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GET HIM OUT OF THIS

The Problem of

by ERNEST DUDLEY

i L

the Octopus Room

The priceless Giles oil-
painting, “Sunset  at
Dawn,” has vanished
from millionaire oil-man
Derek Drillman’s lavish
Texas hacienda.Fearless,
quick - thinking ~ Snip
Carton, Insurance Agent,
is assigned to the case.
From the dying words
of a desert rat, he gets
the clue which leads him
to Paris on the trail
of the international fel-
on and smuggler, Pepi
L'Apache. In Paris, he
hurries to No. 13, Rue
Morgue, knocks three times, and asks
for his old fame and stool pigeon,
Frou-Frou. Frou-Frou is a dancer at
the Folies Rogue, but, unknown to
Snip, she has become Pepi L'Apache’s
newest amour. She overpowers Snip
Carton with her perfume and sends
for Pepi. Snip Carton recovers con-
sciousness to find himself dumped in
the sinister Octopus Room at the top
of No. 13, Rue Morgue. The room is
steel-lined, except for one wall which
consists of a glass tank containing a
monstrous, man-eating octopus. Poi-

ceping through

son-gas is alrea
gratings in the floor, and in the corner,
just to make sure, Pepi has left a
bomb. The fuse is burning—closer
and closer. . . .

So there’s Snip Carton, Insurance
Agent, in a steel-lined room of doom,
faced once again with a horrible
death—unless you Get Him Out Of
This! When—and if—you have solved
Snip Carton’s desperate problem, turn
to page 110 for the true story of how
our hero escaped.
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Solved by Ellery Queen?

A Big Slice of
YOUR
CHRISTMAS
SHOPPING
PROBLEM

0 need to buck Christmas crowds, or to take the lid off your
budget, in order to please the folks on your gift list.

Just jot down the name of every friend and relative who likes a good
mystery story. Then send each a subscription to the magazine that is
tops in its field — ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE!

HE best stories, new and old, of famous crime authors appear in every

issue — writers like Dashiell Hammett, Agatha Christie, Georges
Simenon, John Dickson Carr and Erle Stanley Gardner. Frequently, too,
ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE publishes the work of brilliant
newcomers, and our readers enjoy their stories long before other mys-
tery fans become aware of them. Still another treat that EQMM serves up
is tales by the literary great in other fields, whose crime classics Ellery
Queen has a genius for unearthing — by such writers as W. Somerset

Maugham, H. G. Wells, Mark Twain, James Hilton and Ernest Heming-
way.



PECIAL Christmas Gift Rates make EQMM a gift that is economical
S as well as distinctive — $4 for one subscription; only $3 for each
additional subscription. You save $1 on every subscription after the
first. By entering or renewing your own subscription now, you save a
dollar on that one, too!

REAT yourself . . . your friends . .. your family ... to twelve months
T of exciting, fast-paced, tales of suspense and detection. Fill in the
Gift Order Form below. But be sure to mail it TODAY, so that our
handsome gift card bearing your name will be certain to reach each
recipient before Christmas.
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One iption—$4.00 Two ipti $7.00 Each Additional Subseription—$3.00

S === —=CHRISTMAS GIFT ORDER FORM ===~ — =

ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE, 570 Loxinglon Avenve, New York 22, N. Y.
Please send a year's subscription as my gift to each of the following:
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Gilt Card: From
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Addrons
City, Zone, State.

Gift Cord From
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Adéro
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Git Card: From
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Gift Cerd: From

Your own wbscription may be included of the specicl gift rales. Pleae check Eclow.
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XMAS MARKS THE SPOT

Bennett Cerf, publisher, raconteur, bon-vivant, and the most jovial Joe
Miller of our times, told this Christmas chronicle in the ** Chicago Sunday
Tribune” of December 7, 1947:

*Twas the afternoon before Christmas (said the compiler of TRY AND
STOP ME and SHAKE WELL BEFORE UsiNG) and all through Random House
not a creature was stirring anything but a bowl of potent eggnog . . . The
last customer kad been sent packing (by the shipping department). The
bosses, the bookkeepers, the designers gathered happily around the festive

oard . .
Into this merry family group a stranger entered suddenly. It was an
author — a lady who wrote detective stories . . . I came 1o tell you the
plot of my new murder novel,” she said m'm[y 10 the three bosses, who
were genuflecting pretuily [this is a Christmas fantasy). **But don’t let me
disturb you all on Christmas Eve. My plot will wait — five minutes,
anyhow’’

The purposeful glance she threw in the direction of Doubleday's, down
the block, was not lost on the partners, who hurried the lady detective-story
writer to a private room and chorused: *“Tell us at once! We know it will
be wonderfu

“Well,” said the authoress with a sigh of contentment, “it starts with
the murder of a husband by his jealous wife. She lures him to the bridge
which spans a mighty river nearby, stabs him with a hatpin, and watches
his body disappear beneath the swirling waters with a satisfying plop. Then
she seeks sanctuary with her old mammy, twenty miles away. She has left
10 clue whatever. She thinks she is absolutely safe.”

The authoress paused, sipped some liquid refreshment, then continued :

““She has not reckoned, however, with Mother Nature. That very evening
there is a terrible flood. The mighty river rises, rises — and finally over-

fows its banks.”

The lady author paused again, this time for applause. But the publishers
looked even blanker than usual.

“What's the point?” ashed one finally.

“Don't you see, you silly oafs?” cried the authoress. “ This is the first
time in all the annals of detective fiction that the scene of the crime returns
10 the murderer!”

Our Christmas story this year comes from the talented typewriter of
Stanley Ellin, whose two previous tales in EOMM — “The Specialty of
the House” and “‘The Cat's-Paw” — were memorable murder-picces.
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“Peace on earth, good will toward men” is not the underlying theme of
Mr. Ellin’s work. As a matter of fact, Mr. Ellin’s third story reveals that
he has become increasingly interested in a certain basic idea. No, we won’t
tell you the nature of Mr. Ellin’s tec thesis — we leave you to discover

it for yourself . . .

Merry Christmas!

DEATH ON CHRISTMAS EVE
by STANLEY ELLIN

s a cuiLp I had been vastly im-
A pressed by the Boerum house.
It was fairly new then, and glossy; a
gigantic pile of Victorian rickrack,
fretwork, and stained glass flung to-
gether in such chaotic profusion that
it was hard to encompass in one glance.
Standing before it this carly Christ-
mas Eve, however, I could find no
ccho of that youthful impression.
The gloss was long since gone; wood-
work, glass, metal, all were merged
to a dreary gray, and the shades be-
hind the windows were drawn com-
pletely so that the house scemed to
present a dozen blindly staring eyes
to the passerby.

When I rapped my stick sharply on
the door, Celia opened it.

“There is a doorbell right at hand,”
she said. She was still wearing the
long outmoded and badly wrinkled
black dress she must have dragged
from her mother’s trunk, and she
looked, more than ever, the image of
old Katrin in her later years: the
scrawny body, the tightly compressed
lips, the colorless hair drawn back

hard enough to pull every wrinkle
out of her forchead. She reminded me
of a steel trap ready to snap down
on anyone who touched her incau-
tiously.

I said, “T am aware that the door-
bell has been disconnected, Celia,”
and walked past her into the hall-
way. Without turning my head, I
knew that she was glaring at me; then
she sniffed once, hard and dry, and
flung the door shut. Instantly we were
in a murky dimness that made the
smell of dry rot about me stick in
my throat. 1 fumbled for the wall
switch, but Celia said sharply, “Nol
This is not the time for lights.”

I turned to the white blur of her
face which was all T could see of her,
“Celia,” T said, “spare me the dra-
matics.”

“There has been a death in this
house. You know that.”

“I have good reason to,” I said,
“but your performance now does not
impress me.”

““She was my own brother’s wife,
She was very dear to me,”
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I took a step toward her in the
murk and rested my stick on her shoul-
der. “Celia,” I said, “‘as your family’s
lawyer, let me give you a word of
advice. The inquest is over and done
with, and you've been cleared. But
nobody believed a word of your pre-
cious sentiments then, and nobody
ever will. Keep that in mind, Celia.”

She jerked away so sharply that the
stick almost fell from my hand.
that what you have come to tell me?
she said.

Isaid, “I came because I knew your
brother would want to sce me today.
And if you don’t mind my saying so,
I suggest that you keep to yourself
while I talk to him. I don’t want any
scenes.”

“Then keep away from him your-
self!” she cried. “He was at the in-
quest. He saw them clear my name.
In a litte while he will forget the evil
he thinks of me. Keep away from him
so that he can forget.”

She was at her infuriating worst,
and to break the spell I started up the
dark stairway, one hand warily on
the balustrade. But I heard her follow
cagerly behind, and in some ecrie
way it seemed as if she were not ad-
dressing me, but answering the groan-
ing of the stairs under our feet.

“When he comes to me,” she said,
“I'will forgive him. At first I was not
sure, but now I know. I prayed for
guidance, and I was told that life is
too short for hatred. So when he
comes to me I will forgive him.”

I reached the head of the stairway
and almost went sprawling. I swore in

annoyance as I righted myself. «j¢
you're not going to usc lights, Celia
you should, at least, keep the way
clear. Why don’t you get that stuff
out of here?”

“Ah,” she said; “those are all poor
Jessic’s belongings. It hurts Charlic so
to see anything of hers, I knew this
would be the best thing to do — to
throw all her things out.”

Then a note of alarm entered her
voice. “But you won't tell Charlie,
will you? You won't tell him?” she
said, and kept repeating it on a higher
and higher note as I moved away
from her, so that when 1 entered
Charlie’s room and closed the door
behind me it almost sounded as if 1
had left a bat chittering behind me.

As in the rest of the house, the
shades in Charlic’s room were drawn
t0 their full length. But a single bulb
in the chandelier overhead dazzled me
momentarily, and I had to look twice
before I saw Charlic sprawled out on
his bed with an arm flung over his
eyes. Then he slowly came to his feet
and peered at me.

“Well,” he said at last, nodding
toward the door, *“she didn’t give you
any light to come up, did she?”

“No,” I said, “but I know the
way.”

“She’s like a mole,” he said. “Gets
around better in the dark than I
do in the light. She'd rather have it
that way too. Otherwise she might
look into a mirror and be scared of
what she sces there.”

“Yes,” 1 said, “she scems to be
taking it very hard.”
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He laughed short and sharp as a
sea-lion barking. “That’s because she’s
still got the fear in her. All you get out
of her now is how she loved Jessic,
and how sorry she is. Maybe she fig-
ures if she says it cnough, people
might get to believe it But give her
alittle time and she'll be the same old
Celia again.”

I dropped my hat and stick on the
bed and laid my overcoat beside
them. Then I drew out a cigar and
waited until he fumbled for a match
and helped me to a light. His hand
shook so violently that he had hard
going for a moment and muttered
angrily at himself. Then I slowly ex-
haled a cloud of smoke toward the
ceiling, and waited.

Charliec was Celia’s junior by five
years, but secing him then it struck
me that he looked a dozen years
older. His hair was the same pale
blond, almost colorless so that it was
hard to tell if it was graying or not.
But his cheeks wore a fine, silvery
stubble, and there were huge blue-
black pouches under his eyes. And
where Celia was braced against a rigid
and uncompromising backbone, Char-
lie sagged, standing or sitting, as if
he were on the verge of Lnllmg for-
ward. He stared at me and tugged
uncertainly at the limp mustache
that dropped past the corners of his
mouth.

“You know what I wanted to see
you about, don’t you"’ he sai

“I can imagine,” I said, “but Id
rather have you tell me.’

“T'll put it to you straight,” he

said. “It’s Celia. I want to sce her
get what's coming to her. Not jail.
I want the law to take her and kill
her, and I want to be there to watch
i

A large ash dropped to the floor,
and I ground it carefully into the rug
with my foot. I said, ““You were at
the inquest, Charlie; you saw what
happened. Celia’s cleared, and unless
additional evidence can be produced,
she stays cleared.”

“Evidence! My God, what more
evidence docs anyone nced! They
were arguing hammer and tongs at the
top of the stairs. Celia just grabbed
Jessic and threw her down to the bot-
tom and killed her. That's murder,
isn’t it? Just the same as if she used
a gun or poison or whatever she would
have used if the stairs weren't handy

I sat down wearily in the old leath-
erbound armchair there, and studied
the new ash that was forming on my
cigar. “Let me show it to you' from
the legal angle,” I said, and the mono-
tone of my voice must have made it
mund like a well memorized [ormulm
“irst, there were no witnesses.”

“I heard Jessie scream and I heard
her fall,”” he said doggedly, “and when
1 ran out and found her there, I heard
Celia slam her door shut right then.
She pushed Jessie and then scuttered
like a rat to be out of the way.”

“But you didn’t see anything. And
since Celia claims that she wasn't on
the scene, there were no witnesses.
In other words, Celia’s story cancels
out your story, and since you weren't
an cye witness you can't very \\'Cu
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make a murder out of what might
have been an accident.”

He slowly shook his head.

“You don’t believe that,” he said.
“You don’t really believe that. Be-
cause if you do, you can get out now
and never come near me again.”

“It doesn’t matter what I believe;
I'm showing you the legal aspects of
the case. What about motivation?
What did Celia have to gain from
Jessie’s death? Certainly there's no
moncy or property involved; she’s as
financially independent as you are.”

Charlie sat down on the edge of his
bed and leaned toward me with his
hands resting on his knces. “No,” he
whispered, “there’s no money or
property in it.”

I spread my arms helplessly. *You
see?”

“But you know what it is,” he said;
“it’s me. First, it was the old lady
with her heart trouble any time I tried
to call my soul my own. Then when
she died and I-thought I was free, it
was Celia. From the time 1 got up in
the morning until I went to bed at
night, it was Celia every step of the
way. She never had a husband or a
baby — but she had me!”

1 said quietly, “She’s your sister,
Charlie. She loves you,” and he
laughed that same unpleasant, short
laugh.

““She loves me like ivy loves a tree.
When I think back now, I still can’t
see how she did it, but she would just
look at me a certain way and all the
strength would go out of me. And it
was like that until I met Jessie . . .

I remember the day 1 brought Jessie
home, and told Celia we were mar-
ried. She swallowed it, but that look
was in her eyes the same as it must
have been when she pushed Jessie
down those stairs.”

I said, “But you admitted at the
inquest that you never saw her
threaten Jessie or do anything to hurt

*Of course I never saww! But when
Jessie would go around sick o her
heart every day and not say a word,
o cry in bed every night and not tell
me why, I knew damn well what was
going on. You know what Jessic was
like. She wasn’t so smart or pretty,
but she was good-hearted as the day
was long, and she was crazy about me.
And when she started losing all that
sparkle in her after only a month, I
knew why. I talked to her and Ttalked
10 Celia, and both of them just
shook their heads. All T could do was
go around in circles, but when it
happened, when T saw Jessic lying
there, it didn’t surprisc me. Maybe
that sounds queer, but it didn’t sur-
prise me at all.”

“I don’t think it surprised anyone
who knows Celia,” 1 said, “‘but you
can’t make a case out of that.”

He beat his fist against his knee
and rocked from side to side. “What
can I do?” he said. “That’s wl I
need you for — to tell me what to do.
All my life I never got around to do-
ing anything because of her. That's
what she’s banking on now — that I
won't do anything, and that she’ll
get away with it. Then after a while,
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things'll scttle down, and we'll be
right back where we started from.”

I said, “Charlic, you're getting
yourself all worked up to no end.”

He stood up and stared at the door,
and then at me. “But I can do some-
thing,” he whispered. “Do you know
what?”

He waited with the bright expect-
ancy of one who has asked a clever
riddle that he knows will stump the
listener. T stood up facing him, and
shook my head slowly. “No,” I said;
“whatever you're thinking, put it
out of your mind.”

“Don’t mix me up,” he said. “You
know you can get away with murder
if you're as smart as Celia. Don't you
think I'm as smart as Celia>”

I caught his shoulders tightly. ““For
God's sake, Charlie,” T said, “‘don’t
start talking like that.”

He pulled out of my hands and
went staggering back against the wall.
His eyes were bright, and his teeth
showed behind his drawn lips. “What
should 1do?” he cried. **Forget every-
thing now that Jessic is dead and
buried? Sit here until Celia gets tired
of being afraid of me and kills me
100"

My years and girth had betrayed
me in that little tussle with him, and T
found mysell short of dignity and
breath. “T'll tell you one thing,” I
id. “You haven't been out of this
house since the inquest. It’s about
time you got out, if only to walk the
streets and look around you.

“And have cverybody laugh at me
as I go!”
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“Try it,” T said, “and see. Al
Sharp said that some of your friends
would be at his bar and grill tonight,
and he'd like to see you there. That’s
my advice—for whatever it’s worth.”

“It's not worth anything,” said
Celia. The door had been opened, and
she stood there rigid, her eyes nar-
rowed against the light in the room.
Charlie turned toward her, the mus-
cles of his jaw knotting and unknot-
ting.
“Celia,” he said, “I told you never
to come into this room!”

Her face remained impassive. “I'm
not i it. I came to tell you that your
dinner is ready.”

He took a menacing step toward
her. “Did you have your car at that
door long cnough to hear everything
1 wid’ Or should T repeat it for you?”

“l hnnl an ungodly and filthy
thing,” she said quietly; “an invita-
tion to drink and roister while this
housc is in mourning. 1 think I have
cvery right to object to that.”

He looked at her incredulously and
had to struggle for words. *“Cclia,”
he said, “tell me you don’t mean that!
Only the blackest hypocrite alive or
somcone insane could say what you've
just said, and mean it

That struck a spark in her. “In-
sane!” she cried. *“You dare use that
word? Locked in your room, talking
to yourself, thinking heaven knows
what!” She turned to me suddenly.
“You've talked to him. You ought to
know. Is it possible that —"

He is as sanc as you, Celia,” I said
heavily.
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“Then he should know that one
doesn’t drink in saloons at a time like
!h}is. How could you ask him to do
i

She flung the question at me with
such an air of malicious triumph that
I completely forgot myself. “If you
weren’t preparing to throw out Jes-
sie’s belongings, Celia, I would take
that question seriously!”

It was a reckless thing to say, and
1 had instant cause to regret it. Before
I could move, Charlic was past me
and- had Celia’s arms pinned in a
paralyzing grip.

“Did you dare go into her room?”
he raged, shaking her savagely. “Tell
me!” and then, getting an immediate
answer from the panic in her face, he
dropped her arms as if they were red
hot, and stood there sagging with his
head bowed.

Celia reached out a placating hand
toward him. “Charlie,” she whim-
pered, “don’t you see? Having her
things around bothus you. I only
wanted to help you.”

“Where arc her things?”

“By the stairs, Charlie. Everything
is there.”

He started down the hallway, and
with the sound of his uncertain foot-
steps moving away I could fecl my
heartbeat slowing down to its normal
tempo. Celia turned tolook at me, and
there was such a raging hatred in her
face that 1 knew only a desperate
need to get out of that house at once.

I took my things from the bed and

started past her, but she barred the
door.

“Do you see what you've done?”
she whispered hoarsely. “Now I will
have to pack them all over again. It
tires me, but I will have to pack them
all over again — just because of you.”

“That is entirely up to you,
Celia,” I said coldly.

“You,” she said. “You old fool. It
should have been you along with her
when I—

I dropped my stick sharply on her
shoulder and could feel her wince
under it. “As your lawyer, Celia,”
1 said, “I advise you to exercise your
tongue only during your sleep, when
you can’t be held accountable for
what you say.”

She said no more, but I made sure
she stayed safely in front of me until
1 was out in the street again.

From the Boerum house to Al
Sharp's Bar and Grill was only a few
minutes’ walk, and I made it in good
time, grateful for the sting of the clear
winter air in my face. Al was alone
behind the bar, busily polishing
glasses, and when he saw me enter
he greeted me cheerfully. “Merry
Christmas, counsellor,” he said.

“Same to you," I said, and watched
him place a comfortable-looking bot-
tle and a pair of glasses on the bar.

“You're regular as the scasons,
counscllor," said Al, pouring out two
stiff ones. “I was c‘(pccling you along
right about now.’

We drank to cach other and Al
leaned confidingly on the bar. “Just
come from there?”

“Yes,” I said.
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“See Charlic?”

“And Celia,” T sai

“Well,” said Al “that’s nothing
exceptional. I've seen her too when
she comes by to do some shopping.
Runs along with her head down and
that black shawl over it like she was
being chased by something. 1 guess
she is at that.”

“1 guess she is,” T said.

“But Charlic, he’s the one. Never
see him around at all. Did you rcIl
him I'd like 10 see him some time?
Yes," I said. I told him.”

“What did he say?”

“Nothing. Celia said it was wrong
for him to come here while he was in
mourning.”

Al whistled softly and expressively,
and twirled a forefinger .u his fore-
head. “Tell me,” he said, “do you
think it's safe for them to be alone
together like they are? I mean, the
way things stand, and the way Charlie
feels, there could be another case of
trouble there.”

“It looked like it for a while to-
night,” I said. “But it blew over.”

“Until next time,” said Al

“T'll be there,” 1 said.

Allooked at me and shook his head.
“Nothing changes in that house,” he

ON CHRISTMAS EVE 1

said. “Nothing at all. That’s why
you can figure out all the answers in
advance. That's how I knew you'd
be standing here right about now
talking to me about it.”

I could still smell the dry rot of the
house in my nostrils, and 1 knew it
would take days before I could get it
out of my clothes.

“This is one day I'd like to cut out
of the calendar permanently,” I said.

“And leave them alone to their
troubles. It would serve them right.”

“They're not alone,” T said.
sic is with them. Jessic will always be
with them until that house and every-
thing in it is gone.”

Alfrowned. “It’s the quecrest thing
that ever happened in this town, all
right. The house all black, her run-
ning through the streets like some-
thing hunted, him lying there in that
room with only the walls to look at,
for — when was it Jessic took that fall,
counsello;

By shifting my eyes a little I could
see in the mirror behind Al the re-
flection of my own face: ruddy, deep
jowled, a little incredulous.

“Twenty years ago,” I heard myself
saying. “Just twenty years ago to-
night.”

.Q'



Margery Allingham paid her first visit to America nearly a year ago, and
in an interview 1o Harvey Breit of *“The New York Times Book Review”
she revealed that the author she’d *most like to write like is Robert Louis
Stevenson. He writes very simply,” said Margery Allingham. * Anyone
who reads him has got to understand all of it, and to see all the beauty,
however clever one may be, or however silly. That, to my mind, is perfec-
“ tion. The day I get to write like that, Pll send you a balloon.”

Let Mr. Breit have the balloon — we'd prefer the story; and we hope
that it turns out to be a Mr. Albert Campion adventure about a Young
Man who did not know whether he preferred Holy Orders or Cream Tarts,
but in order to find out engaged two Hansom Cabs, one to transport his
Saratoga Trunk, the other 10 bring him to the House with the Green Blinds,
where he met, among others, a Physician, a Detective, and of course,

Prince Florizel . .

THE SAME TO

UsS

by MARGERY ALLINGHAM

WAS pamcularly unfor(unate for
Mrs.

presentable, near enough a teetotaler

th that

she should have had burglars on the
Sunday night of what was, perhaps,
the crowningly triumphant weekend
of her career as a hostess.

As a hostess Mrs. Molesworth was
a connoisseur. She chose her guests
with a nice discrimination, disdaining
everything but the most rare. Mere
notoriety was no passport to Moles-
worth Court.

Nor did mere friendship obtain
many crumbs from the Molesworth
table, though the ability to please and
do one’s piece might possibly earn one
a bed whcn the lion of the hour

ised to be dull,
and liable m be bored.

That was how young Pcrt:rboy
came to be there. He was d

)
table,

to be absoll trustworthy, even at
the end of the evening, and he spoke
a little Chinese.

This last accomplishment had done
him but little good before, save with
very young debutantes at partics,
who relieved their discomfort at hav-
ing no conversation by persuading
him to tell them how to ask for their
baggage-to be taken ashore at Hong
Kong, or to ascertain the way to the
bathroom at a Peking hotel.

However, now the accomplishment
was really uscful, for it obtained for
him an ‘invitation to Mrs. Moles-
worth’s greatest weekend party.

This party was so select that it
numbered but cight all told. There
were lhc Molesworths themselves —
Ch th wasan M.P.,
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rode to hounds, and backed up his
wife in much the same way as a decent
black frame backs up a colored print.

Then there were Petterboy him-
self, the Feison brothers, who looked
so restful and talked only if necessary,
and finally the guest of all time, the
gem of a magnificent collection, the
catch of a lifetime, Dr. Koo Fin, the
Chinese scientist himself — Dr. Koo
Fin, the Einstein of the East, the man
with the Theory.

Mis. Molesworth had every reason
to congratulate herself on her capture.
“The Chinese Einstein,” as the news-
papers had nicknamed him, was
hardly a social bird. His shyness was
proverbial, as was also his dislike and
mistrust of women. It was this last
foible which accounted for the ab-
sence of femininity at Mrs. Moles-
worth's party. Her own presence was
unavoidable, of course, but she wore
her severest gowns, and took a mental
vow to speak as little as necessary. Tt
is quite conceivable that had Mrs.
Molesworth been able to change her
sex she would have done so nobly for
that one weekend alone.

She had met the sage at a very
select supper-party after his only lec-
ture in London. It was that same
lecture which had thrown London
into a state of bewilderment. Since
Dr. Koo Fin had arrived he had been
photographed more often than any
film star. His name and his round
Chinese face were better known than
those of the principals in the latest
cause célebre, and already music-hall
comedians referred to his great “ob-

g
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jectivity” theory in their routines.

Apart from that onc lecture, how-
ever, and, of course, the supper-party
after it, he had been scen nowhere
clse save in his own closely guarded
suite in his hotel.

How Mrs. Molesworth got herself
invited to the supper-party, and how,
once there, she persuaded the sage to
consent to visit Molesworth Court, is
one of those minor miracles which do
sometimes occur. Her enemies — and
how these clever women with hospi-
tality mania do dislike one another —
made many unworthy conjectures,
but, since the university professors in
charge of the proccedings on that
occasion were not likely to have been
corrupted by money or love, it
is probable that Mrs. Molesworth
moved the mountain by faith in her-
sell alone.

The guest-chamber prepared for
Dr. Koo Fin was the third room in
the west wing. This architectural
monstrosity contained four bedrooms,
cach furnished with French windows
leading onto the same balcony.

Young Petterboy occupied the
room at the end of the row. It was
one of the best in the house, as a mat-
ter of fact, but had no bathroom at-
tached, since Mrs. Molesworth, who
had the second chamber, had con-
verted it into a gigantic clothes press.
Alter all, as she said, it was her own
house.

Dr. Koo Fin duly arrived on the
Saturday by train, like any lesser per-
son. He shook hands with Mrs. Moles-
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worth and Christopher and young
Petterboy and the Feisons as if he
actually shared their own intelligence,
and smiled at them all in his bland,
utterly-too Chinesc way.

From the first moment he was a
tremendous success. He ate little,
drank less, spoke not at all, but
he nodded appreciatively at young
Petterboy’s halting Cantonese, and
grunted once or twice most charm-
ingly when someone inadvertently
addressed him in English. Altogether
he was Mrs. Molesworth’s conception
of a perfect guest.

On the Sunday morning Mrs.
Molesworth actually received a com-
pliment from him, and saw herself in
a giddy flash the most talked-of
woman of the cocktail parties of the
coming week.

The charming incident occurred
just before lunch. The sage rose
abruptly from his chair on the lawn,
and as the whole house party watched
him with awe, anxious not to miss a
single recountable incident, he stalked
boldly across the ncarest flower-bed,
trampling violas and London Pride
with the true dreamer’s magnificent
disregard for physical obstacles, and,
plucking the head off a huge rose from
Christopher’s favorite standard, tram-
pled back with it in triumph and laid
it in Mrs. Molesworth’s lap.

Then, as she sat in ecstasy, he re-
turned quietly to his scat and con-
sidered her affably. For the first time
in her life Mrs. Molesworth was really
thrilled. She told a number of people
so afterwards.

However, on the Sunday night
there were the burglars. It was sicken-
ingly awkward. Mrs. Molesworth had
a diamond star, two sets of carrings,
a bracclet, and five rings, all sct in
platinum, and she kept them in a
little wall safe under a picture in her
bedroom. On the Sunday night, after
the rose incident, she gave up the
self-eflacement  program and came
down to dinner in full warpaint. The
Molesworths always dressed on Sun-
day — the servants never went to
church anyway —and she certainly
looked devastatingly feminine, all
blue mist and diamonds.

It was the more successful evening
of the two. The sage revealed an en-
gaging talent for making card houses,
and he also played five-finger exer-
cises on the piano. The great sim-
plicity of the man was never better
displayed. Finally, dazed, honored,
and happy, the house party went to
bed.

Mis. Molesworth was so delighted
that she dismissed her maid and pre-
pared to disrobe alone. She removed
her jewelry and placed it in the safe,
but unfortunately did not lock it at
once. Instead, she discovered that she
had dropped an carring, and went
down to look for it in the drawing-
room. When at last she returned with-
out it the safe was empty. It really
was devastatingly awkward, and the
resourceful Christopher, hastily sum-
moned from his room in the main
wing, confessed himself in a quandary.

The servants, discreetly roused,
whispered that they had heard noth-
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ing and gave unimpeachable alibis.
There remained the guests. Mrs,
Molesworth wept. For such a thing to
happen at any time was terrible
enough, but for it to occur on such
an occasion was more than she could
bear. One thing she and Christopher
agreed: the sage must never guess,
must never dream . . .

