sinisterly similar circumstances, 
all of them," I murmured. 

"Ah! You igrasp the sequence — 
eh?" Hildreth was excitedly pleased-
and warmed back to life. , . ' , ; . 

"Gh, yes."; • . -; y •,. 
I watched his. fanatical \face. He, 

swept back his long; black hair and 
remorselessly continued: • • 

. "Remember, Petrus the Last-was 
in -secret line' from his ancestral 
Roman devil^mongers. His immediate 
ancestor had killed, by instrument, 
this Spaniard. . . . Centuries previ
ously the Roman ernperor Hadrian 
had presented his friend Serviahus 

;with certain color-changing glass — 
'calices versicolores,''- to use'his own 
words — while a Flavianus was a 
maker of glass to his House. 

"Think, Ingram; V/i/« .̂' That care
fully pass'ed-on knowledge of cen
turies could have become a perfectly 
instinctive, thing to Petrus .Flavianus 
the Last. Might be not have put that 
poisoned diamond in the prunt of the 
goblet with Pliny-the-Elder's terse 
'adamas' in his mind —with the cry 
of a Homer or. a Pindar over a hero —., 
'the invincible.'" ' , . - , 

- He laughed at rne. .. 
X ''No, Frn sorry, old fellow, that 
wasn't . altogether fair play!> Let's 
come to it by different routes. In all 
cases you will recognize certain"ex-' 
actly defined vowel-sounds, set in ex
actly similar order. My uncle was to 
drink, in Karleman's. words, to the 

" 'memory of a damned • ass.'' The parr 
son, in 'ninety-four, said 'old Adam 
as. . . .' The Spanish ambassador 
heard in his last moments the cry: Ad 
ambasciatoraj and, with the mealy 
pronunciation of the Italian 'B,' that 
would resolve to 'A'dam'as' -^ahd all, 
alll tell you, Ingram, of those key-
sounds denote the weapon of death: 
•adamas-— 'diamond: the invincible.' 
-Too clung together not to be con
sidered." He.snapped his fingers. "I 
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;might as well, say now, to save you 
s'any inquiry, only once An the whole 
tongue of Italy, and that in those^ two 
;words- used to pledge the envoy's: 
•death,'does 'a-dam-as' fall within that 

i,order.-.There was no fear, therefore," 
of something said in general conyersa-
tion touching the glass, off before its ' 
;fated-time. . ;. ." . ^ 

Now I was remembering those cu
rious little eggshell glassesvvhich used 
to come out of Bohemia. I am much 
older than.Hiidreth; the things were 
a rage in my boyhood. ^ 

,, EThey cost a few shillings fora set of 
six. One .placed them-on a bare^ table 

—^ at, say,-a childish conjuring enter
tainment — and asked someone in the 
audience to say which glass one-had to 
command to disappear into thin air. 

Suppose the glass labelled Z) was 
selected, then, "Vanish, glass Dee," 
one called out . . . and, presto, it. 
was gone! It splintered~to fragments 
at the sound of "Z)ifi?." The "magic" 
mechanism• was simple, as simple, as 
the sympathetic vibration of a piece 

- of furniture in a room to a, certain 
chord from a piano, and to none other. 
It .was ah essay in. acoustics. . .v. , 

.And, in rhy wondering age, I also re
called, that garage doors :can be elec--

• trically opened to the particular hoot 
•of an owner's car, and to none other ^ -
the harness of acoustics.. . :: > ::\ 

,.^'rYou mean, Hildreth,> that, the" 
addmas sound provides the key to the . 

-.whole series of mysteries?" • 
"Precisely! At the utterance of that 

> sound i the terrific internal :Stresseslof 
'the'glassi tuned .to an absolute sym-

' pa thy with it,'would give way! Think 
of Prince Rupert Drops .- . . molten 

a glass dropped in cold water. The re
sult is a shape like a tadpole, in ex-

oactly the'Same state of strain as that 
goblet; Scratch or compress the 'tail' 
of the 'tadpole' and your'glass ex
plodes.. Rasp a slate pencil near —̂ rub 
the glass with dirty resin •— your glass 

I explodes.- '.:•'-••. .-. 
"-• ''O.ri the utterance oi adamas that 
web of ci-ystallategold and glass would 
shatter into dust and in the victim's 
cohv.ulsivegrasp: to save, as his con
fused brain . would - think, the glass 
from falling, his: grasp, would, clench 
on-the: poisoned and razor-edged dia
mond barb. There was j^««; . ., ' 

"You must observe that the envoy 
was^sifting with his hands about his 
.glass. Myiuncle had his hand oyer the 
•lion-heads-T^and in his convulsive 
grip drove the diamond sphnter in the. 
heelof his hand And you'll ob
serve that the Sheringham-Chalice 
was also held in hand, although it 
wasn't provided with' any. means of 

•;death.;,,i -;.;;" 
-• ';Yoii see; the vibration of the utter-
ance.oi adamas, transmitted through 
.the':;body;: through the hands, helped 
the sound to blow the glass to bits. In 
the iCase of- the ambassador, a con
certed shout from six throats, was nec
essary; since, the victim .was. silent. 

!-.;•.: i'iA little shout'would have done 
but, I suppose; they, wanted-to niake 
plumb certain. . . ." ,- , •.' . 

'.t: "Soj -Karleman, you believe, knew 
rthe.secret-when he sold the -goblets to 
your uncle?';'rr...,,:, : 5 , ; .. : '-^ 
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A peculiar shade of feeling was be
trayed over Hildreth's face. I sensed 
he could have told me something quite 
definite, but all he ended by saying 

was: 
"Doesn't his selection of the words, 

'a damned ass,' and a queer insistence 
on poor Uncle Roger's rite of drinking 
to that-memory tend, to prove it? 
Doubtless Karleman did send that 
anonymous note. As Uncle suspected, 
it was all a diabolical trap. 

'But Petriis Flavianus had more up 
his sleeve than jellied poison in a hole 
when he made that goblet — that's 
where the bother arose."' 

After a while I asked him: 
"Well, and what d'you intend to do 

about the job?" 
Hildreth got to his feet.and.pen

sively put his papers away in his wal
let. He smiled and pondered. Some
how I was reminded of that Under 
iSecretary's talk about his providing a 
dangerous enigma. I was Worried. 

"Oh, I.don't know.- It's all so tenu
ous for all it's so sure — I don't know 
how ever I'd convince the police of 
everything." He smiled again and I 
noticed his teeth.''.'Of course, the ab
solute proof of everything'. , . d e 
pends on the remaining goblet." ' 

Shortly after this, in the casual 
course of news, I was sickened and 
astounded to learn of the sudden col

lapse and almost immediate death of a 
well-known West End antique dealer 
— a Mr. Barnabas Hildreth was in 
his shop at the time. 
• Frenziedly I telephoned Hildreth. 
He answered to me blandly. 

"Tell me, what, happened? Was it 
Karleman?" 

"I really fear it was," Hildreth,re
plied; "He seemed wickedly pleased 
to have the rerriaining goblet back in 
his hands. Recalled how He had sold 
it, as one of a pair, to my uncle years 
ago.'-' There was a laugh. "Of course, 
I had to tell him how I inherited Sir 

• Roger's estate, and wasn't interested 
in Venetian glass. Karleman grinned 
like a satyr. He said he was; very!" h 
pause, then Hildreth clinched his case. 
"I can mention it now — Karleman 
was the man who wrote that letter to 
your paper in'ninety-four . . . out of ~̂ 
his own mouth was he condemned." 

I knew that was what Hildreth had 
previously held back from me. 

".Yes —yes — yes! But. about his 
. collapse; what do you know?" . 

Then Hildreth very gently said: 
"Told you the remaining goblet 

would be proof positive of murder. 
. , ; So soon as Karleman-had it in 
hand I told him, quite loudly, that a 
man. knowing its evil history and yet 
buying it was nothing more or less, to 
my mind, t han^- a damned ass". 

'Q' 
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'A. Dep artment; of GomnpKent and Criticism 

-^ •, - ^ ^ ^ by HOWARD HAYCRAFT - : : 

WITHOUT Other preamble,'^here 
are this department's nomina

tions for best, performances in the 
crime-mystery field during the pub
lishing . year 1947,. arranged . chron-

: ologically within the principal types: 

' • ' . .Puzzle & Plot ' ' "' 

_ DEATH OF A TRAIN By Freeman \'^ills 
Crofts (Dodd). In w h i c h an Old. Master 

: proves that burial.rites for Scotland Yard 
are slightly premature. Chiefly for traciition-
ahsts. . . . . . . . . 

H A L O ; FOR "NOBODY by Henry Kane 
(S. & S.) . In a far-ffom-banneryear for the 
American private eye, this corhparatively 

'unjaded yearling scores by default. ' • i .'. 
T H E BONE IS POINTED by Arthur Upheld 

(Crime Club). Australia's Napoleon Bona
parte triumphs over black magic —-and a 
long-winded narrator.,. 

DEATH OF A D O L L by Hilda Lawrence. 
(S. & S.). Special honors for the year's most 
accomplished blending of suspense" and 
deduction. : '. ̂  • ' i 

T H E .FABULOUS CEIPJOINT by Fredric 
Brown (Dutton).. Its wfy freshness; imag
ination, and unpretentious competence vvin 
this department's vote for best American 
"first" of 1947. (But a choice bouqiiet of 

.'scallions to the publisher for the year's 
; widest-of-the-mark blurbing.). •:.••-, ^^. 

FINAL CURTAIN by Ngaip Marsh.(Littie). 
Not Miss Marsh's -top performance by any 
means, but the season's hkeliest offering in -
the Dorothy Sayers tradition. ..; ..-.̂  

UNTIDY MURDER by Frances & Richard ? 
Lockridge (Lippincott). With Pam and 
Jerry North on the sidelines, this is Bill and 
Dorian Weigand's story, and meatier than 
most. 

• -LAST. YEAR'S BLOOD by H> C. Branson 
(S.;&S:.). Solidity.rather than speed is-the 
virtue of this full-bodied, meticuloiis Amer
ican chess puzzle. • . • • 

Crime &• Punishment 
DISPOSING , OF HENRY by Roger Bax 

• (Harper). The rise and downfall of a.mur-, 
.deress, told in the reverse-English style made 
famous by Francis lies. 

T H E CHAIR FOR MARTIN ROME by Henry . 
Edward Helseth (Dodd). Powerful and com
passionate (some said sentimentalized) genre 
•painting of a criminal and his girl. 

COME AND BE KILLED! by Shelley Smith 
(Harper). Another dryly able case history, 
with detective epilogue.' ' . 

, STRANGE STORY by Hilda Lewis (Ran
dom). Most clinical of the year's crop, a 
grirn l3Ut compelling.study, of family jeal-
oiisy and frustration, culminating in violence 
and death. 

. . . O N E MORE UNFORTUNATE by Edgar 
Lustgarten (Scribner). A'provocative and 
disturbirig Enghsh first novel, ' in your re
porter's estimation, not only the best court-

iiroom fiction since'VERDicT OF^TWELVE, but 
also 1947's.most distinguished .performance 
in the crirrie-mystery field. . 

. I N , A . LONELY . PLACE by Dorothy B. 
Hughes (Duell). The Lodger Legend, viv
idly re-spuri in modern dress -̂7 though some 
readers felt the'background for murder was 
insufficiently indicated. . 

Spies Sr Pursuit ^ 

HOUSE OF DARKNESS by Allan MacKinnon 
(Crime Club). High, adventure in the Bu-
chan manner and scene. Improbable — and 
thoroughly delightful. 

95 
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- Anthology . . . . 

FAMOUS STORIES OF CODE AND C I P H E R 
edited by .Raymond T. Bond (Rinehart). 
In a by-rio-means. negligible year for 'an
thologies (see below) this. carefully con
sidered collection wins top rating,for taste, 
.form, authority. ,. •. 

Numerically, speaking, 1947's total 
of mysteries and near-mysteries will 
apparently surpass those published in. 
1946 by a fairly substantial margin.'! 
use the future tense and say "appar
ently" because these lines, which you 
will.read in midwinter, are set-down 
on ThanksgivingDay; such is the na
ture of magazine deadlines. I can only 
assume and hope that I have seen 
advance galley proofs on-all"194.7 
titles and.that there will be no last 
minute additions or postponements. 
Arioth'er factor which makes exact 
tabulation difficult, and the reviewer's 
task likewise, is the^increasing riiimber 
of mystery-type novels disguisedsby 
the publishers as "straight" fiction, in 
the quite understandable hope of 
breaking. through' the mystery sales-
ceiling. These were more numerous in 

1947 than ever before, and I'm by no 
rneans sure I: have tracked them all 
down. 

Assessing the year's output criti
cally, my feeling is that the peaks were 
somewhat fewer than in pastyearis, 
the valleys- more . numerous , arid 
deeper-T--and the middle,.oh so.mid
dling. The best and most, interesting 
writing, i t seemed to me, occurred'in 

•the unorthodox bracket which Ifhave 
called "crime and.puriishmerit'':above; 
but candor ;hastens admission that 

.this category also included a dis-
concerting proportion of the shoddy, 
the over-wrought,' the merely sensa
tional. The deductive whodunit ran. 
less to extremes, but achieved^ in the 
mass a sort of listless competence 
difficult to condemn and; equally 
difficult to enthuse about. With only a 
few exceptions, the hard boiled and 
humorous subdivisions seemed, espe
cially barren of fresh material or treat
ment. An interesting development of 
the year, and perhaps the most en
couraging omen for.the long pull, was 
the return of British writers to some
thing approaching their pre-war rep
resentation on Arnerican publishers' 
lists. For whatever it's worth, I note 
that eight.of the sixteen titles listed 
above (and chosen.without thought of 
nationality) were written by citizens 
of the Empire —as against .four out 
of a similar, total a year ago. 
; •-Several v^entures into what .may be 

termed the higher criticism enlivened 
; the season. Chimera, ont of the.better 
!"little ^mags,'' devoted its Summer 
issue to intellectual, explorations of 

. the past, present, and future.implica-
tions of the~whbdunit by such transat
lantic observers, as: RuthveU; Todd, 
Donat O'Donnell, G.. Robert Stange, 
Patrick Quentin,, Josif Montesinps, 
Hector Hoppin, \ Roger:;Callois, and 

.; Jacques-Barzun.^^The laist, narned also 
..earned gratitude ,i for . his surV,ey_ of 
current mystery fiction, in: his-Har-
^^'.f -review;.department for; August, 

i While T can't: help:feeling- that Mr. 
Barzun is^too: rigidly the; traditional-
•ist • in his,. approach to: the modern 
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whodunit, his cogent and professional 
criticism is valuable and all too rare in. 

.the vale of crime; I recommend espe
cially his remarks on. the growing 
pains of the suspense school. (Inci
dentally, responsible American mys
tery criticism suffered a body blow 
with the departure of Anthony Bou
cher from the San Francisco Chronicle 
in the Fall, after five years of distin
guished service.) 

Also recoinmended for your critical 
shelf: Harrison Smith's "The New 
Detectives" in Good Housel^eping for 
September; the five concluding essays 
in Dorothy Sayers' UNPOPULAR OPIN
IONS (Harcourt), iricluding the bril
liant "Aristotle and Detective Fic
tion." But for the year's profoundest 
single utterance on the subject I give 
you this by Professor Thomas Hayes 

.Procter in the Wellesley Magazine: 
"The detective story may be defined 
as any story, that • . . deals with-one 
or more of^these questions: Whodunit 
(this, by the way, is really ungram-
matical and should be Who did 
it) . . .". 

Glancing over my notes' for the 
last third of 1947, I am struck again 
by the cleavage of the so-called sus
pense novel into («) quality writing 
and {b) cheesecake. (The latter, allu
sion is journalistic, not culinary.) 
Both groups, of course, had degrees 
of excellence : and badness. Close be
hind Lustgarten and Hughes (see 
above) among the do-gooders, I 
would list David Goodis' NIGHTFALL 
(Messner), about the fugitive^: the. 

- - 9 7 -

. honest cop, and the girh told with 
effective restraint. Of several attempts 
at detection-by-psychiatry, Fve liked' 
best Hannah Lees' THE DARK DEVICE 
(Harper). To a large extent Miss Lees^ 
owes her success to her good sense in 
dividing the detection between the 
analyst and a more mundane-but 
necessary legman. So EVIL M Y LOVE 
(Harper) turns. Joseph Shearing's 
accomplished attention .to the Bravo 
case, but the reconstruction somehow 
lacks this fine author's usual power. 
Elisabeth Sanxay Holding's T H E 
BLANK WALL (S. & S.) is best com
prehended if approached as a modern 
fairy tale, in which a Celtic con man 
plays godmother tola sorely beset little 
hausfrau; though appealing, it is not 
Mrs. Holding at her most convincing. 

. Another inventive tale requiring "sus
pension of belief" (and worth it in my 
opinion) is THE SUGARPLUM STAIR-' 
CASE by Richard English (S. &^S.). 
If he can harness his Pegasus, here is 
an author to watch. 

As examples of cheesecake, or 
hyped-up suspense, I nominate Rob
ert Bloch's THE SCARF (Dial), 
Matthew Head's THE ACCOMPLICE 
(S. & S.), Julius Fast's WALK IN 
SHADOW (Rinehart), Lewis Padgett's 
THE DAY H E DIES . (Duell), and 
Percy Winner's SCENE IN THE 
ICE-BLUE EYES (Harcourt). I have 
singled out these (rather than slighter 
and more meretricious titles) because 
they reveal talent which could and 
should be used to better purpose. 

Once-lightly-over the Fall's de
ductive entries: among American peir- ' 
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fo rmahces r found Rex Stout's T o d . 
MANY. WOMEN (Viking) considerably-
livelier than last year's T H E SILENT 
SPEAKER, but unduly abrupt at the 
end. On the anodyne side, you should 
enjoy Elizabeth ~Daly's nicely knit 
N I G H T W A L K (Rinehart) and Gina 
Dessart's reflective A M A N D I E D 
H E R E (Harper) — though the latter 
was billed by the publishers as siis-
pense. That the Red Badge Prize has 
ever gone to a sorrier contestant than 
Helen Steers' mixture of H.I .B.K. . 
and coy young marriage in D E A T H . 
W I L L F I N D M E (Dodd) seems to me a 
matter for reasonable doubt . If you 
WM5^,have farce with your sleuthing, 
t ry Jack lams' G I R L M E E T S BODY 

(Morrow)j Beverley Bowie's O P E R A - -
TION BUGHOUSE (Dodd), or Robert 
Terrall's MADAM IS D E A D (Duell) ," 
but. don't-set your expectations too 
high. Standard .brand ' Americana: 
T H E CASE OF T H E LAZY LOVER by 

Erie Stanley Gardner (Morrow); 
FASHIONED F O R MfRDER by George 
Harmon Coxe (Knopf); T H E F O U R T H 
LETTER by Frank Gruber (Rinehart) ; 
FOOLS D I E ON FRIDAY by A. A. Fair 

(Morrow); MEMORY QF M U R D E R ' by . 