There remained the Feisons and
the unfortunate young Petterboy.
sons were ruled out almost at
once. From the fact that the window
catch in Mrs. Molesworth’s room was
burst, it was fairly obvious that the
thief had entered from the balcon:
therefore, had cither of the Feisons
passed that way from their rooms,
they would have had to pass the sage,
who slept with his window wide. So
there was only young Petterboy. It
seemed fairly obvious. He was no-
toriously broke, and had not come
from a very good school.

Finally, after a great deal of con-
sultation, Christopher went to speak
10 him as man to man, and came back
fifteen minutes later hot and uncom-
municative.

Mrs. Molesworth dried her eyes,
put on her newest négligée, and,
sweeping aside her fears and her hus-
band’s objections, went in to speak to
Young Petterboy like a mother. Poor
young Petterboy gave up laughing at
her after ten minutes, suddenly got
angry, and demanded that the sage
should be asked if he had *“heard any-
thing” too. Then he vulgarly sug-
gested sending for the police.
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Mrs. Molesworth nearly lost her
head, recovered herself in time, apolo-
gized by innuendo, and crept back
disconsolately to Christopher and bed.

In the morning poor young Petter-
boy cornered his hostess and repeated
his requests of the night before. But
the sage was departing by the 11:12,
and Mrs. Molesworth was driving him
to the station. In that moment of her
triumph the diamonds seemed rela-
tively unimportant to Elvira Mol
worth, who had inherited the Crib-
bage fortune a year before. Indeed,
she kissed poor young Petterboy and
said it really didn’t matter, and
hadn’t they had a wonderful, wonder-
ful weekend? And that he must come
down again some time soon.

The Feisons said goodbye to the
sage, and as Mrs. Molesworth was
going with him, made their adieux to
her as well. As the formalities had
been accomplished there scemed no
point in staying, and Christopher saw
them off in their car, with poor young
Petterboy leading the way in his.

As he was standing on the lawn
waving somewhat perfunctorily to
the departing cars, the second post
arrived. One letter for his wife bore
the crest of Dr. Koo Fin’s hotel, and
Christopher, with one of those intui-
tions which made him such a success-
ful husband, tore it open.

It was quite short, but in the cir-
cumstances wonderfully enlightening.

Dear Madam,
In going through Dr. Koo Fin's
memoranda, I find to my horror that
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he promised to visit you this weekend.
1 know you will forgive Dr. Koo Fin
when you hear that he never takes
part in social occasions. As you know,
his arduous work occupies his entire
time. I know it is inexcusable of me
not to have let you known before now,
but it is only a moment since 1 dis-
covered that the doctor made the
engagement.

1 do hope his absence has not put
you to any inconvenicnce, and that
you will pardon this atrocious slip.

1 have the honor to remain, Madam,

Yours most apologetically,
Pei Fu, Secretary.
P.S. The doctor should have written
himself, but, as you know, his Eng-
lish is not good. He begs to be re-
minded to you and hopes for your
forgiveness.

As Christopher raised his eyes from
the note, his wife returned. She
stopped the car in the drive and came
running across the green lawn towards
him.

“Darling, wasn’t it wonderful?” she
said, throwing herself into his arms
with an abandonment she did not
often display to him. *“What’s in the
post?” she went on, disengaging her-
self.

Christopher slipped the letter he
had been reading into his pocket with
unobtrusive skill.

“Nothing, my dear,” he said gal-
lantly. “Nothing at all.” He was
amazingly fond of his wife.

Mrs. Molesworth wrinkled her
white forehead.
“Darling,” she said, “now about

my jewelry. Wasn't it too odious for
such a thing to happen when that
dear sweet old man was here? What
shall we do?>”

Christopher drew her arm through
his own. “I think, my dear,” he said
firmly, “you'd better leave all that to
me. We mustn’t have a scandal.”

“Oh, no,” said Mrs. Molesworth,
her eyes growing round with alarm.
“Oh, no, that would spoil every-
thing.”

In a reserved first-class compart-
ment on the 11:12 to London the
clderly Chinese turned over the mis-
cellancous  collection  of jewelry
which lay in a large silk handkerchief
on his knee. His smile was child-like,
bland, and faintly wondering. After a
while he folded the handkerchicf over
its treasure and placed the package in
his breast pocket.

Then he leaned back against the
upholstery and looked out of the
window. The green undulating land-
scape was pleasant. The fields were
neat and well tilled. The sky was blue,
the sunlight beautiful. It was a lovely
land.

He sighed and marveled in his
heart that it could be the home of a
race of cultivated barbarians to whom,
providing that height, weight, and
age were relatively the same, all Chi-
nese actually did look alike.

‘o



Robert Emmet Sherwood . . . one of America’s most famous authors
. . . but were you aware of his accomplishments in literary fields other
than the drama?

As a playwright, we know Robert E. Sherwood as the brilliant author of
THE ROAD TO ROME, /us first produced play; REUNION IN VIENNA; THE
PETRIFIED FOREST; IDIOT'S DELIGHT, ABE LINCOLN IN ILLINOIS, and
THERE SHALL BE NO NIGHT, all three of which won Pulitzer Prizes.

But Mr. Sherwood was also, in his time, one of our most astute dramatic
critics — on the staff of *“Vanity Fair”; the “father” of motion picture
criticism — he founded the first column of movie criticism on the old
“Life” ; a perceptive and successful literary editor — of “'Scribner’s Maga-
zine”’; an outstanding movie scenarist — he worked with René Clair on
“The Ghost Goes West,” wrote the screen version of **Pride and Preju-
dice,” won the 1946 Academy Award for the movie script of ** The Best
Years of Our Lives,” and collaborated on the screenplay of ** The Bishop's
Wife.”

Those are only the highlights . . . During the last war (and no one
hopes more fervently than Robert E. Sherwood that it was the last war)
he was Director of Overseas Operations for the OWI, became one of
President Roosevelt’s most confidential advisers, and performed heroically
in the service of his country. And on October 20, 1948 Harper & Brothers
published Robert L. Sherwood’s contribution to the field of history-and-
biography — and again his work was acclaimed, for the book ROOSEVELT
AND HOPKINS won Mr. Sherwood his fourth Pulitzer Prize.

Robert E. Sherwood has written short stories too . . . and nuracle of
muracles, one in our own field!

Further comment when you have read Mr. Sherwood’s tale, up to but
not including the final sentence . . .

““EXTRA! EXTRA!”
by ROBERT E. SHERWOOD

roM the street below came that Mr. Whidden, reading his evening
Fmost terrifying ol sounds, the full-  paper (it was the home edition, pub-
chested roar of two men shouting, lished at noon, containing no news
“Extra! Extra!” through the rainy whatsoever), wondered what the trou-
night. | ble was. He could gather nothing
“Extra! Extral” from the ominous shouts that assailed

Copyright, 19206, by Robert E. Sherwwood
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his ears. The two men might have
been lusty-lunged Russians for all of
him. But there was an ominous note
in their voices — the warning of dark
calamity — the grim suggestion of
wars, plagues, holocausts.

“Where do they get those men
with voices like that, and what do
they do between extras>” he thought.

Mrs. Whidden emerged from the
kitchen, whither she had retired to
bathe the supper dishes.

“There’s an extra out, Roy,” she
announced.

““So I hear,” said her husband, who
was not above an occasional facetious
sally.

She walked over to the window,
opencd it, and thrust her head out
into the rain. In the strect, five stories
below, she could sce the two news-
venders.

“Extra! Extra!”

Mrs. Whidden turned from the
window.

“Something must have happened.”

There was an overtonc of complaint
in her remark that Mr. Whidden rec-
ognized only too well. It was a tone
that always suggested unwelcome ac-
tivity on Mr. Whidden's part. He
wished that she would come right out
and say, “Go downstairs and get the
paper,” but she never did. She always
prefaced her commands with a series
of whining insinuations.

“I wonder what it was?” she asked,
as though expecting her husband to

ow.
“‘Oh, nothing, I guess. Those extras
never amount to anything.”

E

Mrs. Whidden turned again to the
window.

“Something awful must have hap-
pened,” she observed, and the coun-
terpoint of complaint was even more
pronounced.

Mr. Whidden shifted uncasily in
his chair — the one comfortable chair
in the flat — the chair which he him-
self had bought for his own occupancy
and about which there had been so
much argument. He knew what was
coming; he didn’t want to move, and
walk down and up four flights of stairs
for the sake of some information that
would not affect his life in the remot-
est degree.

“Don’t you intend to find ous?”
asked Mrs. Whidden, and it was evi-
dent that she had reached the snappy
stage. Her husband knew that, if he
didn’t go down and buy that paper,
he would provide fuel for an irritation
that would burn well into the night.
Nevertheless, that chair was so com-
fortable, and the weather was so disa-
greeable, and the stairs were such a
climb!

“T guess I won’t go down, Emmy.
Those extras arc always fakes, any-
way, and, besides, if it is anything
important, we'll find out about it in
the morning paper.”

The roars of the men shouting
“Extra! Extra!” reverberated through
the street, beating with determined
violence against the sheer walls of
the walk-up apartment houses, shud-
dering through the open window of
the Whiddens's living-room, jarring
the fringed shade of the reading-
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lamp, the souvenirs on the book-
shelves, the tasseled porucres that
led into the little hall.

“You're just lazy, Rrw Whidden,’
said Mrs. Whidden. “You sit there
reading your paper — night after
night — night after night.” She turned
as though to an invisible jury, to
whom she was addressing a fervent
plea for recognition of her prolonged
martyrdom. Then, with all the dra-
matic suddenness of an experienced
prosccutor, she snapped at the de-
fendant: “What do you read, any-
way? Answer me that! What do you
read?”

Mr. Whidden knew that the ques-
tion was purely rhetorical. No answer
was expected.

“You don’t read a thing. You just
sit there and stare at that fool paper
— probably the death notices. When
anything 1mportant happens, you
don’t even care enough to step out
into the street and find out what it
1s.” |

“How do you know 1t’s impor-
tant?”’ Mr. Whidden mquncd being
inclined, albeit unwisely, 1o display a
]ltllf‘ spirit.

“How do you know it 752’2 Mrs.
Whidden backfired. “How will you
ever know anything unless you take
the trouble to find out?”

Mr. Whidden uncrossed his legs
and then crossed them again.

“l suppose you expect me to go
down and get that paper,’ cried Mrs.
Whidden, whose voice was now rival-
ing the newsvenders’. “With all I've
got to do — the dishes, and the baby’s
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ten-o’clock feeding, and . .. all
right! I'll go! I'll walk down the four
flights of stairs and get the paper, so
that your majesty won’t have to
trouble yourself.”

There was a fine sarcasm in her tone
now.

Mr. Whidden knew that it was the

end. For seven years this exact scene

had been repeating itself over and
over again. If there had only been
some slight variaton 1n hls wife’s
techmqu:‘: : but there never had.
At first, he hdd tricd to be frightfully
sporting about it, assuming the blame

at the first hint of trouble and doing

whatever was demanded of him with
all possible grace; but that pose, and
it had not been long before he admit-
ted that it was a pose, was worn away
by a process of erosion, a process that
had kept up for seven years — seven
years of writing things in ledgers in
an airless ollice on Dey Street, 1n
Manhattan; seven vyears of listening
to those endless scoldings and com-
plaints at home. W hatever of gallan-
try had existed in Mr. Whidden’s
soul had crumbled before the persist-
ent and ever-increasing waves of
temper. He knew that now, if he
gave in, he did so because of cowardice
and not because of any worthily chiv-
alrous motives.

He threw his paper down, stood
up, and walked into the bedroom to
get his coat. Little Conrad was asleep
in there, lying on his stomach, his
face pressed against the bars of the
crib.

Over the crib hung a colored pho-
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tograph of the Taj Mahal, a lovely,
white building that Mr. Whidden
had always wanted to sce. He also
wanted to see Singapore, and the
Straits Scttlements, and the west
coast of Africa, places that he had
read about in books.

He was thinking about these places,
and wondering whether little Conrad
would ever see them, when his wife’s
voice rasped at him from the next

room.

“Are you going or will I have to
go?r”

“I'm going, dear,” he assured her,
in the manner of one who is tired.

“Well, hurry! Those men are a
block awav by now.

Mr. Whidden put on his coat,
looked at little Conrad and at the Taj
Mahal, and then started down the
stairs.

There were four flights of them,
and it was raining hard outside.

Twelve vears later Mrs. Whidden
(now Mrs. Burchall) sat sewing on the
front porch of a pleasant house in a
respectable suburb. It was a brilliantly
sunny day, and the hydrangeas were
just starting to burst out into profuse
bloom on the bushes at either side of
the steps.

“And do you mean to tell me you
never heard from him?"” asked Mrs.
Lent, who was also sewing.

“Not a word,” replied Mrs. Burch-
all, without rancor. ‘*‘Not one word in
twelve years. He used to send money
sometimes to the bank, but they’'d
never tell me where 1t came from.”

QUEEN'S MYSTERY
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“I guw: vou ain’t sorry hc went,
Frcd Burchall's a good man.’

“You'd think h(_ was a good man
all right if vou could’ve scen what |
had before. My goodness! When 1
think of the seven years I wasted be-
ing Roy Whidden’s wife!”

Mrs. Burchall heaved a profound
sigh.

“Ain’t you ever sort of afraid he
might show up?’” asked Mrs. Lent.

\ot him. And if he did, what of 1t?
Fred could kick him out with one
hand ued behind his back. Fred
Burchall's a real man.”

She sewed 1n silence for a while.

“Of course, I am a httle worried
about Conrad. He thinks his father’s
dead. You see, we wanted to spare
him from knowing about the divorce
and all that. We couldn’t have the
boy starting out in life with his {ath-
er’s disgrace on his shoulders.”

Shortly thereafter Mrs. Lent went
on her way and Mrs. Burchall stepped
into the house to see whether the
maid was doing anything construc-
tive.

She found her son Conrad curled
up in a chair, reading some book.

“You sitting in the house reading
on a fine day like this! Go on out into
the fresh air and sunshine and shake
your limbs.”

“But, mother —

“Go on out, I tell you. Can’t you
try to be a real/ boy for a change?”

“But this book’s exciting.”

“I'll bet. Anything in print is
better than fresh air and outdoor

19
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exercise, I suppose. You're just like
your —can’t you ever stop reading
for one instant? 1 declare! One of
these days you'll turn into a book.

Now you set that book down
and go out of this house this very
instant.”

Conrad went out to the front yard
and started, with no enthusiasm, to
bounce an old golf ball up and down
upon the concrete walk that led from
the front porch to the gate. He was
thus engaged when a strange man
appeared in the street, stopping be-
fore the gate to look for the number
which wasn't there.

“Hey, sonny, is this Mrs. Burchall’s
house?”

“Yes,” said the boy, “it is. Want to
see her?”

The man was short, slight, and
none too formidable-looking;although
he was obviously a representative of
the lower classes — possibly a tramp
— Conrad was not in the least afraid
of him.

He had a rather friendly expression,
a peaceful expression, as though he
bore ill-will to no one.

“What's your name?” the man
inquired.
“My name’s Conrad —Conrad

Whidden

Conrad wondered why the man
stared at him so.

“I used to know your mother,”
the man explained, “before I went
to sea.”

“Oh, you're a sailor!” Conrad was
obviously impressed. “Where've you
been?”
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“Oh, nlI over. I just came from
Marscilles.”

“Gosh,” said Conrad. “I'd like to
go there. I've been reading about it in
a book — it’s a book called The Arrow
of Gold.”

The man smiled.

“You were named after the man
who wrote that book,” the sailor told
him.

“I never knew that.”

“No, T guess not. Your mother
didn’t know, cither.”

Just then Mrs. Burchall appeared
on the front steps, attracted perhaps
by the suspicious cessation of the
sharp pops that the golf ball had
been making as it bounced on the
concrete walk.

When she saw her former husband
leaning on the gate, her first thought
was this: “Well, of all things! And
here I was talking about him to Adele
Lent not ten minutes ago.” Then she
realized, with sudden horror, that her
son was actually in conversation with
his father.

She wondered whether that fool
Roy had said anything.

“Conrad, you come here this in-
stant!”

Conrad ambled up the concrete
walk.

“How many times do I have to tell
you not to talk to every strange man
that comes around?”

“He’s a sailor, Mother.

“Oh, a sailor, is he!” Somchow or
other that annoyed Mrs. Burchall.
“Well, you just chase yourself around
to the back and don’t let me catch
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you talking to any tramps— or
sailors, either.”

Conrad cast one glance toward the
man who had come from Marseilles,
and then disappeared from view be-
hind the house.

Mrs. Burchall walked elegantly
down to the front gate and confronted
Roy Whidden.

“So you're a sailor, are your” she
said, and surveyed him with deliberate
satisfaction. ““You look to me like a
common bum. I always knew vou’d
never get anywhere.”

“I guess you were right.”

He smiled as he said this. Mrs.
Burchall was irritated by the easy
good humor of his tone, by the calm
confidencc in his cyes.

“Why did you do 1t?"” she asked
tartly.

“l don’t know. It was a rainy
night, and I heard a foghorn out in
the river.”

“So you left me for a foghorn!”

“Yes — I knew you’d be all right.
Your people had money, and I sent
some.”’

“A lot you sent.”

“I guess 1t wasn’t much — but it
was all I could scrape together.”

“Well, what are you bumming
around here for now? What do you
want? More money? Well, you won’t
get it. Not one nickel. I told Fred

Burchall if you ever showed up, he
was to kick vou night out. And he’d
do 1t, too! I advise you to make
yourself scarce before e gets home.”

“Don’t worry, I'm going. My ship
sails at six.”

“Oh, your ship sails, does 1t! T'll
bet 1t's a fine ship.” She laughed
harshly at the mental picture of any
ship on which Roy Whidden could
obtain emplovment. “How did you
ever find out where I Live?”

“Oh, I kept track of you through
the bank. I knew when you got the
divorce and got married again.”

“Well, then, why didn’t you leave
me alone? What did you come
snoopin’ around here for?”

“Just curniosity. I wanted to sce
what the boy looks like.”

“Well — you’ve secen him.”

“Yes, I've seen him. That’s all 1
wanted.”

He straightened up and started to
move away. ‘Well — goodbye, Em.”

“Goodbye, and I hope you cnjoy
yoursell on that ship of yours.”

He was walking away down the
street when suddenly she called to
him: “Roy!” He stopped abruptly in
response to that well-remembered
SUMmMmOons.

“There was something I meant to
ask you,” she said with an unusual
hesitancy.

EDITORS’ NOTE: Robert E. Sherwood’s story was not written originally as
a Puzzle. As a matter of fact, the original version contains four more para-
graphs, but the author has graciously permitted EQMM to delete these
four closing paragraphs and print the story in its present form — so that
we can challenge you to answer the following question:
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What was it that Mrs. Whidden meant to ask her husband?

You will find Mrs. Whidden's query directly below — printed upside
dotwn.

L CIN0QY DaIX2 VY SPM I0Y A |,
:paYsY uap Py Al S4N

EDITORS’ POSTSCRIPT: [t was so obvious, wasn’t it? Or did you fail to see
the forest for the trees? After not having seen her husband, or heard from
him, for twelve years, all Mrs. Whidden wanted to know was— What
was that extra about?

What price marriage? What price a dozen years of silence and separa-
‘tron?

But as you read these words, perhaps you are wondering: How does
Robert E. Sherwood’s story, excellent as it is, qualify for publication in a
mystery magazine? True, the Editors have transformed the tale into a sort
of literary puzzle — but surely it 1s stretching even the most elastic editorial
policy to include this kind of riddle in a periodical dedicated to crime and
detection.

Ah, dear reader! Have you again failed to see the forest for the trees?
The obvious is sometimes more difficult to grasp than the subtle. For surely
you realize that Mr. Whidden is a crinunal, and that you have, therefore,
been reading a crime story!

Mr. Whidden is guilty of abandonment of wife and child — and that
25 a crime according to New York Penal Code, Sections 480, 481, and ¢482.
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SCIENCE AND THE COP

by FREDERICK BECHDOLT

ou'LL take care of me, Licuten-
Yam The voice of the cigar-
stand proprictor was thin and anxious.
“I'll sce what 1 can do, Louis.” De-
tective Licutenant Greggains glanced
at his wrist-watch. X

ime’s wastin'.
And me with a murder case to crack
before six o’clock, or else —" He nod-
ded at the insignificant little man be-
hind the show-case, framed by fes-
toons of magazines. 'l mlghl drop in
tonight on my way home.”

He looked bigger than he was, walk-
ing down the mean, narrow strect.
Younger men in the Homicide Burcau,
trained in modern scientific methods,
sometimes complained about his habit
of taking time out, as he had just now
with the cigar-stand proprictor, while
he was busy on an important case.
Detective Sergeant Lane, who had
been teaming with him for two years,
maintained that this continual harken-
ing to requests for favors was a hang-
over from the rough old flatfoot days.

It was nearly two o'clock when
Greggains passed through the wide
grim entrance of the Central Police
Station. Half an’ hour later his part-
ner entered the Homicide Bureau and
found him sitting behind his desk,
staring at a litle k

“Find anyrhmg new down on How-
ard Street?” Lane asked.

Greggains shook his head.

“If we don’t crack this case before
o'clock,” Lane gm\\lcd \I\cy‘ll
spring Houseman on He

Greggains shoved back his chair and
bcgqn talking slowly.

“On August second, William Lang-
don drops out of sight. Last man seen
with Langdon was Samcs Houseman,
They were seen leaving Houseman's
office in the 800 block of Howard
Strect. Houseman says they walked
up Howard nine blocks and parted at
the corner. Houseman owns a thirty-
eight caliber police-model Colt re-
volver. We found it in hi rtment
last night. Tt has been cleaned re-
cently. The two men have been mixed
up in the race handbooks, and House-
man is a big shot in that end of town.
1f anybody could put the finger on
him, chances are that they wouldn't

al

He ticked the key with his fore-

nger.

“We have pegged everything else
that we took off of him, but we don’t
know what lock this fits. There is a
door somewhere; and when we find it,
1 think we'll find what's left of Lang-
He rose slowly from his chair.
“We're going to take Mr. Houseman
for a little walk.”

Lanc shook his head. “What'll that
getus?”

Copyright, 1942, by Bluebook
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“There is a gadget,” Greggains said.
“They call it the lie-detector. You
clamp it on a man’s arm and ask him
questions. It has a graph connccted
with it to register his blood-pressure.
When he tells the truth, the pressure
remains normal. When he lies, it
takes a jump.”

“We haven't got one,” Lane re-
minded him.

“If we had one,” Greggains said, “it
wouldn’t do any good. But it’s given
me an idea.”

Lanc glanced at his watch. “Only
three hours to go. That idea better be
good.”

Tt wasafter three o'clock when Lane
slid behind the wheel and his partner
settled down beside Houseman in the
rear seat of a shabby prowl car.

*“Park as ncar his office as you can,”
Greggains directed.

Houseman said nothing. He had
spent most of the last twenty-one
hours facing a bright light, listening
10 questions, answering some, ignoring
others; he hadn't wasted any words.
If worry troubled him, he failed to
show it; lack of sleep had left him as
unruffled as his pale gray suit with
paler pin stripes. His hair was light,
his eycbrows  lighter. He looked as
cold and colorless as an ice-cube.

The police car slipped through traf-
fic, eased around several corners, and
drew up to the curb in the 8oo block
of Howard Street. The three men got
out and walked slowly up the side-
walk. Houseman was looking straight
before him until he fele the thick
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fingers of Detective Licutenant Greg-
gains upon his wrist. Then he turned
his head and frowned.

“It’s up to you,” Greggains as-
serted. *'1 can cuff you to me if you
would rather.” His index finger
slipped behind the base of House-
man's thumb, and they walked on in
silence.

They had gone five blocks and were
passing a four-story building whose
brick fagade was dingy with smoke
and dust. The ground-floor entrance
opened into a billiard parlor; the up-
per-floor windows were ~placarded
with For Rent signs. The three men
were in front of the narrow stairway
entrance when Greggains slackened
his pace and looked sharply at House-
man. Four blocks farther on they
halted and started back to the car.
Repassing the spot where he had
slackened his pace before, Greggains
glanced at the prisoner again and nod-
ded at the stairway entrance.

TI'hat’s the door.”

To Lanc’s surprise, it was. And as
soon as he had opened it, he knew
what they were going to find. They
climbed the stairsand the evidence be-
came unmistakable. A thin film of
perspiration was on Houseman's fore-
head.

The third floor was occupicd by a
long loft. The body was lying in the
middle of the room. The prisoner
said nothing when they halted before
it, but he was breathing thickly.
Greggains held him by the wrist and
listened to the things which Lane told
him.
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““Slug entered the back of his head,”
Lane announced. “‘Passed out through
the forchead.”

Less than half an hour later they
found it imbedded in the woodwork.

“Thirty-eight caliber!” Lane’s voice
was exultant.

“The ballistics man will tie it to
that gun we found in his room,” Greg-
gains said. Houseman's knees buckled

but he recovered himself at once.

Four hours later the two detectives
were sitting in the Homi ide Burcau.

“It’s in the bag now,” Greggains
said. “We'll call it a day

“The lie-detector!” Lane cried.
“That was smart thinking.”

QUEEN'S MYSTERY

MAGAZINE

“His pulse jumped like a scared
bullfrog when we passcd that door.”
Greggains was smiling. “This science
ain’t so bad.”

On his way home to a late dinner
he happened to remember the rabbit-
faced little man, and he stopped for
a few minutes at the cigar-stand.

“It’s okay, Louis. The slug tics to
his gun. He's cracking now, and he’ll
talk tomorrow. We won't need you to
testify. I covered up for you by put-
ting on an act. Scientific stufl! They
all kll for it. Nobody knows that you
saw Houseman and Langdon going up
those stairs.” He nodded benignly.
“Much obliged.”

/inner of 1st Story-Title Contest

The $100 prize for the best title for Philip MacDonald’s story in the
October issue of EQMM was awarded to:

T.J. Murphy

Burlington, Vt.

In addition, because of the unespectedly large number of entries and
their high average of excellence, the judges decided to award Honorable
Mentions to 20 other contestants, cach of whom will receive a one
subscription to EQMM. The Honorable Mention winners w
Marion J. Ballentine, Spokane, Wash.; Laurence L. Butler, Roanoke, Va.;
Captain Thomas I. Darcy, Jr., Washington, D. C.; C. B. Dudley, Jr., Mem-
phis, Tenn.; Miss Virginia Freese, New York, N. Y.; Mrs. A. A. Garrett,
Dallas, Texas; Alfred M. Gilbert, Roselle, N. J.; Mrs. Noe Higinbotham,
Pullman, Wash.; Leslic M. Hoenscheid, Peru, Ill.; Miss Wardine Mabry,
Shreveport, La.; Mrs. Robert A. McIntosh, Hellertown, Pa.; Thomas S.
McNeeley, E. Liverpool, Ohio; Clifton Morris, Lubbock, Texas; William
Ramsay, Boulder, Colo.; Miss Shirley Spencer, New York, N. Y.; Mrs.
R. W. Stoughton, Oak Ridge, Tenn.; Ernst H. Suerken, Dobbs Ferry,
N. Y.; Clayton B. Verdcaux, Oak Lawn, I.; Bill Warren, Sterling, Kansas;
and Jesse M. Westwick, Springfield, IIL.




Leaves from the Editors’ Votebook

QUEEN’S QUORUM: Part Six

by ELLERY QUEEN

HE First Golden Era, 1901-1910, carved out seventcen cornerstones
Tin the field of the detective-crime short story — three more than the
number of key books that emerged from the Doyle Decade immediately
preceding. Glorious names were added to the directory of detectives and
to the register of rogues — after Dupin, Lecoq, Sherlock Holmes, Martn
Hewitt, Prince Zaleski, and Raffles, we see the equally immortal signatuires
of Eugéne Valmont, Ars¢ne Lupin, The Thinking Machine, Get-Riach-
Quick Wallingford, the Old Man in the Corner, Dr. Thorndyke, Cleek,
Luther Trant. Nevertheless, 1t can be said in absolute truth that detective-
hood had not yet reached its fullest flower. Great heroes (and heroines)
were still to come.

Vl. The Second Golden Era

The Second Golden Era began and ended on high notes. The first year,
1911, passed a manhunting miracle with the publication of one of the finest
volumes of short stories ever conceived and written; the last year of the
decade, 1920, produced no less than six short-story cornerstones in a single
year! And in the vears between the detective-crime short offered *‘good
measure, pressed down, and shaken together, and running over.”

The miracle-book of 1911 introduced Father Brown to an eternally grate-
ful public. The position of Father Brown has been expressed most pithily
by Barnaby Ross who wrote: *'If there is one character in detective fiction
who possesses the innocence and wisdom to sit beside the immortal Holmes,
1t 1s that apotheosis of incredulity, Father Brown.” You will find in

46. G. K. Chesterton’s
THE INNOCENCE OF FATHER BROWN
London: Cassell, 1911

all the wondrous qualities of Chesterton’s genius: his extraordinary clev-er-

ness of plot, his unique style, and his brilliant use of paradox both in language

and in the counterplay of the supernatural and the natural. In a letter to a
Original version of ' Queen's Quorum’ from TweNTIETHH CENTURY DETECTIVE StTORIES,

edited by Ellery Queen, Copyright, 1948, by The World Publishing Company
27
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famous aficionado we once wrote that Father Brown is “onc of the three
greatest detective characters ever invented.” The correspondent replied
with some puzzlement: he assumed (correctly) that another of the ““three
greatest” was Sherlock Holmes, but he wasn't sure whom we meant for the
third. This is a perfect example in literature of not secing the forest for the
trees: the third is, of course, the first — Poce’s Dupin.

In 1911 astar of first magnitude named Brown . . . and in the same year,
by coincidence, a lesser light named Jones — Adrian Van Reypen Egerton
Jones, better known as

47. Samucl Hopkins Adams’s

AVERAGE JONES

Indianapolis: Bobbs-Merrill, 1911
According to the anonymous author of the dust-wrapper blurb on the first
edition, Average Jones is “‘the cleverest detective since Sherlock Holmes.
Everything about the book is refreshingly original. Humor is as strong as
mystery. Adventure is emphasized above sensation. Instead of the ghastly
and the grewsome, here is an entertainment always gay, brisk, and fascinat-
ing.” The blurb-writer was over-enthusiastic, yet more accurate than most
of his breed.

Father Brown, Average Jones, and in the same year Europe’s first great
Teutonic sleuth in the short form — the almost-impossible-to-find-in-
print Herr Dagobert. According to Dr. Norbert Lederer, the carliest book
of Dagobert’s adventures is a tiny volume bound in black flexible leather.
German trade bibliographies list

48. Balduin Groller’s

DETEKTIV DAGOBERTS TATEN

UND ABENTEUER

(DETECTIVE DAGOBERT'S DEEDS AND ADVENTURES)

Leipzig: Philipp Reclam, 1911
as the first of a series of three volumes, the second also having appeared in
1911, and the third in 1912, all three bearing the same title. 8. S. Van Dine
claimed there were six books* of Dagobert short stories published by
Reclam, but bibliographic data is lacking on the other three. The only
Dagobert volume we have ever seen is a thin paperback titled NEUE
DETEKTIV-GESCHICHTEN (NEW DETECTIVE STORIES), published in Leipzig by
Hesse & Becker, date unknown.

In 1912 came America’s gift to the scientific school of detection — Pro-

fessor Craig Kennedy of the faculty of Columbia University. The nemesis

*Page [474] in Tim Grea pETECTIVE STORIES, cdited by Willard Huntington Wright
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of The Clutching Hand is far below Dr. Thorndyke in sleuthian stature,
but the first of his books
49. Arthur B. Reeve’s

THE SILENT BULLET
New York: Dodd, Mead, 1912

is an uncquivocal cornerstone — as is another pseudo-scer’s adventures
which were published anonymously in the same year. Acknowledgment of
authorship was made in the book itself by means of a cipher: the first letters
of the first words of the twenty-four stories read THE AUTHOR 1S GELETT
BURGEss; the last letters of the last words of the twenty-four storics re:
false to life and false to art. The detective so scornfully exposed is Armenian-
born Astrogon Kerby, or Astro, who pretends to be a palmist and crystal-
gazer and who aflects a jeweled wrban, flowing silk robes, silver-mounted
ater-pipe, and even a pet white lizard, in

50. I(nl(u Burgess's|
MASTER OF MYSTERIES
apolis: Bobbs-Merrill, 1912

Ind

An important and ssively rare paperback appeared bneﬂy in 1912
containing fiftcen railway stories of which the first nine are “cases from
the private note-book™ of Thorpe Hazell. The protagonist in

1. Victor L. Whitechurch’s
THRILLING STORIES OF THE RAILWAY
London: C. Arthur Pearson, 1912

is a fanatical devotee of vegetarianism and setting-up exercises; more
significant historically, he is the carliest specialist in railway detection,
antedating by four months Francis Lynde's scientiFic spracue (New
York: Charles Scribner, 1912).

To top an outstanding year R. Austin Freeman made his second signal
contribution to the genre. In

2. R. Austin Freeman's
THE SINGING BONE
London: Hodder and Stoughton, 1912

the author invented what is now called the “inverted” detective story. In
the conventional detective story, explained Dr. Freeman, the interest is
made to focus on the all-important question: “Who did it?” The identity
of the criminal is kept a secret to the very end of the story, and its disclosure
(still quoting the author) forms the final climax. Dr. Freeman, a man of
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true scientific curiosity, posed to himself the intoxicating question: “Would
it be possible to write a detective story in which from the outset the reader
was taken entircly into the author’s confidence, was made an actual witness
of the crime and furnished with every fact that could possibly be used in its
detection?” In other words, reverse the usual procedure: et the reader know
everything, the detective nothing. Would the reader, in possession of all
the facts, be able to foresee in advance how the detective would solve the
mystery? Or would the reader be so occupied with the crime and its con-
comitant drama that he would overlook the evidence and still be dependent
on the detective to find out how the case could be cracked?

Dr. Freeman was a courageous craftsman thus to challenge a technique
in which deliberately he threw overboard the clements of puzzle, surprise,
and suspense; but his dangerous and noble experiment was an historic
success. The Freeman “inverted” tales were a monumental contribution to
the development of the detective story, and from them have stemmed some
of the great modern masterpicces of crime writing — especially those purely
psychological studics in which the reader follows step by step the terrifying
events leading up to the tragedy.

Another departure, combining modern detection and a more ancient
form of storytelling, is embodicd (and disembodied) in

53. William Hope Hodgson's
CARNACKI THE GHOST-FINDER
London: Eveleigh Nash, 1913

Carnacki, a “ghost-breaker” after Houdini's own heart, investigates haunted
houses and similar phenomena, applies the technique of detection (bolstered
by skepticism and a good camera), and arrives in some of the storics at
perfectly natural solutions to supernatural mysteries. This book was not
published in the United States until thirty-four years later (Sauk City,
Wisconsin; Mycroft and Moran, 1947). The American edition is important
because it contains three storics, discovered by August Derleth, which are
not included in the English first edition.

We have omitted any mention so far of Anna Katharine Green, a unique
figure in the field of detective fiction. The first woman to write detective
stories in any land or language, she continued her work through most of the
major periods of the genre. Her volumes of short stories range from 1883
through 1915 — a remarkable span, both historically and creatively. From
a collecting standpoint her most important books of shorts are x. Y. .
(New York: G. P. Putnam, 1883) and 7 To 12 (New York: G. P. Putnam,
1887) — both extremely scarce in original wrappers. From a cornerstone
standpoint, however, the most representative book is
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54. Anna Katharine Green’s
MASTERPIECES OF MYSTERY
New York: Dodd, Mead, 1913

whose brazen title the publisher must have come to regret, since the book
was reissued in 1919 as simply Room NUMBER 3. And nearly as representative
is THE GOLDEN sL1pPER (New York: G. P. Putnam, 1915) with its *‘problems
for Violet Strange™ — the society debutante who “was vivacity incarnate”
but who had moments when *“a woman'’s lofty soul shone through her odd,
bewildering features.”
Another detective-variation, again combining the old and the new,
revealed itself in the backwoods-sleuth of
55. Hesketh Prichard’s
NOVEMBER JOE
Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1913

As the book points out, **the specialty of a Sherlock Holmes is the everyday
routine of a woodsman. Observation and deduction are part and parcel of
his daily existence. He literally reads as he runs. The floor of the forest is
his page.” November Joe, a memorable conception, is a sort of modern
Leatherstocking “‘who would sooner hunt a deer than a man any day.” The
American edition of NovEMBER JoE has priority because it appeared one
month ahead of the English first edition (London: Hodder and Stoughton,
1913). A “Popular Edition” issued later (London: Philip Allan, 1936)
contains a short Preface by John Buchan.

In 1914 “wise, witty, gentle” Max Carrados — the first blind detective
in modern fiction — began his supersensory career in

56. Ernest Bramah's
MAX CARRADOS
London: Methuen, 1914

This book, by any standards, is one of the ten best volumes of detective
shorts ever written — yet it has never been issued in the United States,
despite the fact that in England six substantial editions were sold out in the
first ten years of its life. Even Max Carrados himself cannot explain the
singular obtuseness of certain American publishers —and Max Carrados
can run his fingertips along the surface of a newspaper, feel the infinitesimal
height of printers’ ink over the paper itself, and “read” any type larger than
long primer — to say nothing of that amazing moment when a man saun-
tered past Max Carrados and the blind detective deduced with unassailable
logic that the man worc a false mustache!
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Six detective short stories about the unassuming and philosophical
Inspector Joly are included in

57. Arthur Sherburne Hardy's
DIANE AND HER FRIENDS
Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1914

The style is suave and mellow, a welcome relief in these days of terse and
jolting prose. Two years later a work of high literary art became a classic
overnight. The tales of subtle murder and Oriental passion in

8. Thomas Burke’s
LIMEHOUSE NIGHTS
London: Grant Richards, 1916

foreshadowed the author’s detective masterpicce, The Hands of Mr.
Outermole. This short story, the last word in the evocation of atmosphere
and terror on the printed page, was first printed in America in (believe it
or not!) the May 1931 issue of “College Humor.” You can find it — and
it is worth your most intensive book-searching — in THE PLEASANTRIES OF
oLp Quone (London: Constable, 1931), published in the United States as
A TEA-sHOP IN LimMEHOUSE (Boston: Little, Brown, 1931).

It has long been taken for granted that there is only one short story about
burly, impish Hanaud — The Affair at the Semiramis Hotel, included, with
twelve other tales of crime and detection, in

59. A. E. W. Mason's
THE FOUR CORNERS OF THE WORLD
London: Hodder and Stoughton, 1917

The character of Gabriel Hanaud isa composite portrait of Macé and Goron,
real-life chicfs of the Stireté-Générale in Paris. He has no lean and hungry
look that might have frightened Caesar, this professional French policeman
who is gifted with a puckish sense of humor, as elephantinc as his body, and
a sublimated common sense. This supposedly one-and-only Hanaud exploit
in the short form also exists as a separate book edition — THE AFFAIR AT THE
semiraMis HOTEL (New York: Charles Scribner, 1917). This is the true
first edition, since it was published eight months before THE FOUR CORNERS
©OF THE WORLD; but we hold out little hope that you will ever locate a copy
of the separate edition — it is one of the rarest of Twenticth Century firsts.

Actually, there are three other Hanaud shorts. One is buried in an
otherwise non-Hanaud novel by Mr. Mason — i sapprire (London:
Hodder & Stoughton, 1933). Most of Chapter XVII, titled The Man from
Limoges, is a complete and independent short story, bearing virtually no
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relationship to the novel. Both Hanaud and Ricardo appear in this c}mpm
Hanaud using the alias of Monsicur Chaunard until the denouement. The
tale also contains onc of Hanaud’s brightest malapropisms — he refers 10
the CI.D. as the Q.E.

Of the other two Hanaud short storics one is titled The Ginger King and
appeared in “The Strand,” issuc of 1\ugust 1940; it will be published soon in
“Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazinc.” The other, titled The Healer, exisis
only in manuscript form. Apparently, on finishing the original short-story
version of The Healer, Mr. Mason decided that the basic idea was more
suited to a full-length novel. Changed and, of course, tremendously ex-
panded, The Healer became THEY woOULDN'T BE cuEssMEn (London:
Hodder & Stoughton, 1935).

(t0 be continued in the March issuc)

THE
AT

AFFAIR
THE SEMIRAMIS HOTEL

by A. E. W. MASON

R. Ricarpo, when the excite-
M ments of the Villa Rose were
done with, returned to Grosvenor
Square and resumed the busy, un-
necessary life of an amateur. But
the studios had lost their savor,
artists their attractiveness, and cven
the Russian opera scemed a trifle flat.
Life was altogether a disappointment;
Fate, like an actress at a restaurant,
had taken the wooden pestle in her
hand and stirred all the sparkle out
of the champagne; Mr. Ricardo
languished — until one unforgettable
morning.

He was sitting disconsolately at his
breakfast-table when the door was
burst open and a square, stout man,
From *“The Four Corners of the Worl

1944, by Alfred E.

with the blue, shaven face of a French
comedian, flung himself into the
room. Ricardo sprang up in delight.

“My dear Hanaud!"

He scized his visitor by the arm,
fecling it to make sure that here, in
flesh and blood, stood the man who
had introduced him to the acutest
sensations of his life. He turned to-
wards his butler, who was still bleat-
ing cxpostulations in the doorway at
Hanaud’s unceremonious irruption.

“Another place, Burton, at once,”
he cried, and as soon as he and
Hanaud were alone: “What good wind
blows you to London?"

“Business, my friend. The disap-
pearance of bullion somewhere on the

. E. W. Mason. Copyright, 1917, by Charles Scribner's Sousy
V. Mason, Used by permission of the publishers.
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line between Paris and London. But
it is finished. Yes, I take a holiday.”

A light had suddenly flashed in
Mr. Ricardo’s eyes, and was now no
less suddenly extinguished. Hanaud
paid no attention whatever to his
friend’s disappointment. He pounced
upon a piece of silver which adorned
the tablecloth and took 1t over to
the window.

“Everything is as it should be, my
{friend,” he exclaimed, with a grin.
“Grosvenor Square, the Tzmes open
at the money column, and a false
antique upon the table. Thus I have
dreamed of you. All Mr. Ricardo 1s
in that sentence.”

Ricardo laughed nervously. Re-
collection made him wary of Hanaud’s
sarcasms. He was shy even to protest
the genuineness of his silver. But,
indeed, he had not the time. For the
door opened again and once more the
butler appeared. On this occasion,
however, he was alone.

“Mr. Calladine would like to speak
to you, sir,”” he said.

“Calladine!”” cried Ricardo in an
extreme surprise. ‘“That 1s the most
extraordinary thing.” He looked
at the clock upon his mantelpiece. It
was barely half-past eight. “At this
hour, too?”

“Mr. Calladine is still wearing
evening dress,”’ the butler remarked.

Ricardo started in his chair. He
began to dream of possibilities; and
here was Hanaud miraculously at his

side.
“Where
asked.

is Mr. Calladine?” he

“I have shown him into the li-
brary.”

“Good,” said Mr. Ricardo. “I will
come to him.”

But he was in no hurry. He sat and
let his thoughts play with this inci-
dent of Calladine’s early visit.

“It 1s very odd,” he said. “‘I have
not seen Calladine for months —
no, nor has anyone. Yet, a little while
ago, no one was more often scen.”

He fell apparently into a muse, but
he was merely seeking to provoke
Hanaud’s curiosity. In this attempt,
however, he failed. Hanaud continued
placidly to eat his breakfast, so that
Mr. Ricardo was compelled to volun-
teer the story which he was burning
to tell.

“Drink your coffee, Hanaud, and
you shall hear about Calladine.”

Hanaud grunted with resignation,
and Mr. Ricardo flowed on:

“Calladine was one of England’s
young men. Everybody said so. He
was going to do very wonderful
things as soon as he had made up his
mind exactly what sort of wonderful
things he was going to do. Mean-
while, you met him in Scotland, at
Newmarket, at Ascot, at Cowes, 1n
the box of some great lady at the
Opera, in any fine house where the
candles that night happened to be lit.
He went everywhere, and then a day
came and he went nowhere. There
was no scandal, no trouble, not a
whisper against his good name. He
simply vanished. For a little while a
few people asked: ‘What has become
of Calladine?” But there never was
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any answer, and London has no time
for unanswered questions.  Other
promising young men dined in his
place. Calladine had joined the huge
legion of the Come-to-nothings. No
one even scemed to pass him in the
street. Now unexpectedly, at half-
past cight in the morning, and in
evening dress, he calls upon me.
‘Why?' I ask mysclf.”

Mr. Ricardo sank once more into a
reverie. Hanaud watched him with a
broadening smile of pure enjoyment.

“And in time, [ suppose,” he
remarked casually, “‘you will perhaps
ask him?”

Mr. Ricardo sprang out of his pose
to his feet.

“Before 1 discuss serious things
with an acquaintance,” he said with
a scathing dignity, I make it a rule
to revive my impressions of his per-
sonality. The cigarettes are in the
crystal box.”

“They would be,”
unabashed, as Ricardo stalked from
the room. But in five minutes Mr,
Ricardo came running back, all his
composure gone.

“Itis the greatest good fortune that
you, my friend, should have chosen
this morning to visit me,” he cried,
and Hanaud nodded with a little
grimace of resignation.

“There goes my holiday. You shall
command me now and always. I will
make the acqu'unnncc of your young
friend.”

He rose and follo\\cd Ricardo into
his study, where a young man was
nervously pacing the floor.

said Hanaud,
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“Mr. Calladine,” said Ricardo.
“This is Mr. Hanaud.”

The young man turned cagerly.
He was tall, with a noticeable ele-
gance and distinction, and the face
which he showed to Hanaud was, in
spitc of its agitation, remarkably
handsome.

“I am very glad,” he said. “You
are not an official of this country.
You can advise — without yourself
taking action.”

Hanaud frowned. He bent his eyes
unc gly upon Calladine

“What does that mean?” he asked,
with a note of sternness in his voice.

“It means that T must tell some-
onc,” Calladine burst out in quiver-
ing tones. “That I don’t know what
to do. I am in a difficulty too big for
me.”

Hanaud looked at the young man
keenly. It scemed to Ricardo that
he ook in every excited gesture,
every twitching feature, in onc com-
prehensive glance. Then he said in a
friendlier voice:

“Sit down and tell me” —and he
himsel( drew up a chair to the table.

I was at the Semiramis last night,”
said Calladine, naming onc of the
great hotels upon the Embankment.
“There was a fancy-dress ball.”

Al this happened, by the way, in
those far-off days before the war whea
London, flinging aside its reticence,
its shy sclf-consciousness, had become
a city of carnivals and masquerades,
rivaling its neighbors on the Con-
tinent in the spirit of its gaicty, and
exceeding them by its stupendous
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luxury. “I went by the merest chance.
My rooms are in the Adelphi Ter-
race.”’

“There!” cried Mr. Ricardo in
surprise, and Hanaud lifted a hand to
check his interruptions.

Calladine drew up a chair opposite
to Hanaud and, seating himself, told,
with many nervous starts and in
troubled tones, a story which, to
Mr. Ricardo’s thinking, was as fabu-
lous as any out of the “Arabian
Nights.”

“I had a ticket,” he began, “but no
domino. 1 was consequently stopped

by an attendant in the lounge at the
top of the staircase leading down to the

ballroom.
““You can hire a domino 1n the

cloakroom, Mr. Calladine,” he said
to me. | had already begun to regret
the impulse which had brought me,
and I welcomed the excuse with which
the absence of a costume provided
me. | was, indeed, turning back to the
door, when a girl who had at that
moment run down from the stairs of
the hotel into the lounge, cried gaily:
“That’s not necessary’; and at the
same moment she flung to me a long
scarlet cloak which she had been
wearing over her own dress. She was
young, fair, rather tall, slim, and
very pretty; her hair was drawn
back from her face with a ribbon,
and rippled down her shoulders in
heavy curls; and she was dressed in
a satin coat and knee-breeches of pale
green and gold, with a white waistcoat
and silk stockings and scarlet heels to
her satin shoes. She was as straight-

limbed as a boy, and exquisite like a
figure in Dresden china. I caught the
cloak and turned to thank her. But
she did not wait. With a laugh she
ran down the stairs, a supple and
shining figure, and was lost in the
throng at the doorway of the ball-
room. I was stirred by the prospect
of an adventure. I ran down after
her. She was swanding just 1nside
the room alone, and she was gazing
at the scene with parted lips and danc-
ing cves. She laughed again as she
saw the cloak about my shoulders,
and I said to her:

“*May I dance with you?”

“‘Oh, do!" she cried, with a little
jump, and clasping her hands. She
was of a high and joyous spirit and not
difhcult in the matter of an introduc-
tion. ‘This gentleman will do very
well to present us,” she said, leading
me in front of a bust of the God
Pan which stood in a niche of the
wall. ‘I am, as you sce, straight out of
an opera. My name 1s Celymeéne or
anything with an eighteenth-century
sound to it. You are — what you will.
For this evening we are friends.’

“‘And for tomorrow?’ I asked.

“‘I will tell you about that later
on,” she replied, and she began to
dance with a light step and a pas-
sion 1n her dancing which earned me
many an envious glance from the
other men. I was in luck, for Cely-
méne knew no one, and though, of
course, I saw the faces of a great
many pecople whom I remembered,
I kept them all at a distance. We had
been dancing for about half an hour
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when the first quecrish thing hap-
pencd. She stopped suddenly in the
midst of a sentence with a little gasp.
I spoke to her, but she did not hear.
She was gazing past me, her eyes wide
open, and such a rapt look upon her
face as I had never scen. She was lost
in a miraculous vision. I followed the
direction of her eyes and, to my
astonishment, I saw nothing more
than a stout, short, middle-aged
woman, egregiously overdressed
as Marie Antoinctte.

*“‘So you do know someone here?’
I said, and 1 had to repeat the words
sharply before my friend withdrew
her eyes. But even then she was not
aware of me. It was as if a voice had
spoken to her while she was asleep
and had disturbed, but not wakened
her. Then she came to— there’s
really no other word I can think of
— she came to with a deep sigh.

“*No," she answered. ‘She is a
Mrs. Blumen from Chicago, a widow
with ambitions and a great deal of
money. But I don’t know her.’

““Yet you know all about her,” I
remarked.

***She crossed in the same boat
with me,” Celymene replied. ‘Did 1
tell you that 1 landed at Liverpool
this morning? She is staying at the
Semiramis too. Oh, let us dance!”

“She twitched my sleeve impa-
tiently, and danced with a kind of
violence and wildness as if she wished
to banish some sinister thought. And
she did undoubtedly banish it. We
supped together and grew confiden-
tial, as under such conditions people

will. She told me her real name. It
was Joan Carew.

““‘T have come over to get an en-
gagement if I can at Covent Garden.
I'am supposed to sing all right.”

“‘You have some letters of intro-
duction, I suppose?’ I asked.

“‘Oh, yes. One from my teacher
in Milan. One from an American
manager.”

“In my turn I told her my name
and where I lived, and I gave her my
card. I thought, you see, that since
I used to know a good many operatic
people, I might be able to help her.

““*Thank you,’" she said, and at that
moment Mrs. Blumen, followed by a
party, came into the supper-room and
took a table close to us. There was
at once an end of all confidences—
indeed, of all conversation. Joan
Carew lost all the lightness of her
spirit; she talked at random, and her
eyes were drawn again and again to the
grotesque slander on  Marie An-
toinctte. Finally I became annoyed.

*‘Shall we go?' I suggested impa-
tiently, and to my surprisc she
whispered passionately:

“‘Yes. Please! Let us go.’

“Her voice was actually shaking,
her small hands clenched. We went
back to the ballroom, but Joan Carew
did not recover her gaiety, and half
way through a dance, when we were
near the door, she stopped abruptly.

*““I'shall go,” she said. ‘I am tired.’

“I protested, but she made a little
grimace.

““You'll hate me in half an hour.
Let’s be wise and stop now while we
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are friends,” she said, and while I
removed the domino from my shoul-
ders she stooped very quickly. It
secemed to me that she picked up
something which had lain hidden
beneath the sole of her slipper. She
certainly moved her foot, and I
certainly saw something small and
bright flash in the palm of her glove
as she raised herself again.

“‘Yes, we'll go,” she said, and we
went up the stairs into the lobby.

“‘But I shall meet you again?’ I

asked.
“‘Ves. | have your address. I'ﬂ

write and fix a time when you will be
sure to find me in. Good night, and
a thousand thanks.’

“She was speaking lightly as she
held out her hand, but her grip

tightened a little and — clung.
““‘T am half inclined to ask you to

stay, however dull I am; and dance
with me till daylight — the safe
daylight,’ she said.

“‘Let us go back then!’ I urged.
She gave me an impression suddenly
of someone quite forlorn. But Joan
Carew recovered her courage, ‘No,
no,’ she answered quickly. She snatched
her hand away and ran lightly up the
staircase, turning at the corner to
wave her hand and smile. It was then
half-past one in the morning.”

“And when did you go homer”
Hanaud asked of Calladine.

Calladine was not sure. His part-
ner had left behind her the strangest
medley of sensations in his breast. He
was puzzled, haunted, and charmed.
He had to think about her; sleep

was impossible. He wandered for a
while about the ballroom. Then he
walked to his chambers along the
echoing streets and sat at his window ;
and some time afterwards the hoot of
a motor-horn broke the silence and a
car stopped and whirred 1n the street
below. A moment later his bell rang.

He ran down the stairs in a queer
excitement, unlocked the street door,
and opened it. Joan Carew, still 1n
her masquerade dress with her scarlet
cloak about her shoulders, slipped
through the opening.

“Shut the door,” she whispered.

Calladine latched the door. Above,
in the well of the stairs, the light
spread out from the open door of
his flat. Down here all was dark. He
could just see the glimmer of her
white face, the glitter of her dress,
but she drew her breath like one who
has run far. They mounted the
stairs cautiously. He did not say a
word until they were both safely 1n
his parlor; and even then it was 10 a
low voice.

“What has happened?”

“You remember the woman I stared
at? You didn’t know why I stared,
but any girl would have understood.
She was wearing the loveliest pearls
I ever saw in my life.”

Joan was standing by the edge of
the table. She was tracing with her
finger a pattern on the cloth as she
spoke. Calladine started with a hor-
rible presentiment.

“Yes,” she said. “I worship pearls.
I always have done so. For one thing,
they improve on me. I haven’t got
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any, of course. I have no money. But
friends of mine who do own pearls
have sometimes given theirs to me to
wear when they were going sick, and
they have always got back their
lustre. T think that has had a httle
to do with my love of them. Oh, I
have always longed for them.”

She was speaking in a dull, monot-
onous voice. But Calladine recalled
the ccstasy which had shone in her
face when her eyes first had fallen on
the pearls, the passion with which she
had danced to throw the obsession off.

“And I never noticed them at all,”
he said.

“Yet they were wonderful. The
color! The lustre! All evening they
tempted me. I was furious that a fat,
coarse creature like that should have
such exquisite things. Oh, I was mad.”

She covered her face suddenly with
her hands and swayed. Calladine
sprang towards her. But she held out
her hand.

“No, I am all rnight.” And though
he asked her to sit down she would
not. *“You remember when I stopped
dancing suddenly?”

“Yes. You had something hidden
under your foot?”

The girl nodded.

“Her key!” And under his breath
Calladine uttered a startled cry.

“A little Yale key,” the girl con-
tinued. “I saw Mrs. Blumen looking
on the floor for something, and then
I saw it shining on the very spot. Mrs.
Blumen’s suite was on the same floor
as mine, and her maid slept above,

All the maids do. 1 knew that. Oh,
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it scemed to me as if 1 had sold my
soul and was being paid.”

Now Calladine understood what
she had meant by her strange
phrase — “‘the safe daylight.”

“I went up to my little suite,” Joan
Carew continued. “‘I sat there with
the key burning through my glove
until I had given her time enough to
fall asleep. Then I crept out. The
corridor was dimly lit. Far away
below the music was throbbing.
Up here 1t was as silent as the grave.
I opened the door — her door. 1
found myself in a lobby. The suite,
though bigger, was arranged like
mine. [ slipped in and closed the door
behind me. I listened in the darkness.
I couldn’t hear a sound. I crept
forward to the door in front of me.
I stood with my fingers on the handle
and my heart beating fast enough to
choke me. I had sull time to turn
back. But I couldn’'t. There were
those pearls in front of my eyes, lus-
trous and wonderful. I opened the
door gently an inch or so—and
then — 1t all happened in a second.”

Joan Carew faltered. The night was
too near to her, 1ts memory too poign-
ant with terror. She shut her eyes
tightly and cowered down in a chair.

“Go on,”’ Calladine said.

“I found myself inside the room
with the door shut behind me. I had
shut it myself in a spasm of terror,
And I dared not turn round to open
it. I was helpless.”

“What do you mean? She was
awaker”

Joan Carew shook her head.
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“There were others in the room
before me, and on the same errand
— men!”

Calladine drew back, his eyes
searching the girl’s face.

“Yes?” he said slowly.

“I didn’t see them at first. I didn’t
hear them. The room was quite dark
except for one jet of fierce white light
which beat upon the door of a safe.
And as I shut the door the jet moved
swiftly and the light reached me and
stopped. 1 was blinded. I stood 1n
the full glare of it, drawn up against
the panels of the door, shivering, sick
with fear. Then I heard a quiet laugh,
and someone moved softly towards
me. Oh, 1t was terrible! I recovered
the use of my limbs; in a panic I
turned to the door, but I was too late.
While 1 fumbled with the handle I
was seized; a hand covered my mouth.
I was lifted to the centre of the
room. The jet went out, the electric
lights were turned on. There were
two men dressed as apaches in velvet
trousers and red scarves, like a hun-
dred others in the ballroom below,
and both were masked. I struggled
furiously; but, of course, I was like a
child in their grasp. ‘Tie her legs,” the
man whispered who was holding me;
‘she’s making too much noise.” 1
kicked and fought, but the other man
stooped and tied my ankles, and I
fainted.

“When I came to, the lights were
still burning, the door of the safe was
open, the room empty; I had been
flung onto a couch at the foot of the
bed. I was lying there quite free.”

“Was the safe empty?”’ asked Cal-
ladine.

“I didn’t look,” she answered.
“Oh!” — and she covered her face
spasmodically with her hands, “I
looked at the bed. Someone was lying
there — under a sheet and quite still.
There was a clock ticking in the room;
[t was the only sound. I was terrified.
If I didn’t get out of the room at
once I felt that I should scream and
bring everyone to find me alone with
— what was under the sheet in the
bed. I ran to the door and looked
out through a slit into the corridor.
[t was still quite empty, and below
the music still throbbed in the ball-
room. | crept down the stairs, meet-
ing no one until I reached the hall. I
looked into the ballroom as if I was
searching for someone. I stayed long
enough to show myself. Then I got a
cab and came to you.”