Hugh Pentecost (ZiflF). Hands across 
the sea: reriiembering the days when 
H . C; Bailey'is style'was one of the 
ornamentsof British detection; his pe- • 
destfiaii HONOTJR AMONG THIEVES 

(Crime Club)' must be set down as a 
sad disappointment; in NIGHT-OF~ER-
RORS (Dodd), Michael Innes' fantasy 
is less insistently labored than in some 
of his recent efforts, but the novel 
remains still a far cry from his pre-war 

best; T H E VOICE OF T H E C O R P S E 

(Farrar & Straus) by Max Murray-
discloses a pleasant new talent which 
should improve with experience. 

Among the anthologies, comparison 
of Ellery Queen's annual Q U E E N ' S 
AwARDs:i947 (Little) with last year's 
volume suggests that the modern ^ 
short ' tec-may be looking up. Lalso 
approve E.Q. 's critical notes follow
ing rather than preceding the selec-
tioiis.. A curious autumnal trend (in 
two senses) was the heavy anthologi-
cal emphasis on "period" crime, both 
fictional and real-hfe. In this classifica-'. 
tion belong. Edward-Wagenkhecht 's 
M U R D E R BY GASLIGHT (Prentiee-

Hall), a stunning"asserriblage of three-
Victorian novels and two plays; and, -
iiT shorter form, Lillian de la Torre's-
VILLAINY DETECTED (Appleton), Mil
t o n ' C r a n e ' s S INS OF N E W YORK 

(Boni & Gaer) , and Richard Barker's 
T H E F A T A L CARESS (Duell), all worth 
antiquarian attention. Alfred Hitch--
cock's F I R E S I D E BOOK OF SUSPENSE 

(S; ik S.), of course, carries its own 
cachet. In conclusion let me recom-'-
mend for your diversion these winter 
nights I T ' S A' CRIME! . (Arco); com
piled by Ted Gptt and' William and-
David Manners, a delightful,' ency-' 
clopedic information-jplease-of-crirrie' 
which no dyed in the wool fan should 
be without. •• - • • :• i 

- Marginalia: This department!s vote . 
for best crime-mystery film -of' 1947 
goes • to "Boomerang" for its • fine: 
blending of realism and idealism, doc
umentation and drama." . . . Close 
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second: "Kiss of Death". . . .Bes t 
performance: Alastair Sim as Inspec
tor Cockrill in "Green for Danger". 
. . . In Memoriam, 1947: Baroness 
Orczy, Mrs. Belloc Lowndes, Robert 
Finnegan, Frederick Irving Ander-, 
son. . . . Members of the San Fran
cisco cl^pter of Mystery Writers 
of America at work on a cooperative 
mystery novel. . . . Sign of the 
times: Ziff-Davis' mystery depart
ment has folded. . . . Mystery look-
alikes: Albert Campion and Henry 
Gamadge; Dashiell Hammett and 
Percival Wilde Dutton's who
dunit colophon proclaims Guilt Edged 
Mysteries. How's that again? . . . 
Marie Rodell quits as Duell, Sloan & 
"Pearce mystery editor, after nine 
notable years. . . . Here's hoping 
neither she nor the Bloodhound \yill 
be lost to the mystery field, which 
needs them both. . . . Helen ^ c -
Cloy changing publishers; Random 
House will publish her new novel, 
first in three years, this' Spring.,, . . 

. Gb-climb-a-tree department: accord
ing to the American Library Associa
tion Bulletin, inmates of Eastern 
Penitentiary, Pa., may no longer 
read whodunits. "A grand jury felt 
that the books might give prisoners 
new ideas for crime." 

Names in the news: in London, 
English publishers discovered that 
passages from Chandler, Hammett, 
and Latimer had been* reproduced, 
"almost verbatim" iri the works of 
one Rene Raynaond r-.known to.the 
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public under the pseudonyms of Jarnes. 
Hadley Chase, Raymond Marshall, 

^and Ambrose Grant. . . . Confronted 
with the evidence, Chase-Marshall-
Grant-Raymond (according to The 
Bookseller) "promptly admitted his 
error," apologized to the authors 
concerned^ offered to rewrite the 
offending passages, defrayed solicitors' 
costs. . . . In California, . recalling 
Conan Doyle's intervention in the 
Slater and Edalji cases, Erie Stanley 
Gardner's analysis of the evidence in 
the murder conviction of share
cropper William Lindley led Gover
nor Earl Warren to commute the 
death sentence. . . . . "Gardner is 
pressing for a full pardon. . . . Sam
uel Shellabarger once wrote who
dunits as John Esteven. . . . George 
Antheil as_^Stacy Bishop. . . . D. W. 
Brogan. as Maurice Barrington.^ . . . 
Thomas W. Duncan under his own 
name. . . . (And Mrs. .D- is Carolyn 
Thomas). . . . Thomas Kyd is a well 
known American Elizabethan scholar. 

More pseudonyma: .Charles L. 
Leonard is M (ary) V (iolet) Heber-
den. , . . Roger Bax is Paul Winter-
ton. . .-. Garth Hale is A. B. Cun-' 
ningham. . . . R. T. Campbell is 
Ruthven Todd. . . . Carol Carnac 
is E. C. R. Lorac (and both are Edith 
Caroline Rivett). . . . Hilda Law
rence was born Hildegarde Kronmil; 
ler. . . . Pat McGerr is Patricia —: 
and photogenic too. 

Yours for fewer and better mys
teries in 1948! 
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by STUART PALMER 

OOPS, EXCUSE WE!" Like a ruffled 
: Buff Orpington, Miss Hilde-

:garde\Withers backed hastly out of 
the Inspector's private office, where 
she had just surprised him in 'the 
'embrace of a pretty red-head. 

The spinster schoolma'am was deep
ly engrossed in a study of some'old 
"Wanted for Murder" posters oh the 
wall when Oscar Piper finally emerged 
to usher his fair visitor toward the 
corridor. She was thanking him effu
sively in a weak, brave voice.'"And 
rjl take youradvice^ Inspector:" : ' 

When the tap of her heels had died 
away, the Inspector came back toward 
Miss. Withers, mopping his" brow 
sheepishly. "Women!" he sighed; 
, Her sniff was pointed. "And at your 

age, too." 
"And why not ?" His Irish flared up. 

"You're jealous, maybe.?" 
"For some years," the schoolteacher 

told him gently, "my interest in you 
has been purely academic. I barely 
noticed the \voman, except to see that 
she has suspiciously red-brown hair 
and that she was wearing a last-year.'s 
suit made oyer at home. Not exactly • 
young, but still "pretty if you like the 
type." Miss Withers paused, for 
breath, and then noticed that theln'-
spector had turned back into his inner 
office. She rushed after him so fast that 
her hat, which resembled a • bon-
voyage basket a day after sailing, slid 

rakishly over one eye. "Wait, Oscar! 
Is'it a new rfiurder case?" ! • 

Oscar Piper poked painstakingly 
through-his ashtray, for a cigar butt 
recent enough to bear reHghtihg. 

. "Nbt'yet it isn't," he admitted. "But 
the little lady.was crying on niy shoul
der because she thinks she's going to 
be a widow. • ' '• 

"Something she dreamed, ho doubt. 
Or is it astrology.?" •,. L "•• 
- "More to it than that. T had to 

agree with her that Ernest Hawkins is 
The Man of the Week' Most Likely . 
to Decorate a Marble Slab. Don't yoii 
fecbghize the name.?'Well, you'll be 
hearing more about hirh. Hawkins was 
secretary to old Amos Bigelow,- ex-
Senator Bigelow; of the Bigeloyv Buddy 

. Fund Gqmmittee:;" " ' 
"But of course.-They set out to 

raise rhbney to send packages" to the 
men in the armed forces, during the 
last year of the war.-1 was even asked 
to help them solicit, but the Grey 
Ladies work took up my spare time.'-' 

"Just-as well. The Gohimittee never 
got around to announcing how many 

- packages ever got to. the boys in 
uniform. The griarid jury started to 
investigate them last week, and Hawk
ins-blew the lid off when he promised 
to testify, under a promise of personal 
immunity^ • • ' 

"A tattle-tale, eh?'' ~ • - -"' 
: "None of your brats down at P.S; 
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38 are in his class, though. He did the 
. stool-pigeon act up brown, dragging 

in a lot of supposedly important citi
zens. He also admitted that fifteen 
or twenty thousand dollars of the 
money stuck to his own fingers, but 
he claims he dribbled it away in the 
night clubs and gambling." 

"Fast women and slow horses, no 
doubt.?" ' . 

"Yell. He even named the bookie 
who took his bets, so now a tough 
Broadway character known as Track-
odds Louie is out of business and un
der indictment. Which makes a siz
able group of people who would like 
to cut Mr. Hawkins's throat." : . 

"Oscar, • something • must be done 
at once!" Miss Withers nodded. 
"Think of his poor little wife.", 

"You think of her. Rena ought to 
be able to take care of herself — she 
used to be a tap-dancer around the 
52nd Street spots before she married' 
Hawkins and settled down. I told her 
that she ought to go home'and look 
up a good private detective agency in 
the phone book if she wanted protec
tion — the homicide bureau is only 
interested in murders after they've 
happened." . 

Miss Withers. stood up suddenly. 
"But Oscar, you're like a doctor who 
doesn't try to, cure his patient, be
cause he's so interested in how the 
autopsy comes out!" 
; "Now, my:,dear Hildegarde -—" ,; 

"I'm not your dear , any thing. If 
you'll excuse me, I think I'll break our 
date for dinner and the movies to
night. I prefer the company of my 

tank full of tropical fish — they're so 
much warmerrblopded!" And she 
flounced out of the office. 

Iri spite of what she had said, Miss 
Withers had no time for her aquarium 
and its miniature jeweled fish that 
evening. She dined very sketchily on • 
what she wolild have called "cold 
nothings" out of the refrigerator, 
and then went out to sit through most 
of a double feature. But somehow be
tween her and the screen drama there 
kept popping up the figure of little 
Rena Hawkins, who knew that her 
husband was going to. be killed. "It's 
as bad as King Charles' head," Miss 
Withers murmured. .The woman be
side her turned blankly. "David Gop-
perfieldy by Dickens," the school
teacher explained, and then fled in the 
midst of a chorus of annoyed hisses. 

I t was after, ten o'clock, and she 
knew that she ought to go home and 
mind her own business. But somehow 
she was impelled to hurry through the 
drizzling rain to the nearest telephone 
booth, and then down into the bowels 
of the subway. • 

The house, when she finally located 
it on the wrong street in the wrong 
part of Queens, was: a narrow three-
story brick, stuck .between a chain 
grocery and a used-car lot, It was 
dark and quiet, so quiet that the_ring
ing of the doorbeir under her thumb 
made the schoolteacher jump. But no
body answered, in spite of her re
peated ringing. • 
: Miss Withers went down the steps, 
hesitated a moment, and then picked 
her way-back toward.tlie alley, past 
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the rusting heaps of unsold arid, un- _ 
saleable automobiles. From' the rear 
the residence of the Hawkins farnily 
was even less attractivethan.from the _ 
front, and she paused to thank her 
lucky stars that she had never Beeain-
veigled, in her, early days, into matri
mony, and a hfe amid these drab • 
surroundings. 

- There was however one sign of life 
here — from a third floor window a 
lace curtain fluttered in the breeze> 
and a soft light was shining. Someone 
must be at home, • after, aO. Well, she 
had come miles.and miles to bring aid 
and friendly counsel to a fellow human. 
being in desperate straits, and she was 
determined to make delivery. 

She turned in through the creaking 
back gate,, past the looming^ bulk of 
ashcans, garbage containers, aban
doned summer furniture and sagging . 
clothesrlines. The rain^ splattered on 
rusting. tin and there were other 
s6unds,.-like soft scurrying feet, -which 
she tried not to hear. Hurrying a lit
tle. Miss-Withers went up the steps 
and knocked on the door.„There was 
no answer,"'nor had she expected any. 
Neither had" she expected the door to 
swing silently inward. 
V In a way it was,an invitation, like 
the bottle in Alice with the label on,it 
that said "Drink Me." So she entered 

• .on tiptoe, arid then jumped as the 
door closed quickly behind her. The 
beam of a flashlight caught and held 
her impaled. "Hel-lo!" cried adman's 
high nerv.ous tenpr. Then the kitchen 
light was turned on,'and she blinked 
at a . beefy, curly-haired man: in his"-

shirt-sleeves and stocking feet, an 
athlete just beginning to run to fat; 
There was the strap of a ̂ shoulder 
holster across his'chest, and in his-fist 
a business-like revolver. He looked jit
tery, competent, and - ^ finally, puz-

'zledi ' • • . 
Miss„ Withers heard her voice, 

Krea'thlessly explaining that she had 
only come with the best of intentions 
and that if he would only dial Head
quarters instead of shooting, why 
somebody would vouch for her; and 
if he himself was Mr. Hawkins then — 

The man with the gun relaxed just 
a little. "Mr. Hawkins is asleep, up
stairs," he said,"in a tone which plainly 
indicated that all .other respectable 
citizens should be likewise. "And. so 
is his mjssus.' My name is Johnny 
Brannigan, from the Onyx Agency;on 
Fourteenth Street." 

"A private eye!" she cried, im
pulsively. •-

"A what?" Brannigan stared at his 
prisoner with growing distaste. "Lady,, 
you got a bad case of too many movie 
thrillers. I'm just "an ex-cpp that got 
out of.the Marines a,couple months 
ago and come back to help start up a 
new private agency. M}' job is to see 
nothing happens to Ernest Hawkins." 

"I'm sure you are competent,, but-
—-" Miss Withers, shook her ;head. "I 

' learned about the situation quite by 
• accident and got so worried that I- just 

couldn't stay /away. But nobody 
ianswered the door--—'' 
: He sighed. "Lady;, would youTan-
swer a doorbell if youi were in my 
shoes.?''1 He caught her glance, and 



THE RIDDLE OF THE TIRED BULLET 

flushed slightly. "Anyway, I heard 
you out front. I heard you coming 
around to the back, so I left the door 
open and gotready—" • 

"So I see. And now that I'm here, 
could I have a word with Mr. 
Hawkins?" 

"They both turned in for the night, 
lady. It's almost eleven o'clock, and 
I got orders not to bother them. 
They're paying me fifteen bucks a day 
and expenses to carry-out orders." 

"Of course. B u t — " -1 
"Look," said Brannigan, with sar

castic patience. "Let's settle it this 
way. You leave me do my job, and 
you get back on your biroomstick and 
fly away home, huh?" He held the 
door invitingly open; / 

She had no" choice but to flounce 
out, into the night and the rain, 
angry as a boil. But the anger was 
mostly at herselfj for getting into a 
ridiculous situation. "Men!",she mut
tered, as she picked her way toward' 
the alley. Then all of a sudden the 
night exploded, and she was paralyzed 
by a blinding Ught and a racking roar 
of sound, which turned out to be 
nothing more than a.suburban train 
swinging around the curve of the rail: 
way-embankment, which bordered 
the alley on the far side, a dike of dirt 
and cinders as high as the telephone 
poles. . 
- "My nerves!".protested Miss With
ers. Then»she stopped, and looked up 
at that lighted window. It was odd 
that a frightened man would lie in a 
room with an open window and a 
fluttering curtain. The curtain must 
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be soaked with rain, too. The school
teacher took a deep breath and then, 
began to pick her way up the steep 
side of the embankment, at consider
able damage to her dignity, her shoes, 
and her gloves.. But she finally made 
it, and then turned to. look directly 
into the Hghted window. She stood 
still for a long moment, and then 
started headlong down . . . 

Acjqss the street from Headquar
ters standsthe Criminal Courts Build
ing, one wing of which is devoted to 
the activities of the District Attorney. 
In a reception room, furnished with 
uncomfortable modern chairs and 
decorated with photographs of mu
nicipal projects, six people were wait
ing — six nervous, unhappy persons 
guarded by an iinpersonal policeman. 

Though the members of the group 
did not knowjt, they were at the mo
ment being carefully studied through 
a one-way mirror set in the wall of 
Assistant D.A. Tom Minor's office. 
Minor himself was uneasier than any 

. of them. "I still think, we've over
played our hand," he was. saying. 
"These people are big shots, and they 
can make,a lot of trouble." 

"I'm used to trouble," Inspector 
Piper told him. "Who is which?" 

"The old man with the jowls and 
the flowing hair is ex-Senator Bige-
low, professional do-gooder. The hag 
in mink and pearls is the actress, 
Maylah Raymond, who used to have 
Diamond Jim Brady drink orange 
juice but of her slipper back when she 
was the toast of Broadway. The fat 
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man in tweeds, is General Hector 
Fleming, National Guard, formerly^ a 
famous armchair hero. The tall guy 
with the lovely gray toupee-is Walde-^ 
mar Hull, world-traveler, author; and 
lecturer at women's clubs. Facing him 
is Matthew Gruber, used to be legal 
counsel for the Watch and Ward So- ' 

-ciety up in Boston. They say he has , 
the world's finest collection of por
nography. That's' the entire Bigelow 
Committee. . . . " , . ' 

"What about the head-waiter with 
the big cigar, sitting all by himself?-" 

"Louis Margolis, the bookmaker. 
They say he ' has twenty dinner 
jackets." 

"He may trade 'em for prison gray," 
Piper said. "Well, Tom", which is your 
candidate.? Who looks hke a potential 
murderer.?" ; . 

Minor hesitated. "Well, how,'In
spector . . . this was your idea, not 
ours." " * . - • 

"Okay." Piper looked athis watch.' 
"Five of eleven. Not bad work,, con
sidering the order to pick 'em up 
didn't go out until ten.'Come on, let's, 
give 'em the business." • 

A moment later they faced the group 
and Tom Minor cleared his throat 
apologetically. "Ladies and gentle
men,'' he began. "You- haye been 
asked to come down here-^" 
-""Asked!" shrieked Maylah Ray

mond. "I was dragged!" 
- Minor held up his hand. "— t̂o come 

j.down here in connection with certain 
threats said to have been made against 
the life of one Ernest Hawkins." Be--
hind him the door, opened and-.a uni

formed man came in to hand a tele
type to Piper, but the Assistant D.A. 
did not notice it. "You will be al
lowed to return home yery shortly, 
as soon as you. have put up a. peace 

. bond; But first I want to introduce, 
you to a gentleman who has a few 
words to say. Inspector Oscar Piper,-

-of hoinicide. . . . " . -. 
Minor-paused, and waved his hand. 