Calladine sat watching the girl
in silence.

Then he asked, and his voice was
hard:

“Is that all you have to tell me?”

“Yes.”

Calladine rose to his feet and stood
beside her.

“Then how do you come to be
wearing this?”” he asked, and he lifted
a chain of platinum and diamonds
which she was wearing about her
shoulders. “You weren’t wearing It
when you danced with me.”

Joan Carew stared at the chain.

“No. It’s not mine. I have never
seen it before.” Then a light came
into her eyes. “The two men — they



THE AFFAIR AT THE SEMIRAMIS HOTEL 4t

must have thrown it over my head
when I was on the couch — before
they went.” She looked at it more
closely. “That’s it. The chain’s not
very valuable. They could spare it,
and — it would accuse me — of what
they did.”

“Yes, that’s very good reasoning,”
said Calladine coldly.

Joan Carew looked quickly up into
his face.

“Oh, you don’t believe me,” she
cried. “You think — oh, it's impos-
sible.”

“But you went to steal, you know,”
he said gently.

“Yes, 1 did, but not this.” And she
held up the necklace. “Should 1 have
stolen this, should I have come to
you wearing it, if I had stolen the
pearls, if I had” — and she stopped —
“if my story were not true?”

Calladine weighed her argument.

“No, I think you wouldn't,” he
said frankly.

Calladine looked at the clock. It
was nearly five o'clock in the morn-
ing, and though the music could still
be heard from the ballroom in the
Semiramis, the night had begun to
wane upon the river.

“You must go back,” he said. “I'll
walk with you.”

They crept silently down the
stairs and into the street. They met
no one until they reached the Strand.
There many, like Joan Carew in
masquerade, were standing about, or
walking hither and thither in search
of carriages and cabs.

“You can slip in unnoticed,” said

Calladine as he looked into the
thronged courtyard. “I'll telephone
to you in the morning.”
“You will?” she cried cagerly.
“Yes, for certain,” he replied.
“Wait in until you hear from me.
T'll think it over. I'll do what I can.”
“Thank you,” she said fervently.
He watched her scarlet cloak flitting
here and there in the crowd until it
vanished through the doorway. Then,
for the second time, he walked back
to his chambers, while the morning
crept up the river from the sea.

This was the story which Calladine
told in Mr. Ricardo’s library. Mr.
Ricardo heard it out with varying
emotions. He began with a thrill of
expectation, like a man on a dark
threshold of great excitements. The
setting of the story appealed to him,
too, by a sort of brilliant bizarrerie
which he found in it. But, as it went
on, he grew puzzled and a trifle dis-
heartened. There were flaws and
chinks; he began to bubble with
unspoken criticisms, then swift and
clever thrusts which he dared not
deliver. He looked upon the young
man with disfavor, as upon one who
had half opened a door upon a theatre
of great promise and shown him a
spectacle not up to the mark. Ha-
naud, on the other hand, listened
imperturbably, without an expression
upon his face, until the end. Then
he pointed a finger at Calladine and
asked him what to Ricardo’s mind
was a most irrelevant question.

“You got back to your rooms, then,
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before five, Mr. Calladine, and it is
now nine o'clock less a few minutes.”

“Yes.”

“Yet you have not changed your
clothes. Explain to me that. What
did you do between five and half-
past eight?”

Calladine looked down at his rum-
pled shirt front.

“Upon my word, I never thought
of it,” he cried. ““I was worried out of
my mind. I couldn’t decide what to
do. Finally, I determined to talk to
Mcr. Ricardo, and after I had come to
that conclusion I just waited 1m-
patiently until I could come round
with decency.”

[Hanaud rose from his chair. His
manner was grave, but conveyed no
single hint of an opinion. He turned
to Ricardo. |

“Let us go round to your young
friend’s rooms in the Adelphi,” he
said: and the three men drove there

at once.

Calladine lodged in a corner house
and upon the first floor. His rooms,
large and square and lofty, with
Adam mantelpieces and a delicate
tracery upon their ceilings, breathed
the grace of the eighteenth century.
Broad high windows, embrasured in
thick walls, overlooked the river and
took 1n all the sunshine and the air
which the river had to give. And they
were furnished fittingly. When the
three men entered the parlor, Mr.
Ricardo was astounded. He had
expected the untidy litter of a man
run to seed, the neglect and the

dust of the recluse. But the room was
as clean as the deck of a yacht; an
Aubusson carpet made the floor
luxurious underfoot; a few colored
prints of real value decorated the
walls; and the mahogany furniture
was polished so that a lady could have
used 1t as a mirror. There was even
a china bowl full of fresh red roscs.

“So you live here, Mr. Calladine?”
said Hanaud.

“Yes."”

“With your servants, of course?”’

“They come in during the day,”
said Calladine, and Hanaud looked at
him curiously. ,

“Do you mean that you sleep here
aloner™

“Yes.”

“But your valetr”

“I don’t keep a valet,” said Calla-
dine; and again the curious look came
into Hanaud’s eyes.

“Yet,” he suggested gently, “there
arc rooms enough in your set of
chambers to house a family.”

Calladine colored.

“I prefer at night not to be dis-
turbed,” he said, stumbling a little
over the words.

Hanaud nodded
sympathy.

“Yes, yes. And it is a difficult thing
to get — as difficult as my holiday,”
he said ruefully, with a smile for Mr.
Ricardo. “However” — he turned
towards Calladine — “‘no doubt, now
that you are at home, you would like
a bath and a change of clothes. And
when you are dressed, perhaps you
will telephone to the Semiramis and

his head with
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ask Miss Carew to come round here.”

Hanaud shut the door upon Cal-
ladine, then crossed the room to Mr.
Ricardo who, scated at the open win-
dow, was plunged deep in reflections.

“You have an idea, my friend,”
cried Hanaud.

Mr. Ricardo started out of an
absorption which was altogether as-
sumed.

“I was thinking,” he said, with a
faraway smile, “‘that you might
disappear in the forests of Africa,
and at once everyone would be very
busy about your disappcarance. You
might leave your village in Leicester-
shire and live in the fogs of Glasgow,
and within a week the whole village
would know your postal address. But
London — what a city! How differ-
ent! How indifferent! Turn out of St.
James’s into the Adelphi Terrace and
not a soul will say to you: ‘Dr.
Livingstone, I presume? ™

“But why ‘should they,” asked
Hanaud, “if your name isn’t Dr.
Livingstone?”

Mr. Ricardo smiled indulgently.

“Scoffer!” he said. “You under-
stand me very well,” and he sought to
turn the tables on his companion.
“And you — does this room suggest
nothing to you? Have you no idcas?”
But he knew very well that Hanaud
had. Ever since Hanaud had crossed
the threshold he had been like a man
stimulated by a drug.

“Yes,” he said, “T have.”

He was standing now by Ricardo’s
side with his hands in his pockets,
Jooking out at the trees on the

Embankment and the barges swing-
ing down the river. In a moment or
two he began to walk about the room
with that curiously light step which
Ricardo was never able to’ reconcile
with his cumbersome figure. With the
heaviness of a bear he still padded.
He went from corner to corner,
opened a cupboard here, a drawer of
the burcau there.

*“You are looking for something,”
Ricardo announced with sagacity.

“I am,” replied Hanaud; and it
scemed that in a second or two he
found it. Yet— yet — he found it
with his hands in his pockets, if he had
found it. Mr. Ricardo saw him stop
in that attitude in front of the
mantelshelf, and heard him utter a
long, low whistle. Upon the mantel-
shelfsome photographs were arranged,
a box of cigars stood at one end, a book
or two lay between some delicate
ornaments of china, and a small en-
graving in a thin gilt frame was
propped at the back against the wall.
Ricardo surveyed the shelf from his
seat in the window, but he could not
imagine which it was of these objects
that so drew and held Hanaud’s eyes.

Hanaud, however, stepped forward.
He looked into a vase and turned it
upside down. Then he removed the
lid of a porcelain cup, and from the
very look of his great shoulders
Ricardo knew that he had discovered
what he sought. He was holding
something in his hands, turning it
over, examining it. When he was
satisfied he moved swiftly to the door
and opened it cautiously. Both men
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could hear the splashing of water in
a bath. Hanaud closed the door again
with a nod of contentment and
crossed once more to the window.

“Yes, it is all very strange and
curious,” he said, “and I do not re-
gret that you dragged me into the
affair. You were quite right, my
friend, this morning. It is the per-
sonality of your young Mr. Call
which ‘is the interesting thing.
instance, here we are in London in
the early summer. The trees out,
freshly green, lilac and flowers in the
gardens, and I don’t know what
tingle of hope and' expectation in
the sunlight and the air.

“‘Can you understand a young man
with money, with fastidious tastes,
good-looking, hiding himself in a
corner at such a time — except for
some overpowering reason’ No. Nor
can I. There is another thing—1
put a question or two to Calladine.

“He has no servants here at night.
He is quite alone and — here is what
1 find interesting— he has no \'alc(.
That scems a small thing to you?
Hanaud asked at a movement from
Ricardo. “Well, it is no doubt a trifle,
but it’s a significant trifle in the case
of a young rich man. It is gencrally a
sign that there is something strange,
perhaps even something sinister, in
his life. Mr. Calladine, some months
ago, turned out of St. James’s into
the Adelphi. Can you tell me why?”

“No,” replied Mr. Ricardo.

Hanaud stretched out a hand. In
his open palm lay a small round hairy
bulbabout the size of a big button and

of a color between green and brown.

“Look!™ he said. “*What is that?™

Mr. Ricardo took the bulb wonder-
ingly.

“It looks to me like the fruit of
some kind of cactus.”

Hanaud nodded.
“It is. You will see some pots of it
in the hothouses of any really good
botanical gardens. They are labeled
Anhalonium Luinii. But among the
Indians of \ucn.m the plant has a
simpler name.”
“What name?
“Mescal.”

Mr. Ricardo repeated the name. It
conveyed nothing to him whatever.

“Mescal is a drug.”

Ricardo started.

“Yes, you are beginning to under-
stand now,” Hanaud continued, *“why
your young friend Calladine turned
out of St. James's into the Adelphi
Terrace.

Ricardo turned the little bulb over
in his fingers.

“You make a decoction of it,
suppose?” he said.

“Or you can use it as the Indians
do in Yucatan,” replicd Hanaud.
“Mescal enters into their religious
ceremonies. They sit at night in a
circle about a fire built in the forest
and chew it, while onc of their num-
ber beats perpetually upon a drum.”

Hanaud looked round the room and
took notes of its luxurious carpet, its
delicate appointments. Outside the
window there was a clamor of voices.
Boats went swiftly down the river on
the ebb. Beyond the mass of the

" asked Ricardo.
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Semiramis rose the great gray-white
dome of St. Paul’s.

“It’s a long way from the forests of
Yucatan to the Adelphi Terrace of
London,” said Hanaud. “Yet here,
1 think, in these rooms, when the
servants are all gone and the house is
very quiet, there is a litde corner of
wild Mexico.”

A look of pity came into Mr.
Ricardo’s face. He had seen more
than one young man of great promise
slacken his hold and let go, just for
this reason.

“It’s like bhang and kicff and the
rest of the devilish things, 1 suppose,”
he said, indignantly tossing the but-
ton upon the table,

Hanaud picked it up.

“No,” he replied. “It's not quite
like any other drug. It has a quality
of its own which just now is of par-
ticular importance to you and me.
Yes, my friend, we must watch that
we do not make the big fools of our-
selves in this affair.”

“There,” Mr. Ricardo agreed with
an incffable air of wisdom, “I am
entirely with you.”

“Now, why?” Hanaud asked. Mr.
Ricardo was at a loss for a reason,
but Hanaud did not wait. “I will
tell you. Mescal intoxicates, yes—
but it does more — it gives to the
man who cats of it color-dreams.”

“Color-dreams?”

“Yes, strange heated charms, in
which violent things happen vividly
among bright colors. Color is the
gift of this little prosaic brown but-
ton,” He spun the bulb in the air
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like a coin, and catching it again,
took it over to the mantelpiece and
dropped it into the porcelain cup.

“Are you sure of this?” Ricardo
cried excitedly, and Hanaud raised
his hand in warning. He went to
the door, opened it for an inch or so,
and closed 1t again.

“I am quite sure,” he returned.
I have for a friend a very learned
chemist in the College de France.
He is onc of those enthusiasts who
must_experiment upon  themselves.
He tried this drug.”

“Yes,” Ricardo said in a quieter
voice. “And what did he see?”

“He had a vision of a wonderful
garden bathed in sunlight, an old
garden of gorgeous flowers and emer-
ald lawns, ponds with golden lilies and
thick yew hedges —a garden where
peacocks stepped indolently and groups
of gay people fantastically dressed
quarreled and fought with swords.
That is what he saw. And he saw it so
vividly that, when the vapors of the
drug passed from his brain and he
waked, he scemed to be coming out
of the real world into a world of shift-
ing illusions.”

“Out of the real world,” Mr. Ri-
cardo quoted, I begin to see.”

“Yes, you begin to sce, my friend,
that we must be very careful not to
make the big fools of ourselves. My
friend of the Collége de France saw a
garden. But had he been sitting alone
in the window-seat where you are,
listening through a summer night to
the music of the masquerade at the
Semiramis, might he not have seen
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the ballroom, the dancers, the scarlet
cloak, and the rest of this story?”
“You mean,” cricd Ricardo, now
fairly startled, “that Calladine came
to us with the fumes of mescal still
working in his brain, that the false
world was the real one sull for him.”
“l do not know,” said Hanaud.
“At present 1 only put questions. |
ask them of vou. I wish to hear how
they sound. Let us reason this prob-
lem out. Calladine, let us say, takes a
grcat deal more of the drug than my
professor. It will have on him a more
powerful effect while 1t lasts, and 1t
will last longer. Fancy-dress balls are
famihar things to Calladine. The
music floating from the Semiramis
will revive old memories. Ie sits here,
the pageant takes shape before him,
he sees himself taking his part in it.
Oh, he is happier here sitting quietly
in his window-seat than if he was ac-
tually at the Semiramis. For he is
there more intenscly, more vividly,
more reallv, than if he had actually
descended this staircase. e lives his
story through, the story of a heated
brain, the scene of it changes 1n the
way dreams have, it becomes tragic
and sinister, it oppresses him with
horror, and in the morning, so ob-
sessed with 1t that he does not think
to change his clothes, he i1s Lnocl\mg
at your door.”
Mr. Ricardo raised his eyebrows.
“Ah! You sce a flaw in my argu-
ment,”’ said Hanaud. But Mr. Ricardo
was wary. Too often in other days he
had been leaped upon and trounced
for a careless remark.
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“Let me hear the end of your
argument,”” he said. “There was then
to vour thinking no temptation of
jewels, no theft, no murder —in a
word, no Celymener”

“No!” cried Hanaud. “Come with
me, my {riend. I am not so sure that
there was no Celvmene.”

With a smile upon his face, Hanaud
led the way across the room. He had
the dramatic instinct, and rejoiced n
it. He was going to produce a surprise
for his companion and, savoring the
moment in advance, he manwul his
effects. He walked towards the man-
telpiece and stopped a few pacesaway.

“Look!”

Mr. Ricardo looked and saw a
broad Adam mantelpicce. e turned
a bewildered face to his friend.

“You sce nothing?"" Hanaud asked.

“Nothing!”

“Look again! I am not sure — but
1s not Celyméne posing belore you?”

Mr. Ricardo looked again. There
was nothing to fix his cyes. He saw a
book or two, a cup, a vase or two, and
nothing eclse except a very pretty and
apparently valuable piece of — and
suddenly Mr. Ricardo understood.
Straight in front of him, in the very
centre of the mantelpicce, a higure 1n
painted china was leaning against a
china stile. It was the hgurc of a per-
fectly impossible couruier, feminine
and exquisite, and appareled even to
the scarlet heels, exactly as Calladine
had described Joan Carew.

Hanaud chuckled with satistaction
when he saw the expression upon

Mr. Ricardo’s face.
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“Ah, you understand,” he said.
“Do you dream, my friend? At times
—yes, like the rest of us. Then
recollect your dreams? Things, peo-
ple, which you have scen perhaps that
day, perhaps months ago, pop in and
out of them without making them-
selves prayed for. Thus, our friend
here sits in the window, intoxicated
by his drug, the music plays in the
Semiramis, the curtain goes up in the
heated theatre of his brain. He sees
himself step upon the stage, and who
else meets him but the china figure
from his mantelpiece?”

Mr. Ricardo for a moment was all
enthusiasm. Then his doubt returned
to him.

“What you say, my dear Hanaud,
is very ingenious. The figure upon
the mantelpicce is also extremely
convincing. And I should be abso-
lutely convinced but for one thing.”

“Yes?" said Hanaud.

“I am — I may say it, I think —a
man of the world. And I ask myself
whether a young man who has given
up his social ties, who has become a
hermit, and still more who has become
the slave of a drug, would retain that
scrupulous carcfulness of his body
which is indicated by dressing for
dinner when alone?”

Hanaud struck the table with the
palm of his hand.

“Yes. That is the weak point in my
theory. You have hit it. I knew it was
there — that weak point, and
wondered whether you would seize it.
Yes, the consumers of drugs are care-
less, untidy — even unclean as a rule.
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But not always. We must be careful.
We must wait.”

“For what?” asked Ricardo.

“For the answer to a telephone
message,” replied Hanaud.

Both men waited impatiently until
Calladine came into the room. He
wore now a suit of blue serge, he
had a clearer cye, his skin a healthier
look; he was altogether a more
reputable person. But he was plainly
very ill at case. He offered his visitors
cigarettes, he proposed refreshments,
he avoided entirely and awkwardly
the object of their visit. Hanaud
smiled. His theory was working out.
Sobered by his bath, Calladine had
realized the foolishness of which he
had been guilty.

“You telephoned to the Semiramis,
of course?” said Hanaud cheerfully.

Calladine grew red.

“Yes,” he stammered.

“Yet I did not hear that volume of
‘Hallos’ which precedes telephonic
connection in your country of lei-
sure,” Hanaud continued.

“I telephoned from my bedroom.
You would not hear anything in this
room.”

“Yes, yes; the walls of these old
houses are solid.” Hanaud was playing
with his victim. “And when may we
expect Miss Carew?"”

“I can't say,” replied Calladine.
“It’s very strange. She is not in the
hotel.”

Mr. Ricardo and Hanaud ex-
changed a look. They were both
satisfied now. There was no word of
truth in Calladine’s story.
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“Then there is no reason for us to
wait,” said Hanaud. “I shall have my
holiday after all.” And while he was
yet speaking the voice of a newsboy
calling out the first edition of an
evening paper became distantly audi-
ble. Hanaud broke off his farewell. For
a moment he listened, with his head
bent. Then the voice was heard
again, confused, indistinct; Hanaud
picked up his hat and cane and,
without another word to Calladine,
raced down the stairs. Mr. Ricardo
followed him, but when he reached
the pavement, Hanaud was half down
the little street. At the corner, how-
ever, he stopped, and Ricardo joined
him, coughing and out of breath.

“What's the matter?” he gasped.

“Listen,” said Hanaud.

At the bottom of Duke Street, by
Charing Cross Station, the newsboy
was shouting his wares. Both men
listened, and now the words came to
them.

“Mysterious crime at the Semiramis
Hozel!”

Ricardo stared at his companion.

“You were wrong, then!” he cried.
“Calladine’s story was true.”

For once Hanaud was quite dis-
concerted.

But before he could move a taxi-
cab turned into the Adelphi from the
Strand, and wheeling in front of their
faces, stopped at Calladine’s door.
From the cab a girl descended.

“Let us go back,” said Hanaud.

Mr. Ricardo could no longer com-
plain. It was half-past eight when

Calladine had first disturbed the
formalities of his house in Grosvenor
Square. It was barely ten now, and
during that short time he had been
flung from surprise to surprise.

“I am alive once more,” Mr.
Ricardo thought as he turned back
with Hanaud, and in his excitement
he cried his thought aloud.

“Are you?” said IHanaud. “And
what 1s life without a newspaper? 1f
you will buy one from that re-
markably raucous boy at the bottom
of the street, I will keep an eye upon
Calladine’s house till you come back.”

Mr. Ricardo sped down to Charing
Cross and brought back a copy of
the Stzar. He handed it to Hanaud,
who stared at it doubtfully, folded as
it was.

“Shall we see what it says?”’
Ricardo asked impatiently.

“By no means,” Hanaud answered,
waking from his reverie and tucking
the paper briskly away into the tail
pocket of his coat. “We will hear
what Miss Joan Carew has to say,
with our minds undisturbed by any
discoveries.”

They went quickly to Calladine’s
rooms. As they entered Mr. Ricardo
saw a girl turn to them suddenly a
white face of terror, and flinch as
though already she felt the hand of a
constable upon her shoulder. Calla-
dine, on the other hand, uttered a
cry of relief.

“These are my friends,” he ex-
claimed to the girl, “the friends of
whom I spoke to you’; and to Hanaud

he said: “This 1s Miss Carew.”’
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Hanaud bowed.

“You shall tell me your story,
mademoiselle,” he said very gently,
and a little color returned to the
girl’s cheeks.

“But you have
answered.

“Not from you,” said Hanaud.

So for a second time in that room
she told the history of that night.
She was just a very young and very
pretty girl, telling in a low and re-
morseful voice of the tragic dilemma to
which she had brought herself. Of
Celymene all that remained was some-
thing exquisite and fragile in her
beauty, in the slimness of her figure,
in her daintiness of hand and foot —
something almost of the hot-house.
But the story she told was the same
which Calladine had already related.

“Thank you,” said Hanaud when
she had done. “Now I must ask you
two questions.”

“I will answer them.”

“You will forgive me, Miss Carew.
But have you ever stolen before?”

Joan Carew turned upon Hanaud
with spirit. Then a change swept over
her face.

“You have a right to ask,” she
answered. “Never.” She looked into
his eyes as she answered. Hanaud did
not move. He sat with a hand upon
cach knee and led to his second
question.

“Early this morning, when you
left this room, you told Mr. Calladine
that you would wait at the Semiramis
until he telephoned to you?”

“Yes "

heard it,” she

“Yet when he telephoned, you
had gone out?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“T will tell you,” said Joan Carew.
“I could not bear to keep the little
diamond chain in my room.

“1 was terrified,” continued Joan
Carew. “I kept thinking: ‘They must
have found out by now. They will
search everywhere." T didn't reason.
1 lay in bed expecting to hear every
moment a loud knocking on the door.
Besides — the chain itself being there
in my bedroom — her chain — the
dead woman’s chain — no, I couldn’t
endure it. I felt as if I had stolen it.”

Joan Carew explained how she had
risen, dressed, wrapped the chain ina
pad of cotton-wool and enclosed it in
an envelope. The envelope had not
the stamp of the hotel upon it. It was
a rather large envelope, one of a
packet which she had bought in a
crowded shop in Oxford Street on her
way from Euston to the Semiramis.
She had bought the envelopes of that
particular size in order that when she
sent her letter of introduction to the
Dircctor of the Opera at Covent,
Garden she might enclose with it a
photograph.

“And to whom did you send it?”
asked Mr. Ricardo.

“To Mrs. Blumen at the Semiramis.
1 printed the address carefully. Then
I went out and posted it.”

“Where?” Hanaud inquired.

“In the big letter-box of the Post
Office at the corner of Trafalgar-

Square.”
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Hanaud looked at the girl sharply.

“You had your wits about you, I
see,” he said.

“What if the envelope gets lost?”
said Ricardo.

Hanaud laughed grimly.

“If one envelope is delivered at its
address in London today, it will be
that one,” he said. “The news of
the crime is published, you sce,” and
he swung round to Joan. “Did you
know that, Miss Carew?

“No,” she answered in an awe-
stricken voice.

“Well, then, it is. Let us sce what
the special investigator has to say
about it.” And Hanaud, with a de-
liberation which Mr. Ricardo found
quite excruciating, spread out the
newspaper on the table.

There was only one new fact in the
couple of columns devoted to the
mystery. Mrs. Blumen had died
from chloroform poisoning. She was
of a stout habit, and the thieves were
not skilled in the administration of
the anesthetic.

“It’s murder none the less,” said
Hanaud, and he gazed straight at
Joan, asking her by the direct sum-
mons of his eyes what she was going
to do.

“Imust tell my story to the police,”
she replied, painfully and slowly.

Hanaud neither agreed nor differed.
His face was blank, and when he
spoke there was no cordiality in his
voice. “Well,” he asked, “and what is
it that you have to say to the police,
miss? That you went into the room
to steal, and that you were attacked

by two strangers, dressed as apaches,
and masked? That is all?”

“Yes.”

And how many men at the Semir-
amis ball were dressed as apaches and
wore masks? Come! Make a guess.
A hundred at the least?”

“I should think so.”

“Then what will your confession
do beyond — I quote your English
idiom — putting you in the coach?”

“Yet I think I must tell the police,”
she repeated, looking up and dropping
her eyes again. Mr. Ricardo noticed
that her eyelashes were very long.
For the first time Hanaud's face
relaxed.

“And I think you are quite right,”
he cried heartily, to Mr. Ricardo’s
surprise. “Tell them the truth before
they suspect it, and they will help
you out of the affair if they can. Not
a doubt of it. Come, I will go with
you myself to Scotland Yard.”

“Thank you,” said Joan, and the
pair drove away in a cab together.

Hanaud returned to Grosvenor
Square alone and lunched with
Ricardo.

“It was all right,” he said. “The
police were very kind. Miss Joan
Carew told her story to them as she
had told it to us. Fortunately, the
envelope with the platinum  chain
had already been delivered, and was
in their hands. They were much
mystified about it, but Miss Joan's
story gave them a reasonable explana-
tion. I think they are inclined to
believe her; and if she is speaking the
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truth, they will keep her out of the
witness-box if they can.”

“She is to stay here in London,
then?” asked Ricardo.

*“Oh, yes; she is not to go. She will
present her letters at the Opera
House and secure an engagement, if
she can, The criminals might be lulled
thereby into a belief that the girl had
kept the whole strange incident to
herself, and that there was nowhere
even a knowledge of the disguise
which they had used.” Hanaud spoke
as carclessly as if the matter was not
very important; and Ricardo, with
an unusual flash of shrewdness, said:

“It is clear, my friend, that you do
not think those two men will ever
be caught at all.”

Hanaud shrugged his shoulders.

“But,” exclaimed Ricardo, “*those
pearls were of great value, .md pearls

of great value are know , when
(hcy come upon the mark l
“That is  tru Hanaud inter-

rupted imperturbably. *But how are
they known?

“By their weight,” said Mr. Ri-
c1rdo

xactly,” replied Hanaud. *“But
did you not know that pearls can be
peeled like an onion? No? It is true.
Remove a skin, two skins, the weight
is altered, the pearl is a trifle smaller.
It has lost a little of its value, yes —
but you can no longer identify it as
the so-and-so pearl which belonged to
this or that sultan, was stolen by the
vizicr, bought by Messrs. Lustre and
Steinopolis, of Hatton Garden, and
subsequently sold to the wealthy

THE
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Mis. Blumen. No, your pearl has
vanished altogether. There is a new
pearl which can be traded.” He
looked at Ricardo. “Who shall say
that those pearls are not already in
one of the queer little back streets of
Amsterdam, undergoing their trans-
formation?”

The days flew by. It was London’s
play-time. The green and gold of
carly summer decpened and  dark-
ened. Hanaud made acquaintance
with the wooded reaches of the
Thames; Joan Carew sang Louise at
Covent Garden with notable success;
and the affair of the Semiramis Hotel,
in the minds of the few who remem-
bered it, was alrcady added to the
long list of unfathomed mysteries.

But towards the end of fay there
occurred a startling development.
Joan Carew wrote to Mr. Ricardo
that she would call upon him in the
afternoon, and she begged him to
secure the presence of Hanaud. She
came as the clock struck; she was pale
and agitated; and in the room where
Calladine had first told the story of
her visit she told another story which,
to Mr. Ricardo’s thinking, was yet
more strange.

“It has been going on for some
time,” she began. “I thought of com-
ing to you at once. Then I wondered
whether, if 1 waited —oh, you'll
never believe me!”

“Let us hear,” said Hanaud.

“I began to dream of that room,
the two men disguised and masked,
the still figure in the bed. Night after




52 ELLERY QUEEN’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

night! T was terrified to go to sleep. I
felt the hand upon my mouth. I
used to catch myself falling asleep,
and walk about the room with all the
lights up to keep myself awake. Oh,
my nights were horrible until” — she
paused and looked at her companions
doubtfully — “until one night the
mask slipped.”

“What —?" cried Hanaud.

“[t is true. The mask slipped on the
face of one of the men — of the man
who held me. Only a little way; it
just left his forchcad visible.”

“Well?"" asked Hanaud.

“I waked up,” the girl continued,
“in the darkness, and for a moment
the whole scene remained vividly
with me — for just long enough for
me to fix clearly in my mind the
figure of the apache with the white
forehead showing above the mask.”

“When was that?” asked Ricardo.

“A fortnight ago.”

“Why didn’t you come with your
story then?”

“I waited,” said Joan. “What I
had to tell wasn’t yet helpful. I
thought that another night the mask
might slip lower still. Besides, I — it
is difficult to describe just what I
felt. I felt it important just to keep
that photograph in my mind, not to
think about it, not to talk about it,
not even to look at it too often lest I
should begin to imagine the rest of the
face and find something familiar in
the man’s carriage and shape when
there was nothing really familiar to
me at all. Do you understand that?”

“Yes,” replied Hanaud.

“I thought there was a chance
now — the strangest chance — that
the truth might be reached. I did not
wish to spoil it,” and she turned
cagerly to Ricardo, as if, having per-
suaded Hanaud, she would now turn
her batteries on his companion. “My
whole point of view was changed. 1
was no longer afraid of falling asleep
lest 1 should dream. 1 wished to
dream, but —"

“But you could not,” suggested
Hanaud.

“No, that is the truth,” replied
Joan Carew. “Whereas before I was
anxious to keep awake and yet must
sleep from sheer fatigue, now that I
tried consciously to put myself to
sleep T remaincd awake all through
the night, and only towards morning,
when the light was coming through
the blinds, dropped off into a heavy,
dreamless slumber.

“Then came my rehearsals,” Joan
Carew continued, “and that wonder-
ful opera drove cverything else out
of my head. I had such a chance, if
only T could make use of it! When I
went to bed now, I went with that
haunting music in my cars — the call
of Paris — oh, you must remember it.
But can you realize what it must
mean to a girl who is going to sing it
for the first time in Covent Garden?”

Mr. Ricardo saw his opportunity.
He, the connoisseur, could answer
that question.

“Iuis true, my {riend,” he informed
Hanaud with quiet authority. “The
great march of events leaves the
artist cold. He lives aloof. While the
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tumbrils thunder in thestreets he adds
adelicate tint to the picture he is en-
gaged upon or e mlls his triumph in
lus last great art.”

“Thank you," said Hanaud gravely.
“And now Miss Carew may perhaps
resume her story.”

“It was the very night of my
début,” she continued. *I had supper
with some friends. A great artist,
Carmen Valeri, honored me with her
presence. I went home excited, and
that night I drecamed again.”

“Yes?”

“This time the chin, the lips, the
eyes were visible. There was only a

black strip across the middle of the
face. And I thought — nay, I was
sure — that if that strip vanished 1
should know the man.”

“And it did vanish?”

“Three nights afterwards.”

“‘And you did know the man?”

The girl’s face became troubled.

“Iknew the face, that was all,” she
answered. “T was disappointed. I had
never spoken to the man. I am sure
of that still. But somewhere I have
seen him.”

“You don’t even remember when?”
asked Hanaud.

“No.” Joan Carew reflected for a
moment with her eyes upon the car-
pet, and then flung up her head with
a gesture of despair. “No. I try all the
time to remember. But it is no good.”

“How did you pass the evening of
that night when you first dreamed
complete the face of your assailant?”

Joan Carew reflected. Then her
face cleared.
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“I know,” she exclaimed. “I was
at the opera.”

“And what was being given?”
“The Jewels of the Madonna.”

Hanaud nodded his head. To Ri-
cardo it scemed that he had expected
precisely that answer.

“Now,” he continued, “you are
sure that you have scen this man?”

“Very well,” said Hanaud. “There
is a game you play at children’s par-
ties — is there not? — animal, vege-
table, or mineral, and always you get
the answer. Let us play that game for
a few minutes, you and 1.”

Joan Carew drew up her chair to
the table and sat with her chin
propped upon her hands and her
eyes fixed on Hanaud'’s face. As he put
each question she pondered on itand
answered.

“You crossed on the Lucania from
New York?"

“Yes.”

“Picture to yourself the dining-
room, the tables. You have the p
ture qunc clear?

VVas it at breakfast that you saw
him
“NO.“
"At lunchcan?"
“m dmncr’"
“In ‘the library, when you were
writing letters, did you not one day

hft your head and sce him?”
“No.

“On the promenade deck? Did he
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pass you when you sat in your deck-
chair?”

“No."”

Step by step Hanaud took her back
to New York to her hotel, to journeys
in the train. Then he carried her to
Milan where she had studied. It was
extraordinary to Ricardo to realize
how much Hanaud knew of the
curriculum of a student aspiring to
grand opera. From Milan he brought
her again to New York, and at the

last, with a start of joy, she cried:
“Yes, it was there.”

Hanaud took his handkerchief from
his pocket and wiped his forchead.

“Ouf!l” he grunted. “To concen-
trate the mind on a day like this, it
makes one hot, I can tell you. Now,
Miss Carew, let us hear.”

It was at a concert at the house of a
Mrs. Starlingshield on Fifth Avenue
and in the afternoon. Joan Carew
sang. She was a stranger to New York
and very nervous. She saw nothing
but a mist of faces while she sang, but
when she had finished the mist
cleared, and as she left the improvised
stage she saw the man. He was stand-
1ng against the wall in a line of men.
There was no particular reason why
her eyes should single him out, ex-
cept that he was paying noattention
to her singing, and, indeed, she for-
got him altogether afterwards.

“I just happened to see him clearly
and distinctly,” she said. “He was
tall, clean-shaven, rather dark, not
particularly young — thirty-five or
so, I should say —a man with a
heavy face and beginning to grow

ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

stout. He moved away while I was
bowing to the audience, and 1 noticed
him afterwards talking to people.”

“Do vou remember to whom?”

“No.”

“Did he notice you, do you think?"”

“I am sure he didn’t,” the girl re-
plied emphatically.

She gave, so far as she could re-
member, the names of such guests
and singers as she knew at that party.
“And that is all,”” she said.

“Thank you,” said Hanaud. “It 1s
perhaps a good deal.”

“You will let me hear from you?"
she cried, as she rose to her feet.

“Miss Carew, I am at your service,”
he returned. She gave him her hand
timudly and he took it cordially. For
Mr. Ricardo she had merely a bow, a
bow which recognized that he dis-
trusted her and that she had no right
to be offended. Then she went, and
Hanaud smiled across the table at
Ricardo.

“Yes,” he said, “‘all that you are
thinking is true enough. A man who
slips out of society to indulge a pas-
sion for a drug in greater pecace, a girl
who, on her own confession, tried to
steal, and, to crown all, this fantastic
story. It is natural to disbelieve every
word of it. But we disbelieved before,
when we left Calladine’s lodging 1n
the Adelphi, and we were wrong.”

“You have an idea?” exclaimed
Ricardo.

“Perhaps!” said Hanaud. And he
looked down the theatre column of
the Times. ‘‘Let us distract ourselves
by going to the theatre.”
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“You are the most irritating man!”
Mr. Ricardo broke out impulsively.
“If I had to paint your portrait,
should paint you with your finger
against the side of your nose, saying
mysteriously: ‘I know,” when you
know nothing at all.”

Hanaud made a schoolboy's gri-
mace. “We will go and sit in your
box at the opera tonight,” he said.

They reached Covent Garden be-
fore the curtain rose. Mr. Ricardo’s
box was on the lowest tier and next
to the omnibus box.

“We are ncar the stage,” said Ha-
naud, as he took his seat in the corner
and so arranged the curtain that he
could sce and yet was hidden from
view. “I like that.”

The theatre was full; stalls and
boxes shimmered with jewels and
satin, and all that was famous that
season for beauty and distinction had
made its tryst there that night.

“Yes, this is wonderful,” said Ha-
naud. “What opera do they play?”
He glanced at his program and cried,
with a little start of surprise: *We are
in luck. It is The Jewels of the Ma-
donna.”

“Do you belicve in omens®” Mr.
Ricardo asked coldly. He had not
yet recovered from his rebuff of the
afternoon.

“No, but I believe that Carmen
Valeri is at her best in this part,” said
Hanaud.

Mr. Ricardo belonged to that body
of critics which must needs spoil your
enjoyment by comparisons and recol-

HOTEL 55

lections of other great artists. He was
at a disadvantage certainly tonight,
for the opera was new. But he did his
best. He imagined others in the part,
and when the great scene came at the
end of the second act, and Carmen
Valeri, on obtaining from her lover
the jewels stolen from the sacred
image, gave such a display of passion
as fairly enthralled that audience, Mr.
Ricardo sighed quietly and patiently.
“How Calvé would have brought
out the psychological value of that
scene!” he murmured; and he was
quite vexed with Hanaud, who sat
with his opera glasses held to his eyes,
and every sense apparently concen-
trated on the stage. The curtains rose
and rose again when the act was con-
cluded, and still Hanaud sat motion-
less as the Sphinx, staring through his
glasses.
“That is all,” said Ricardo when
the curtains fell for the fifth time.
“They will come out,” said Ha-
naud. “Wait!” And from between the
curtains Carmen Valeri was led out
into the full glare of the footlights.
Then at last Hanaud put down his
glasses and turned to Ricardo with a
look of exultation and genuine delight.
“What a night!” said Hanaud.
“What a wonderful night!” And he
applauded until he split his gloves.
At the end of the opera he cried: *We
will go and take supper at the Semira-
mis. Yes, my friend, we will finish our
evening like gallant gentlemen. Come!”
In spite of his boast, however,
Hanaud hardly touched his supper,
and he played with, rather than



56 ELLERY QUEEN’S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

drank, his brandy and soda. He sat
with his back to the wall watching
the groups which poured in. Suddenly
his face lighted up.

“‘Here is Carmen Valeri!” he cried.
“Once more we are in luck. Is it not
that she is beautiful?”

Mr. Ricardo turned languidly about
in his chair and put up his cyeglass.

“So, 50, he said.

“Ah!" returned Hanaud. “Then
her companion will interest you still
more. For he is the man who mur-
dered Mrs. Blumen.”

Mr. Ricardo jumped so that his
eycglass fell and tinkled on its cord
against the buttons of his waistcoat.

“What!” he exclaimed. “It's im-
possible!” He looked again. “Cer-
tainly the man fits Joan Carew’s de-
scription. But—" He turned back to
Hanaud utterly astounded. And as
he looked at the Frenchman all his
carlier recollections of him, of his
swift deductions, of the subtle im-
agination which his heavy body so
well concealed, crowded in upon Ri-
cardo and convinced him.

“How long have you known?” he
asked in a whisper of awe.

“Since ten o’clock tonight.”

“But you will have to find the
necklace before you can prove it.”

“The necklacel” said Hanaud care-
lessly. “That is already found.”

Mr. Ricardo had been longing for
a thrill. He had it now.

“It’s found?” he said in a startled
whisper.

“Yes.”

Ricardo turned again, with as much

indifference as he could assume, to-
wards the couple who were settling
down at their table, the man with a
surly indifference, Carmen Valeri with
the radiance of a woman who has just
achieved a triumph and is now free
to enjoy the fruits of it. Confusedly,
recollections returned to Ricardo of
questions put that afternoon by
Hanaud to Joan Carew — subtle ques-
tions into which the name of Carmen
Valeri was continually entering. She
was a woman of thirty, certainly
beautiful, with a clear, pale face and
eyes like the night.

“Then she is implicated too!” he
said. What a change for her, he
thought, from the stage of Covent
Garden to the felon’s cell.

“She!” exclimed Hanaud; and in
his passion for the contrasts of drama
Ricardo was almost disappointed.
“She has nothing whatever to do
with it. She knows nothing. André
Favart there —yes. But Carmen
Valeri! She’s as stupid as an owl, and
loves him beyond words. Do you
want to know how stupid she is? You
shall know. I asked Mr. Clements, the
director of the opera house, to take
supper with us, and here he is.”

Hanaud stood up and shook hands
with the director. He was of the
world of business rather than of art,
and long experience of the ways of
tenors and primadonnas had given
him a good-humored cynicism.

“They are spoilt children, all tan-
trums and vanity,” he said, “and they
would ruin you to keep a rival out of
the theatre.”
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He told them anccdote upon
anecdote.

“And Carmen Valeri,” Hanaud
asked in a pause. “Is she troublesome
this season?”

“Has been,” replied Clements dryly.
““At present she is playing at being
good. But she gave me a turn some
weeks ago.”” He turned to Ricardo.
“Superstition’s her trouble, and An-
dré Favart knows it. She left him
behind in America this spring.”

“Americal” suddenly cried Ri-
cardo; so suddenly that Clements
looked at him in surprise.

“She was singing in New York, of
course, during the winter,” he re-
turned. “Well, she left him behind,
and I was shaking hands with myself
when he began to deal the cards over
there. She came to me in a panic. She
had just had a cable. She couldn’t
sing on Friday night. There was a
black knave next to the nine of
diamonds. She wouldn't sing for
worlds. And it was the first night of
The Jewels of the Madonna! Imagine
the fix I was in!”

“What did you do?" asked Ricardo.

“The only thing there was to do,”
replied Clements with a shrug of the
shoulders. “I cabled Favart some
money and he dealt the cards again.
She came to me beaming. Oh, she had
been so distressed to put me in the
cart! But what could she do? Now
there was a red queen next to the ace
of hearts, so she could sing without
a scruple so long, of course, as she
didn’t pass a funeral on the way down
to the opera house. Luckily she didn’t.

But my money brought Favart over
here, and now I'm living on a volcano.
For he’s the greatest scoundrel un-
hung. He never has a farthing, how-
ever much she gives him; he’s a black-
mailer, a swindler, has no manners
and no graces, looks like a butcher
and treats her as if she were dirt,
never goes near the opera except when
she is singing in this part, and she
worships the ground he walks on,
Well, I suppose it's time to go.”

The lights had been turned off, the
great room was emptying. Mr. Ri-
cardo and his friends rose to go, but at
the door Hanaud detained Mr.
Clements, and they talked together
alone for some little while, greatly to
Mr. Ricardo’s annoyance. Hanaud’s
good humor, however, when he re-
joined his friend, was enough for two.

“I apologize, my friend, with my
hand on my heart. But it was for your
sake that I 'stayed behind. You have a
meretricious taste for melodrama
which I deeply deplore, but which I
mean to gratify. I ought to leave for
Paris tomorrow, but I shall not. I
shall stay until Thursday.”

Mr. Ricardo bubbled with ques-
tions, but he knew his man. He
would get no answer to any of them
tonight. So he worked out the prob-
lem for himself as he lay awake in his
bed, and he came down to breakfast
next morning fatigued but trium-
phant. Hanaud was already chipping
off the top of his egg at the table.

“So I see you have found it all out,
my friend,” he said.

“Not all,” replied Ricardo mod-
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estly, “and you will not mind, I am
sure, if I follow the usual custom and
wish you a good morning.”

Not at all,” said Hanaud. I am
all for good manners myself. But I
am longing to hear the linc of your
reasoning.”

Mr. Ricardo did not need much
pressing.

““Joan Carew saw And;
Mrs. Starlingshields party, and saw
him with Carmen Valer r Carmen
Valeri was there. I remember that you
asked Joan for the names of the
artists who sang, and Carmen Valeri
was among them.”

Hanaud nodded his head.

“No doubt Joan Carew noticed
Carmen Valeri particularly, and so
took unconsciously into her mind an
impression of the man who was with
her, André Favart — of his build, of
his walk, of his type.”

Again Hanaud agreed.

“She forgets the man altogether,
but the picture remains latent in her
mind — an undeveloped film.

“Then came the tragic night at the

iramis. She does not ly
recognize her assailant, but she
dreams the scene again and again,
and by a process of unconscious cere-
bration the figure of the man becomes
familiar. Finally she makes her début,
is entertained at supper afterwards,
and meets once more Carmen Valeri.”

“Yes, for the first time since Mrs.
Starlingshield’s party,” interjected
Hanaud.

“She dreams again, she remembers
asleep more than she remembers

Favart at

when awake. The presence of Carmen
Valeri at her supper-party has its
effect. By a process of association she
recalls Favart, and the mask slips on
the face of her assailant. Some days
later she goes to the opera. She hears
Carmen Valeri sing in The Jewels of
the Madonna. No doubt the passion of
her acting, which I am more prepared
to acknowledge this morning than T
was last night, affects Joan Carew
powerfully, emotionally. She goes to
bed with her head full of Carmen
Valeri, and she dreams not of Carmen
Valeri, but of the man who is un-
consciously associated with Carmen
Valeri in her thoughts. The mask
vanishes altogether. She sees her as-
sailant now, has his portrait limned in
her mind.”

“Yes," said Hanaud. “It is curious
the brain working while the body
sleeps, the dream revealing what
thought cannot recall.”

Mr. Ricardo was delighted. He was
taken seriously.

“But of course,” he said, I could
not have worked the problem out
but for you. You knew of André
Favart and the kind of man he was.”

Hanaud laughed.

“Yes. That is always my one little
advantage. I know all the cosmopoli-
tan blackguards of Europe.” His
laughter ceased suddenly, and he
brought his clenched fist heavily
down upon the table. “Here is one of
them who will be very well out of the
world, my friend,”" he said very
quietly.

For a few moments there was
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silence. Then Ricardo asked: “But
bave you evidence enough?”

“Your two chief witnesses, Calla-
dine and Joan Carew — you said it
yourself — there are facts to dis-
credit them. Will they be believed?”

“But they won't appear in the case
at all,” Hanaud said. “*Wait, wait!”
and once more he smiled. “By the
way, what is the number of Calla-
dine’s house?”

Ricardo gave it, and Hanaud there-
upon wrote a letter. “It is all for your
sake, my friend,” he chuckled.

“Nonsense,” said Ricardo. *“You
have the spirit of the theatre in your
bones.”

“Well, T shall not deny it,” said
Hanaud, and he sent out the letter to
the nearest pillar-box.

Mr. Ricardo waited in a fever of
impatience until Thursday came. At
breakfast Hanaud would talk of noth-
ing but the news of the day. At lunch-
con he was no better. The affair of the
Semiramis Hotel seemed a thousand
miles from his thoughts. But at five
o'clock he said as he drank his tea:

“You know, of course, that we go
to the opera tonight?”

“Yes. Do we?”

“Yes. Your young friend Calladine,
by the way, will join us in your box.”

“That is very kind of him, I am
sure,” said Mr. Ricardo.

The two men arrived before the
rising of the curtain, and in the
crowded lobby a stranger spoke a few
words to Hanaud, but what he said
Ricardo could not hear. They took

their scats in the box, and Hanaud
looked at his program.

“Ah! It is Il Ballo de Maschera
tonight. We always seem to hit upon
something appropriate, don’t we?”

Then he raised his eyebrows.

*“Oh-o! Do you see that our pretty
young friend, Joan Carew, is singing
in the réle of the page? It is a showy
part. There is a_particular melody
with a long-sustained trill in it. By
the way, I should let Calladine find
it all out for himself.”

Mr. Ricardo nodded sagely.

“Yes. That is wise. I had thought
of it myself.” But he had done
nothing of the kind. He was only
aware that the elaborate stage-man-
agement in which Hanaud delighted
was working out to the desired climax,
whatever that climax might be. Cal-
ladine entered the box a few minutes
later and shook hands with them
awkwardly.

“It was kind of you to invite me,”
he said and, very ill at ease, he took
a scat between them.

“There’s the overture,” said Ha-
naud. The curtains divided and were
festooned on cither side of the stage.
The singers came on in their turn; the
page appeared to a burst of delicate
applause (Joan Carew had made a
small name for herself that season),
and with a stifled cry Calladine shot
back in the box as if he had been
struck. Even then Mr. Ricardo did
not understand. He only realized that
Joan Carew was looking extraordi-
narily trim and smart in her boy's
dress. He had to look from his pro-
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gram to the stage and back again
several times before the reason of
Calladine’s exclamaton dawned on
him: When 1t did, he was horrified.
Hanaud, in his craving for dramatic
effects, must have lost his head alto-
gether. Joan Carew was wearing, from
the ribbon in her hair to the scarlet
hecls of her buckled satin shoes, the
same dress as she had worn on the
tragic night at the Semiramis Hotel.
He leaned forward 1n his agitation to
Hanaud.

“You must be mad. Suppose Favart
1s in the theatre and sees her. He'll be
over on the Continent by one in the
morning.”

“No, he won't,” replied Hanaud.
“For one thing, he never comes to
Covent Garden unless one opera,
with Carmen Valeri in the chief part,
1s being plaved, as you heard the
other night at supper. For a second
thing, he isn’t in the house. I know
where he 1s. He is gambling in Dean
Street, Soho. For a third thing, my
friend, he couldn’t leave by the nine
o’clock train for the Continent if he
wanted to. Arrangements have been
made. For a fourth thing, he wouldn’t
wish to. He has really remarkable rea-
sons for desiring to stay in London.
But he will come to the theatre later.
Clements will send him an urgent
message, with the result that he will
go straight to Clements’s office. Mean-
while, we can enjoy ourselves, ch?”

Never was the difference between
the amateur dilettante and the genu-
ine professional more clearly exhibited
than by the behavior of the two men

during the rest of the performance.
Mr. Ricardo might have been sitting
on a coal fire from his jumps and
twistings; Hanaud stolidly enjoyed
the music, and when Joan Carew
sang her famous solo his hands clam-
red for an encore. Certainly, whether
excitement was keeping her up or
no, Joan Carew had never sung better
in her life. Her voice was clear and
fresh as a bird’s — a bird with a soul
inspiring its song. Even Calladine
drew his chair forward again and sat
with his eyes fixed upon the stage and
quite carried out of himself. He drew
a deep breath at the end.

“She 1s wonderful,”” he said.

“We will go round to the back of
the stage,” said IHanaud.

They passed through the iron door
and across the stage to a long corridor
with a row of doors on one side. There
were two or three men standing about
in evening dress, as il waiting for
friends in the dressing-rooms. At the
third door Hanaud stopped  and
knocked. The door was opened by
Joan Carew, still dressed 1n her green
and gold. Her face was troubled, her
eyes afraid.

“Courage, little one,’” said Hanaud,
and he slipped past her into the room.
“It is as well that my ugly, famihar
face should not be seen too soon.”™

The door closed and one of the
strangers loitered along the corridor
and spoke to a call-boy. The call-
boy ran off. For five minutes more
Mr. Ricardo waited with a beating
heart. Ile had the joy of a man in the
centre of things. All those people
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driving homewards in their motor-
cars along the Strand — how he pitied
them! Then, at the end of the corri-
dor, he saw Clements and André
Favart. They approached, discussing
the possibility of Carmen Valeri's
appearance in London opera during
the next season.

“We have to look ahcad, my dear
friend,” said Clements, “and though
I'should be extremely sorry —

At that moment they were exactly
opposite Joan Carew’s door. It opened,
she came out; with a nervous move-
ment she shut the door behind her.
At the sound André Favart turned,
and he saw up against the pancls of
the door, with a look of terror in her
face, the same gay figure which had
interrupted him in Mrs. Blumen’s
bedroom.

Favart stared and uttered an oath.
His ace turned white; he staggered
back, as if he had seen a ghost. Then
he made a wild dash along the corri-
dor, and was seized and held by two
of the men in evening dress. Favart
recovered his wits. He ceased to
struggle.

“What does this outrage mcan?”
he asked, and onc of the men drew a
warrant and notebook from his
pocket.

“You are arrested for the murder
of Mrs. Blumen in the Semiramis
Hotel,” he said, “‘and I have to warn
you that anything you may say will
be taken down and may be used in
evidence against you.”

“Preposterous!” exclaimed Favart,
“Therc’s a mistake. We will go along
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to the police and put it right. Where’s
your evidence against me?”

Hanaud stepped out of the door-
way of the dressing-room.

“In the property-room of the
theatre,” he said.

At the sight of him Favart uttered
a violent cry of rage. “You are here,
too, are you?” and he sprang at
Hanaud's throat. Hanaud stepped
lightly aside. Favart was borne down
to the ground, and when he stood up
again the handcuffs were on his
wrists.

Favart was led away, and Hanaud
turned to Ricardo and Clements.

“Let us go to the property-room,”
he said. They passed along the corri-
dor, and Ricardo noticed that Calla-
dine was no longer with them. He
turned and saw him standing outside
Joan Carew's dressing-room. In the
property-room there was already a
detective in plain clothes.

“What is it you really want, sir?”
the property-master asked of the
director.

*“Only the jewels of the Madonna,”
Hanaud answered.

The property-master unlocked a
cupboard and took from it the
sparkling cuirass. Hanaud pointed to
it, and there, lost among the huge
glittering stones of paste and false
pearls, Mrs. Blumen's necklace was
entwined.

“Then that is why Favart came
always to Covent Garden when The
Jewels of the Madonna was being
performed!” exclaimed Ricardo.

Hanaud nodded.
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“He came to watch over his
treasure.”

Ricardo was piecing together the
sections of the puzzle.

“No doubt he knew of the necklace
in America. No doubt he followed it
to England.”

“But to hide them here!” cried Mr.
Clements. *“He must have been mad.”

“Why?" asked Hanaud. “Can you
imagine a safer hiding place? Who is
going to burgle the property-room
of Covent Garden? Who is going to
look for a priceless string of pearls
among the stage jewels of an opera
house?"

“You did,” said Mr. Ricardo.

e rcphcd Hanaud, shrugging his
shoulders. ““Joan Carew's dreams led
me to André Favart. The first time
we came here and saw the pearls of
the Madonna, 1 was on the lookout,
naturally. 1 noticed those pearls
through my opera glasses.”

“At_the end of the sccond act?”
cried Ricardo suddenly. I remember
now.”

“Yes,” replied Hanaud. “But for
that second act the pearls would
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have stayed comfortably here all
through the season. Carmen Valeri —
a fool as I told you—would have
tossed them about in her dressing-
room without a notion of their value,
and at the cnd of July, when the
murder at the Semiramis Hotel had
been forgotten, Favart would have
taken them to Amsterdam and made
his bargain.”

They left the theatre together and
walked down to the grill-room of the
Semiramis. But as Hanaud looked
through the glass door he turned and
drew back,

“We will not go in, I think, ch?”
Why?" asked Ricardo.

Hanaud pointed 1o a table. Calla-
dine and Joan Carew were seated at
it mLina their supper.

I’ulup\ * said Hanaud with a
smile, “*perhaps, my friend — what?
Who shall say that the rooms m the
Adelphi will not be given up?”

They turned away from the hotel.
But Hanaud was right, and before the
season was over Mr. Ricardo had to
put his hand in his pocket for a wed-
ding present.
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THE WRONG GUY

By SAMUEL W. TAYLOR

T was alrcady Monday morning
I[ when we got the note from Charles
Moore, the cement man, that he’d be
arriving Monday and to have his
place ready. So my partner, Sid Good-
rich, dashed out to unlock the place
while I got on the "phone to locate
some help. For all his money, Charles
Moore didn’t keep a permanent staff.

Sid was opening the windows to air
the house out, when he saw a couple
of men walk in. They were rather
dumb-looking characters, but what
can you expect on short notice with
help these days? “Get busy,” Sid
said. “Grab them slip covers. Let's get
this place looking like somebody lived
here.”

One of the characters drew a gun
from his coat pocket and said, “O.K.,
p:\l you're coming with us.”

“No argument,” Sid agreed hur-
riedly. “But why?”

“Because I say so. I'm the wrong
guy to ask questions of.”

Sid wentout to theircar. Theydrove
into the hills and put a blindfold on
him. He kept saying, “There’s some
mistake,” but they didn’t seem to
hear him.

They drove him around an hour or
5o, turning this way and that until he
lost all sense of direction. They
stopped, helped him out, led him into
 house and took off the blindfold. It

was a tumbledown place with the
plaster falling off, holes in the floor,
and plumbing that wouldn't work.
The only kind of house you'd find
vacant these days. The blinds were
drawn and he wasn't allowed near the
windows.

“Now what?"” Sid asked.

“You write a note telling the right
party to put a hundred thousand dol-
lars in a certain place.”

“I'll write the note,”” Sid said,
“but you can't get blood out of a
turnip.”

“We know you're tight. But this
time you'll cough up.”

“Say, who do you think I am?”

“And none of that routine, Moore.”

Sid began laughing.

“Hell, boys, you got the wrong
party. I'm Sid Goodrich — Patterson
and Goodrich; realty, rentals, estate
agents. 1 was just out opening the
place up before Moore arrived.”

“Very smart, pal. But it just hap-
pened we got the lowdown. You're
filthy with dough, but you hate to
spend it. You've been wintering in
Santa Barbara and you're due back
this morning. You drive an old beat-
up car. You don't keep a permanent
staff of servants while you're away,
We walked in and you told us to get
to work, like we was from the em-
ployment agency.”

Copyright, 1947, by Liberty Magazine, Inc.
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“Why, you've never even seen
Charles Moore,” Sid said. “If that
ain’'t smart!”

“You don’t think we’d be dumb
enough to do it if you knew us?”

“No wonder crooks get caught,”
Sid said.

“You better button that lip, pal.”

“Depends on how you look at 1t,
how smart we are,” the other char-
acter chipped in. “Know what’s the

matter with most jobs like this? Too
much casing. Too many plans. Too
many people in on 1t. This 1s simple,
see? We just happened into a certain
place and overheard a party tell an-
other party about Charles Moore. It
hit us that quick. So we just got in a
parked car that somebody had left the
keys in, we drove around and located
an empty house, we went to your
place and picked you up, and by to-
night the deal’s buttoned up. Tomor-
row they find you, they find the car,
and they don’t find us. No clues.
Who's smart?”

“Write that note,” the other char-
acter said. “"Now, we want the money
left on that hill east of town.”

“That’s Ashton hill,”" Sid said.

“O.K. Put it in. We want the
dough in fives, tens, and twenties,
with no marks and no consecutive
serial numbers. We want a car to go
up the road exactly at noon and toss
out the dough and keep on going.
And we don’t want to see any planes
overhead or any other cars on that
road until sundown. Or else.”