He felt a crumpled sheet of paper 
shoved into his sweating fingers,-and 
heard the door slam. Then he too read " 
the message, and gulped. -'The —r-'the 
Inspector' asks me to apologize for 
him",'-' he; continued automatically. 
"He's just been called to take over the 

-investigation into the murder of Er.: 
. nest Hawkins. Haw/^ns!" he repeated, 
staring blankly at the six 'people who 
had every reason in the world to want 
that name on a tombstone. And they 
all stared back at him.> Somebody in' 
the rooni — was it Margolis the book
maker.? •^— let go a-long,-heartfelt sigh. 

By the time the "Inspector reached 
the Hawkins house, the complex ma
chinery, of homicide, investigation was 
already whirring. The place was blaz
ing with fights, and everywhere de
tectives, uniformed officers, ballistics, 
fingerpi'int land. cameramen scurried 
like ants in a disturbed' ant-hill. It 
was a picture to bring satisfaction to 
the heart of any homicide squad skipT--

' per, with only one jarririg note — the 
gaunt and unhappy figure which rose 
to greet him on the front porch. • -" 

"Oscar!" cried Miss ' Hildegarde 
Withers. "They won't even let me inr 
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side, and I'm the one who discovered 
the body!". . ' - , 

• He Winked at her. "But how —" 
"I just happened to be climbing the 

railroad embankment across the alley 
from the rear of the house, so I could 
take a peak into the third floor bed
room window. I looked in and saw a 
man lying -in bed, under a reading-
lamp. Only he wasn't reading at all — 
his fece was covered with blood Quite 
dead; I could see that. So I turned in 
the alarm." ' . 

-She followed him inside, still talking 
about her adventures of the evening. 
"Wait here, will you.?" he said finally, 
and left her. When he returned his 
facewas very grave.. "The body —-.?" 
she began hopefully...' vx . 

"Dr. Gavin, the Assistant Medical 
Examiner, is upstairs how,"'Piper 
said. "If he needs your help he'll send 
for you." ' 

"But Oscar—" . -
"This case has been a headache-

from the very beginning," he snapped. 
','Come with me." And Miss Withers 
found herself hustled unceremoniously 
into the hving room, where Mr. Bran-
nigan', the 'private detective, was 
sweating copiously under the stern, 
gaze of a Headquarters sergeant. On 
the couch lay Rena Hawkins, her red
dish hair disheveled aind her eyes look
ing like two burnt holes in a blanket. 
She wore~a man's woolen bathrobe. 

"Oh, it's you " the woman cried, 
when she saw the Inspector. Her voice 
was thin .and brittle. "Didn't I tell 
you so.? Didn't I beg you to do some-_ 
thing.? You and your advice to go look. 

up a good private detective—as if 
. this clumsy ox was any protection —" 

,. She gave the private detective a look 
that could have curled his haij. 

• "Hold it," Piper said. "Brannigah, 
according to your story somebody 
tried to sneak into the house last night 
just before eleven o'clock.?" , -

"Yes, sir." Brannigan pointed ac-
''̂ cusingly toward Miss,Withers. "It was 

her. I figured she was just a harmless-
nut, so I let her go." . 
• "Why, of all thirigs,~when I was 
merely trying—" Miss Withers was 
gasping. "How dare-^yoxxsny that.?" ' 

"Okay, okay, I'll ask the questions," 
Piper said wearily. "Brannigan, after 
you got rid of the lady, what next.?" 

"I began to worry about Mr. Hawk
ins. I tiptoed upstairs to see if he was 
all right, and there was a streak of 
light under-his door. Only he didn't 
"answer my knock^I weqt and tried to 
wake up^his wife, only she was dead 
to the world. I got really worried then, 
because he was locked in and I didn't 
have a key. So I kicked in a panel of 
the door, and there he was, stifFer^ a 
mackerel. It'looked like a .45 calibre 
hole in his head." . . 

"The Medical Examiner bears that 
out. What.did you do next.?" 

' "Me.?. I went downstairs to let the 
police radio car boys" in, before they 
smashed the door down. Somebody -
already called''em . . ." 

^ . "What was the last time you saw 
Hawkins alive.?" - . . 

Brannigan frowned. "Shprtly after 
I-got on the job, about nine-thirty, 
when he went-up to bed." . --
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' . "And you stick to your story that 
you didii't hear the shot?" -

"Not even a loud noise. Nothing." 
"How do you account for a man in 

this house being killed with a large-
caliber pistol and you not hearing it ?" 

The man shook his head miserably. 
"Honest, Inspector, I.don't." 

Piper's face wore an expression of 
deep disgust, but he turned quickly to 
Rena Hawkins. "Well, are you deaf 
too?" . ^ :. 

She was dry-eyed, but Miss Withers 
thought the-woman not far.from 
hysteria. "I didn't hear a thing," 
Rena said dully. "But there were two 
doors between me and Ernest. I was 
in our regular bedroom on the second, 
floor front. You see, I just had to.get -
some sleep, and Ernest has been tossing 
around so much at night, I made him. 
go ..upstairs to the spare bedroom 
where .he could lock himself in." . 1 
; Miss Withers whispered in the In

spector's ear. "Oscar, I have an idea! 
Suppose we rnake a tes t - r l ' I l lie 
down in Mrs. Hawkins' bedroom and 
you close the doors and then fire ofFa • 
pistol in the murder room* to see if I 
can hear it?" • , , 

He was unimpressed. "No good, un
less we had'the same, gun.'' 

"Oh, yes 1" said the schoolteacher 
happily. "The same gun! I wonder if it 
could have been the weapon Mr. 
Brannigan. was, waving in my :face-
earlier this evening? He wore.ione of 
those, gangster strap things around his 
shoulder. .-; .''. • 
, The private operative flushed beet-; 
red. "Ask Sergeant Mertz about 

that," he said sulkily. 
"Sure," said' the sergeant. "We 

took the roscoe off him when we; got 
here. Ballistics has it now, but Lean 
tell you beforehand that it!s a new 
.38, never fired, and too small for the-' 
hole in Hawkins's head.'', 
- Rena Hawkins said, through dry 

lips: "There wouldn't be any use, in-, 
the test of whether I heard the shot 
or not, unless Miss Whatshername. 
here took a couple of stiff slugs of. 
whisky and a double dose of veronal, 
like I did when I went to bed last 
night." 

"She.was still groggy when we got 
here," Mertz put in. "The radio.car-
boys say they had to pour water on 
her to wake her up." . , 

"Okay, for now," the Inspector 
said. Rena Hawkins subsided upon the 
couch, biting her handkerchief, but 
Brannigan stood up hopefully. At the-
look in Piper's face he sat down'again. 
Miss Withers felt herself impelled out 
into the hall. 

"Oscar,": she cried hopefully, "I 
have another idea! Couldn't some
body have sneaked into the house and 
picked the lock of Hawkins's bed- / 
room, or else climbed, up to the win- " 
dow on a ladder and then shot hirn 
using a silencer?" 

Piper shook his head wearily. "A 
silencer is no damn good except on a, 
rifle, though the general public 
doesn'.t know: it. Moreover,,there's a 
Yale-type lock on the bedroorri door, 
practically-, unpickable. No ladder-
marks, in the soft mud of the yard, 
either," : ; 
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She shrugged, "Well,' I was only 
trying—" . 

""Trying to make a mystery out of 
what must be a simple inside job. 
That Brahnigan fellow is lying like a 
rug. Only—" 

-'.'Only why should an ex-policeman, 
with so much experience along tliese 
lines, and with intelligence enough to 
start his own detective agency when 
he left the service, tell such an obvi
ous lie.?" 

It was close enough to nettle the 
Inspector. "Maybe-7—^" "" 

"And with all those people on the 
Bigelow Committee wanting Hawkins 
dead—" ' • ^ , 

Wearily the Inspector gave a re
sume of his evening.-'Twas only try
ing to follow, your suggestions," he 
said. "Preventive detection, and all 
that.'But we can cancel out the lot of 
them. Dr. Gavin says that Hawkins 
died "shortly after ten. None of t h e -
suspects could have been out here 
murdering Hawkins and got borne in 
time to be picked up when the order 
went out. So forget it." -

•' 'But Oscar," she cried. "The re ^ 
must" be some mistake . . . " ' • 

"You're making' it," he snapped. 
"Nobody asked you to come out here 
and solve the mystery of the locked 
room. You'jre off base. Suppose you 
just sit here a while and let men do 
men's work, huh.?" He pointed.to the 
bench,: and hurried upstairs again. - • 

When the Inspector - finally carhe 
back'downstairs, he found her study^, 
ingi the pile of. tattered phone books 
on lhe bench. His mood, she sensed,.. 

had mysteriously improved. "Trying 
to -look up the answers in the back of 
the book, Hildegarde?" ' ; 

"Not quite. But I did have an idea. 
Only none of the suspects seems to 
live out here on Long Island. Of 
course, these phone books are a year 
old. They're titled Summer-Fall 1^46, 
and people might have moved." 
• "Sowhat-?.^' • ; 

"The murder was committed be: 
tween nine-forty, when he went to 
bed, and a little after eleven, when I 
first saw the body.- The Medical Ex
aminer says shortly after ten. Supf , 
pose the killer lived only a few min--
utes from here — he could have still 
got home in time to be picked up. 
Maybe he was laughing up his sleeve, -
or quaking in his boots, down in the 
District Attorney's office.?" 

"Relax," Piper told her; "They all 
live in Manhattan. But we're way 
ahead of you. Now that the case is all 
over but. the shouting, come on up 
and Fll show you how it was done." 

"And by whom?". 
"That part'11 be easy. You see, Dr. 

Gavin says Hawkins was killed by a 
.45 bullet that only went an inch or so 
into his brain." . 
. " 'Not so deep as a well, nor so wide 

as a church doOr, but 'tis enough'," 
she quoted. "Shakespeare." 

"You don't get the point. The shot 
couldn't possibly have been fired in 

. the bedroom at all,, or it would have 
.gone through him and buried itself in 
the wall. A gun that size can put a 
bullet through four inches of hard
wood. The slug.that killed him was.a" 
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speiit bullet, just about at the limit 
of its effective range." They came to 
the third floor and along. the hall, 
through the door with the smashed 

, panel and into the room where at the 
moment Ernest Hawkins was posing 
for his last photographs. Miss Withers 
took another look at the lifeless, sag
ging body, one (hand still loosely hold
ing a copy of Turf and Paddock Mag
azine, sniffed at the empty brandy 
bottle on the bedside table, and then 
turned quickly away. It was a relief 
to rejoin the Inspector,. who was 
pointing out the window. 

"Nobody heard the shot," he said, 
"because it wasn't fired inside-the 
house. What noise there was was 
drowned out by the roar of a passing 
train. You see that the embankment 
is almost at this level? The eastbound 
trains go by like a-bat out of hell, but 
the ones headed toward. Manhattan 
have to slow down along here for a 
signal block ahead. The killer must 
have been standing on the rear plat
form, where he'd be alone. Luck was 
with him:— it was a good two hun
dred and fifty feet, but you yourself 
know how the open window and the 
bed:lamp made a target out of. the 
victim. And, if the shot had only 
winged Hawkins, it would still have 
scared him out of testifying at the 
trial.'*:: 

Miss Withers admitted all that. She 
had more to say, but the Inspector 
was suddenly called downstairs to the 
phone! A few moments later, he came 
back up the stairs, his face wreathed 
in a wide grin.. At the landing he 

stopped, frowned, and* then turned 
•back and went into Rena Hawkins's 
bedroom, where he surprised Miss 
Withers poking around-among the 
boxes and bottles on the vanity, table. 

"Look,, Oscar," she cried, display
ing a sphinx-marked box. "She does 
use henna!" • , 

"Okay. So you were right about 
one thing, anyway! But you have no 
business to go snooping around. What 
do you suppose you could find that we 
didn't notice when we officially 
searched the place, huh?" 

She hesitated. "Sometimes I think 
that the policeonly see the things 
that are there, instead of noticing the 
things that should. be and aren't." 
She gestured, vaguely. 
• The Inspector looked at the bottles 

and jars on the vanity. "Looks hke 
ordinary dime store stuff, to me." 
. But Miss Withers had turned her 
attention to the heavy, steel money
box on the bureau. "Oh, if that's it, 
I've got the key," Piper said'. "Wanta 
peek?" He opened it, dumping out a 
sheaf. of old pari-mutuel tickets. 
"Proving that Hawkins made some 
very unlucky fifty dollar bets when 
he went to the track. Probably saved 
them so he could prove his losses 
against his gains, for the income-tax 
people." . '. - -

:With feminine contrariness, .Miss 
Withers had lost interest in the strong 
box and was peering into the closet. 
"Bedroom slippers, three pairs of 
oxfords;. a pair of opera pumps run . 
down at the; heel, and one .pair ;of 
overshoes," she enumerated. • 
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i "No Seven-League boots?" . . : : . 
j"I was thinking," Miss Withers anr 

nounced "cryptically, "of glass slippers 
-r-the kind that Cinderella wore to 
the.ball.'-' - '--

The Inspector said he had had 
enough of fairy stories and urged her 
toward the door.'"I've got work to 
do," he said. . • 

"You have.your work cut out for 
you, if you're going to try to prove 
that theory about the shot being fired 
from^a train," she insisted. "I've beeh 
thinking it over.'and —r" " ~ • 
• "And the shot that killed Hawkins 

was fired from a ^ westbound train 
which passed.'this point at exactly ten-
five p.m.,". he told her; 

"Just got a .report that a mainte
nance man in the Pennsy yards 
stumbled on a .45 automatic, recently 
fired, one shell gone, on the rear plat
form of a suburban train that ended 
its last run at ten-foUrteen. I'll bet you 
all the tea in China.that the slug in 
Hawkins's head fits that gun." . 

Miss Withers was opposed to bet-' 
ting. "I don't see why you're so 
elated, Oscar. That puts us right back 
.where we started. Because any. of.the 
suspects could have been aboard that 

- train, perhaps as _a round-trip passen
ger, and still have had time enough to 
get home to his residence anywhere 
in midtowh Manhattan and be picked 
up by your detectives at ten-forty or __ 
before. It re-opens the case - ^ " 

"Sure. But: now we've got some 
things to work on. We've washed but 
the possibility of an inside job. The 
shot was fired- from outside,, and 

neither-iBrannigan nor. Rena were 
outside last.night, because I personally 
looked for traces of mud on their-
shoes. We've got the murder gun and 
we'll start checking.it. We know the 
•killer was a good shot, and that he was 
on that train. We'll have.men check 
with every tickel:-seller, every con
ductor, every taxi driver. . . ." ' 
;•. "It sounds hke a lot of trouble," 

shesaid. "But I've noticed that noth
ing is too,much trouble for the De
partment —̂ after a murder is com-, 
mitted. .Except to sit -down quietly 
and think about things." 

: He grinned. "You mean the things 
that aren't there?" -̂ ^ 

"Perhaps I do. Oscar, are you still-
holding the members of the'Bigelow 
Committee?" . . . . 
L "Only for the nitrate test. And the 
killer was probably smart' enough to 
iiold the giin with a glove and. then 
toss it overboard immediately after 
the shot; First thing in the mornings 
we'll comb the right of way, natu
rally;" 
• -Naturally." Miss Withers started 
down the stair. "Oscar, will you ex
cuse me? r hate to remind you, but 
it'll be daylight soon." .\ : '•\-'-' 
i "Huh? So it will. Come on." They 

came down into the lower hall of the 
Hawkins house. Miss Withers peered 
into the living room, where Rena 
Hawkins was alone* sleeping sprawled 
out on the couch and snoring faintly. 

'Miss Withers gently drew the dress
ing gown over the woman's knees: and 
turned out the glaring overhead light, 
.i'l suppose you have already re-
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leased Mr. Brannigan?" she asked. 
"Sure. He was glad to get out of it, 

even if she wouldn't give him his pay 
for the job. Last thing he said was 
that he thought he'd try to get back 
on the Force, and I'll help him." 
Piper turned. "Hey, Sam!" After a 
short wait Sergeant Mertz came 
toward them from the kitchen, wiping 
his mouth. ''Sam, will you be a good 
guy and run .Miss Withers home.? She 
has to teach geography to a bunch of 
httle hoodlums tomorrow." 

"Sure!" the sergeant said. "Glad 
t o . " • . \ . 

"Thank you," said the school
teacher. "But it's just that I.,want.to 
get away from all this confusion to 
some place where it's quiet." And 
she stalked out of the door. 

• Promptly at nine o'clock next 
. morning Miss Hildegarde Withers ac
cepted the two red apples which were 
her day's offering, and then called to -
attention her third grade class at P.S. 
38. At nine-ten the last of her pupils 
disappeared down the hall, headed for 
an unexpected half-holiday. " 'All 
work and no play,' " she said to her
self, and reached for her hat again. 

But it was rising noon when she 
walked into the office of her old friend 
and sparring-partner, to find the In
spector taking aspirin and chasing it 

''with black"coffee out of a paper cup. 
"Oscar!" she cried; "I.just dropped in 
to congratulate you. Because it says 
in the afternoon papers that the police 
have the Hawkins-case well in hand 
and an arrest isexpectedany moment I" 

"Don't rub it in," he said bitterly. 
"As you very well, know, that's the 
standard press handout when we are 
completely up a tree." • 
, "Dear me! You mean to tell me 
that even with the entire Bigelow 
Committee as ready-made, suspects, 
you haven't arrested anybody.? Do 
they all have perfect alibis.?" 

Slowly Piper shook his head. "Worse 
thaii that. They don't have any aUbis 
that you can check. They all had mo
tive and opportunity — at least op
portunity to be aboard that train, 
though the railroad employees don't 
seem to be able to identify anybody. 
We've more or less narrowed it down 
to General Fleming, Waldemar Hull, 

"and Track-odds Lpuii?, just because 
an army officer, an explorer, and a 
gambler should each have had some 
experience with firearms. But they ail 
deny it. No luck tracing ,the pistol, 
either — it was listed as stolen eleven 
years ago." -' • 

•'How sad," she murmured, "to 
have the wonderful, efficient, infal
lible detective machinery bog:down.'.'' 
. "We found the glove, anyway!" he 

blurted out. " O n the right of. way, 
not fifty feet from the Hawkins house. 
Only—"• 

, "Only it was probably cheap cot
ton, untraceable, and large enough to 
fit any suspect, man or woman?" " 

Piper nodded, his shoulders sagging. 
' 'I guess that was to be. expected." 
Then he cocked his head, suspiciously. 
"All right, why are "you needling me 
this way? What are you up to?" 