“"O.K.,” Sid said, writing. ‘“What
road? Lots of roads in the hills.”
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“The road which goes around the
right of the hill when you drive out

from town.”

“That’s Woodside Road,™ Sid said.

“0O.K. Put that in.”

“O.K.,” Sid said. “But 1 tell you,
I’'m the wrong guy.”

“Shut up. Now, who can deliver?”

“Why, | guess the estate agents,
Patterson and Goodrich.”

“O.K. Address 1t to them.”

And so along about ten thirty a kid
brought me a letter asking for a hun-
dred thousand dollars. It was signed
“Charles Moore” but it was Sid’s
handwriting. I called Moore on the
phone just to check. Moore said he
was in no humor for a joke. Why
wasn't Sid there when he arrived? So
I called the sheniff, and he arrived with
two cars full of guys he'd sworn 1n as
deputies.

“But there ain’t no Ashton Hill
around here,” the sheriff said.

“No,” I said, “‘but the old Ashton
place is on Woodside Road.”

So we all went out and rescued Sid.
The deputies were disappointed.
There wasn’t any excitement at all.

The two characters were rather
crestfallen.

“As if a real-estate man didn’t know
the inside of every house for miles
around,” Sid told them scornfully.
“And especially the only house in the
whole county too rundown to be
rented. You're so dumb I sort of feel
sorry for you, in a way. But it’s your
fault. I told you I was the wrong guy-

“Brother.,” one of them agreed

feelingly, “‘you certainly was.”




Larry Blochman's *' A Life for a Life" has, we think, an interesting and
significant history. The story was written in 1934, the year afier Hitler
established his totalitarian Third Reich. Apparently this was too early for
the implications of the Nazi terror to appeal to American editors as fiction
material — the manuscript was turned down by every magazine editor Mr.
Blochman could think of sending it to, and it remained a “‘rejection” for
three long years. Finally, in 1937, the editor of * Argosy” saw more in the
story than first met the eye, and published it . . . Mr. Blochman now
writes that he is pleasantly surprised to find this old short-short of his resur-
rected, and on rereading it thinks the message is just as pertinent today as it
was when he first wrote it fifieen years ago. We wholeheartedly agree . . .

A LIFE FOR A LIFE
by LAWRENCE G. BLOCHMAN

Tuz Pont des Arts is popular
among those seeking oblivion in
the Seine because the balustrade is
not very high. Hardly a weck passes
but some dreary, despondent soul
goes there to fling himself into eter-
nity — threadbare, broken men, most
of them, or hysterical women. Dixon
was neither threadbare nor hysterical.
He was well-dressed, still young, and
the fingers which held his cigarette
were carefully manicured. Yet it was
obvious to the dark, angular man in
the slouch hat, who had been waiting
at the Right Bank approach to the
bridge since nightfall, that Dixon was
intent on suicide. Perhaps there was
a characteristic suicidal droop to his
neatly-tailored shoulders. . . .

At the middle of the bridge Dixon
threw his cigarctte away, leaned his
hands on the parapet, and raised his
head for a final look at the world. Up-

stream the lights of the Pont Neuf
stared back at him; the red and white
reflections squirmed on the sluggish
blackness of the river. He flexed his
knees slightly, preparatory to hurd-
ling the last obstacle this side of death.
But he did not jump. The bow of a
tug slid out from under the span di-
rectly below him. A cloud of sparks
swirled upward from the broken
stump of a smokestack which had
been folded back to clear the bridge.
Dixon realized that he would only
land on one of the string of barges.

The dark man in the slouch hat had
been walking rapidly toward Dixon.
Now he sprang into a run. He caught
Dixon’s arm.

““Monsieur! Je vous en prie!”

Dixon turned on him savagely.

“Let go of me! What right—""

“Every right, monsieur.” The man
switched instantly to English. “I

Copyright, 1937, by Popular Publications, Inc.
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have been waiting for you for days.
Come with me.”

“I won't let you interfere —”

“I do not intend to interfere with
monsieur's desire to die. All T ask 1s
a delay of ten, hftcen minutes. My
only wish is that monsieur's death
shall be of use. Comer”

Dixon did not answer, but his
fingers suddenly curled into a fist.
The man in the slouch hat saw the
fist and tightened his grip on Dixon’s
arm.

“Very well,” he said. “If you will
not let me assist you to die, then I
will call a sergeant de ville — who will
insist that you live. Come?”

With a listless shrug Dixon yielded.
The man in the slouch hat hailed a
taxi and drove with him to a dingy
café near the Place de la Basulle. In
the smoky backroom of the café, five
men sat around a table. They were
not the usual Frenchmen who played
belotte in the backrooms of DParis
bistros. Even Dixon could tell they
were foreigners.

“I have found him, Uzak,” said the
man with the slouch hat.

The man addressed as Uzak had a
soft, brown beard that curled close to

his face. As he held out his hand, his

glance struck Dixon like a blast of

fire. His eyes were strangely vital,
burning with fierce earnestness. Four
other pairs of eyes converging on
the newcomer, even those peering
through thick lenses, gleamed with
the same fanatical light. In contrast,
Dixon’s eyes were dull and empty.
Something had gone out of them, as

though part of him were already
dead.

“Welcome,” said Uzak. “For a
week we have been watching the
bridges for a man who wants to die.
Is a woman the cause?”

“What difference?"” asked Dixon. A
woman? There had been too many
women. Three divorced wives.
Countless others. All alike, all unim-
portant.

“Money, then,” said Uzak. “You
are a ruined gambler?”

Dixon’s handsome, dissipated face
might have been that of a gambler.
But gambling bored him. Money
bored him. He had had too much of
it, too easily. The things it would
buy no longer amused him. All his
life he had played, until he was
plaved out. His senses and desires
were jaded. Travel was stupid. Same
faces at the bars in Calcutta as 1n
Cairo or Chicago; same drinks; same
headache every morning. A deadly
sameness. T here was nothing more to
live for. Life bored him.

“See here,” he said. “If you only
want to pry —

‘““Please, please!” said Uzak
quickly. “I come to the point. We
are all exiles here. We are lovers of
liberty. Our own bcloved country
is in the hands of a tyrant. For free-
dom's sake, the tvrant must die. But
the man who kills the tyrant will
himself be killed. It is inevitable.
That is why we have sought a man to
whom life has lost its meaning. That
is why we want you. You will as-
sassinate the tyrant.”
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- “You're all afraid to die —
even for your cause?”

“No!" repliecd Uzak emphatically.
“But it is more important that we
live for our country than dic for it.
Unless there is organization to take
over and advance the cause of free-
dom when the tyrant dies, then his
assassination is futile. We are that or-
ganization.

Dixon's faint smile persisted as he
said: “I can’t give up my plans to
help half a dozen strangers. The
Seine —”

“But we do not ask you to help
us!” Uzak protested. *“You would
help humanity! You would help
millions of oppressed pcople who to-
day are afraid to talk above a whis-

o

Uzak leaned forward tensely until
his beard was very close to Dixon's
face. His feverish zeal flamed brighter
in his compelling eyes as he began his
passionate story of a nation in thrall-
dom. He spoke movingly of the ty-
rant’s bloody intolerance, of dis-
senters hideously murdered, of men
torn from their homes at midnight
to be tortured in sound-proof cellars,
of families destroyed. His words were
eloquent with the crunch of bludg-
eon on bruised flesh, the crackle of
rifle fire, the wail of bereaved women,
the hushed fear of millions awaiting
emancipation.

The café clock, barely visible in the
thickening tobacco haze, ticked on

endlessly. Cigarette stubs piled higher
and higher in ashtrays. The chill of
approaching dawn seeped into the
room. Uzak was still talking of the
bleeding body of liberty, awaiting
resurrection through the death of the
tyrant.

Dixon listened without interrup-
tion. His hands, no longer listless,
were clasped tightly on the table.
The droop had gone out of his shoul-
ders. Little by little the dullness
faded from his eyes, until they seemed
to reflect the half-mad light of en-
thusiasm from Uzak’s. At three
o'clock a waiter came into the room.

“On ferme, messieurs,” said the
waiter. “We are closing.”

Dixon leaped to his fect. He wrung
Uzak’s hand.

“You win,” he said. “You've con-
verted me.”

Uzak pressed a small pistol into
Dixon's palm. “Brother!” he ex-
claimed. *“Our people will thank you.
Unborn generations will praise you.
Jon will take you to the station. He
will put you on the morning train.”

Dixon shook his head.

“You've converted me,” he re-
peated, “so completely, that I don’t
want to die — not even for the cause.
Like you, I want to work for it, live
for it!”

When night came again. Dixon was
back at the Pont des Arts. He and the
man with the slouch hat lingered at
the approach to the bridge, waiting
for another prospective suicide, for a
man with the courage to die and
without the will to live.



WINNER OF A4 FOURTH PRIZE: KELLEY ROOS

William Roos was born in Pittsburgh in 1911. A few
years later Audrey Kelley was born in Elizabeth,
New Jersey. Eighteen years after that the boy met the
girl in the Drama School at Carnegie Institute of
Technology, and they've seen a great deal of each
other ever since . . . Bill and Audrey started their
big adventure together with the determination to
become another Alfred Lunt and Lynn Fontanne.
The two highlights in their histrionic career did little
10 change their wishfl thinking into wish fulfill-
ment. The engagement on the good ship **Golden Rod.” Captain Menke's
showboat anchored at the foot of Stanwyck Street, Pittsburgh, had one
audience of exactly nine people; when the audience numbered less than five,
the performance was called off — the company had some pride. Later, in
New York, after months of haunting casting offices, Bill and Audrey got
their first chance on Broadiway — on Broadsway and 10th Street; the one-
act play in which they starred was given in a church, before a women's
auxiliary — and as Mark Twain closed Chapter IV in THE ADVENTURES
OF TOM SAWYER, “Let us draw the curtain of charity over the rest of the
scene.

Except that Bill Roos could no more give up the theatre, or some phase
of it, than he could give up breathing. He wrote a play, and on the strength
of that, Bill and Audrey got married. Nothing came of the play, but some-
thing came of the marriage — two children, and a husband-and-wife
team of detective-story writers.

They joined hearts, hands, heads — and handles. Take Audrey's maiden
name, Kelley, and Bill's surname, Roos — and there you have it, Kelley
Roos. They wrote their first mystery in 1938. They had read somewhere
that the average first mystery earned $500. They thought they would write
an average first mystery and make $500. It didn’t work out that way —
some unknown statistician had doublecrossed them. But the second Haila
and Jeff Troy story was purchased by * American” — and since then all
sleuthing statistics have been overwhelmingly in their favor.

But Bill Roos kept on writing plays. Oné ran for five nights on Broad-
way, but glory be, it sold to Hollywood. Another— an jon o
Bellamy Partridge’s JANUARY TuaW — played nine weeks on The Main
Stem. And now, as if you didn't know, there is * As the Girls Go” — a
Michael Todd Production, starring Bobby Clark with Irene Rich, Music
by Jimmie McHugh, Lyrics by Harold Adamson — and Book by William




Roos. “As the Girls Go™ is one of the big hits of the 1948-1949 season.

For EQMM’s Fourth Annual Contest, Kelley Roos submitted **Two
Over Par” — the first Haila and Jeff Troy combined criminological opera-
tion in the short-story length. Here, in Will Cuppy's deathless description,

is “Murder Without Tears” . . .

TWO OVER PAR
by KELLEY ROOS

eFF stepped back from tecing up
] my ball and handed me the family

driver. I kept my head down and
swung. The ball, obviously a faulty
one, curved into a thicket not far
away. Jefl teed his ball, kept his head
down, and swung. His ball sliced into
the same thicket. The Troys, as they
say around the club, were in the
rough.

“Are you sure,” I'said, ““that you're
really supposed to keep your head
down?”

“I don’t know,” JefT said dismally.
“But I couldn’t raise mine now even
if I wanted to. I'm too ashamed.”

“Those arc our last two balls.”

“Yeah.” Jefl picked up our bag,
slung it over his shoulder. “If we
didn’t spend so much money on balls
we could afford a caddy.” .

“Couldn’t we alternate? Hire a
caddy one day, use balls the next?”

“Women,” Jef said, “shouldn’t be
allowed on a golf course.”

We trudged toward the thicket
and plunged into it. We separated
and began looking for our balls. It
wasn't very interesting work. Per-
haps I had done too much of it in this

week since we had taken up golf. T
kicked aimlessly at the thick grass as
I walked around, I . . .

“Jeff1”

“Did you find your ball?” Jeff
yelled. ~

“No,” I said. “No, I . . . I found
a caddy!”

Then Jeff was at my side. He saw
what I had seen. He crouched down
beside the young man, reaching for
his wrist. But he didn’t test his pulse;
he didn’t need to. As Jeff touched the
arm, the body rolled onto its back
and we saw the bullet hole in Eddie
Riorden’s head.

I turned away. “T'll go back to the
clubhouse. I'll phone . . .”

“Wait,” Jeff said.

He moved decper into the thicket.
I had taken onc step after him when
he stopped. I saw his shoulders go
rigid. Then he turned and came back
to me.

He took me by the arm and led
me out onto the fairway.

“Jef,” T said, “what is it? What
did you see?”

“Eddic was caddying for Mrs.
Carleton.”
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“For Mrs. . . . Oh,” I said.
“Yes. lus( like Eddie. Shot through
the head.’

1 never got it straight just what
Joe Hinkle's official title was — chief
of police, sheriff, constable, what?
But when murder was committed at
the Occan Country Club on Long
Island, Joe Hinkle was the man who
represented the law. He was a pleas-
ant, large-faced man. He scemed a
little put out that there had been
two murders; he seemed to feel that
somebody had overdone it.

Joe talked to Jeffl and me in a
private dining room off the club’s
bar. He kept looking over our heads
toward the bar. I got the impression
that Joe would have liked to forget
the whole thing and have a drink,
then another, followed by a few more
— even though it was still only nine
thirty A M.

Joe Hinkle sighed and put the
palms of his hands on the bare dining
table. He looked at us.

“You found the bodies,” he said.

“We're sorry,” Jeff said.

“That’s all right.” The policeman
sighed again. “If you hadn’t, some-
body clse would have. You two play
golf pretty early in the morning.”

“We're self-conscious about our
golf,” T explained.

“Was there anyone else on the
course while you were playing?”

“We didn't see anyone,” I said.

“What difference would that
make?” Jeff asked. ‘It looked to me
as though Mrs. Carleton and Eddie
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had been lying there all night long.”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Joe said. “Doc
Grandle says they been dead about
twelve hours or ‘so. That's what 1
figure, too. It gets dark around nine
these nights. So Mrs. Carleton was
playing her round of golf some time
before then. I expect to set the time
of the shooting pretty close by asking
questions around the club. I wish
whoever did it would confess.”

“I wouldn't bank on that,” Jeff
said.

“No, I guess I shouldn’t. If I killed
two people, I wouldn't admit it.”
Joe slouched down in his chair and
closed his eyes. “Mrs. Carleton and
Eddie Riorden. Who would have a
motive to kill them two? I figure no-
body would. I figure that the killer
shot Eddie, then had to shoot Mrs.
Carleton, too, because she was a
witness to Eddie’s murder. Or vice
versa. By that I mean, there is the
alternative that Mrs. Carleton was
the intended victim, and Eddie the
innocent bystander. How does that
sound to you, Troy>"

! Log:c:\l " Jeff said.
glad to hear you say that.
You've had some expericnce with
murder cases, I understand.”

“A litte,” Jeff admitted.

“Well, that’s more than I've had.
Thank the Lord.”

Jeff said, “Did you find anything
interesting in that thicket?”

“We found Eddie’s cap. And Mrs.
Carleton’s golf bag. That’s about all
so far.”

“You must have found a lot of
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balls. Mrs. Carleton and Haila and 1
aren’t the only ones with a slice
around here.”

“You're right. We did find some
balls.” Hinkle extracted three balls
from his jacket pocket and rolled
them across the table to Jefl. “Maybe
one of them belongs to you.”

“This one is Haila’s. Mine isn't
here.” Jeff looked closely at the third
one. “This ball's monogrammed.
LK™

“Yeah, probably Louis Kling. I'll
see he gets it. All Mrs. Carleton’s
balls are initialed, too. J.T.C. We
found two of them in her bag, still
wrapped in tissue paper.”

Jeff said, “You didn’t find the ball
she was playing with?”

“Not yet. We haven’t had much
time to do any real looking around
in that thicket. I'm having the place
roped off for a hundred yards around
the spot the bodies were. I plan to
have the boys go through it with a
fine-comb.”

“That's the idea,” Jeff said. “With
a fine-comb.”

“I hope we find more than a bunch
of golf balls.” Hinkle heaved another
of his sighs. “I wish we'd find a gun
with the killer's fingerprints on it.
I'd like that — that’d be nice,
wouldn't it?”

“It would even be rather surpris-
ing,” Jeff said. “Did you know Eddie
Riorden?”

“Sure. Everybody knew Eddie.
He was our high-school football hero
four or five years ago. Eddie must be
about twenty-two now and as far as

I know he never did a lick of work
except enough to keep him in cig-
arette money. Caddying, pin boy —
that kind of stuff. Nice kid, though,
just lazy. Well, I got to go over and
talk to Mrs. Carleton’s husband. I
want to get that over with. If there’s
anything you can do for me, Troy,
I'll let you know.”

“Thanks,” Jeff said.

Jeff and I walked back to the
cottage that was teaching us never
again to rent a cottage for the sum-
mer. Automatically, with our minds
still in a thicket on a golf course, we
started on our morning chores. I
made the bed while Jeff put fresh
adhesive tape on the screen door.
Jeff tried to talk the hot-water heater
into justifying its existence while I
spray-gunned the joint. I was about
to start my daily campaign against
the ants in the ice box when the girl
slammed into the house.

“I'm Fran Leslie,”
“Where's your husband?”

“Jeff!” T yelled.

I had seen Fran Leslie around the
club. She was a pretty girl, in a
rather wild, excited way, who seemed
continually to be in motion. I finally
realized the reason for it. Fran con-
sidered herself too sophisticated for
the younger set, but she found the
older sct a bit stuffy. So she spent
most of her time shuttling between
scts. This, however, scemed to be
good for her figure. It was, in fact,
developed far beyond her mind.

Impatiently, she said, “This is ter-
ribly important!”

she said.
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I shouted for Jeff again. He came
into the room, saw Fran Leslie inside
our cottage, then looked at the screen
door as if he were reproaching himself
for having put adhesive tape in the
wrong places.

“Hello,” he said. X

“Mr. Troy!” Fran said. “How
much do you charge?”

“Different prices,” Jeft said. “Three
dollars for fixing a flat, five for taking
down an old Christmas tree, six —"’

“I mean for your services as a detec-
tive!”

“Is 1t you who needs a detectiver”
Jeff asked.

“Yes.”

llWl])r P!‘,

“Because I'm going to be arrested
for killing Janet Carleton, that's why!
You've got to save me, Mr. Troy. I
didn’t kill Janet — or that caddx
either; but everyone on Long Island
has thought for years that some day
I would. Kill Janet, I mean.’

“Sit down, Miss Leslie,”
gested.

“Please, Mr. Troy!” Fran turned
to me In exasperation. “I'm practi-
cally on my way to the electric chair,
and the man asks me to sit down!”

“All right,” Jeff said. ““What's your
“motive?”’

“Oh, I've got one—and a jury
would just eat it up! I wouldn't
stand a chance. Janet stole the man
I love. I've been insanely jealous for
ages.”’

“A fairly good motive,” Jeff said
unenthusiastically. “The man you
love is Mr. Carleton?”

Jeff sug-
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“Yes. Tom Carleton. Tom’s always
been my man, if you know what 1
mean. Then, four years ago, Janet
came along. Glamorous, exciting,
beautiful Janet! You can see how
much I hate her! She took Tom. He
never looked at me again.”

“Fran,” Jeff said, “‘how old are
you’"

“Seventeen. Why?”

“Then Janet took Tom Carleton
away from you when you were thir-
teen.”

“Yes! That's how ruthless she was!
She knew Tom and I couldn’t get
married right away and —"

“I suppose,” Jeft said, “‘that your
parents 1nsisted you finish grammer
school first.”

“I knew that I would mature
quickly,” Fran said. She threw back
her shoulders to prove it, and she did

prove it. Jefl modestly lowered his
eyes. ““Tom 1s only twelve years older
than [ am,” she said, “‘and we have so
much 1n common.”

“What?”

“Well, for one thing . . .”

“Go on,” Jeff said.

“Well, for one thing, we both

belong to the Country Club.”

“Oh,” Jeft said. *“‘Frannie, could
you see 1t in Tom’s eyes that some
day he would marry you?”

“He would have married me, he
would have!”” Fran cried. ““And I've
wanted to kill Janet for years! Every-
body knows that! Mr. Troy, you've
got to save me by finding the real

murderer. I'll give you five hundred
dollars!”
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“Frannie, why don't you go to a
movie or somc(hmg’

“If you won't take this case, you
know what I'll do? I'll =

“Stop,” Jeff said. “Don’t even tell
me what you'll do. I'll take the case.
I'll try to prove, Frannie, that you
didn’t commit two murders.”

*“Oh, thank you so much!”

“Goodby nnie,’ ]clrs:ud

She pouted
ask me about my alibi

“All right. \thrc "
ximc of the crime?”

“I was walking on the beach,
alone.”

“Did anybody sce you?”

“Not a soul!” Frannic said hap-
pily. “I absolutely cannot prove that
it wasn't me who committed those
murders! I have no alibi!”

“Goodbye, Frannie,”
sternly.

A litde later T asked Jefl if he
really meant to take Fran's five hun-
dred dollars. He thought that he
might as well. She would probably
just spend it on bubble gum. I told
him [ thought that he was under-
estimating a woman of seventeen. At
seventeen a woman has all her fac-
ulties; that is, she’s a woman. He
said he agreed with me but, he said,
let’s not discuss this any further, let's
go and sce Mrs. Carleton’s husband,

om.

We found Tom Carleton sitting on
the steps of the side porch of his big,
year-round house. The fears we had
that he might rather see us at some
later time he quickly dispelled. He

you at the

Jeff said

needed someone to talk with, some-
one, preferably, who was not a friend
of the family paying a duty call. We
filled his need admirably, he insisted.

He said, “Joe Hinkle told me about
you. He's glad you're around. Shall
we sit here on the steps? Or would
you rather —"

*This is fine,” Jeff said.

We sat down with Carleton. He
was lean and tall and very attractive
in a strong, rugged way. The wrinkles
of good-humor and laughter stood out
now in his pale, somber face like tiny,
drained stream beds. He was in com-
plete control of himself. It would be
he who would console his wife's
friends, not they him.

s I might have prevented it,” he

Iclf said, “‘Almost :mybody can
always figure out that they —

“No," Tom said, “this is real. You
sce, I haven't played much golf this
year — in the past month nonc at all.
I just went sour on it. Yesterday
Janet tried to talk me into playing a
round with her before dinner. We
used to do that all the time. But I
said no, and 1 wouldn’t let her talk
me into it. To tell the truth, she got
pretty sore about it, in her funny
way. Humorous way, I mean. She
made some remarks about me and
my fishing and fish in general that
were classics. Lately, you sce, I'd
rather fish than golf. So Janet went
to the club alone. When she didn’t
come back for dinner I didn’t think
anything of it. She often stayed at
the club, especially when she was a
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little sore at me. I went to bed about
nine. To get to Montauk Point for
fishing by five, I have to be on my
way at four. So I slept in my study —
as I always do when I'm getting up
ecarly and don’t want to waken Janet
when I roll out of bed. That’s how I
got out of the house this morning
without knowing she wasn't at home.
I'd left my car in front of the house;
I took for granted that Janet’s was in
the garage. But what I started to say
was . . . if I'd played golf with her
as she wanted me to . . . but I see
your point, Troy. It’s no good — that
kind of figuring.”

“I'don’tsuppose,” Jeff said, “you’ve
had any time to think about who
might have killed your wife.”

“Yes, I have. It doesn’t take very
many minutes to do a lot of thinking
about a thing like that. Nobody could
have wanted to kill Janet, no one had
any reason to. Nobody had anything
to gain in the way of money or any-
thing. And as far as anyone hating
her — well, Janet lived an ordinary,
suburban life. You don’t make ene-
mies living like that. She ran the
house, she played golf in the summer,
bridge in the winter — she never did

anything that would have made an

enemy for her.”

“What about Fran Leslie?”

Tom Carleton looked at Jeff and
smiled wanly. “I think,” he said,
“that’s a foolish question.”

“So do I, but I had to know that
you thought so, too.”

“Frannie’s been an embarrassment
to me for years. I realize that you

should take adolescents and their
emotions seriously. But Frannie . . .
there’s nothing deep or psychological
about her. She’s a good, healthy ex-
trovert. I spanked her when she was
fourteen and if she hadn’t enjoyed it
so much, I would have kept on spank-
ing her. No, Troy, nobody wanted to
kill my wite.”

“I think,” Jeff said, “I know what
you mean.’

“Yes. I mean that someone must
have been gunning for Eddie Rior-
den. And Janet was killed because
she saw who murdered Eddie.”

“Do you know where Eddie lived?”

“No. But the caddy master at the

club would know.”
“We’ll ask him. And thanks.”

Jamestown, Long Island, was as
Colonial American as anything you
saw on the way to Boston. There was"
a white church, a cannon in the
square, a Town Hall beside the Super-
Market. The Riorden house was on
the edge of the town — a two-story
frame building, a yard without a
lawn in front of it, a collection of
shabby sheds and coops behind 1it.
Eddie’s sister answered Jeff's knock.
She was a little younger than Eddie,
a beautiful girl with shining black
hair, dark eyes, an appealing mouth.
There was no doubt she was Eddie’s
sister.

Jeff said, “We'd like to talk to you
about Eddie. For just a moment.”

“Are you from the police?” She
looked at me. “Or a newspaper . - .
or what?”
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“We're working with the police,”
Jeff said.

“I suppose you want to know who
Eddie ran around with . . . things
like that?”

“Yes.”

“I'll have to tell you what I told
the rest of them. We don’t know. We
har(lly knew Eddie any more. He
wasn't ever home, except to sleep. He
just . . . well, drifted away from us
lately. We didn’t see him much, he
never brought any of his friends

ome."”

“Who were his friends?”

She shook her head. “I don’t even
know if there was anyone special.
I...1don't like to say this, but
it's true. Except for the country club
in the summer, Eddic spent more
time in Andrew’s Bar than he did at
homc I wxsh 1 could help you,

“You havc helped us,” Jeff said.
Andrew’s Bar took up half the
ground floor of a tourist hotel that
apparently had never lived up to its
original owner’s hopes. There were
only three cars in the parking space
meant for twenty or thirty. The bar
was not filled with vacationists sop-
ping up before-lunch cocktails; four
male natives were spending dimes on
beers.
When the bartender placed our
beers before us, Jeff said, *“My name’s
roy, I..
“Troy,” the bartender said. He
glanced down at his group of four
customers. They all looked at Jeff.
“Troy,” the bartender said again.

“T've heard about you. You're help-
ing Joe Hinkle with the murders.”

“Yes,” Jeff said. “News travels fast
around here.”

“Yes, it does. A little place, James-
town, but a nice place.”

The tallest of the four beer drinkers
said, “We've just been talking about
it, the murder.”

“I guess you all knew Eddic,” Jeff
said.

“He was in here cvcry night,” the
shortest drinker said

“‘He missed once a wcck, the third
one said. “Tl\c night of the midget
auto races.”

“He came in then. Late, though,”
Shorty said.

The third one nodded.
went home, I guess.”

“Well, more or less you could just
about say,” the bartender said, *that
Eddie was in here every night.” He
turned to Jeff. “What's that got to do
with the murder?”

“You've |usl bccn talking about
the murder,” Ic[r said

“Naturally,” the bartender said.

“Eddie was a popular boy, wasn't
he?”

““He was a sweet kid,” Shorty said.

“A sweet kid,"” the third man said.
**A great ball player, any kind of ball.
He was going to go places if he ever
got a break. He had everything to
live for.”

“Everybody liked Eddie, I guess,”
Jeff said.

A moment died away. Then, care-
fully, the bartender said, “Yeah,
everybody liked Eddie. I can’t think

“After 1
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of a single exception to that rule.”

For the first time the fourth man
spoke up, and he spoke up angrily.
“The hell with 1t!”" he said. I can
think of somebody who didn’t like
Eddie!”

“Now, wait, Mel,” the bartender
said. “‘Take 1t easv.”

“The hell with it!” Mel said. *“Lis-
ten here, Troy. George Carey didn't
like Eddie and everybody here knows
icl”

“George Carey,” Jeff said. “You
mean the golf pro at the Country
Club?”

““That’s right. I’ve no idea what i1t
was between Carey and Eddie,
but —”

“Mel,” the bartender said, “I'm
not sure i1t’s up to you to —"’

“Eddie’s dead, murdered! Listen,
Troy, for the past month or so Carey
used to come in here. To see Eddie.
They'd go back there to the corner
table and talk. No, not talk, argue!
We never could hear what 1t was all
about and Eddie would never tell us,
but 1t wasn’t good. They got pretty
hot, the two of them, Eddie and
Carey. Well, the other night was the
blow-up. For a minute it looked like
they were going to start swinging at
each other. When Carey went out of
here he looked just about mad enough
to—"

“Now, take it easy, Mel,” the bar-
tender said.

“Mad enough,” Jeff said, “to kill
Eddie?”

“Yes, blast it! That’s what I was

going to say and I am saying it! Mad

enough to kill Eddie! And Eddie was
killed.”

We had seen George Carey around
the club, of course, but we had never
said more than hello to each other.
Fe was a genial, nice-looking fellow
in his forties. When Jeff and I walked
into his little office in the caddy
house, he knew at once why we were
calling on him. He wasn’t the sort of
person vou had to handle with care,
and Jeff went straight to the point.

“We've just come from Andrew’s
Bar,” Jeff said. “We heard that you
and Eddie Riorden nearly slugged it
out a couple of nights ago. We didn’t
hear what it was you disagreed about.
Or mavbe that 1sn’t important.”

Carey thought that over for a mo-
ment. “It is important,” he said,
“because I'm sure you're not going to
find anyone clse, anyone at all, who
ever tangled with Eddie in the slight-
est degree.”

“Everybody loved Eddie,” Jefl
said. “He hadn’t an enemy in the
world.”

“That’s true. Literally.”

“But the other night you were
ready to take him apart. That could
mean that Eddie had one enemy 1n
the world.”

“Yes,” Carcy said. “That's why
it’s important you understand why 1
was fighting with Eddie.”

He opened a drawer of his desk; he
found what he was looking for. He
slid the letter out of its envelope and

handed it to Jeff. Jeff held it so that
I could see.
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It was a short note, written with-
out the aid of a secretary, on the sta-
tionery of Randall (,o[]cgc. Randall,
Ohio. It said: **Dear George; I've got
everything set for your boy, Eddic
Riorden. He'd better be as good as
you say he is. In haste, Carl.”

“That's Carl Moss,” Carey said.
“Hc coaches football at Randall.”

‘He got Eddic an athletic scholar-

ship,” Jefl said.

“Ye

“But Eddic didn’t want to go to
college,” Jeff said. *No matter how

much you tried to persu: ade him, he
wouldn tagree to ge
“That’s it,” Carey said. “I've
known Eddic since he was caddying
up here in his bare feet. He was quite
a kid. He the best high-school
athlete I've ever scen. For the last
three years I've been after him to go
to college. But he was tired of school,
he said. Actually, he was lazy. I'm
afraid Eddie was well on his way to
being a bum. I decided finally to go
ahead and get him a scholarship at
my old school . I thought maybe
that would turn the trick. But it
didn’t. Eddic’d been slopping around
for 5o long that his ambition was all
gone. He used to avoid me here at
the club. The only place I could cor-
ner him was at that bar. I talked my-
self hoarse to him, and the other
night [ lost my temper. It made me
sore to sce a boy like Eddie turning
into a bum.”
“But you still liked him,” Jeff said.
“How could I help it? How could
anybody not like Eddic?”

“Well,” Jeff said, “I guess that's
that.”

“Even if it isn't,” Carey said, “T’ll
have to leave you now. Joe Hinkle
seems to be holding a little meeting
that I'm invited to.”

“We'll go with you,” Jeff said.

Hinkle was holding his meeting in
the same room where we had seen
him that morning. The meeting was a
small, intimate affair. Carey, Jeff and
I joined Hinkle, Fran Le: Tom
Carleton, and the club’s woman
champ, Arlene Miller. The meeting
didn’t look as though it had started;
Joe Hinkle didn’t look as though he
wanted to start it. He was a morose,
discouraged man.

¢ my," he said,

“tell me some-

" Jeff said
Tell me who killed them. So we
can all go home.”

“I know how you feel,” Jeff said.
“Did you find anything more in the
thicket?”

“We found a lot. The two halves of
a broken niblick, some empty bottles
mostly half-pints —a couple old
tin cans, a dozen or so tees, a watch
that Mac Small lost seven ycars
ago, a fifty-cent picce, and nine golf
balls.”

“Did you find Mrs.
ball?”

“Not yet. We had to knock off
because it was getting dark in the
thicket. But, frankly, I !lnnL we
found everything thcrc is in u

“But of course,” Jeff sml
look some more tomorrow.”

Carlcton’s

“you'll
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“Of course. I'm nothing else, but
I'm thorough.”

“Mr. Carleton,” Jeffl said, “is
there any chance that Mrs. Carleton
wouldn’t have been playing with one
of her own balls?”

Arlene Miller gave a short laugh.
She said, “‘Janet Carleton would no
more think of using any ball but those
special ones of hers than she would
think of using someone else’s clubs.
Janet was a real golfer, not a Sunday
player.”

“Isee,” Jeff said. He turned back to
Hinkle. “Have you found anyone
who saw Mrs. Carleton playing her
first nine holes?”

“Her last nine holes,”
Miller said.

Hinkle cleared his throat. “I been
all through that, Troy. Mr. Carleton
says that considering the time his
wife left home, she would have been
lucky to get much more than nine
holes played before dark. It seems
like she was the last one to start
around. Nobody seen her park her
car or tec off.” -

“That isn’t unusual,” Carey said.
“At that time of day everybody at
the club is either in the dining room
or the bar. There’s as much drinking
as golf around this place, you all
know that.”

“Anyway,” Hinkle said, “nobody
saw her. She must have walked
straight from her car to the first tee,
or whatever you call it. Eddie must
have met her there. He always cad-
died for her. He was probably waiting
for her.”

Arlene

“Somebody,” Jeff said, “the last
person who left the club last night
must have noticed Mrs. Carleton’s
car was still here. Why didn’t they
worry about her?”

“That was Al Frost,” Hinkle said.
“He admits secing the car. He also
admits that after an evening at the
bar here he never worries or wonders
about anything. Nice fellow though,
AL

“Well,” Jeff said, I won't hold up
your meeting any longer,

“I wish you'd stay, Troy.”

*“No, I couldn’t add anything to the
proceedings. Call me tomorrow, will
you, if you find Mrs. Carleton’s

11>

“Why don’t you come and help
o
“Lwill,” Jeff said.

It was beginning to grow dark
when Jeff and I left our cottage that
night. It was very dark when we
walked through the empty parking
lot of the locked-up, deserted club-
house. I followed Jeff through the gap
in the hedge, then I stopped.

“Darling,” I said, I won't go an-
other step until you tell me where
we're going and why.” 5

“Haila, if I told you, you wc\_uldn’f
go with me. Come on now, quietly.

I went on, quictly. We walked
across the start of the fairway of the
first hole. We went another fjfry
yards and we were crossing the ninth
hole’s fairway. Then, in another min-
ute or two, we were groping our wWay
into the thicket. I could touch Jeff,
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but I couldn’t sec him. I held onto
his jacket and shuffied blindly for-
ward. Jeff stopped and sat down; he
pulled me down beside him. He put
his arm around me. But he didn’t kiss
me. [ still didn’t know what we were
doing in this hell-black hole.

“May I smoke>” I whispered.

“No. From now on don’t even
breathe unless it’s absolutely neces-
sary.”

We sat there for so long that 1 be-
gan to be convinced that I had slept
through a day and was now sitting
through my second night. I was un-
comfortable, cold. I was something
clse. I found Jefl's car and whispered
into it.

“I'm scared,” I said.

“Naturally,” Jeff whispered back.

That reassurance did me a lot of
good. [ wasn’t cold any longer, or un-
comfortable — I was just frightened.
Jefl’s hand touched my wrist and
tightened on it. I stopped breathing.
1 had heard it, too.

Through the thicket something
was moving toward us. It might have
been slithering along on its stomach,
it might have been edging along on
two feet, or more — but it was com-
ing toward us. Now a picce of foliage
brushed my face as it moved back in
place. The shuffling sound came
closer, and then stopped.

I felt Jeff move. I heard the click
of his flashlight and saw a beam of
light shoot through the blackness.
For a moment it searched wildly,
then it hit and held. I saw a man’s
outstretched arm, his hand six inches

above the ground. Clutched in the
hand was a golf ball.

Jeff pulled the light up the man’s
arm until it flashed full in his face.
Tom Carleton  straightened up.
saw his arm back out of the ray of
light, then swing forward through
...

When people regain consciousness,
they usually start life again by asking
a silly question. My question didn’t
secem silly to me at the time, but
that’s exactly what it turned out to
be. 1 looked at Jeff and Joe Hinkle
for a moment before I spoke.

I said, “How could Tom Carleton
find his wife's golf ball in the dark
like that?”

“He didn’t find it,” Jefl said. “He
was losing it.”

“Oh,” I said. ““Where am 17"

“In our cottage,” Jeff said.

“Where is Tom Carleton?”

“In my jail,” Joe Hinkle said. “Are
you all right, Mrs. Troy? He hit you
with a golf ball, you know.”

“Yes, 1 know, Mr. Hinkle. But
I'm fine. That's just what I needed.”

“Well, then, Troy —"

“Sure, Joe, listen. You and your
boys couldn’t find that ball — be-
cause there was no ball. There was no
ball because Mrs. Carleton wasn’t
playing golf. Eddie Riorden was not
her caddy — he was her lover.”

“Eddic and Mrs. Carleton . . .

“That thicket was their rendez-
vous. If anyone had wandered into
it unexpectedly, Eddie would have
gone through the motions of caddy-
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ing for a lady with a bad slice. It was
a nice set-up while it lasted. And it
lasted until Tom Carleton got wise.”

*“So I was wrong,” Joe said, “‘when
1 figured that one of them got killed
because he saw the other one mur-
dered.”

“Everybody liked Mrs. Carleton,”
Jeff said. “Everybody loved Eddie.
Nobody had a reason to kill either of
them. But maybe, 1 thought, some-
body had a reason to kill o4 of them.
And then, when you couldn’t find the
ball Janet Carleton should have been
playing with . . ."”

“Yeah,” Joc said. “I guess that

proved it to you. And when Tom
heard you talking about the ball this
afternoon, he figured he'd better get
one there in a hurry.”

“Oh, now I see,” I said. ““He didn’t
find that ball. He was putting it
there.”

“That’s right. I'm sorry he hit you
with it, Haila.

“Oh, I don’t mind. That's a hazard
of the game, getting hit. But 1 don’t
think it was very sporting the way he
did it.”

“What, darling?”

“It’s a rule, Jefl! You're supposed
to yell ‘Fore’!”

‘o

FOR MYSTERY FANS — these swiftly-paced mystery-thrillers are
now on sale at your newsstand:

A Mercury MysTery — “Too Good to Be True,” by J. F. Hutton.
“Refreshingly different kind of sleuth, working against colorful
background and some mighty odd people,” says The Saturday Review
of Literature.

BestseLLer MysTERY — “Fountain of Death,” by Hugh Lawrence
Nelson. Abridged edition. “The staccato, humorous style of author
Nelson provides numerous trap-door surprises of plot,” reports The
Cleveland Press.

A JonaTHAN Press MysTery — “Darling, This Is Death,” by Dana
Chambers. *Dana Chambers has contrived a splendid espionage story
full of indestructible tough characters and brisk dialogue,” comments
the Boston Post.

These volumes, published by The Amtricax MErcury, which also
publishes ELLERY QUEEN"S MYSTERY MAGAZINE, have been carefully
chosen and edited by a staff of mystery experts. Fans everywhere
acclaim Mercury Mystery books as ““tops!”



KILL

AND TELL

by PETER GODFRLY

anxisTER called from the study,
“Who is it, Miss Jones?”’ After
twelve years of working together he
still hadn’t got around to calling me
by my first name.

I knocked on the door and ushered
in the three men, repeating their in-
troduction for the benefit of my em-
ployer. There was Joubert, the tall
C.LD. Inspector with the William
Powell mustache, the fresh-faced and
surprisingly young-looking detective,
Johnson, and the clderly gentleman
with the full-blooming mustache and
beard, the fiercely- L,lu\\mg plpL. and
the kindly brown cye used his
surname, of cours: g—]c Roux —
but Joubert called him *“Uncle”” and
Johnson called him “*Rolf,” and both
these appellations suited his per-
sonality better than the more formal
title.

I wed to think Bannister was a
handsome man when I first went to
work for him, but twelve years is a
long time for some people. That day,
sitting in the brown dressing-gown in
which he always worked, with his
bald patch thrown into relief by the
black fringes of hair and the heavy
horn-rimmed  spectacles, he looked
like nothing so much as a benign
beetle.

Knowing him so well, I realized he
was bursting with curiosity as to the

purpose of the visit, and I also knew,
when he asked if I might remain, that
his motives were more concerned
with the notes I might make for fu-
ture material rather than any cour-
tesy towards me.

The police had no objection to my
presence, and as soon as we were all
comfortably scttled Joubert opened
the conversation. “You are not en-
tirely a stranger to me, Mr. Ban-
nister,” he said. “*Although this is the
first time I have met you in the flesh,
1 have, of course, read your books.
In fact, the two autographed novels
you were kind enough to send to my
department when you arrived in
Cape Town ultimately found their
way to my bookshelf.”

Bannister visibly preened himself.
“Surely this visit,” he said, “is not
merely to congratulate me on the
quality of the thrillers I have writ-
ten?”" He gave a deprecatory grin, as
though he hoped this was, in fact,
their motive.

“Not quite,” said Joubert, and
smiled slightly. “Certain things in
which my department is vitally in-
terested have occurred recently. If
you would be prepared to answer
some questions, you might help us
enormously.”

“Fire away,” said Bannister, and
settled himself down into what he no
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doubt fancied was the typical atti-
tude of the expert criminologist.

Joubert hesitated before contin-
uing.

“The Province Times yesterday,”
he said, “carried the story of an in-
terview with you in which you dis-
cussed the plot of a novel you have
just completed. As I understand it,
the book deals with a murder com-
mitted by a man who has an unas-
sailable alibi. Is that correct?”

“Fundamentally, yes.”

“And I gather from the newspaper
report that other than the alibi there
were clear clues pointing in his direc-
tion?”

“Yes. In the book the murderer’s
wallet with his personal papers is
found next to the body, but he is able
to prove he was miles away when the
fatal shot was fired.”

Joubert stole a peculiar sideways
look at Rolf and Johnson.

“Knowing your style, Mr. Bannis-
ter,” he said, “I presume you pro-
pounded in the book a perfectly
logical and satisfactory solution?”

“Naturally, Inspector. I have a
reputation to maintain, you know,
and if I dared make use of any far-
fetched explanation the critics would
pounce on me like a flock of vultures.”

“I see,” said Joubert, and then
went on: “I take it then that the con-
coction of an alibi such as you de-
scribe in the book would be perfectly
feasible in real life?”

Bannister was obviously enjoying
himself. “Definitely,” he said. “And
I will go even further, Inspector. In

MAGAZINE

real life no amount of police work
would ever be able to smash that
alibi. In the book I was forced to
adopt a literary subterfuge to make
my murderer confess. In real life he
would have gone scot-free.”

The Inspector was particularly
suave when he continued: “And
when did you actually finish work on
your book, Mr. Bannister?”

My employer turned to me. “You
completed the final chapter of Murder
Elsewhere on Thursday, didn’t you,
Miss Jones?

1 said, “Yes, Mr. Bannister. I re-
member stapling and wrapping and
sending off the manuscript on Friday.
The registration receipt is on the file,
if you want to check, but I am per-
fectly sure.”

There was a subtle change in the at-
mosphere. Johnson grinned —a grin
not of amusement but of satisfaction.
Rolf took his pipe out of his mouth
and ran stubby fingers over his bear

in an attitude of expectancy. Joubert
sat up straight; there was a new glint
in his cye, and his speech had ac-
quired an authoritative undertone.

“Mr. Bannister,” he said, “I must
warn you at this stage that our visit
here is directly concerned with the
investigation of a very serious crime.
Certain statements you have already
made seem to indicate that you are
personally involved. I intend to pro-
ceed with this questioning, but T'am
prepared to wait, if you prefer it,
until your solicitor arrives.”

As an individual, of course, I was
one of a group, but functionally, as a
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secretary, I was somehow outside it.
My cyes followed the features of the
others like the lens of a moving-pic-
ture camera.

I must say Bannister took it well.
His only apparent reaction to the
shock of the volte face on the part of
the police was a raising of the eye-
brows. He cven smiled slightly.

“This is very unexpected, Inspec-
tor,” he said. “It’s a novel experience
for me to be a suspect. Buta solicitor?
No, thank you, Inspector —an in-
nocent man shouldn’t need a solici-
tor, and my conscience feels partic-
ularly clear this morning.” He paused,
and added, “What is this scrious
crime in which you think I am im-
plicated?”

Joubert said, “Murder.”

Tt was an illusion, of course, but the
word scemed to ccho through the
short silence that followed.

Bannister’s attitude was paradox-
ical. His smile broadencd, but there
was a sober quality in his voice. “Go
on,” he said.

“You have admitted,” said Jou-
bert, “that when you arrived in Cape
Town you sent copies of two old
books written by yourself to the
CLD.?”

“Yes.”

“Do you remember the titles?”

“Yes. Death After Hours and Tall
Man's Murder.”

Roll asked the next question. *“Tell
me, Mr. Bannister,” he said, “why
did you send these books to the
C.LD.»”

“A custom of minc, Mr. le Roux.
I travel a lot, as you know, and when-
ever I reach a centre in which Iintend
to stay for a while, I send copies of
these same two books to the police. A
sort of tribute,” he added with a
grin, “to the people who supply me
with the raw material of my craft.”

“But why those two books partic-
ularly?”" Rolf persisted.

“If you examine them,” said Ban-
nister, “‘you will notice a newspaper
clipping pasted on the flyleaf of cach.
That is the explanation — both books
were based on actual cases — un-
solved cases — and I assumed they
would therefore be of some interest
to the members of the C.L.D.”

Joubert again took over the ques-
tioning. “We noticed the clippings,
of course, and therc are certain curi-
ous features about both.”

“Such as?” There was mockery in
Bannister's tone, and that was when [
first realized he disliked the Inspec-
tor.

Joubert was unruffled. “This first
one, now,” he said. “It was pasted in
the flyleaf of Death After Hours, and
is the report of an inquest on William
Cullingworth, who died from the ef-
fects of potassium cyanide poisoning
at Ipswich almost fifteen years ago.
The strange feature of the casc is that
Cullingworth was discovered in a
locked room; there was no trace of
poison except in the deceased; nor
was the container of that poison ever
found. On the other hand, there was
no evidence of foul play. The last per-
son to see him was yourself, but you
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had left him at least an hour before
death occurred, as estimated by the
medical examiner. Since potassium
cyanide is an almost instantaneous
poison and you were with a group of
people from the moment you left
Cullingworth, your alibi was unas-
sailable.”

“Go on, Inspector.”

“Iam going on. Exactly six months
after Cullingworth’s death the book

based on the case was first published.
Rather quick work that, wasn't it>"

Bannister smiled again. 1 am a fast
writer, Inspector,” he said.

“Yes? Well, that may be. At any
rate, the story revealed an ingenious
method of administering poison by
means of a delayed-action capsule,
The murdered man in the book you
called Battista, but he was obviously
Cullingworth. Just as obviously the
murderer, whom you called Crafford,
was yourself.”

Bannister said, “Quite right, In-
spector,” and then laughed out loud.
“Don’t tell me the serious crime you
are investigating is poor old Culling-
worth’s death? Isn't Ipswich a bit

outside your jurisdiction?"”

Joubert’s expression did not change,
but a slow flush showed his hackles
were rising. Before he could speak
again, Rolf’s voice came, deep-toned
and soothing.

“No, Mr. Bannister,” he said, “‘but
what happened at Ipswich may be
relevant to the case we are working
on now. What interests me is why,
in the story, you made yourself the
murderer?”

The tension in Bannister’s manner
when he spoke to Joubert was quite
absent in his conversation with Rolf.
“There's nothing mysterious about
it, Mr. le Roux,” he said. “It arises
naturally from the type of detective
story I write. The general formula for
my books is the commission of a crime
which cannot be solved by ordinary
police routine —only by the ir-
regular methods of Triton Drake, my
detective character. My plots are
worked out by thinking out almost
perfect crimes. Can you wonder, then,
that T identify myself with the mur-
derers in my books? In the case of
Cullingworth there was an even more
perfect identification. I had spoken to
the man only a short while before his
mysterious death. T asked myself a
question: assuming I had killed Cul-
lingworth, how did I do it? The
answer was Death After Hours. Of
course,” he added with a side-glance
at Joubert, “as good a case could be
made out to establish my identity
with Triton Drak

“I take it then,” said Rolf, “that
you also identified yourself with the
criminal in Tall Man's Murder?”

“Yes,” answered Bannister, and
proceeded to elaborate. 1 knew the
victim of the actual crime — in fact,
we were in the same picnic party the
day he met his death. The murderer
was never discovered, although the
weapon was found —an ugly piece
of fencing post about cighteen inches

ng.
“What gave me the idea for the
book was the medical evidence at the
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inquest. The doctor was positive,
on account of the angle of the blow,
that the murderer was well over six
feet tall. As you can sce, I am a good
three inches shorter than that, and
again sked myself the question:
Assuming you are the murderer, how
would it be possible for you to fake
the angle of the blow to provide your-
self with an alibi? After a few minutes’
thought I found the answer — a ridic-
ulously simple one. So 1 wrote the
book.”

Joubert again joined in the con-
versation. ““And what was this ridic-
ulousl\ simple answer?” he asked.
Well, Inspector, it struck me that
the doctor’s deduction was illogical.
What he should have said was the
murderer’s height from the ground
was well over six feet ar the tume the
blow was siruck. A wound of the
identical angle could have been in-
flicted by a smaller man standing on
something. Since the scene of the
crime was flat terrain with no stones
or logs handy, I conceived the idea of
a carelul munluu, after premedita-
tion, jumping into the air to deliver
the blow. Such a stroke would be
quite unnatural in a crime of passion,
but an ideal way of creating an alibi
for a small man in a carcfully thought-
out murder. Incidentally, the meth-
od is perfectly practical — it's simply
a matter of correct timing.”

“You sound as though you had
experimented,” said Joubert with a
mirthless grin.

“Oh, but I did,” said Bannister,
and the irony in his voice matched

Joubert’s tone. “Of course, you may
be surprised to hear I did not use a
human subject — just a soft hat on a
pedestal.”

“But you wrote your book,” said
Joubert, “only when you were con-
vinced the method was practical?”

“Yes.”

“So practical that it might very
well have been the method adopted
by the actual murderer?”

Bannister stared at him.
have been,” he said.

Joubert thumbed through the pages
of a notebook. *'I see here,” he said,
*“that the actual crime was committed
only four months before this book was
published. That was even quicker
work than last time, wasn't it?”

My employer did not lose his
temper  immediately.  “It was an
casier plot to handle,” he said quietly,
and then suddenly flared up. “What
nonsense is this, anyway?" he asked.
“Admittedly [ have agreed to answer
your questions, but I doubt very
much if you have any right to in-
terrogate me without informing me
first about what crime you are ac-
tually investigating. And what rele-
vancy can the speed of my writing
have?”

“It has some importance,” said
Joubert, and turned abruptly to me.
“How long have you been employed
by Mr. Bannister, Miss Jones?”

1 told him.

“That’s a pity,” he went on. “That
means you came to work for him only
after the publication of Tall Man's
Murder.”

“It might
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Bannister’s voice came, cold with
rage. ‘“This is going too far,” he said.
“My agreement to answer questions
didn’t include a cross-examination of
my sccretary. Beyond typing my
manuscripts and taking down dicta-
tion from me, she can have no pos-
sible knowledge whatsoever.”

I felt the blood leave my face. I
have said before that I had the sensa-
tion of being apart from the group;
at that moment I realized the feeling
was an illusion. Before I could stop
myself, anger and hatred had leaped
Into my voice.

“That i1s not the truth, Mr. Ban-
nister,” I said, ‘“‘although you prob-
ably don’t know it. You don’t work
for a person as long as I've worked for
you without learning plenty about
him — sometimes more than he
knows about himself.”

In my employer’s expression was
reflected the sudden revelaton that I
was more than a stenographic robot.
Immediately 1 regretted losing my
temper.

“I’'m sorry,” 1 said, more quietly,
and then addressed him directly.
“You see, Mr. Bannister, 1t’s quite
obvious to both of us that the police
are making some kind of mistake. If
so, there can be no harm done if I
answer their questions. In fact, it may
help in rectifying the error more
quickly.”

There was still that faint hint of
amazement in his eyes, but 1t was ob-
vious that he was pacified.

Joubert went on: ‘“Isn’t four
months, Miss Jones, a remarkably

short time between starting a book
and final publication?”

“It 1s fast,” I said, ““but not un-
duly so. Once Mr. Bannister has the
idea worked out in his mind he dic-
tates very rapidly. I should say it
takes roughly a month to complete a
manuscript, and after that 1t 1s not
abnormal for publication to occur
within three months. To my knowl-
edge there have been two other books
of Mr. Bannister’s that have been
written and published within four
months, although the average time 1s
five or six months. It all depends on
the printers.”

“Or on how quickly the idea 1s
worked out, I suppose. Are all Mr.
Bannister’s plots based on real-life
incidents?”’

My employer was urbanity itself
again. ‘‘Shouldn’t that question rather
be put to me, Inspector?” he asked.
“After all, surely I am the best au-
thority on what goes on 1n my own
mind "’

Joubert nodded. “Well?" he asked.

I once saw Bannister give a lecture
on the detective story to the Bir-
mingham Pen Club. He adopted the
same attitude now. More — even his
first words sounded faintly familiar.

“There is no such thing as a really
original detective plot,” he said.
“There are only six basic ideas, and
all detective plots are variations on
them. So is all crime in real life. But
since the essence of the good detec-
tive story is credibility, it is only
natural to expect that the competent
writer will base his novel either on
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what has happened or what could
happen in real life. In fact, it is quite
common for authors to use actual
unsolved mysteries as basic plots, as [
did in Death After Hours and Tall
Man's Murder —1 can name several
other authors who have done so.

“However, those are the only two
books of mine which have a real-life
counterpart. Normally, I utilize the
second method — I imagine a crime
with as many credible but out of the
ordinary features as possible, and then
devise a logical solution to fit the
circumstances.”

It was Rolf who asked the next
question, punctuating it with smoke-
puffs from his pipe. “And the charac-
ters?”” he queried. “Are they also all
created in your own mind?”

Bannister laughed. “There you
have me,” he said. “As a matter of
fact, all the characters in my books
are based on actual people, although
sometimes two or more living people
go to make onc fiction character.
What is amazing is how few of the
more repulsive personalities recognize
themselves in the stories. I suppose
everyonc has a higher opinion of him-
self than the next man, and therefore
cannot recognize an objective de-
scription of himself.”

Joubert again broke in. “The char-
acters in this latest book of yours,
Murder Elsewhere, are also based on
living people?”

“We have already gone over the
plot, and from what we have spoken
about before, it seems the murderer

in the book is again modeled upon
yourself?”

“And the dc(ccnvc,
ter with a grin.

“And the detective,” repeated
Joubert. “Who were the other char-
acters in real life? The man who was
murdered, for instance?”

Banniczcr was looking at him coldly
again. I don't see the significance
of this,” he said, “but if you' must
know, the character was based on
Blair Clayton, who is a wholesale
merchant here in Cape Town

“I know Clayton,” said Joubert.
“Oh, yes, didn’t you have some sort
of a scene with him in the Delmonico
about six weeks ago?”

Bannister hesitated perceptibly be-
fore answering. “*As a matter of fact,
there was some trouble,” he said.
“Clayton had had a few drops too
many; there was an argument and he
struck me. I couldn’t hit a drunken
man and I had no desire to make an
exhibition of mysclf in such a pub-
lic place, so I simply walked out.”

Joubert's voice dropped its de-
ceptive casualness and came out
harp. “Is it not a fact that the
u had with Clayton con-
cerned a woman?”

My employer’s face had gone quite
pale and his voice trembled with
anger. “Once again, Inspector, you
are abusing your position. I have
agreed to answer any question rele-
vant to this mysterious case you are
investigating. I have not agreed, nor
will I ever agree, to answer irrelevant
questions of a purely personal nature.”

said Bannis-
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“Your quarrel with Clayton,” said
Joubert, “is extremely relevant to the
case I am investigating. I must tell
you, too, that I have other evidence.”

Bannister looked at him queerly.
“If the others have told you,” he
said, “then the damage has been
done. I don’t suppose there is any fur-
ther harm in confirming what you
have said. However, 1 would appre-
ciate-it if the name of the lady could

be kept out of any further publicity.

“Clayton, as you probably know,
is the ‘world’s worst philanderer. I

used to be fairly friendly with him,
and I saw these things for myself.
Anything in a skirt attracted him,
and most women responded, though
for the life of me I don’t know what
they saw in him. It was when 1 saw
him at his usual game, with a lady of
whom I am very fond, that I tried to
warn him off at the Delmonico.”

There was a peculiar expression of
relief on Joubert’s face. He nodded to
Johnson, who handed him an en-
velope. Out of it he took a familiar
gold tie-pin.

“This has your initials on it,” he
said to Bannister. “I don’t suppose
you will deny it’s yours?”

Bannister seemed more pleased than
otherwise to see it. “‘Certainly not,”
he said. “I've been looking for it
everywhere. Where did you find it?”

“It was found at three o'clock this
morning,” said Joubert, “beside the
murdered body of Blair Clayton.”

1 have never seen my employer
so taken aback, but it was only for a
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moment, then a glint of amusement
appeared in his eyes. “Many things
are clearer to me now,” he said, and
added, I take it, then, Inspector,
that Clayton was killed some time
during last night?”