"I? Why, nothing at all. I just gave 
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my pupils a half-holiday this moirning, 
-so I Gould play hookey. I made several 
•phone calls, too. One of them was to 
the Onyx Agency, after! first got the 
number from Information. Mr. Bran-
nigari answered the phone, and Tasked 
if he remembered me. He said he 
didn't think he ever could forget, but 
that he would try. Very bitter, he-was. 
But he did brighten up when I asked 
him to help me solve the Hawkins 
case, and told him my theory. . . ." 

'"Wait a minute," pUt in the Inspec-
xor testily. "Whose side are you on?" 

"I am," she said, "interested only 
in getting at the truth, through any 
available door. That was why Imade ' 
another phone call this rnofning —̂  
to'Mr. Margolis,'the bookmaker. Did 
it ever occur to anybody- to ask just 
how niuch money the late Mr. Haw
kins lost playing the races?" 

- "No, and r don't give.a hoot."; ; 
"But yoii should. Ldid ask, and I 

found that Hawkins didn't lose —;he 
won. Thousands and'thousands of dol-
laws. The devil takes care of his own, 
they say? Anyway, his' winnings must 
have constituted the money that was. 
in the strong-box in the Hawkins bed
room, before the rriurderer took it and 
substituted old pari-mutuel tickets. 
There had to be something for you to 
find inside."; 

"So what.?" Patience had never 
been the Inspector's long suit; "Will 
you get tb the point of all this, if 
there is any point?" / • , 
. "By all means. I made still another 
phone call — to Rena Ha\vkins. I 
wanted- to ask herwho it was that sug

gested the Onyx Agency to her." 
"She said she looked it up in the _ 

phone :b6ok —" Piper began. ~̂  
"L know she said that; But the 

phone book was put out a year before 
the agency was opened. L wanted to 
ask Reha if maybe she hadn't known 
Brannigan \vhen she was a dancer 
around' the hotrspots, and. when he 
•vvas a-policeman assigned to the Times-
Square iarea. In fact, I did ask her, but 
she only hung up on ine." 

The Inspector was rigid. "Branni
gan!" he whispered., 

"An inside job," Miss Withers 
agreed. "Arid you "have no idea just 
how much of an inside job it was." ^ 

Piper wasn't listening. "Branni
gan," he said again. "Somebody got to 
him, hired him to do the job. Why, 

* t h a t ^ ^ " ' / 
"We really ought' to make Mrs. 

Hawkins answer the question,'* Miss/' 
Withers suggested again. "Perhaps if 
we went out there.,. . ?" 

"-Never niind -• that. Brannigan —-
and you actually phoned him and 
tippedhirn off?" Without waiting for 
anianswer the Inspector pressed the ^ 
switch of the iriter-office communica
tor,-roaring orders to pick up Thoriias 
Brannigan on a charge of murder. 

I t was some tiriie before Miss 
Withers could repeat her request for a 
trip but to Queens. "That can-wait;" 
Piper told her. "Lucky thing we've 
got a niari stationed in the Hawkins 
house." He reached for the phone, and 
dialed a number. 
• "No answer?" Miss Withers nodded.' 
" I t dbesii't'surprise me'at all." The 
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Inspector grabbed his hat and headed 
out of the office, but she kept close be
hind him. The departmental sedan, 
siren screaming, cut across the bridge ," 
and- eastward into the depths -of 
Queens County. During a lull Miss 
Withers said gently. "Oscar, if-you 
shot somebody from the rear plat
form of a train what would you do 
with the guii? Would you put it down 
gently beside you, or would you hurl 
it̂  as far as you could? Also, why 
couldn't the gun have, been tossed 
onto the train, by sofneone standing 
on the.embankment out in back?"-
" He didn't answer. Finally they drew 
up beforelthe Hawkins house and for a 
while everything was confusion. The. 
door had to be forced and then they 
found the policeman on duty there. 
He had not left his post after all, but 
he lay on the kitchen floor cold as a, 

^ Christmas goose,' a lump on his head i 
' and a broken beer bottle beside him. • 

Of red-haired Rena Hawkins there 
was no sign whatever. 

The Inspector was on the phone, di
recting the laying of a dragnet, the 
complicated operations of a manhunt' 
that would extend all over the 
metropolitan area of New York., 
"And put all available, men on the -
railroad stations, the-btis depots.-. ." 

Miss Withers plucked at his sleeve; 
but he jefked.away angrily. "You and , 
your meddling," he growled; 

"Shh," she whispered. "Watch 
your language; Little pitchers, you 
know — - " 

He suddenly realized that she had 
brought a veritable horde of small 

boys into the house with her, thirty or 
rhore round Uttle faces staring at him, 
smiUng through rriissing teeth, breath
ing heavily. . . . . , ^ -

"My class," she 'expla:ined. "But 
Oscar, befoire you hang up, I suggest 
that you forget about the stations and 
the airports and look for a 1931 gray 
Maxwell coupe, probably headed 
south for Mexico;" 

He only stared at her. 
"You see," she hastily went on, 

"while you were running around in 
circles in here I. went out and had a 
chat with the nice man who runs the 
used car lot next door. I had noticed -
that one car that was there last night 
was missing now, and it occurred to 
me that if somebody was in a hurry to 
hide some money last night,~ in a safe 
place ow^ /̂̂ e the house. ; . ." 

"Are you saying Rena stole the car?" 
"Oh, no. The man said it was sold 

over the phone this morning, to a Mr. 
Smith; It's being deHvered to him out 
in Jersey City right this minute ^— -
the buyer promised to pay cash and I 
wonder if perhaps he doesn't plan to 
pay it out of the money that was , 
stuffed under the cushions or some
where last night just after the murder 
was committed?" " 

The Inspector was already giving 
quick orders over the telephone, or
ders that were eventually to result in 
the New Jersey state police swooping ' 
down on their motorcycles to pick up 
Brannigan and Rena Hawkins before 
they had even had their first flat tire. 
Which was a good thing, because 
there was no air in the spare tire —̂ 
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only eighteen thousand dollars, in a 
neat package. 

"They're guilty all right,"' the In
spector was saying. "But we've-no 
valid case against them. Because 
neither one of them left the house last 
night, to fire the shofor to stash the 
money. I checked their shoes —" 

"Feet," pointed out Miss Withers, 
"were made before shoes. I mean bare, 
feet. And moreover, I keep trying to 
tell you — the shot wasn't fired from 
outside, either from the platform or 
the railroad embankment. It was fired 
in the bedroom!" 

"And I keep trying to tell you,"-
Piper shouted, "that it couldn't have 
happened.that way, because the bullet 
would have gone right through Haw
kins's head at close range!" r̂ /" . 

The thirty little boys still waited. -
Miss Withers pushed two of them for
ward. "Inspector, this is Sigismund 
and this is Walter -?- two of my best 
pupils. When I,gave my class a half-' 
holiday, I suggested that they might 
use their bright little eyes in searching' 
the alley and therailrdad tracks back 
of this house. Boys,,please show the 
nice Inspector what you found?" 

Walter nudged Sigismund, who 
gulped and then started to prospect in 
the recesses of his clothing. With some 
assistance the urchin finally produced 
a piece of oak two-by-four. "There, 
you see.?" cried Miss Withers, in mod
est pride. "That will do, boys. The 
Inspector will reward each of you 
with a dollar, and everybody else gets 
money for.ice cream." : 

In a daze the Inspector found him-

"3 
self paying off. The little boys disap
peared, whooping like Comanches. 

'"This piece of wood," Miss Withers 
promised the Inspector, "is worth 
every cent it cost you. Do you re
member saying to me. that- the gun 
which killed Hawkins could shoot 
through a four-inch plank.? Well, 
it immediately occurred to nie that 
if there actually had been a plank 
held against the forehead of a sleep
ing man, and if the muzzle of the 
gun were pressed tight against the 
plank. . . ." She.gestured. ; 

"Judas Priest in q whirlwind!'.' mut
tered the Inspector. He rubbed his 
thumb against ithe powder-blackening 
on one surface of the two-by-four, and 
then poked a.'finger into the hole 
drilled clean through the wood. 

"Itwas a spent bullet, Oscar, just as 
you said — even though it had to travel 
only a few inches." 

The Inspector had to admit that she 
was right. He wrapped.up the piece of 
wood in his handkerchief and put it 
into his pocket. "This will be Exhibit 
A in the case of the State of-Nevv York 
versus Thomas "Brannigan and Rena 
Hawkins." 

Miss Withers nodded. "Hell," she 
said, "hath no fury like a wife who 
finds that while she has been sitting 
home her husband has been gallivant
ing around the night clubs. Exhibit B 
should be a pair of new evening-
slippers." 

" H u h ? " Oscar Piper blinked, 
"What slippers?" 

"The ones he never bought her,'' 
said Hildegarde Withers. 



MIDNIGHT VISIT 

by ROBERT ARTHUR 

A USABLE did not fit any description 
. _/\_ of a secret agent Fowler had 
ever read. Following him down the 
musty corridor of the gloomy French 
hotel where Ausable had a room, 
Fowler felt let down. It was a small 
room, on the sixth and top floor, and 
scarcely a setting for a figure of ror 
man tic adventure. But Ausable, in his 
wrinkled business suit badly in need 
of cleaning, could hardly, be called a 
romantic figure. • -

He was, for one thing, fat. Very fat. 
And then there -was "his accent. 
Though he spoke French and German 
passably, he had never altogether lost 
the New.Eiigland twang he had 
brought to Paris from Boston twenty 
years before. 

"You are disappointed," Ausable 
said wheezily bver.his shoulder. "You 
were told that I was a secret agent, a 
spy, dealing in espionage and danger. 
You wished to meet me because you 
are a writer, young and romantic. 
You visioned mysterious figures in the 
night, the crack of pistols, drugs in the 

wme. 
'/Instead, you have speiit a dull 

evening in a French music hall with a 
sloppy fat man who, instead of having 
messages slipped into his hand, by 
dark-eyed beauties, gets only a prosaic 
telephone call making an appointment 
in his room. You have been boredl" 
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,: The fat man chuckled to himself as 
he unlocked the door of his room and 
stood aside to let his discomfited guest 
enter. 

"Yoii are disillusioned," Ausable 
told him. "But take cheer, my young 
friend. Presently you will see a paper, 
a quite important paper for which sev
eral men have risked their lives, coriie 
to me'in the next-to-the-last step of its 
journey, into official hands. Some day 
soon that paper may well affect the 
course of history. In that thought 
there is drama, is there not?" 

As he spoke, Ausable closed the 
door behind him. Then he switched 
on the light. ^ 

And as the light came on. Fowler 
had his first authentic thrill of the day. 
For halfway across the room, a small 
automatic in his hand, stood a man. 

Ausable blinked a few times. 
"Max," he wheezed, "you gave me 

a start. I thought you were in Berlin. 
What are you doing here in my 
room.?" 

• "Max" was slender, a little less than 
tall, with features that suggested 
slightly the crafty pointed .counte
nance of a fox. There wasab'outhini —̂  
aside from the gun — nothing espe
cially menacing. 

"The report," he murmured.."The 
report that is being brought, you to
night on Germany's air strength.,. I 
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thought it would be safer id my hands 
than in yours/' • ' > 

Ausable moved to an armchair and 
sat down heavily. 

;" "I'm going to raise hell with the 
management this time, and you'can 
bet on it," he said grimly; "The sec
ond time in a month somebody has 
gotten into my room off that ton-
founded balcony!" ; , • ' 

Fowler's eyes went to the single 
window of the room. It was an ordi
nary window, against which now the 
riighi: was pressing blackly. . • 

"Balcony.?" Max said, with"a rising 
inflection. "No, a passkey. I did not 
know about'the balconyi It might 
have saved-me some trouble." " 

"It's not my damned-balcony," 
Ausable said with extreme irritation. • 
"Tt belongs to the next apartment." 

He glanced explanatorily at Fowler; 
"You see," he said, "this room used, 

to be part of a large unit, and.the next 
room -^ through that door there -̂̂  
used to be the living room; // had the 
balcony, which extends under my win
dow novV; ' . ' • j ' ' -
\"Ypu can get onto it from t h e ' 

empty room two doors down — and 
somebody did, last rnonth.-The man
agement promised me to block;it off. 
But they haven't." : : " 

Max gianced at FoAvler, whô  was 
standing stiffly a few feet from'Ausa-
blei and waved the gun with a little 
peremptory gesture. • : v 

'.'Please sit dovvri," he suggested. 
" W e havjs a vvait of half an hour at 
least, Ithink;" '\-- ••• :'i : :> :':\f^ 

"Thirty-one minutes," Ausable said • 

" 5 

,moodily."The appointment was for 
twelve-thirty. I wish I knew ho\y you 
learned about that "report. Max.". 

The other smiled without mirth. 
"And we wish we knew hovv it was 

gotteh out of Germany," he replied. 
"However, no harm has been donfe. I 
will have it back.-r-what: is that?" • 

Unconsciously Fowler, who was still 
standing, had jumped at the sudden 
rapping on the door. Ausable yawnedl 
" T h e gendarmes," he sa id . . " ! 
thought that so important a paper; as 
the onewe arewaiting for might well 
be given a little extra protection to
night." . - " • • 

Max bit his lip in uncertainty. The 
rapping was repea ted.; 

"What will you do novv. Max?" 
Ausable asked. "If I d b n o t answer,' 
they wiir.enter anyway. The ,door is 
unlocked.,-And they will npt hesitate 
to shoot." -

The man's face'was black as he 
backed swiftly toward the .window; 
with his hand behind him he flung it 
up to its full height; and swung a leg 
over the^sillT • '. _'. ; •; ;; 
i "Send them away!" he rasped; ' 'I 
williwait on "the balcony. Send them 
away or I'll shoot and take my 
chances!" ' ' . ' " : ^ '•'• 

The rapping on the door came 
louder. And a voice was raised. 
. ;"M'sieu! M'sieu^Ausabie!" ,. : " 
• Keeping his -body twisted so that 

his gun stilPcovered the fat" man and 
his guest, the man at the windovV 
grasped the frame with his free hand to 
supporthimself as he rested his weight 
on.one thigh, then swung his other leg 
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u p and oyer the sill. 
The doorknob turned. Swiftly Max 

pushed with his left hand to free him
self from the sill and drop to the bal^ 
cony outside. And then, as he dropped, 
he screamed once, shrilly. 

The dooropened and a waiter stood 
there with a tray, a. bottle and two 

-glasses. ' 
"M'sieu, the cognac you ordered 

foir when you returned," he said, and 
set the tray upon the table; deftly un

corked the bottle, and retired. 
White-faced, Fowler stared' after 

him.^ • 
" B u t — " he stammered, " the po

l i c e — " 
"There were no police." Ausable 

sighed. "Only Henri, whom I was ex
pecting." 
- - ' B u t won't that, man — " Fowler 
began. 

" N o , " Ausable said, "he won't re
turn . There is no balcony." 

'0' 

FOR MYSTERY FANS — three swiftly-paced, spine-tingling mystery books now 
on sale at your newsstand for only 25fi each: ' ' -

A MERCURY MYSTERY —= "Nightmare Town," by Dashiell Hammett. "Tremendous 
impact and virility," comments Howard Haycraft. 

BESTSELLER MYSTERY—"Cops and Robber's," by O'Henry. The first collection of 
• O'Henry's best detective and crime stories. • 

JONATHAN MYSTERY — "Dancers in Mourning," by Margery AUingham. Abridged 
edition. The New Yor\Herald Tribune says, "unusual killings and a whooping sur
prise at the end." ' • • • 

These volurnes, published by T H E AMERICAN MERCURY, which also publishes ELLERY 
QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE, have been carefully chosen and edited by a staff of 
myistery experts. Fans everywhere acclaim Mercury Mystery books as "tops!" 



This is the story of Prince Rudolf,.'son of the Du\e of Suiza, and of an 
Englishman who was a bull of a man) and of the duel of wits between 
them, and how both proved they coiild tal^ it as well as dish it out; and.of 
that strange familiarity you will feel about Prince Rudolf as if you had 
met him before on older pages, arid more than once. And indeed you have, 
for Prince Rudolf comes of a royal literary line. Pte is, we would hazard, a 
direct descendant of that adventurous old caliph, Haroun-al-Raschid of by
gone Bagdad, and surely he is \in of Prince Florizel of Bohemia, that 
accomplished nobleman who also liked {in O. Henry's phrase) "to go 
bumming" and. night-prowling. Yes, you will find this tale by Michael 
Arlen a new Arabian Nights Entertainmerit, a tale of high romance and 
dark crime and glittering detection. Arid oh, yes, there is a girl named 

• I^i^ • • • " . , -' - .' 

It was not long ago that we had lunch witJi Michael Arlen at the 21 
duJll- Your Editor ate little — we were too busy listenitig, for we- are 
•genuinely in awe of "Mike''' and.we marvel at the pererinidUcharm of his 
person and his words, and of the rnellqw bite of his wit; and we.realized -r-
although it is futile to attempt an explanation of it — how stories like 

. "Midnight Adventure" could flow from the mind of the mari.who was 
probably the first writer in English to say, in so many charming words, that 
there are three sexes . . . " 
• And a further note on nomenclature: Prince Rudolf's adversary in this 
story is named Mr. Geraldine. Now.isn't it curious that Pririce Florizel's 
confidant and Master of the Horse was one Colonel Geraldine? And you 
will recall. Colonel Geraldine possessed a singular facility in disguise. Is it 
possible that Prince Florizel's devoted aide rose in worldly position until he -
became, a generation later, one of .London's most famous bankers? An 
interesting speculation . . . .' ' - • . • ; . > - ,, -

M I D N I G H T ADVENT-URE 

• \ by MICHAEL ARLEN :^ 

Now it is told in London how Earlier that same evening two gen-
on one winter's night not long tlemen of correct appearance might 

ago a gentleman who was walking have been observed dining together 
•from Grosvenor Square down Carlos at a quiet corner table in the res-
Place was accosted- by a lady in a taurant of a London hotel which is 
peculiar manner and with curious . famous for the distinction of its guests, 
results. ' Our two friends, one lined and gray-

- . - 117 
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haired, the other younger and" lean 
and uncommonly handsome , in a 

. - saturnine way, appeared to be ab
sorbed in conversation. 

The younger gentleman talked the . 
least and, as was only proper, listened 
attentively to his gray-haired com
panion. This was not surprising, since 
the father was telling his son in the 
most urgent terms that only a rich 
marriage could appease the ferocity 
of their overdraft at the bank. 

In days gone by, when the- last 
^ King-of Navarre strode into history 
ss as Henri IV, first and finest of the 

0 Bourbon Kings of France, the moun-
- tainous half of Navarre became, ow

ing to reasons we.cannot go into now, 
the Duchy of Suiza; The Dukes of̂  
Suiza were royal in that pathetically 
half-starved way which is disparag
ingly known as "minor." For several 
centuries the Duchy of Suiza was 
respected, or perhaps overlooked, as 
an independent kingdom, and even
tually forgotten. 

The two gentlemen ait diniier were 
Carlos XXVII, Duke of Suiza, and 
his only son. Prince Rudolf; But, as 
the worldly father pointed out' to his 
worldly son, high titles hke Duke and 
Prince without the cash to support 
them added up to so ihuch^ spinach 
put before a starving man. ' -. 

"In short," said Duke Carlos, who 
liked to speak the English he had 
picked up from the American visitors 
who had thronged the Casinos of his 
duchy before his exile, "we are bust 
wide open, boy — unless you shake 
the Christmas tree to some eifecti" 

Rudolf sipped his champagne with 
j.an air of saturniiie fatality; "Our 

reputation," said he, "is enough to 
wither even the stoutest Christmas 
tree as we approach." 

"You must find some sweet young 
. innocent, Rudolf. Or haven't I al

ready heard something about you 
and the American heiress, Baba Car-
stairs.? I can only hope, my friend, 
that you are impressing .the girl as 
being a romantic person — for you 
can loo/(, extremely romantic, par
ticularly when you are telling hes." 

Prince Rudolf finished the cham
pagne in his glass. "Dear father," said 
he at last, "have yoii ever been in 
love.?" ' - , 

Duke Carlos looked afhis son with 
pity. • 

"Frequently," said he. "Why, did 
you think you had invented love.?" 

"Perhaps," said the yoiing man 
. moodily, "I ~ could suggest some 

badly-needed improvements on it." 
"So you are going to tell me that 

you are still crazy about that Follies 
girl you met last year in Paris.?" 

"No, not last year, but ten years 
ago, and not a Follies girl, but a girl. 
But perhaps it -̂ would be better for 
men like us not even to think about 
her." . • 

"You look so romantic when you 
speak of her, Rudolf, that I feel sure 
you told her many lies. Forget her, 
boy. Remember our traditions. Re
member our name.' Remember our 
overdraft. In short, remember Miss 
Carstairs."' ' 

Now, it is of this Prince Rudolf it is 
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told that, as later that night he 
walked moodily to his modest lodg
ings in the sulky shadows behind the-
clubs of Piccadilly, he was accosted by 
a lady in a peculiar manner. 

. He saw, a car, Jong and dark, of 
sober elegance. It passed close by him, 
as such cars do, with no more sound 
than a flick-of a cat's whiskers. A few 
yards ahead, it stopped. 

As Rudolf walked past, his moody 
gaze ahead,, he was thinking how 
much better it would be for that 
pretty, nice, empty-headed little mil
lionairess Baba- Carstairs if a selfish 
brute like -himself left her alone. He 
liked her very well, of course. But it 
would not have occurred to him to. ^ 
marry her if she had been .poor. ' 

' It was at that moment.that a corner 
of his eye was caught by something 
strange and bright in the cold night. 
It was a hand and arm alight with 
jewelry against the black background 
of the car. 

"Can I drop you?" said a low voice. 
Rudolf,- who had been very well 

brought up, as regards superficial 
manners anyway, took off his hat to 
the brilliant arm, observing at the. 
same time that the hand was slender 
and-young and cool, like the voice. 

"You are very kind," said he. "But 
I have only a short way to go." 

"There is nothing to fear," said, the 
cool voice. 

The correct and incurious profile of 
the elderly chauffeur at the \yheel 
betrayed nothing but the propriety of 
his employer. Rudolf, stepping closer; 
to the open vyindow, caught a glimpse 

of the lady's'face within the shadows 
-::- and was lightly touched by a faint 
perfume that reminded him so poign
antly of a past enchantment that for 
an instant he walked again in a garden 
with a slight fair girl. 

Telling himself that he was a fool, 
he swiftly -opened the door and, 
clirnbed within. . 

"Thank you," said the lady, "for 
being both brave and polite."-

Prince Rudolf smiled. "I fancy it is 
neither courage nor politeness that 
inspires men to do what beautiful 
women ask them." • , 
• He found the lady examining him 
with the utmost gravity. 

"Height, _five-eleven," he said, 
"hair, black; eyes, brown; one small ' 
mole on left cheek;, self-confident 
manner; no distinctive peculiari
ties. . . ." , 

Her faint smile did not touch the. 
gravity of her eyes, of which he had 
already formed a very favorable 
opinion. They were direct and blue, 
of a brilliant darkness, like the blue 
sea whipped by wind. The lady's hair, 
too, was maybe as you like it, fair and 
curly, but without frivolity. Rudolf, 
experienced; in petty encounters, saw 
at once that only some great urgency 
had forced this lady to address a 
stranger, for she could not be cor
rupted by small desires. 

"And I?" she said. 
He noticed, but without surprise, 

that the car was moving. It was 
agreeable to find that he was,not so: 
tired of the world as he had fancied 
he was. . - . : . • •• 
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"And I, sir?" she said. "How would 
you describe the stranger who has 
kidnaped you?", 

"I like you," said Prince Rudolf.;. 
"Dear me," said the lady, "you are 

quick." „ ', : 
"That's me all over," said Rudolf. 

"The minute I set eyes on you, I said 
to myself, there's a wOman I like a 
lot." ; 

"I hadn't an idea," said the lady, 
"that conversation with a stranger 
could be made so easy as you make 
it." 

"You are not a stranger. I recog
nized you right away." 

"Me? You recognized me?" 
"Of course. You have never heard 

the old chestnut about the woman 
whom a man always meets too late?" 

"Too late? Dear me, for what?" ^ 
"For his peace of mind, since she is 

usually already married." 
"Since I am single, sir, your peace 

of mind is safe. But thank you for 
saying nice things about my ap
pearance." 

" N o t only your appearance, 
madam. I have alsp taken a big Hking' 
to your character." 

"Then you are a clairvoyant?" 
"A connoisseur — a student." of 

dreams." 
"Dreams? Were we talking of 

dreams?"; 
"No, but we are going to. When 

men dream,'' said Prince Rudolf, "of 
that kind of happiness which js too 
often forbidden them owing to having 
married in haste, or some other silly 
reason, their dreams are inspired by 

thoughts of the perfect coriipanion;,;It 
is not necessary to shut my eyes to 
describe her. She must be exquisite, 
of course, but without the trivial em-
phasis that: merely smart women lay 

'on the srnall fashions of the moment. 
Her beauty should wear, a certain 
gravity, for does she not understand 
much and forgive everything, particu
larly the greed and the follies of men? 
She must be wise, naturally, but not 
top wise never to make a mistake, 
never to take a risk, never to sigh for 
romance, never to hurt herself. She 
will always do her utmost not to hurt 
anybody else,, and at all difficult times 
she will take refuge in laughing at 

. herself, for above everything she is 
,gifted with the good manners of the 
heart." . ' 

"Dear me," she said, "I never knew 
that the dreams of men were so in
formed by kindness. Your reputation. 
Prince Rudolf, scarcely prepares a 
listener for such sentiments." 

"Madam, in your company I had 
permitted myself for one moment to 
forget all but the little that is best in 
me. But now that you have reminded 
me of my ordinary self I must admit 
that I should like nothing so much as 
to kiss you and'damn the conse-

;quences." •, 
"That rebuke," she said, "was well 

deserved. For no one could have been 
more polite than you. You have not 

. yet asked me how, I knew you, where 
we are going, or who I am. I recog
nized you from your photographs. I 

", followed you: froni the . restaurant 
where you dined, ^ye are going to my 
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house,' which is here in Belgrave 
Square. My name is no matter. And I 
am going to ask you, sir, to do me a 
service. You see, I make no excuses. 
My behavior is too outrageous for 
excuses to "have any Value. If you 
wish,'you may say good night now, 
riiy car will take you home,, and I shall 
be the richer for having enjoyed an 
instructive conversation with a man 
of the world." -

Undeterred by her gravity, Rudolf 
laughed outright. For' many months 
he had not felt so light-hearted. 
- "Miss X," said he, "it was you who 
spoke of my reputation. So, if you 
think you can get rid of me so easily, 
you're crazy." 

Her level eyes searched his face. He 
was sobered by the profound con
tempt that seemed to add a dark light 
to their dark brilliance. He would 
have noticed this contempt before 
had he not been so engaged, as was 
his way, iii trying to inake an impres
sion on a beautiful woman. 

"You are afraid of nothing. Prince 
Rudolf?" 

They were on the pavement now, 
before the house, and he glanced at 
the dark imposing building. 

"Of a great many things," he said, 
"but of no possible hurt that could 
come to me from you." 

"Perhaps," she said, "you are 
wrong there." 

An elderly manservant let. them in. 
Rudolf, divesting himself of his over
coat in the large hall, had .tiriie to 
realize the substantial wealth of his 
surroundings. Frorri above the great 

fireplace, in which the ashes of a log 
fire glowed dimly, one of Van Dyck's 
cavaliers thoughtfully measured the 
world, while oh another wall was the 
dark and sour visage of a Rembrandt. 

Then he was shown into a long 
paneled hbrary..It was dimly ht, and 
in front of the fireplace at the far end 
stood the strange lady and a tall, fair, 
red-complexioned bull of a man of 
about his own age. 

"This is my brother," said the 
lady, "Mr. Geraldine. I ; am Iris 
Geraldine." 

Mr. Geraldine's brick-red coni-
plexion sharpened by contrast the 

- paleness of his cold blue eyes. He 
made no attempt to conceal the hos
tility with which he measured the 
-faintly smiling face of his guest. 

"So now you realize," he said, 
"why I told my sister not to give you 
her name, for had you known it you 
certainly would not have come." 

"YoU misjudge me, Mr. Geraldine. 
For the sake of a woman like your 
sister I should willingly risk much 
more than a disagreeable encounter 
with a man like her brother. Now 
.what is it you want with me?" 

"Surely, Prince Rudolf, you can 
easily.guess what I " 
. "Wait," said Rudolf sharply. "Be
fore we go any further you will be so 
good as to ask_me to sit down. I thank 
you. Then you will invite me to have 
a drink. Thank you. I prefer brandy." 

Mr. Geraldine's handsome brick-
V red face broke. into a fighting grin. 

You could see at once that he had 
: good hands with a horse, that dogs 
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would come to his whistle, and that he 
could both give and take a kick in the 
pants. • _, 

"Iris," he turned to his sister, "per-', 
-haps you had better leave Prince 
Rudblfand me together." 

Miss Geraldine had not yet glanced • 
at her kidnaped guest. She sat, some
what stiffly, in a high Queen Anne' 
chair, her eyes lost in the leaping 
colors of the bright fire. . , -; 

"I am here," said Prince Rudolf,: 
"at Miss Geraldine's express invita
tion, and I am enjoying her company 
very miach. I hope you will stay witfe 
us. Miss Geraldine. No doubt- your 
brother is,a splendid fellow, but he is 
not half so'pretty to-look at as you 

are. 
She held her small head very still 

and erect, and he was conscious that 
she would much prefer to ignore-his 
presence. She spoke-to the fire, in her 
low cool voice, as though she was 
thinking out loud. 

"I do not like," she said, "to see 
any riian humiliated, no matter how 
much he may deserve it." 

"I'll risk that,'.^ said Rudolf. "Go 
ahead, Mr. Geraldine. As you said, I 
know you are the chairman of the 
grea:t and famous private bank of 
Geraldine Brothers,' and that you are 
the- trustee of "the estate of Miss 
Carstairs." •• .. ^ ' r-. : • .. 

"Not only her trustee. Prince, but 
also her late" father's most intimate 
friend. She toldme no later than this 
afternoon that she had "made up her 
mind to marry you." ,-, 

. "She oughf to have told me first,'! 

said. Prince Rudolf,, "but her decision: 
makes' me so happy that I must for
give her. Thank you for your con
gratulations, Mr. Geraldine." 

"Hers is a great fortune," said Mr. 
Geraldine dryly; , 

"So my father.has told me every 
day for weeks. He will be very pleased 
about this, as he has been so hard up 
lately. How agreeable it is to meet 
nice young girls like Miss Carstairs 
who think nothing of bringing a little 
sunshine into the lives of tired old 
men like my father^ Wheli I tell him 
tomorrow, he will be very touched." 

"He won't," Mr. Geraldine said, 
"because you won't." 

Prince Rudolf's attention appeared 
-at that moment to be engaged in an 
exhaustive study of Iris Geraldine's 
profile, arid, that he thought very, 
highly of it was obvious from his 
expression. ; . , 

"I won't . . . . what?" he said ab
sently.., : 
; "You won't tell your father you 

are going to marry Miss Carstairs, 
Prince, because you are not going to." 

"All complaints on that head,"said 
Rudolf, "should be addressed to Miss 
Carstairs in person. It is her fife.' It.is 
he;r money. It is to be her marriage. 
And I am her choice." 

"A girl so young," said Mrv.Geral
dine, "does not always,know what is 
best for her. I cannot forbid Baba to. 
mairry you, because she is of age. I 
can't persuade her not to by telling 

. her that you, in .spite of your great 
name, are a .well-known waster and. 
adventurer, that,you are notorious 
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both for your affairs with women and 
for your dexterity in getting your bills 
paid, because she dismisses a i r such 
facts as reflections on "a misunr 
derstood, handsome, and romantic 
prince." 

"And quite right too. That ought 
to teach you, Mr. Geraldine, not to go 
about putting nasty thoughts into 
young girls' heads. Just because no
body has ever thought you romantic 
since you-were-a Httle boy in velvet 
pants, why be jealous of me.?" 

"I am never jealous," said Mr. 
Geraldine, "of a crook." 

"Am I to understand, Mr. Geral
dine, that you have just called hie a 
crook.?" ' 
, "You are. I have." 

"In that case," said Prince Rudolf, 
rising from his chair, "I must have 
another brandy. You have interested 
me greatly, Mr. .Geraldine._ Won't 
you please develop'your theory.?" 

"It is not a theory. Prince, but a 
fact. But I had much rather not 
elaborate i t—and I won't, if you 
promise not to see Miss Carstairs 
again." -
. "But that would never do, Mr. 
Geraldine. The poor girl would -be 
very upset. My poor father would be 
very disappointed. And my poor 
creditors would be very angry." 

"Very well," said Mr. Geraldine 
grimly. "On the -formal announce
ment of your engagement to Miss 
Carstairs I shall notify the proper 
authorities that I have in my posses
sion a check drawn in your favor by a 
Mr. John Anderson and. cashed by 
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you, which I have every reason to 
suspect is a forgery." 

"But why suspect.?" said Pririce 
Rudolf. "You know it's a forgery." 

"So you admit forging Anderson's 
signature to a check for £1,000.?" 

Prince Rudolf glanced aside at Iris 
Geraldine — and instantly found, to 
his surprise and consternation, that 
something inside him was beating 
painfully. He could not immediately 
put this curious phenomenon down 
to a disturbance of his heart-action, 
since he had for some years regarded 
his heart as a leathery veteran, dingily 
and immovably fixed within a dark 
cloud of cigarette smoke. But he was a 
reasonable man and had to face the fact 
that here the old veteran was, thump-
inglikea boy's j ust because a fair young 
woman with level eyes was regarding 
him gravely and impersonally,- as a' 
scientist might regard a maggot. 

"Mr. Geraldine," he said at last, 
and his voice for the first time was 
without any mockery at all, "when 
John Anderson died last week, did you 
not, as his executor, find any note 
among his papers referring to me.?" 

'T did not." 
"I think you did. I think you have 

that; note in your possession. John 
Anderson was a gambler, and like 
nearly all gamblers'he was a very 
honest man. Do you still say that he 
left no letter in his handwriting with 
reference to me?" 

"I have already said so, Prince 
Rudolf." 

"Then I should like to put it on 
record, Mr. Geraldine, that you are a 



124, ELLERY QU.EEI:I-'S MYSTERY'- .MAGAZINE 

liar..; This may be^ue tothefact that 
-you were badly brought iip, but the 
fact rernains. that you are a liar. A 
year ago John Anderson bet xne a. 
hundred' pounds that I could hot 
forge his signature and get away with 
it without suspicion. It was to be for a 
check of a thousand pounds merely soj 
that 'the signature should be. scru
tinized carefully at the bank. I suc
ceeded, returned the thousand pouiids 
in cash to Anderson, who gave,me the -
bet I had won "and also-a receipt for 
the sum of the forged check. Ihaye 
that receipt. Aihong his papers you 
have already found a letter signed.by 
him telling the circumstances of the 
forged check.", • , . 

"Prince Rudolf," said Mr. ^Geiral^ 
dine, "of course I am very glad that 
you have John Anderson's receipt.: 
When you conie to be examined by 
the pohce on the matter of Anderson's 
forged signature that "receipt "will no 
doubt form the pivotjof your defense. 

. "It might even win you acquittal, and 
probably will, but in the absence" of 
any letter from, John Anderson ainong 
his. elfects exonerating you of all 
blame, I am afraid that a great.deal of 
doubt will exist in the public mind-as 
to whether you are, or are .not, a 
common swindler. I have not yet 
found that.letter among Anderson's 
effects. If and when I do,, I shall of 
course be delighted to let you know.". 

"Thank you very much, Mr. Geral-
dine. In return I can only say that if I. 
was a canniball should simply have,to, 
drown you in Worcester sauce before 
being able.to eat you. So I aim to 

understand that, .unless I give up Miss; 
Carstairs,: you \yill make it very un
pleasant indeed for tnei^" 

."I prefer to say. Prince, that unless 
you agree to give up this rnisguided 
girl, I shall have to do my best to 
show .h?r what sort of a man you . 
really are. As you know, by her . 
father's will she comes into her estate 
on the day she marries. And.she told 
me today that it was her fixed inten
tion, :as she is. very rich and you are 
poor, to settle on you a very consider
able sum of money which would 
ensure you' a comfortable income for 
life." 

^ "I .wish," sighed Rudolf, "that my 
father could hear you say that. His 
enthusiasm would be quite touching." 
. "I fear, he will, be disappointed ,-

Prince. But not. to depress you both 
too much, and since'after .all you are 
being forced to give Up a coiisiderable, 
fortune, I am prepared here and now 
to write you a check for £4,000. I 
shall send, it to you .on the day that 
Miss Carstairs tells me that she has . 
decided not to marry you." 

- "Dear me,", said Rudolf, "I see ' 
that I must have another brandy. 
Thank you, Mr. Geraldine, Your 
brandy is superb. Did you say four 
thousand pounds.?" • , . 

"I did — merely, you understand, 
as a small consolation ^——" , 

"Nonsense, my dear fellow — it's a 
big consolation. After all, are: there 
many men whose charms could be 
valued at four thousand pounds ? I fear 
you are a flatterer, Mr. Geraldine." 

The banker's handsome 're'd face 
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was, for a man making a contemptu
ous offer, curiously eager, and Rudolf 
regarded him thoughtfully. 

"Then you accept, Prince? You 
will agree to leave ;Miss Carstairs 
alone?" •• 

But Rudolf's attention appeared 
now to be engaged in yet another 
careful examination of Miss Geral-
dine's cold profile. 

"I note with regret," he said, "that 
Miss Geraldine's disapproval of me 
has increased to such an extent that, 
were she not a lady, she would express 
it in such old-fashioned terms as 
swindler, gigolo, and cad." 

"Cad," said Iris Geraldine, "is an 
unpleasant word. But very descrip
tive. I should prefer you. Prince, to 
address yourself only to my brother. I 
am here merely as a witness to a busi
ness arrangement.". 

"Not at all," said Rudolf,,with sud
den sharpness. "It is a romantic ar
rangement." 

Astonished, they stared at him. He 
was smiling in his saturnine way. Mr. 
Geraldine glanced at his sisteir, and 
laughed. It was the kind of laugh for 
which a small chap would'have been 
knocked down, but he was a bull of a 
.man. -

"These fellows," said ,he, "can 
make anything seem romantic." 

"What fellows, Mr. Geraldine?" 
"Romantic fellows. Prince — ro

mantic wasters." 
"Well,,I can promise you that your 

sister will find what I am going to say 
a good deal more romantic than you 
will. I am going to tell you a story."-

"Not to me," said Miss Geraldine 
with spirit. "I am going to bed." 

"This story. Miss Geraldine," said 
Rudolf slowly, "is about your sister." 

They stared at him across an ap
palled silence.' But his dark eyes saw 
only Iris Geraldine's still white face, at 
last turned full to his. .. 

"You knew her?" she sighed. 
"But for her," said Prince Rudolf, 

"I should not be here tonight." 
"Fantastic nonsense!" said Geral

dine harshly. "Diana died more than 
ten years ago." ' 

"Ten years, three months and five 
days ago, my friend. I came into your 
car, Miss Geraldine, only because I 
recognized the faint scent you are 
wearing. It is made by an obscure 
perfumer in Paris, and I gave her first 
bottle to Diana. Then for sentimental, 
reasons I paid my friend Louvois, the 
perfumer, enough money to buy the . 
rights of the scent outright — that is, 
so that no one but Diana Geraldine ,j 
should ever use it. I was a rich man 
then, you understand. Louvois, for as 
long as he was in business, was to send 
her one bottle every six months at this 
address. 

"A year or so after she was' killed in 
that motor accident near Fontain-
bleau, Louvois wrote to me enclosing 
a letter that he had received from 
England. The letter was from a girls' 
school near Ascot, and was written by 
a schoolgirl to the effect that the 
duty-paid scent from Paris which had 
been delivered to Miss Geraldine was 
obviously for her elder sister, who was 
dead, but could it please go on being 
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sent to.the address in Belgrave Square 
so thiat she could use it when, she \yas 
grown up in memory of.Ker dear sister, "• 
and it was signed-'Iris Geraldirie.' • 

"So you will see why I so willingly 
came with you when you'invited ine. ' 
I told^you, didn't I, that you weren't 
a stranger?" " . ' • ' • ' • 

"Diana," said Iris Geraldine, so 
dimly that she was scarcely'audible, 
"was the loveliest eilder sister a little ' 
girl could have. I was fourteen when 
she died, and as our father and mother 
had died so long before, she was every
thing in the world—all heroines in 
o n e ^ to me. And so I citing to the 
sweet dry perfume which, so she once 
told, her little sister, a fairytale prince 
had given her to use forever and 
ever."''. • • ' ' • • • .' ' 
^••"VVell," said- Mr. Geraldine bit- ' 
terly, "there's damn little of the fairy- • 
tale about the Prince now." ' 

Rudolfsmiled. "That's true enough, 
dear me. But you must remember I 
was only' twenty-three "then ^ and 
Diana .was tvvehty. Yoiing people, : 

• Mr. Geraldine, are sometimes very 
serious indeed about, such trivialities 
as being in love." - ' ^ \ 

"Now that you have-hurt Iris," '' 
said her brother harshlyi'"by bringing 
up memories of'her sister, may L ask 
what was your point in doing so?" 

"He has not hurt me," said Iris. • 
Her eyes were hidden. Her voice: carne • 
from behind an invisible- curtain. • 

: "Yoi.1 didn't intend' to, 'did 'you. 
Prince?" ^ • • ' • 
: ''Indirectly,niy deatj I fear I must 
— that.is, through' this brother of 

yours. Mr. Geraldine, I told you 
about Diana because she used to speak 
hi you, her elder brother and the 
head of the family. You will ho doubt 
already have remarked that I don't 
like you. This is hot due-wholly to 
your manner, which would make an 
unfavorable impression even. on a 
drunken Sailor. It is because Diana 
did not like you, as you of course 
know. • 

"That you are a bully goes without 
saying. But being a bully is not a 
criirie ^̂ —ihdeeid it is sometimes an 
asset. One moment, Mr. Geraldine; I 
know also that in spite of your-very' 
respectable front as a great banker, 
you are an-unscrupulous speculator. 
Diana— aged twenty to your twenty-
five —guessed your true character.-
-'"I^bvv I am going to, make the-
dediactiorii that • as Miss Carstairs's 
trustee you have gambled with part ^ 
of̂  her funds and that in the recent 
Wall Street crash you have liast heav
ily. Wait. On her marriage you will 
have, to show her accounts to her 
lawyers, with the result that you will 
.find yourself in the dock. That is why 
you do not want her to marry until 
yoir can regain-your losses. 
;• "This- is • alf - guesswork, you will 

say, and ho doubt you will tell me I 

' am wrong. But on one point Pcan 
^ s e yoiir mind.. I ahi not going to 

" rnarry Miss Garstairs. • ' • -
"That is not because I Wish to save 

' youi but because r have fallen in love 
•tonight for the second, time 'in; rny 
life, thoiigh I fear the lady does not 

{approve of me at all. I can only hope 
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to win her approval in time. 
"But that is another story. Tomor

row I shall-advise Miss Carstairs to 
ask her lawyers to look into " 

Mr. Geraldine chewed his cigar. 
His cold eyes-were thoughtful, but 
there was a grin on his handsome red 
face. This grin had no doubt been put 
there by an ancestor who had been 
caught red-handed, while committing 
robbery under arms and had known 
that the game was over. . 

"Iris," he said, "somebody ought 
to have warned me about the intelli
gence of princes. I begin to see now 
how even the shrewdest bankers have 
been persuaded to lend them money." 

"My father, Mr.. Geraldine, who 
has had more than sixty years' ex
perience of owing money to the 
shrewdest bankers in London and 
New York, says that times are not 
what they were.'-' 

Mr. Geraldine smiled across at him-. 
His eyes were cold and watchful. 
"Prince Rudolf, I shall not like stand
ing in the dock charged with having 
misappropriated my client's funds." 

Rudolf nodded sympathetically. 
"Nor should I. Taking other people's 
money is nice work, if you can get 
away with it. Given a bad chiaracter 
•— like yours and my father's •^- it's 
all a matter of luck," ' ~ 

"Then I am sorry that you-are not 
your father, Prince. If you were, I 
should offer you £10,000 at the end 
of six months merely for keeping your 
mouth shut during that time. But as 
you are not, Ifear I shall have to do 
something drastic, like shooting my

self. But I don't like the idea at alL" ' 
Rudolf nodded sympathetically. 

"Yes, there is a degree of emphasis 
about suicide which is always dis
agreeable to a thoughtful mind. I 
shouldn't commit suicide, Mr. Geral
dine. It will probably embarrass more 
people than it will please." 

"But, my dear Prince, what else 
can I do? Miss Carstairs has never 
liked me, anyway. And when tomor-, 
row you tell her of your suspicions, 
she will be only.too eager to consult 
her lawyers." ' 

Rudolf turned to Miss Geraldine. 
• "What do you think of all this. Iris?" 

"I think," she said very gravely, 
"that my brother has been playing 
with fire for a long time and that he 
has at last burned his hands. I think 
that tonight will mark a change for 
the better in him." ' 

"Then you don't think he will 
shoot himself?" 

She smiled unsteadily. "You are a 
pair of cruel babies, aren't you?" 

"Mr. Geraldine," said -Rudolf, 
"did you hear that? You are a cruel 
baby." 

"You too," said Mr. Geraldine, 
"Have another brandy." , • 

"Thank you. Then, Iris, yciu think 
I ought not to tell Miss Carstairs?" 

"I can promise you," said Geral
dine, "that her capital will be intact 
within six months. Also many inno
cent people will suffer loss if this 
comes to a head- now. Later on, they 
won't." 

- "But I am lunching with the girl 
tomorrow," said Prince Rudolf, "and 
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I rjiight possibly blurt out something." 
"You can put'off the lunch," said-

Iris coldly. . 
"But I hate lunching. alone,. Iris. 

Here is an idea. Will you lunch with 
me?'.! 

"I am already engaged." 
Rudolf turned to Geraldine. "There 

you are, my friend] I've done my 
best. She doesn't like me. She won't 
lunch with me.~ I fear you will have 
to cortimit suicide, after all." 

"Nonsense, Iris," said her brother. 
"Of course you qan lunch with him." 

"But I don't want to," said Iris. 
"She doesn't hke me?' said Rudolf 

helplessly. "Give it up, Geraldine." 
"I do" like you,"-said Iris stormily. . 

"It's only that you talk such nonsense 
so plausibly that I daren't trust my
self alone with you." . 

"That's splendid," said Rudolf. 
"Unfortunately, we shall be lunching 
in a public place, arid I shan't be able 
to do very much." 

"But you can always talk," said Iris. 
"I shall. I shall propose-marriage." 
"I shall refuse." ' , 

• "Naturally. Then I shall point out 
that you lack foresight. For if you 
had foresight you would know that it 
is sheer waste of time to go on refusing 
a man whom you are going to accept 
in the end." 

"Very well," said Iris, "I lack fore
sight." • • ' • . . . • -

"Mr. Geraldine,", said Prince Ru
dolf, "we have; been forgetting my 

- father. Some time ago you called me a 
crook -——" 

"That vyas politics. Prince. Ander
son had told me the real story." 

' "Pohtics. cost money, Mr. Geral
dine. In payment for your politics 
you will be so good as to earn my 
father's undying gratitude by sending 

'him tomorrow the sum of £4,000 in 
notes from an Anonymous Admirer. 
This gift will give him great pleasure 
both financially and morally, since he 
has never had any- admirers, anony
mous or otherwise, Good night, Mr. 
Geraldine. Your servant, Iris. I shall 
call for you at one tomorrow." 

The two men shook hands. This 
was a quiet and thoughtful ceremony, 
which they apipeared to enjoy. 

Iris, with a sudden high color, 
walked to the door and out into the 
hall. Prince Rudolf found her there, 
and she walked with him towards the 
front hall. Very lightly she; touched 
his arm. 

"Thank you for not ruining my. 
brother. That was because of Diana.?" 

"Because of Diana and Iris,'.' he 
said. "Because of enchantment and 
gentleness. Because I am a lucky man 
to have found out tonight that, even 
in this world, they, never die." 

He stooped to kiss her hand, and as 
he did so a.̂ flutter'"of lips just touched 
his forehead. 

"Dear me," she whispered, "who 
would have thought you were such a 
darhng!" • . ' 

•0 ' 



DOUBLE PLAY 

by COURTNEY RYLEY COOPER 

White-haired Chief Speare listened, 
tense, eyes narrowed, as Jim Edwards,. 
head, of the homicide squad, made his 
report. At last he said: "Sorry, Jim, 
but that's not the fellow I'm going 

. to hang*this crime on." 
Jim Edwards gasped. - ., 
"Who else could have done it but 

Bo Dayis? He worked for this family; 
knew where they kept their money 
and was the only person — get this 
now — the only person _who had a 
key to" the garden tool shed where 
the murder weapon came from. I've 
placed him near the house about the 
time of the murder. He was known 
to be broke yesterday; today he's 
got money and spending it in taverns. 
I figure to check a few more routine 
angles and the guy's as good as in the 
electric chair." . 

The chief replied grirnly: '-'Stick 
• to the Bo Davis trail if you want to. 
But I'm going to hang this murder on-
Boston Charlie." 

"On Boston Charlie.?" The homi
cide head stared jn amazement. 
"Boston Charlie couldn't have pulled 
this. It isn't his kind of a job. He's 
never killed- anybody, and never 
will."' 

"You've.just heard him.accused of 
murder, haven't you.?" 

"But, Chief,"'the homicide head 
was . arguing desperately, "you're 
dead wrong. Besides, we'd have to 
catch Boston Charlie before we could 
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prove a case..And we can't catch him. 
We've, been trying to find him for 
eight months," he added ruefully, 
"and there isn't a copper on the force 
who can even, guess at where he's 
hiding out." -

The chief growled: "Listen, Boston 
Charlie got, out of Raising Prison 
eight months'^ago. Before he was 
freed, he bragged to a cellmate that 
he had two hide-outs in this town 
where nobody could find him. Told 
the cellmate-^ that with a line-up 
like that he. could get- away with-
murder —" 

"But that's just an expression, a 
piece of slang!" Jim Edwards shouted 
it in his exasperation. "Boston Charlie 
couldn't have pulled this job." 

' "Why not?", .- ' . 
"Because Bo Davis did it and I can 

prove it." 
; ,''Well, my theory—" ' 

"Whatever'it is, it's wrong. Chief, 
it'll make a joke out of this depart
ment..Ruin us. The papers are already 

- riding us hard enough because we 
can't find Boston Charlie for thosc-
other jobs. What will happen if we 
try to hang this triple murder on him? 
They'll burn us up!" 

"I'ye thought about that. But the 
. statement stands." . ' , 

Jim Edwards turned wearily away,' 
only to return.. 

"Chief;" he begged, "I know 
you've made some swell stabs in.the 
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dark. But on this you're plain 
whacky. Look at it from a common-
sense angle. Boston Charlie, is prob
ably only paying twenty-five or thirty 
bucks a day for his hideout; after all, 
it only means three months in jail for 
covering a guy like him. But murder's 
different,, and everybody in the un
derworld knows it's ten years in this 
state for anybody .who harbors a 
known murderer. What happens.? 
Instead of a reasonable fee, Boston 
Charlie would find himself charged a 
hundred and fifty — two hundred 
smackers a day, rriaybe niore. Does it 
add up that Boston Charlie, who's 
accustomed to making big dough in 
well-cased hauls, would deliberately 
do something that's going to cost 
him dough by the bale? Especially 
when this murder only netted about 
six hundred dollars.? I'm asking you.? 
Does it add up.?" 

The chief swung about in his big 
chair. ' (' 

"Think I want to tip off a sure bet 
like Bo Davis, so he can run away 
from me?" he asked. Then, in a final 
appeal: "Chief; ask any of Boston 
Charlie's cellmates at Raising and 
they'll tell you that it's almost a 
mania with Charlie never to do 
anything that would even put him in 
the shadow of the condemned cell. 
Don't take my word for it; ask 'em!" 

"Yeah?" the chief turned to a 
mass of routine papers. "I'm not 
interested in cellmates." 

"And besides, you can't fiiid him!" 
"I heard you say that before," 

snapped the chief. "We can't find 

him." Then: "Call in about three 
o'clock." 

"Okay." The homicide head said it 
without enthusiasm as he opened the 
door, there to stare at the group of 
reporters and cameramen who 'clus
tered the hallway. Hastily he waved 
them aside. "No statement!" he 
insisted. "You'll have to see the 
chief." 

Soon they were thick about the 
chief's desk. Slowly he eyed them.-
"Gentlemen," he said, "I do not 
intend to amphfy the statement I 
am about to make. I am going to hang 
this triple murder on a man you've 
heard of before — his name is Boston 
Charlie." 

Out of the tangled rush as newsmen 
ran for pressroom telephones the 
chief remembered one taunting sen
tence, flung by a hurrying reporter: 
"If you can find him!" 

The gibe pounded through the 
officer's head in a hated refrain as an 
hour, two hours, passed. An officer 
entered, placing the afternoon papers 
on the chief's desk. Speare whirled to 
them. First page after first page — 
all presented a sequence of ci-iticism. 
Feeble, impotent police had failed in 
their efforts to apprehend a man in 
lesser crimes, so now he had turned 
to fiendish murder! The chief's eyes 
caught the stabbing words of a 
front-page editorial. It called for his 
resignation. 

-Slowly he forced himself to read it. 
He turned to the inside pages of other , 
papers and found other opinions, all 
derogatory. One hinted at corruption. 
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All carried the plaint: "If the police 
had caught this man for his other' 
crimes, the city would not now have 
a slaughtering, blood-crazed Public 
Enemy Number One —" . • _ 

The chief began to pace the floor. 
Ten minutes went by, twerity. Sud
denly he whirled to the ringing of the 
telephone. A voice said:-"Don't try to 
trace this call, Chief, or I'll hang up." 

"You're safe. Go ahead and talk." 
"Okay. About a certain guy, I've 

just_seen him; done a favor for him 
now and then. He's about to get 
kicked out of his cover joint." 

"Yeah.? Why.?" 
"Double-crossed his landlord. Prom

ised he'd neyer pull anything raw — 
and look at tonight's papers. He says 
I've got to take him in ^̂— so I prom
ise; stallin', Qhief, long enough to 
get to a phone. I ain't riskin' ten 
years, no matter how much he denies 
it. Got a pencil.?" 

"Yes — go ahead." The chief wrote 

hurriedly. Then he hung up the 
telephone for' the comtnunicating 
system. The gleam of the hunt was 
in his eyes as he snapped'commands: 
"Notify detective department to 
provide officers for immediate raid 
at 1857 Despaines Street. Have prowl 
cars 18, 65, .87 and 36 proceed in 
readiness to support raid when we 

_ need them. Everyone to use extreme 
vigilance. It's Boston Charlie!" 

"Yes, sir!" came the excited an
swer. "When do we move in on him?" 

"When I get there. This is one 
mug I put-the rings on myself!" . 

Jerking open a drawer of his desk, 
he.pawed with one hand for handcuffs 

.and service revolver as with the 
other he lifted the- receiver of- the 
insistent telephone. 

"Chief Speare speaking!" Theii he 
grinned. "Oh, you, Edwards.? Just in 
titne. Pick up Bo Davis any time you 

' feel like it. Yeh, I said Bo Davis —• 
for that triple murder." 



MISTRESS OF MANHUNTING 

It was-Howard Hay craft who called Mary Roberts 
Rinehart "the unquestioned dean of crime writing 
by and for women," and it was Mr. Haycrafttoo who 
warned that while Mrs. Rinehart is usually thought 
of as a "woman's author" numerous men read 
her stories avidly and without apology. All of 
which is.true: Mary Roberts Rinehart, author of 
THE CIRCULAR STAIRCASE, MISS PINKERTON, THE 
ALBUM, and many other boo\s including the hilarious 
ones about that intrepid spinster who so enlivens 

the pages of "The Saturday Evening Ppst," the one and only Tish, is the 
grand lady of the American detective story, our senior Mistress of Man-
hunting . . . Perhaps "you failed to read an interesting anecdote about 
Mary Roberts Rinehart in the June jo , ig^^j issue of "Time": it told how 
Mrs. Rinehart,. at the age of seventy, participated in a crime situation 
which she herself might have imagined. The scene occurred in the library 
of Mrs. Rinehart" s 24-room mansion in fashionable Bar Harbor — before 
the house was burned to the ground in.the recent holocaust of forest fires 
that swept through Maine. Mrs. Rinehart"s chef, who had been in her em
ploy a quarter of a century, entered the library coatless and wild-eyed. 

"Where is your coat?" asl^d Mrs. Rinehart. 
"Here it is," replied the chef, and produced a gun from his hip poc\et. 

The chef aimed the gun at Mrs. Rinehart and pulled the trigger. Fortu
nately, the gun misfired, but at the sound of the ominous clicks Mrs.,Rine
hart screamed, ran for the butler's pantry, and grabbed the telephone ex
tension. The chef followed, still shooting, and still misfiring. Mrs. Rinehart 
stood there petrified — like one of her own heroines — until the chauffeur 
rushed in, grappled with the chef, and disarmed him. Eventually the police 
arrived, and that night, in his jail cell, the chef hanged himself. To this day 
no one, including Mrs. Rinehart herself, has been able to figure out a mo
tive for the attacl{. But you can bet all the clues in Detective Town that the 
next time Mary Roberts Rinehart describes such a scene, it will be in terms 
of star\ and utterly convincing realism. 

Mrs. Rinehart is generally acknoivledged as the founder of the so-called 
"Had-I-But-Known School." Also, to quote Mr. Haycraft again, she 
represents "the quintessence of the romantic mood" in the literature of de
tection. Bui the story we bring you is not an example of the Mary Roberts 
Rinehart "formula": rather, it is a tale which illustrates the intensely 
realistic quality of Mary Roberts Rinehart"s more unconventional worl{ 
— a tale of a man with animal instincts and a dog with human instincts, 
a tale of psychological warfare between a rrian and a dog. , 
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THE DOG IN THE ORCHARD 

' by MARY ROBERTS RINEHART / 

THE MA'NT was sitting on the porch 
of the farmhouse. He sat very 

still, a rifle across his knee, his eyes 
fixed on the orchard and the wheat 
field beyond it. 

The day had been hot. For hours he 
had watched the heat rising in shim
mering waves from the dirt road that 
led into the farm. Now, however, it 
was cooler. A slight breeze ruffled the Looks half starved, he thought. Queer. 

drinking when he heard the car. He 
stood tense; then, abaridoning all 
caution, he loped eagerly toward it, 
and the man inside saw him. 

"Hello, Rags," he called. "How are 
you.?" 

But the dog shrank back at the 
sound of his voice, and as he retreated, 
the man looked after him curiously. 

dust which lay thick everywhere, and 
moving carefully, .he got out a ban
danna handkerchief and dried his face. 

In" the wheat field beyond .the 
orchard the dog raised his head with 
equal caution. He'was panting heav
ily. He wanted water badly, but his 
eyes were on the figure on the porch. 
He knew now that it was dangerous 
to go to the creek or the horse trough. 
There was a nick out of one ear where 
a bullet had just touched him, and flies 
biizzed around it constantly. He could 
wait until dark. With the patience of 
his kind, he closed his eyes and slept. 

It was twilight when he got to his 
feet. He had heard the slam of the 
screen door, and he'knew what that 
meant. But even then he was wary. 
He stood, his.eyes fixed on the house. 
So he remained for some time. Then 
at last, crouching low, he moved to the 
creek and drank. Thus revealed, he 
was gaunt to the point of starvation, 
his coat drab and dry. He was still 

I always thought Nellie was crazy 
about him.. 

He stopped the car in front of the 
house and got out. There was a lighted 
lamp inside, and someone was moving 
about. He got out and clumped up 
the steps. • . -

"Hi, Foster!" he called, ' 'Got a 
minute or two?" 

There was a silence. Then the man 
came to the door.-He looked uneasy. 

. "I'm getting my supper," he 'said." 
"What ' s wrong, sheriff?". 

"Nothing wrong. Just mending my 
political fences. Election soon." 
. "Well, I'm for you. You know 
that." 

He moved aside unwillingly," and-
the sheriff camie in. He knew the 
house well. It was the usual farmhouse 
of the district, and Nelhe Foster kept 
it immaculate. It was untidy now, 
however. The kitchen sink was piled 
with dishes. 

The sheriff.lboked siirprised. "Nel-
From "Familiar Faces: Stories of People You Know." Copyright ig40, ig^i, by Mary Roberts 
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lie sick?" he asked, 
"Nope. Gone to her mother's." 
"Where's that?" 
"Indiana," said Foster. "Old lady's 

not well. She's been gone a week 
now." 

"Looks like it's time _ she came" 
back," said the sheriff, grinning. 
"That dog of hers looks it, too. Why 
don't you feed him once in a while?" 

Foster was working at the stove. He 
was a big man, handsome after a 
fashion, but now slovenly arid un
kempt. He kept his back to the 
sheriff, 

"Damn thing won't come near me," 
he said. "I kicked him once, and he 
didn't like it. Anyhow, he was her 
dog, not mine." He added grudgingly, 
"How about supper? I'm going to fry 
some eggs." 

"Fine. I'll wash first." , 
The sheriff went out onto the back 

porch. There was a tin basin there, a 
pail of water and a ladle. He poured 
out some water and washed, drymg 
his hands on a dirty roller towel and 
glancing about him as he did so. Cer
tainly the place needed Nellie, with 
her active body and cheerful face. But 
he remembered that lately she had 
not been so cheerful, and that there 
had been some talk about Foster and 
the Burford girl on the next farm — 
a plump and brazen creature with an 
eye out for a man. Any man.. 

He shrugged that off. Foster was a 
solid citizen,, a successful farmer. He 
had his feet on the ground, all right. 

Nevertheless, the sheriff watched. 
Foster surreptitiously as he moved 

around the kitchen. He might fall for 
a girl. He wasn't old. Not oyer forty; 
and the Burford girl had a way with 

"her, ' -
while Foster fried the eggs, the 

sheriff poured his own coffee. Sitting 
at the table'waiting, he saw the rifle in 
a corner and eyed it with surprise. 

"What's the gun for?" he asked. 
"Didn't know you had one." 

"Bought it a year or two back," 
said Foster. "Weasels got after the 
chickens." 

The two men ate companionably 
enough. Mostly the sheriff talked. It 
was in the middle of an anecdote that 
the. dog barked in the orchard '— a 
bark that ended in a long blood
curdling wail. Foster stiffened, and 
the sheriff saw it. 

"What's the matter?" he asked. 
"Is that Rags?" 

"Yep. He does it now and then. 
Someday I'll shoot him if he keeps it 
up. Damned nuisance." 

"Better not do that.. He's Nellie's 
dog. She'd have a fit." 
' • But the sound continued. Out in 

' the orchard the dog was standing, his 
• long tragic face pointed to the sky. 

But he was weak from hunger, and 
gradually the sounds died away. He 
lay down on- the ground, and inside 
the house the sheriff watched the 
sweat' gather on the backs of Foster's 
hands. 

"How long's that been going on?" 
he asked. "It doesn't sound hke Rags. 
He was a quiet dog." -

Foster rose and picked up the 
plates. "Since Nellie left, mostly. He 
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misses her,.I guess. Want some more 
coffee?" . • : . .. 

- "No, thanks. I'd better be mov-
ing." 

But the sheriff was thoughtful as he 
drove back to town, and as he got 
ready for bed that.night he spoke to 
his wife. '. 

"Saw Foster this evening," he said. 
"He says Nellie's gone to visit her 
mother." 

"Then that's why she wasn't at 
church last Sunday. I wondered." 

"Where is the mother.?" he asked. 
"What part of the country.?" ^ -
: "Indiana, I think. Why.?" - . 

Well, that was all right. He was 
probably only making a fool of him
self. He finished undressing, went to 
bed and to sleep. 

Out at the farm, .however, there 
was no sleep. The dog saw to that. He 
stood in the orchard and bayed his 
grief and lonehness to the sky. At last, 
in a frenzy, Foster picked up the gun 
and .went after him. It was hopeless, 
of course. The dog was not there, and 
with an oath the man went back to 
the house, to lie awake waiting for 
the sound once more. 

In the" past week it had been like 
that, as though it were a game be
tween the two, inan and dog; the dog 
winning at night; the man winning by 
day. But the advantage lay with the 
dog. At-intervals he slept. The man 
could not, and he was desperate for 
sleep. He would doze on the porch, his 
rifle across his knees, waking with a 
jerk to find his body bathed in sweat 
and the gun on the floor. 

^35: 

He did not work on the day follow
ing the sheriff's visit, and .that night 
after dark he met the Burford girl 
out by the barn. She Vyas a.big girl, 
handsome and frankly lustful. She put. 
her arms around him, but he was 
unresponsive. 

"What's the matter with you?" 
"Nothing. I couldn't meet you last 

night. The sheriff was here." 
- - She eyed him. "The sheriff? What 
did he want.?" 

"Nothing much. Election's coming 
soon.- But he heard that damned 
dog." \ 

"Why-don't you poison him.? I've 
said all along he'd make trouble." 

"He's too smart for that. I've tried 
it. He won't eat around the place. 
Anyhow-the sheriff saw him. He 
might ask questions. Well,- let's for
get it." He pulled her to him and. 
kissed her roughly. "Listen," he said. 
"I'm going to sell this place and get 
out. You'll come along, won't you?" 

"Sure:" But there was no convic
tion in her voice, and he pushed her-
away. 

"You'll come, all right," he told 
her grimly. 

It rained the next two days. The 
dbg lay in the field and shivered. And 
on the third day the sheriff went into 
the store which was the local post 
office. He asked for his mail and 
chatted with the postrnistress. . , 

"Hear Nellie Foster's gone away," 
he said idly. "Out,to Indiana." 

"That so.?-When did she go?" . 
"A week or so ago. Don't tell-me 

Nellie hasn't! written to Foster!" 
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"I don't remember any mail for 
him. I don't think he's been in this 
week." 

"He can't be :very anxious about 
her." 

"He's pretty anxious about that 
girl- of Burford's. It beats me how a 
man with a wife will let a girl like that 
make a fool of him." 

"You sound pretty sure." 
"I am. sure. I've seen them to

gether." 
That day the sheriff had a talk with 

his deputy. "Maybe I'm crazy, Joe; 
maybe I'm not. I just don't hke it. 
Nellie was a homekeeping woman, 
and a trip to Indiana would mean 
something to her. What does she do.? 
She doesn't call up anybody and say 
she's going. She just goes. It isn't 
natural." 

"Sure sounds queer," ' said the 
deputy. 

"I think Nellie's dog knows some
thing. And it's my.guess that Foster's 
out to kill him. He's got a gun. It 
might be a good idea to go out there 
and look around,anyhow." 

They went out through the rain 
that afternoon. The roads after they 
left the state highway were muddy, 
and Foster was evidently not expect
ing company;. As they turned in at his 
lane he was on the porch, and he had 
the rifle to his shoulder. He -fired 
before'he saw them. 

"For God's sake," said the deputy, 
"what's he doing.?" 

Then Foster saw.them, and his face 
went blank. He put down the gun 
and waited for them. 

, "What's the idea.?" asked the sher
iff, as he stopped the car. "Getting 
ready to go to war?" 

"There's no law against my shoot
ing rabbits, is there?" 

"Weasels and rabbits. You seem to 
have a' lot. of varmints around here, 
Foster." 

The sheriff Tgot out of the car, and 
the deputy followed. They climbed 
the steps, while Foster watched them 
with suspicious, bloodshot eyes. He 
had not shaved, and he had been 
drinking. Not much. He. was still 
wary. 
:, "What.do you fellows want?"'he 
demanded. , 

"Well, I've got an errand, if you're 
agreeable. I told my wife about Rag's 
missing Nellie, and she said she'd hke 
to keep him for a while." 

Foster .shrugged. "You can have 
him if you can catch him. He's gone 
plumb wild. Most ornery dog I ever 
saw. Won't even eat." 

'Where is he.?" 
"He lies down in the wheat field 

a lot." 
"Well, I'll try," said the sheriff. He 

turned to go, then stopped. "Better 
get a hcensefor that gun, Foster. You 
might get into trouble." 

They left him there, gazing after 
them. Let them get the dog if they 
could. He needed sleep. All he asked 
was a chance to sleep. He rubbed his 

• bloodshot eyes and sat down heav-
ily . . . . 

The two men moved toward the 
wheat field. Now and then the sheriff 
whistled, and called,-but there was no 
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response. The dog had learned strat
egy. He was crawling away on his 
belly, his head low, following the fur
row so that no ripple of the grain be
trayed him. Finally he reacheid a cul
vert under the road and lay there, 
shivering in the water. 

The sheriff also knew strategy. He 
spoke cautiously to the deputy. "Take 
a good look around, Joe," he said. "Go 
over to the orchard and whistle. 
That's where the dog howled from. 
And look at the ground. See if it's 
been disturbed any. I'll go on to the 
field." 

He called again, "Here, Rags. Good 
dog. Come on, Rags." 

But the dog lay under the culvert, 
motionless.' He was still there when 
the two men drove back to town. 

The deputy was talkative. "I didn't 
see anything," he said. "But there's 
something up. The place looks like 
Foster hasn't done a lick of work on 
it for a week. What is it, anyhow.? Mrs. 
Foster have insurance?" 

"He couldn't collect without a 
body. That girl of Burford's, most 
likely. They've been seen together." 

"What about the dog? Did you 
want him?" 

"I had an idea he could tell me a 
thing or two if I could get him. Un
less Foster gets him first." 

The sheriff dropped Joe in town and 
drove forty miles to the railroad junc
tion. Here he questioned the men in 
the ticket office and around the sta
tion, but without result. A ticket for 
a woman going to Indiana. Well, 
where in Indiana? The sheriff didn't 

^n 
know. To ask Foster would make him 
suspicious, so at last the sheriff drove 
home, depressed and uneasy. 

But Foster was already suspicious. 
He saw the girl that,night and told 
her about the sheriff's visit. "What's 
bringing him around?" he said an
grily. "He didn't want that dog. Hell, 
that wife of his wouldn't have a dog 
on the place.'-' ' , _ -

"So what? Shoot him and ,bury 
him." 

"The sheriff knows he's here. I 
can't kill him. Don't be a damned 
fool" 

His tone was rough. Already his 
feeling for the girl was changing. She 
both drew him and repelled him. If it 
hadn't been for her, he would be 
sleeping at night, able to eat. But he 

~ needed comfort that night. He tried 
to kiss her, but just then they heard 
the familiar bark ending in a wail. The 
girl drew back and shuddered. 

The next day, in his' office, the 
sheriff spent some time in thought. 
He had. nothing but a vague suspi-

, cion. Nellie Foster might be safe 
enough. But there was that picture of 
Foster, glaring at the dog with blood
shot eyes over the sights of his gun. 
There was, too, the entire moral and 
physical disintegration of the man. 
Something had caused it. But what? 

The sheriff had one line to follow. 
How had Nellie got the message about , 
her mother? The farm had no tele
phone, so it had come either by letter 
or by telegram. He went to the post 
office once more. There was'no tele
graph station in the village, and mes-
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sages were telephoned there frorn the 
junction. . 

This time, howeverr he went in his 
official capacity. "Just keep this 
quietr^-he'said.,"Nellie Foster'went ^ 
to Indiana bebause her mother .was . 
sick. Got any idea how she learned , 
that.? By letter or telegram.?" . 

The postmistress looked startled. 
"There's nothing wrong, is there.? 
About Nellie.?" 

"I don't know. It's a queer busi
ness." 

"She didn't get a telegram. She : 
• might have had a letter. She and her 
mother wrote pretty steady. There's 
just one thing:—maybe it doesn't 
mean anything." : 

"What is it.?" 
. "Foster's trying to sell his.farm." 

"The hell he is!" 
'"Matt Saunders has wanted it for a 

good while. Foster was in to see him 
today." ~ . • . 

The sheriff went away, thoughtful. 
So Foster was getting out. He didn't 
like the look of it. Yet when he met 
Matt Saunders on the street, the mat
ter seemed commonplace enough. 

"Hear you're thinking of buying 
the Foster place, Matt." -
-"Yeah. Been dickering for it for a 

couple of years." 
"And Foster's selling.". .. 

. "Looks like it. Nellie wants to be 
near her mother,., somewhere , out 
West." 

But-the sheriff was still not satisfied. 
That afternooii he sent for Joe and 
gave him some instructions: 

"Now, mind this," he said. "We're 

outside the law, and Foster can raise 
the devil if he sees you. Besides, I 
have an idea he's dangerous." 

" I l l be all right,",-.said Joe. 
~~"If he stays'in °the"house youlstay 
out." . ^ . ' 

"You bet!" said Joe fervently. 
• But Foster did not stay in the house 

that night. At dusk the dog had com
menced once more its mournful wail, 
and when Foster met the girl at the 
barn he did not even embrace her. 
He stood off, red-eyed and unkempt, 
and his voice was hoarse with rage and 
fear". - ' " 

"You got_me into, this," he said 
brutally. "Now, get me out. Listen to 
that! There must be some way to get 
him. He might let a woman get near 
him." -

She nodded. "He might. He might 
think I was Nellie. See here, get me 
some of her clothes r— things she's -
worn — and sortie shoes and stockings. 
And you'd better bring meat and a 
rope."" • . - -

It seemed a sound plan. Foster felt 
more cheerful'as he went back to his 
house. The weather had cleared, and 
the moon was out. " 

He never saw Joe, hidden in Nellie^s 
room, because, as Foster started up the 
stairs, the deputy slid out the window 
and dropped lightly to the ground. 
But Foster was beyond fear or suspi
cion that night. His only thought was 
the dog./Nevertheless, as he mounted 
the stairs he was trembling, and in the 
bedroom, groping in the clothes closet, 
he made small whimpering noises, 
strange from_,his big body. 



THE DOG IN THE ORCHARD 

But the .instinct for self-preserva
tion was strong. He found what he 
warited, and went downstairs. The 
girl was on the porch. She had slipped 
off most of her clothing, and the 
moonlight made her flesh gleam white 
and desirable. But he did not so rhuch 
as look at her. All at once he hated 
her white body, and suddenly it oc
curred to him that she hated him, too; 
that only one thing united them now, 
and that was fear. 

"Where's the meat.?" 
"I'll get it." . , .., " 
"Well, hurry, you fool. I can't stay; 

out all night." . 
She was dressed in Nellie's clothes 

when he came back, and she took the 
pan of meat without a word. 

The dog was lying in the familiar 
spot in the orchard. He-was very 
weak. He breathed shallowly, his dull 
eyes closing, then opening with a jerk. 
But his ears were alert, and his sensi
tive nose. It was his nose that told 
him first. Meat, of course, but some-

- thing else, too. He staggered to his 
feet and stood trembling violently. 
She was coming. She was coming at 
last. With a low whimper he ran to 
her. 

"All right," called the girl. "I've 
got him." . 

He made no protest, save when 
Foster came near. Then he showed 
his teeth. Tied and locked in the 
barn, he wolfed down his food, and 
afterwards he.slept. But there was no 
hope in him, and once in the night he 
howled again. Foster, lying awake, 
heard him and swore. 

139 
• It.was morning when Joe reported 

to the sheriff. He looked pleased with 
himself. " . . 

"Get in.?" asked the sherifi. 
Joe nodded. "Looks like the story's 

straight, all right," he said. "Foster 
nearly caught me, at that. But Ihad 
time to look around.,Her clothes are 
gone, except the stufl"Nshe worked in." 

The sheriff grunted. "Either the 
story's straight, or he's smarter than I 
thought he was." 

Joe grinned. "Well, he wasn't .so 
smart, at that," he said. "Look at 
this." 

He held out his hand, and in it was 
a plain gold wedding ring. 

"In the pocket of an apron," he 
said. "Like she took it off when she 
was working. Ain't likely a woman 
would go on a visit and leave a thing 
like that." 

"No," said the sheriff soberly. 
"No." 

Once more he got into his car and 
drove out to the farm. Already the 
atmosphere of the place had subtly 
changed, and so had Foster. He had 
shaved and put on a fresh shirt, and 
the porch had been swept.' When the 
sheriff arrived, he was repairing the 
chicken-yard fence, and he looked 
himself again. 

"Thought I'dmake another try for 
Rags," the sheriff said. "He kinda 
worries me. That is, unless Nellie's 
coming back soon." , 

Foster shrugged. "I don't expect 
her. Her mother's pretty sick." 

"You've heard-froih her, then?" ' 
"Yeah. Had a letter a day or two 



140 E L L E R Y , Q U E E N S MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

ago. She won't be back for a^while." 
"Then I'd better see about the 

dog.',':-
"Dog's gone," said Foster. "I gave 

him'tcTthat girl of'Burford'sr'She was"^ 
going to visit some relatives over in 
Carter County, and she said they'd 
take him. Left this morning." 

The sheriff looked at him. "I think 
you're lying, Foster," he said. "You . 
haven't heard from NeUie, and you've 
been trying to kill Rags for a week-or 
more.^Vhy.?" 

"He was a damned nuisance, that's 
why!" 

"Where's Nellie, Foster.?" 
"I've told you where she is. You 

crazy with the heat or what.?" 
"Where is she? I mean, what town. 

- What part of Indiana.?" 
Foster looked at the hatchet'in his 

hand, then put it down and straight-, 
ened. "Now, get this and get it right,_ 
sheriff," he said. "I'm having no inter
ference with my affairs. For a man. 
running for re-election, you're making 
a fool of yourself for nothing. What 
business is it of yours where my .wife 
is, or my dog either.? Now, get the hell 
out of here. I've got work to do." . 

The sheriff, reflected ruefully on • 
that as he.drove back to town. It was 
true. Nellie might be in Indiana. She 
might even have forgotten her wed
ding ring. All he really had was Fos
ter's lie about the letter and a dog 
howhng in the night; and now even 
the dog was gone .,-. . 

Certainly the dog was goiie. .Early 
in the morning the girl-had led him. 
out to her car and tied him in the 

back. But there was no fight left in 
him. He' lay where she placed him, 
hardly moving through the long 
hours. 

— T h e girl;—on the -contrary, * was v^ 
cheerful. She felt that she had escaped, 
catastrophe by her own shrewdness. 
When she thought of Foster, she 
laughed out of sheer rehef. 

The dumb fool, she thought. It's the 
women who have the brains. 

She stayed the night at her cousin's 
farm. The dog stood by while they 
looked at him, his head drooping, his 
tail- between his legs. When the chil
dren fed him he ate, but only once 
did he show any emotion whatever. 
That.was when the.girl was starting • 
back the next morning.-

"Well, good-bye. Rags," she said. 
"Be a good dog, won't yoii?" 

Sheleaned down to touch him, and 
he snarled and showed his teeth. 

"Gosh!" she said. "I don't believe 
:he likes me." 

The dog was quiet enough after she 
had gone. The children petted him, 
and he was gentle with them. But he 
lay most of the time "in his kennel, 
sleeping and eating. Now and then he 
moved outside, as though to test his 
legs. The rope which tied him was 
long. He would walk a bit, go back" 
and sleep again. At the end of three 
diLys he looked better.: his coat had 
improved; his eyes were clear. And 
that night he started to free himself. . 

It took him a long time, for the rope 
was tough; but before dawn he-was 
free. He moved out of' the kennel, -
shook himself and started for home. . 
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Meanwhile, the sheriif had reached 
an impasse. Nellie had been a reticent 
woman. His guarded inquiries re
vealed no one in town who knew 
where her mother lived. And then 
one day his case, such as it was, blew 
up entirely. 

Foster received a letter from Indi
ana. 

"It was from Indiana, all right," 
said the postmistress. "I couldn't 
make out the town. He didn't give 
me time to look at it." 

"He was here, was he.'"' 
"He was waiting for me to sort the 

mail. He's been in every morning for 
three or four days." , 

"Would you know Nellie's writ-
ing?" 

"No, but it looked hke a woman 
wrote it." 

The sheriff went back to the office 
and taking out the wedding ring, laid 
it on his desk. It was still there when 
the door opened and Foster came in. 
He looked well, and he was carefully 
dressed. 

"Just thought I'd drop in," he 
said. "You and I haven't been too 
friendly, but I guess that was my 
fault." . 

"Understand you're getting out." 
- "Yes. Sold the farm yesterday. I'll 
be off in' a day or two. Nellie likes it 
where she is. Anyhow, her mother's 
pretty old;" 

"Then you've heard from her?" 
"Got a letter today." 
Foster took it out of its envelope 

and gave it to the sheriff. It was 
what might be expected, rather stiff 
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and in a woman's hand, and after the 
sheriff read it he handed it back. 

"She doesn't say anything about 
her wedding ring, does she?" he asked. 

"Her wedding ring.? What about 
it.?" 

"I had an idea she forgot.it." 
. Foster looked uneasy. "Well, what 
if she did.?" he demanded angrily. 
"She forgot a lot of things. She always 
did." -

"This look like it.? It's got her ini
tials inside." 

Foster's face lost.its color as he saw 
the ring. "Where the hell did you get 
that.?" he shouted furiously. "If 
you've been in my house without a 
warrant I'll have the law on you." 

"I am the law around here," said 
the sheriff. "At least, until after elec
tion. Let's see the envelope of that 
letter." 

But Foster stamped out of the 
office, and the sheriff was ruefully 
aware that he had overplayed his 
hand. When Joe came in, he was pull
ing on his pipe, the ring still in front 
of him. 

"Foster's had a letter, Joe," he said. 
"From his wife.?" 
"From some woman. Maybe Nellie, 

maybe not. Ever see the Burford ~ 
girl's handwriting, Joe.?" 

Joe blushed. "I had a note or two, 
'way back," he admitted. 

"Know it again.?" 
"I may have a letter around some

where," said Joe uncomfortably. 
"I'd like to see it. None of my busi

ness what it's about. 'Think you can 
find i t . ? " ' 
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. "I'll go home and look." 
An hour later the sheriff sat with 

the letter before him and a deep con- ^ 
^'iction in^hisininduTlieBurford girL 
had written Foster's letter; it had 
gone to someone in Indiana in another 
envelope and been sent back by re
quest. The sheriff had another con
viction too:, that Nelhe. Foster was 
dead and buried somewhere on the 
farm. But where.'' He could, not dig 
over a hundred and sixty acres. He 
probably had no right to dig at all, 
without more of a case than he Ead; 
and Foster was leaving. In a day or 
two-he would be gone. 

If only he had the dog! He grunted. 
The dog was probably dead, too. 

But the dog was not dead. He was 
not only alive — he_was on his way 
horne. It was now, although neither 
knew it, a race-between Foster and 
himself between dog and man; the 
man to close up his affairs and escape, 
the dog to prevent that escape;-the 
man living in terror, the dog living 
by sheer determination. But the dog 
had instinct, the man only his wits. 

It was a long distance, and the dbg 
was wary. He traveled mostly by 
night, resting during the day; but his 
roiite was as direct as. a homing 
pigeon's.-.,By what miracle he foiind 
his way, no one would ever know. _ 

But find it he did. On the night 
""before Foster was to leave, Joe came , 
into the sheriff's office. The sheriff-
was sitting there, his feet on his desk. 

"Well, I'd better be going home," 
he said. "No use sitting here worry-

~ing.'' 

"Nothing doing, eh.?" 
"Nothing. Maybe I'm getting too 

old for this job." 
J o e madeready to follow him. Then 

he remembered something7"Say," he 
said, "if I didn't know that dog of 
Foster's was a hundred miles from 
here, I'd say I'd seen him tonight." 

"Rags.? You saw Rags.?" 
; "Well, I don't know him well. -
Looked Uke him, though. He was 
heading for Foster's place, and he was 
about all in." 

The sheriff reached into the. drawer 
of his desk and took out an automatic. 
"Maybe I'm crazy with the heat, as 
Foster says," he observed. "Again, 
maybe I'm not. But I think that, dog 
was Rags, and if it was, T'm damned 
sure I know where he was going. Bet
ter cotne along." 

They drove out by the country 
road. It was a moonlit night, and a 
mile or so this side of Fqster's, they 
overtook the dog. He was moving 
along, his head and tail drooping, his 
whole body showing exhaustion. The 
men got out of the car and followed 
him on foot. They were only a few 
yards behind him when he turned into 
Foster's lane. But he did not go to the: 
house. 

•He went directly to the orchard, 
and once more lifted his long tragic j 
face to the sky and sent out his heart- ' 
broken.cry. The two men listened, 
their lierves strung taut. The wail 
ended, the dog began to scratch at the 
earth. He scratched furiously, and Joe 
caught the sheriff's arm. ( 

"Do you suppose she's been buried 
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there?" he whispered., 
"I'm afraid so, poor woman'." 
The sheriff started toward the 

house, Joe following him. When they 
were close by, Foster flung open the 
door, but he did not see the two men. 
He stood staring toward the orchard, 
and as the dog wailed again he made a 
strange gesture, as of a man defeated. 
Then he went back into the house and 
slammed the door. The sheriff leaped 
for the porch. 

He got there just too late. A^shot 
rang out inside, and when they 
entered, Foster was lying dead on. the 
floor. 

M3 
Hours later, when Nellie Foster's 

body had been found in the orchard 
and taken away, the sheriff climbed 
wearily into his car. Joe drove, and 
the sheriff sat back, his eyes closed, 
while at his feet Rags slept the sleep' 
of exhaustion. They were almost home 
when he spoke. 

"You know, son, it's a funny thing 
about Foster. He wasn't fighting the 
law. He thought he had the law beat 
a mile. What he was fighting was this 
dog." 

"And the dog won," said Joe. 
"Yes," said the sheriff. "The dog 

won." 
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Itjs an established fact that most dyed-in-the-blood fans have a secret yen to 
write detective stories themselves. Why not give them a chance:? 

No sooner suggested than done! Here's your golden opportunity to become 
a writer:— golden to the tune of $100.00 in cash! All you have to do is write 
a short-short story — only three pages of manuscript! — about this month's 
cover. Foirthe best story submitted we will pay $100.00 — and print the 
story inEQMM! . ^ • ~ 

Here are the simple rules: , ' / 
(i) The plot of your story must tied in closely with this month's cover. 
(2) Your story must not exceed i ,000 words. -• 
(3) The prize-winning story will be judged on the basis of aptness to the 

cover, ingenuity of plot, and smoothness of expression. The editorial staff of 
EQMM will serve as judges and their decision will be accepted as final; in 
ease of ties, however, duplicate prizes will be awarded. 

(4)^ Your entry must be postmarked no later than March ,19, 1948 and the 
winning story will be published in our June issue, on sale M^y 7> 1948. 

(5) No entries will be returned. ' • 
(6) The contest is open to everybody except employees of this publishing 

house and their relatives. 
And one last condition, which .is more a request than a.rule: 
(7) We ask all professional writers to please refrain froni making sub

missions —̂  their training and experience would give them too great an 
advantage. This contest is planned for amateur writers — for the detective-
story fans to whorri we all oweso much. Give them a chance to win! 

Mail your story to: Ellery Queen's Cover Contest 
570 Lexington Avenue 
New York 22, N. Y. , 
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Continued from back cover 

FREE/ 3 Perry Mason Mystery Books! 
IN REGULAR PUBLISHER'S EDITION-A $ 6 ^ VALUE! 

"t^^?j!?V?!S^?*«55 

Why Does the Detective Book Club Make This Unusual Offer? ^ 

HERE is the most extraordinary offer ever made to 
mystery fans! Yours FREE-^THREE full-length 

books featuring the fast-talking, faster-acting, razor-
keen Perry Mason, the most popular detective who 
ever cornered a murderer. His creator, Erie Stanley 
Gardner, is the biggest selling detective story writer 
in the world. 

I These THREE great Perry Mason masterpieces 
jcome to you FREE —as a membership gift from the 
Detective Book Club. We make this astounding offer 
— an offer so unusual it may never be repeated —in 
order to introduce you to the many advantages of 
belonging to the Club. 

How This Club Brings You the Best 
NBW Myiteries 

About 300 new detective books are published every 
year. You can't read them all. It's hard to find the 
best. But a mystery by Erie Stanley Gardner, Ellery 
Queen, Mignon G. Eberhart, or Agatha Christie is 
sure to be good. ALL OF THESE, and many other 
famous writers have had their books selected by the 
Detective Book Club. Many are members themselves! 

Club seleaions are ALL newly published books. 
As a member, you get three of them in one handsome 
volume (al least a $6.00 value) for only $1.89. You 
do not have to take a volume every month—you may 
accept as few as four during the year and still save 
two-thirds the usual price on those you buy. 

You En/oy These Five A d v a n t a g e s 

i (1) Every month you are offered the cream of fine, 

brand-new detective books — by 
best authors. (2) You save two-
thirds usual cost. (3) You do N O T 
have to accept every monthly 
triple-volume selection. (4) Your 
books are fresh, clean, unopened-
delivered to your door. (5) You 
receive volumes so well printed, 
so handsomely bound; that month, 
by month they grow into an at
tractive lifetime library you'll be 
proud to own. . 

Mail Coupon NOW 
for Your 3 free Books 

Accept your FREE.'copies of-these 
three Perry Mason mysteries NOW! 
Your acceptance of these books, as a. 
membership gift from the Club, will 
not obligate you to take every month's 
three-in-one selection. You may take as few as four triple-
volumes each year you, are a member. You may cancel 
membership whenever you wish. A description of the next 
month's selections will be sent to you with each month's 
triple-volume, and you may reject in advance any volume 
not wanted; 

SEND NO MONEY! Simply mail coupon promptly 
and receive your THREl^ membership gift books FREE— 
'and receive, in addition, the current triple-volume con
taining three more complete new detective books! Ad--
dress the coupon NOW to: 

DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB 
One Park A v e n u e , N e w York "itt, N e w York 

MAIL 
THIS CARD 

NOW 

NO POSTAGE 
NEEDED 

j FREE —Three Perry Mason Mystery Novels 

I 
I 

16 

EU 
Wal ter J. Black, President 
DETECTIVE B O O K CLUB 
One Park Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 

Please enroll me as a member and send me, FREE, in regular publisher's editions, the 
"THREE Perry Mason mystery novels pictured on this page. In addition, send me the 
current triple-volume of the month, which contains three other complete new detective 
books. 

This does not obligate me to take every monthly triple-volume during the next 12 
months. I may take as few as four during this period, if I so wish. 

I will receive an advance descriprion of all forthcoming selections and may reject in 
advance any volume I do not wish to own. I need send no money now, but for each 
volume I do accept I will send only J 1.89. plus a few cents mailing charges, as com
plete payment, within one week after I receive it. {Books shipped.in V. S. A. only.) 

MR. ) 
MRS. \ . 
MISS ) Please Print Plainly ^ 

ADDRESS-. • 

CITY_ 
Zone No, 

(if any):^_ 



'/^tif^y 
By the "Undisputed King of Mystery Writer 

mm^ wmmi^ 
An Offer So Unusiial It May Never Be Repeated A| 

J IMAGINE! Yours FREE-THRE. 
.fling, full-length Perry Mason m] 

novels by Erie Stanley Gardner! 
nights of reading thrills by the mai 
Sat. Eve Post calls "King of M} 
Writers." Each of these books is se 

for $2.50 or $2.00 today in the 
lar publisher's edition. Here 

triple feast of reading enjoy 
for every mystery fan.. An 

three books are yours—E 

The Case of fhe 

FAN-DANCER'S HORSE 

WHEN^ Mason finds a f^.n-
dancer^s costume—he adver

tises for the owner. But when gor
geous Cheri Chi-Chi turns up to 
claim it, she declares she has lost 
a wounded saddle horse! Then Per
ry's client steals his car —and is 
found burying a blood-spattered fan. 
"Murder" say the police—and hint 
Perry is an accomplice! 

"the Cas0 of the 

HALF-WAKENED WIFE 

IT'S night. You're aboard a 
yacht. Suddenly... a shot! Then 

.. ."Man Overbo-o-oard!" And you 
find yourself clutching a woman 
holding a gun—from which one shot 
has been fired! 

The lady is accused of murder. 
Mason, her lawyer, is the ONLY 
one who believes her innocent; So 
what does she do? She FIRES him! 

The Case of the 

CROOKED CANDLE 

AFIGURE lies on a blood
stained carpet aboard a boat 

aground in the bay. The tide goe* 
oiit. The boat keels over. The body 
rolls over and over, until' it slams' 
against the wall! 

The "corpse" jumps up—with a 
big grin! It's Mason—and he has 
just solved a case that rests on the 
curious clue of a candle! 
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