“As near as we can make it,”” said
Joubert, “he was murdered between
10 P and 1A

Bannister laughed out loud. “Then
Tam afraid you will have to look else-
where for the guilty party,” he said.
“I can account for cvery moment of
my time between those hours.”

Joubert said, “So could the mur-
derer in Murder Elsewhere.”

Bannister lost his temper. “To
blazes with you and your innuendos!”
he said. “If you feel 1 am the guilty
man, arrest me and charge me. It's
quite plain you've simply come here
on a fishing expedition, and that you
haven't got a scrap of evidence to
stand up in court. I challenge you now
— cither arrest me or get out!”

The slow flush had again risen on
Joubert’s neck. “And T will answer
your challenge,” he said, “‘but first |
want to tell you something. Real life
is somewhat different from a detec-
tive story. You've been too clever
even for yourself this time, Bannister.

“Itis perfectly true that I have no
direct evidence that you murdered
Clayton, but you have failed to take
into consideration the value of cir-
cumstantial cvidence. You see, Ban-
nister, when there are sufficient cir-
cumstances forming a pattern—2
pattern of guilt —any jury in the
world must convict.”

a
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Bannister made a gesture of pro-
test, but Joubert continued. “No,
don’t interrupt me. Let me tell you
what I will show the jury..I will show
them first that you hated Clayton,
that you came to blows with him re-
cently, that your tie-pin was found
next to the body. You will have an
alibi, but I will show them your own
description of how that alibi was con-
structed, of how the murder was done,
written by you in your book at least
a week before Clayton was hilled.

“And in case there is a fecling that
there might be some sort of a coinci-
dence, 1 will tell them also of the two
other violent deaths that have oc-
curred in the past, and how books on
these deaths were published a re-
markably short time after these mur-
ders had occurred. When 1 have
finished, I promise you the jury will
ask themselves: were those other
books written before or after the
crimes?”

Bannister was badly shaken, but he
still kept control of his wits. *You
will never be allowed to produce that
as evidence,” he said.

“That is a matter of opinion,”
said Joubert, “and no doubt the
lawyers will fight it out. But to'my
mind it will be admissible. It is not as
though you have already stood trial
and been declared innocent on these
points. And it is perfectly relevant to
the case I am going to present.

“You see, Bannister, the jury will
want to know,what kind of a man you
are, and I am going to tell them. An
intelligent man, yes, but with a men-

tal twist causing you to commit al-
most perfect crimes to baffle the po-
lice. The jury will sec for themselves,
as I have seen, how you gloat over the
fact that you kill, tell the world with
only indirect concealment how you
have killed and then get off scot-frec.
Only you are not going to get off scot-
free this time. You remembered all
the facts, but you forgot the total pat-
tern.”

He paused on a note of triumph,
and I mentally braced myself to hear
the formal phrascology of the charge,
but it was not his voice that broke the
silence.

“There are other patterns, Dirk,”
said Rolf le Roux.

Joubert turned.

Rolf’s eyes were as brown and as
soothing as ever, but there was an un-
dertone of determination in his voice.

“I will not let you arrest this man,
Dirk,” he said. “You see, he is inno-
cent.”

Joubert was taken aback.

*“Can you convince a jury of that?”
he asked.

“That I doubt,” said Rolf, “but
I am sure when I have finished you
will never be able to convince them
he is guilty.”

“Now you are talking nonsense
—" Joubert began, but was inter-
rupted by my employer.

“Let him go on,” Bannister said,
and there was a peculiar undertone in
his voice. “After all, Inspector, you
have already given the case for the
prosccution.”

Joubert had a momentary struggle
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with himself, then, “Well?”" he asked
Rolf.

The tension in the room crackled
while the old man deliberately puffed
his pipe into a satisfactory blaze.

“It 1s like this, Dirk,”” he said
slowy, settling himself down more
comfortably in his chair. “You talk of
a pattern, but which pattern do you
mean? The picture of the lunatic who
writes murders and then does them to
gloat over his own cleverness, or the

picture of an intelligent man cold-
bloodedly murdering for an under-
standable motive?”

“I mean an intelligent man,” said
Joubert, ““who has just one mental
kink. I think that 1s perfectly under-
standable.”

“It 1s not as understandable as you
think,” said Rolf, and took a deep
puft at his pipe. “Come, Dirk, let us
analyze this question a little further,
[ will agree with you that an intelli-
gent man may have a mental kink, but
[ contend such a man would not
write detective stories.”

“I don’t see the connection.”

“Let me explain. If there is such a
kink 1n a man, what would it consist
of? One of i1ts main essentials must be
an impulse to kill. You have agreed
Bannister 1s an intelligent man, and in
every case that I have heard of, the
impulse to kill in an intelligent man 1s
UNCoNsclous, an overpowering urge
that activates his muscles when con-
ditions are right, without passing un-
der the criticism of his consciousness.
That is understandable, 1s it not?
If it ever became conscious in an 1n-

telligent man, his very intelligence
would rf:jcct It,

“Nevertheless, it 1s a fact that
everyone has an instinct to kill, but
that instinct i1s diverted in normal
people to other forms of activity.
When you hit your little golf ball all
over the veld, vou are satistying your
unconscious sadism just as much as if
you used your club to hit me over the
head. Now do you see what I mean?
If Bannister had this mental kink, this
impulse to kill, it is wsed up in writing
his detective stories. Just because he
writes logically about murder is suf-
ficient indication that murder with
him would be conscious — he would
not kill because of the sort of kink
you describe.”

“Assuming I admit that as possible
for the moment,’ said Joubert, ‘‘what
about the other side of the question?
We have no evidence about the first
two cases, of course, but Clayton's
death was no crime of sudden impulse.
It was cleverly and diabolically
planned for an obvious motive.”

Rolf smiled. *'I am glad you men-
tioned the other two cases,” he said.
**As you say, you have no indication
on the facts that Bannister’s story 1s
not the correct one. In eftect, you ar¢
admitting what has actually happened
— you are allowing your knowledge of
the latest murder to color your im-
pressions of the old cases. |

“So let us consider this last crime
by itself. Again, you yourself have
stressed that Bannister is intelligent.
Can you see any intelligent man
scheming this murder, writing a book
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on it, and then giving the details to a
newspaper before the actual murder
is committed?”

Joubert became excited. “But the
facts, man, the facts! Your explana-
tion sounds plausible, but it still
doesn’t fit the pattern. You must ad-
mit Clayton’s murder was an exact
duplication of the crime described in
Murder Elsewhere. Only a bare out-
line of the plot was given to the
Province Times. Who but Bannister
could have made so exact a copy in
real life?”

Rolf said, “His secretary.”

We were all sitting still, of course,
but I felt a sense of swinging mov
ment. Their eyes turning in my d
rection started it, and my conscious-
ness seemed to sway outside my body.
When my voice came it was as though
I was listening to another person.

“Are you accusing me of murder,
M. le Roux? What motive could 1
possibly have for doing away with Mr.
Clayton?”

“Revenge,” said the old man, and
went on quickly before I could inter-
rupt. “No, let me explain. I began to
wonder when you turned on Mr. Ban-
nister during this interview. There
was hate in your voice and your ex-
pression, and immediately I saw some-
thing which did not make sense. I
asked myself why an efficient girl
works twelve years for a person she
hates. The obvious reason is that you
did not always hate him, and the in-
tensity of your present feeling made
me suspect that your original feeling
of liking was just as intense. I say that

you stayed with Mr. Bannister for
the major portion of the period be-
cause you were in love with him.”

“This is ridiculous,” I heard myself
saying, “‘but go on. Carry your argu-
ment to its logical conclusion. If T
were in love with Mr, Bannister, why
did I continue to work for him when
I'started to hate him?”

Despite the words the brown cyes
were kindly. “Here I can only guess,”
he said. “'I do not think the transition
was rapid —I think it took many
years. Nor do I think you really hated
Bannister until you were deceived by
another man, and suddenly realized
the years you had wasted.”

My voice said, ““Your imagination
is getting more powerful every sec-
ond. Who was this mythical man with
whom I am supposed to have fallen
in love?”

“Blair Clayton —and this is not
entirely guesswork, Miss Jones. Clay-
ton visited here often; he must have
spoken with you many times. He had
the reputation of making love to
every woman he met, and it is com-
mon talk he was as attractive as he
was faithless. You are not without
good looks, Miss Jones — why should
you be the one exception in his life?”

I did not answer.

“When Clayton deceived you,”
he went on, “I think you were filled
with bitter loathing of both men who
had caused you so much frustration.
And then, when Bannister grew to
hate Clayton, and dictated to you
daily more and more details of a per-
fect plot for his murder, you saw your



92 ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

opportunity to revenge yourself on
both the men you hated.”

Joubert interrupted uneasily, “This
is not evidence, Uncle. Your reason-
ing is plausible, but we could never
get a conviction on it.”

“I agree,” said Rolf, “‘but with that
alternative pattern brought forward,
you could never get a conviction
against Bannister cither, and that is
what [ set out to show you.”

“Come now, Mr. le Roux,” in-
terrupted Bannister. “While T ap-
preciate the building up of an hypo-
thetical case to get me out of trouble,
aren’t you being a bit hard on Miss
Jones? After all, I know her 34

He talked, and my consciousness
swayed, but back this time. Then my
voice was my own voice, coming from
my own body, with all the pent-up
frustration of years.

“What do you know about me?
You — who have always looked on
me as another picce of office equip-
ment. That man discovered more
about me in an hour than you have
seen in the twelve years we have
worked together. Ob, yes, everything
he said was true — I killed Clayton
because I hated him and I hated you.

“Your jaw hangs open now, doesn’t
it? T hope I've shocked you into sceing
me as a woman at last. Yes, and sceing
yourself for what you are.

“I was in love with you when I
first came here. Everything you did
was right. When I made plot sug-
gestions to you, and you rejected
them, and then later came forward
with the identical ideas as your own

brilliant inspirations, I was not an-
noyed. I saw you had forgotten my
part, and I was proud to have helped
you even so indirectly. But that
changed. Gradually, I came to realize
you were a thief — you had stolen my
love, you had stolen my brains, you
had stolen my youth.

“At the time 1 met Clayton, these
things didn’t count for much. Later,
when I realized I might have held him
if I had met him twelve years before, I
saw for the first time just how much
they did mcan.

“I see you flinched when I men-
tioned the plot ideas. That’s good —
it means you're beginning to remem-
ber. Think back again and realize just
how much I influenced you towards
your own doom. The sending of the
books of the previous cases to the po-
lice, touches in the plot of Murder
Elsewhere that suited my purpose bet-
ter, yes— cven persuading you to
give the interview to the news-
paper . . .

“They won't hang you, Bannister
— they’ll hang me instcad. But
don’t care. 1 have very little left to
live for, anyway. And I won't entirely
lose my revenge.

“You know what my last thought
will be on the gallows? I'll be thinking
of you conscious of yourself at last as
a colossal sham, as a vulture battening
on the brains of others, as the person
responsible for two deaths. I'll be
thinking of you, living with yourself,
hating yourself —and I'll die happy,
Bannister —do you hear that? —
happy!”




DETECTIVE'S DOZEN
Creme de la crime; or, The Best of All Time

Sooner or later, somewhere along the 'tec trail, ever y
reader, reviewer, and researcher asks the inevitable
question: Which are the twelve best detective
short stories I have ever read? The créme de la
crime, the Blue Ribbon Pancl of all time . . . Now,
1t stands to reason that no list compiled by a single
person, cven the most widely read and most acutely
critical of us all, could possibly be accepted as
definitive: one person’s opinion is just that— an
expression of personal preferences. But then it oc-
curred to us that if we could put together a consensus of opinion — say, the
amalgam of a dozen expent lists, the considered verdict of a Blue Ribbon
Jury — then we might just possibly have a list approaching the ““best” with
some degree of authoruty. So, exactly one year ago, we began sending out
questionnaires 10 a specially selected symposium Ufu[lu/:, representing, as
you will see, cvery phase and factor of the ferreting field, including some of
our fanciest aficionados and even more important, some of our plainest

.

The replies to our queries were astonishing — on many counts. Some
experts thought the whole idea silly — one described it as *“the most fright-
Sul cornstarch” ; others thought we should reserve the notion for a lonely
sojourn on a desert isle — and mentally consigned us to the most isolated
desert island they could recall; stll others admitted frankly that they did
not feel qualified to join the sy mpositm — “acquaintance 100 limited” —
“knowledge and memory too sketchy” — “find myself completely at a
loss” — “entirely out of my field” ; and still others administered *‘the most
unkindest cut of all” by not cven bothering to answer our letters of inquiry.

But the “whole idea™ could not have been as stuffy and saccharine as
some thought — for out of twenty-four experts approached, eleven joined
the panel with enthusiasm, and these cleven (w /r/: your Editors serving as
the twelfth talesman) as di hed and imp a crimi-
nological conference as we could possibly have hoped for.

First, then, let us introduce the members of the jury:

Representing craftsmen, critics, and connoisseurs: James Hilton, Howard
Haycraft, John Dickson Carr, Anthony Boucher, Vincent Starrett, James
Sandoe, August Derleth, and Viola Brothers Shore.

Representing publishers’ editors: Lee Wright.
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R i bookdeal iali
Lew D. Feldman. ’

Representing fans at large (and bear in mind that all the other experts
also represent fans at large, since it is necessary, before one can become a
writer, critic, editor, bookseller, or connoisseur to be first, and last, a
ftm]rr) Charles llmw

These twelve in-a-box, each ing the dozen

best detective short stories, had a collective vote of 144 titles. As it turned
out, the twelve jurors voted for 83 different stories — wwhich gives you some
idea of the spréad of selection. But of these 83 “best stories” a rotind dozen
stood out as top favorites — and so we give you, as the joint judgment of
our jeweled jury, ** The Twelve Best Detective Short Stories Ever Written”

zing in the detective-mystery story:

(8 votes out of a possible 12)
The Hands of Mr. Ottermole. .. .. .... .5y Thomas Burke
(6 votes out of a possible 12)
The Purloined Letter. . ... .ooooooou.. ., by Edgar A. Poc
The Red-Headed League y A. Conan Doyle
The Avenging Chance. ~_4y Anthony Berkeley

(5 wotes out of a possible 12)
The Absent-Minded Coterie. ... ......... by Robert Barr
The Problem of Cell 13.............. by Jacques Futrelle

(3 votes out nfﬂ /:uml;lc 12)
The Oracle of the Dog. . ..by G. K. Chesterton
Naboth's Vineyard by Melville Davisson Post
The Gioconda Smile. ......by Aldous Huxley
The Yellow Slugs .by H. C. Bailey
The Genuine Tabard. . .6y E. C. Bentley
Suspicion by Doroxh) L. Sayers

As luck would have it — certain ideas have a way of resolving them-
selves into ultimate simplicity — the individual choices of the jurors and
the final consensus of the “nwelve best” dovetailed with the most artistic
precision: it is possible_for each expert 1o “sponsor” one of the twelve best
stories. And so, beginning in this issue, we bring you THE GOLDEN DOZEN,
and with each “tale of tales” we shall give you the background of the
expert and that expert’s full list of “‘the best detective short stories of all
time.” The detailed lists of all twelve members of the jury offer you a
reading guide of unusual and interesting scope in the vast, varied, and vital
calendar of vicarious crime .
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ANTHONY BOUCHER SELECTS . ..

Anthony Boucher needs no introduction to readers of EQMM. He is well-
knotn to most devotees of detection as the author of mystery novels under
1o names, Anthony Boucher and H. H. Holmes; as the creator of Nick
Noble in detective short stories; as a radio writer; as an anthology editor;
as a translator; as a_former reviewer for the **San Francisco Chronicle” ;
as a frequent contributor to the Sunday Book Review section of the **New
York Times"; and last but not least, as the present conductor of the
“Speaking of Crime” Department of EQMM. (And even this catalogue
of activity fails to do complete justice to Anthony Boucher's remarkable
coverage of the mystery field.)

Here is Mr. Boucher's list of the 12-best-shorts — which he warns is a
“toughie, and though I've spent much time on it, I'm not altogether sure
that a second list of 12-best wouldn't be nml/y asgood . . . Idon’t need
o analyze the tremendous difficulty which we've both mentioned so often
and discussed at such length — how so many books of detective shorts are
excellent as a corpus, yet no single story stands out as one of the dozen
best-of-all-time .. "

The Hands of Mr. Ottermole. . ........ by Thomas Burke
The Purloined Letter. . . .. . by Edgar A. Poe
The Speckled Band. by A. Conan Doyle
Naboth's Vineyard . ./)y Melvi lc Davisson Post
A Matter of Taste. o ..y Dorothy L. Sayers
A Passage to Benares. . .. .. T by T. S. Stribling
The Gutting of Couffignal. . . by Dashiell Hammett
The Rubber Trumpet. .by Roy Vickers

Dime a Dance. .. .. by Cornell Woolrich
Philomel Cottage. .by Agatha Christie
Back for Christmas ..by John Collier

The Biter Bit ..by Wilkie Collins

It is particularly fitting that Anthony Boucher “‘sponsor” Thomas
Burke's *“ The Hands of Mr. Ottermole.”” Along with John Dickson Carr
and your Editors, Mr. Boucher has been one of the staunchest and most
articulate defenders of *Ottermole's” high place in homicidal fiction. Mr.
Carr has said that “ Ottermole” is one of four detective short stories which
share “the honours for supreme untouchable top-notch excellence.” Your
Editors have already gone on record as believing that “‘No finer crime story
has ever been written, period.”” Mr. Boucher has described “The Hands
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of Mr. Ottermole” as ““a sheerly terrifying story.

It imparts to the reader

a quality of horror and shock wsually associated with tales of the super-
natural or of pure sensation, while staying within the bounds of the strict

detective story.

Here, then, is the story voted by eight out of twelve experts as one of the
all-time, all-star, all-out “greats” —if not, indeed, the very greatest

detective short story ever written.

HE HANDS OF

7 51X 0'cLOoCK of a January evening
Mr. Whybrow was walking
home through the cobweb alleys of
London’s East End. He had left the
golden clamour of the great High
Street to which the tram had brought
him from the river and his daily work,
and was now in the chessboard of by-
ways that is called Mallon End. None
of the rush and gleam of the High
Street trickled into these byways. A
few paces south —a flood tide of life,
foaming and bea Here — only
slow-shuffling figures and muffled
pulses. He was in the sink of London,
the last refuge of European vagrants.
As though in tune with the street’s
spirit, he 100 walked slowly, with head
down. It scemed that he was ponder-
ing some pressing trouble, but he was
not. He had no trouble. He was walk-
ing slowly because he had been on his
feet all day, and he was bent in ab-
straction because he was wondering
whether the Missis would have her-
rings for his tea, or haddock; and he
was trying to decide which would be

MR. OTTERMOLE
by THOMAS BURKE

the more tasty on a night like this. A
wretched night it was, of damp and
mist, and the mist wandered into his
throat and his eyes, and the damp had
settled on pavement and roadway,
and where the sparse lamplight fell it
sent up a greasy sparkle that chilled
one to look at. By contrast it made his
speculations  more  agreeable, and
made him ready for that tea —
whether herring or haddock. His eye
turned from the glum bricks that
made his horizon, and went forward
half a mile. He saw a gas-lit kitchen,
a flamy fire and a spread tea table.
There was toast in the hearth and
singing kettle on the side and a |
quant effusion of herrings, or maybe
of haddock, or perhaps sausages. The
vision gave his aching feet a throb of
cenergy. He shook imperceptible damp
from his shoulders, and hastened to-
wards its reality.

But Mr. Whybrow wasn’t going to
get any tea that evening —or any
other evening. Mr. Whybrow was
going to dic. Somewhere within a

Copyright, 1931, by Little, Brown & Co.
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hundred vards of him another man
was walking: a man much like Mr.
Whybrow and much like any other
man, but without the only quality
that enables mankind to live peace-
ably together and not as madmen 1n a
iunﬂlc A man with a dead heart cat-
ing into 1tself and bringing forth the
foul organisms that arise from dcath
and corruption. And that thing 1n
man’s shape, on a whim or a settled
idca — one cannot know — had said
within himself that Mr. Whybrow
should never taste another herring,
Not that Mr. Whybrow had injured
him. Not that he had any dislike of
Mr. Whybrow. Indeed, he knew
nothing of him save as a famihar
figure about the streets. But, moved
by a force that had taken possession
of his empty cells, he had picked on
Mr. Whybrow with that blind choice
that makes us pick one restaurant
table that has nothing to mark it from
four or hive other tables, or one apple
from a dish of half a dozen equal
apples; or that drives Nature to send
a cyclone upon one corner of this
planet, and destroy five hundred lives
in that corner, and leave another five
hundred in the same corner un-
harmed. So this man had picked on
Mr. Whybrow, as he might have
picked on vou or me, had we been
within his daily observation; and even
now he was creeping through the
blue-toned streets, nursing his large
white hands, moving ever closer to
Mr. Whybrows tea table, and so
closer to Mr. Whybrow himself.

He wasn’t, this man, a bad man.

ITANDS OF MR,
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Indeed, he had many of the social and
amiable qualitics, and passed as a re-
spcctable man, as most successful
criminals do. But the thought had
come 1nto his mouldering mind that
he would like to murder somebody,
and. as he held no [ear of God or man,
he was going to do 1t, and would then
go home to /s tea. I don’t say that
flippantly, but as a statement of [act.
Strange as 1t may seem to the humane,
murderers must and do sit down to
meals after a murder. There is no
reason why they shouldn’t, and many
reasons why they should. For one
thing, they need to keep their physi-
cal and mental vitality at tull beat for
the business of covering their crime.
IFor another, the strain of their eflort
makes them hungry, and satistaction
at the accomplishment ot a desired
thing brings a feeling of relaxation to-
wards human plcasures. It 1s accepted
among non-murderers that the mur-
derer 1s always overcome by fear for
his safety and horror at his act; but
this type 1s rare. His own salety is,
of course, his immediate concern, but
vanity 1s a marked quality of most
murderers, and that, together with
the thnll of conquest, makes him
confident that he can secure it, and
when he has restored his strength
with food he goes about securing it as
a young hostess goes about the ar-
ranging of her first big dinner —a
little anxious, but no more. Crimi-
nologists and detectives tell us that
every murderer, however intelligent or
cunning, always makes one slip in his
tactics — onc little slip that brings



98 ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

the affair home to him. But that is
only half true. It is truc only of the
murderers who are caught. Scores of
murderers are not caught: therefore
scores of murderers do not make any
mistake at all. This man didn’t.

" As for horror or remorse, prison
chaplains, doctors and lawyers have
told us that of murderers they have
interviewed under condemnation and
the shadow of death, only one here
and there has expressed any contrition
for his act, or shown any sign of
mental misery. Most of them display
only exasperation at having been
caught when so many have gone un-
discovered, or indignation at bein,
cond 1 for a perfectly bl
act. However normal and humane
they may have been before the mur-
der, they are utterly without con-
science after it. For what is con-
science? Simply a polite nickname for
superstition, which is a polite nick-
name for fear. Those who associate
remorse with murder are, no doubt,
basing their ideas on the world legend
of the remorse of Cain, or are project-
ing their own frail minds into the
mind of the murderer, and getting
false reactions. Peaceable folk cannot
hope to make contact with this mind,
for they arc not merely different in
mental type from the murderer: they
are different in their personal chemis-
try and construction. Some men can
and do kill, not one man, but two or
three, and go calmly about their daily
affairs. Other men could not, under
the most agonising provocation, bring
themselves even to wound. It is men

of this sort who imagine the murderer
in torments of remorse and fear of the
law, whereas he is actually sitting
down to his tea.

The man with the large white
hands was as ready for his tea as Mr.
Whybrow was, but he had something
to do before he went to it. When he
had done that something, and made
no mistake about it, he would be even
more ready for it, and would go to it
as comfortably as he went to it the
day before, when his hands were
stainless,

Walk on, then, Mr. Whybrow,
walk on; and as you walk, look your
last upon the familiar features of your
nightly journey. Follow your jack-
lantern tea table. Look well upon its
warmth and colour and kindness; feed
your eyes with it, and tease your nose
with its gentle domestic odours; for
you will never sit down to it. Within
ten minutes’ pacing of you a pursuing
phantom has spoken in his heart, ant
you are doomed. There you go — you
and phantom — two ncbulous dabs of
mortality, moving through green air
along pavements of powder blue, the
one to kill, the other to be killed.
Walk on. Don’t annoy your burning
feet by hurrying, for the more slowly
you walk, the longer you will breathe
the green air of this January dusk, and
see the dreamy lamplight and the
little shops, and hear the agrecable
commerce of the London crowd and
the haunting pathos of the street
organ. These things are dear to you,
Mr. Whybrow. You don’t know it
now, but in fiftcen minutes you will
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have two scconds in which to realise
how inexpressibly dear they are.
Walk on, then, across this crazy
chessboard. You are in Lagos Street
now, among the tents of the wander-
ers of Eastern Europe. A minute or
so, and you arc in Loyal Lane, among
the lodging houses that shelter the
uscless and the beaten of London’s
camp followers. The lane holds the
smell of them, and its soft darkness
seems heavy with the wail of the
futile. But you are not sensitive to
impalpable things, and you plod
through it, unsccing, as you do every
evening, and come to Blean Street,
and plod through that. From base-
ment to sky rise the tenements of an
alien colony. Their windows slot the
cbony of their walls with lemon. Be-
hind those windows strange life i
moving, dressed with forms that are
not of London or of England, yet, in
essence, the same agrecable life that
you have been living, and to-night
will live no more. From high above
you comes a voice crooning The Song
of Katta. Through a window you sce
a family keeping a religious rite.
Through another you sce a woman
pouring out tea for her husband. You
see a man mending a pair of boots; a
mother bathing her baby. You have
scen all these things before, and never
noticed them. You do not notice
them now, but if you knew that you
were never going to sce them again,
you would notice them. You never
will sce them again, not because your
life has run its natural course, but be-
cause a man whom you have often
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passed in the street has at his own
solitary pleasure decided to usurp the
awful authority of nature, and de-
stroy you. So perhaps it’s as well that
you don’t notice them, for your part
in them is ended. No more for you
these pretty moments of our carthly
travail: only onc moment of terror,
and then a plunging darkness.

Closer to you this shadow of massa-
cre moves, and now he is twenty yards
behind you. You can hear his footfall,
but you do not turn your head. You
are familiar with footfalls. You are in
London, in the casy security of your
daily territory, and footfalls behind
you, your instinct tells you, are no
more than a message of human com-
pany.

But can’t you hear something in
those footfalls — something that goes
with a widdershins beat? Something
that says: Look out, look out. Beware,
beware. Can't you hear the very
syllables of nuur-der-er, mur-der-er?
Noj there is nothing in footfalls. They
are neutral. The foot of villainy falls
with the same quiet note as the foot
of honesty. But those footfalls, Mr.
Whybrow, are bearing on to you a
pair of hands, and there /s something
in hands. Behind you that pair of
hands is even now stretching its
muscles in preparation for your end.
very minute of your days you have
been secing human hands. Have you
ever realised the sheer horror of hands
— those appendages that are a symbol
for our moments of trust and affection
and salutation? Iave you thought of
the sickening potentialitics that lie




100

within the scope of that five-tentacled
member? No, you never have; for all
the human hands that you have scen
have been stretched to you in kind-
ness or fellowship. Yet, though the
eyes can hate, and the lips can sting,
it is only that dangling member that
can gather the accumulated essence of
evil, and clectrify it into currents of
destruction. Satan may enter into
man by many doors, but in the hands
alone can he find the servants of his
will.

Another minute, Mr. Whybrow,
and you will know all,about the hor-
ror of human hands.

You are nearly home now. You
have turned into your street — Cas-
par Street —and you are in the
centre of the chessboard. You can see
the front window of your little four-
roomed house. The street is dark, and
its three lamps give only a smut of
light that is more confusing than
darkness. It is dark —empty, too.
Nobody about; no lights in the front
parlours of the houses, for the familics
are at tea in their kitchens; and only a
random glow in a few upper rooms
occupied by lodgers. Nobody about
but you and your following com-
panion, and you don’t notice him.
You see him so often that he is never
seen. Even if you turned your head
and saw him, you. would only say
“Good-evening” to him, and walk on.
A suggestion that he was a possible
murderer would not even make you
laugh. It would be too silly.

. And now you are at your gate. And
now you have found your door key.
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And now you are in, and hanging up
your hat and coat. The Missis has just
called a greeting from the kitchen,
whose smell is an ccho of that greeting
(herrings!) and you have answered it,
when the door shakes under a sharp
knock.

Go away, Mr. Whybrow. Go away
from that door. Don’t touch it. Get
right away from it. Get out of the
house. Rnn with the Missis to the
back garden, and over the fence. Or
call the neighbours. But don't touch
that door. Don’t, Mr. Whybrow,
don'topen . .

Mr. Why brow opened the door.

That was the beginning of what
became known as London’s Strangling
Horrors. Horrors they were called be-
cause they were something more than
murders: they were motiveless, and
there was an air of black magic about
them. Each murder was committed at
a time when the strect where the
bodies were found was empty of any
perceptible or possible murderer.
There would be an empty alley. There
would be a policeman at its end. He
would turn his back on the empty
alley for less than a minute. Then he
would look round and run into the
night with news of another strangling.
And in any direction he looked no-
body to be seen and no report to be
had of anybody being seen. Or he
would be on duty in a long-quict
street, and suddenly be called to a
house of dead people whom a few
seconds carlier he had scen alive. And,
again, whichever way he looked no-
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body to be scen; and although police
whistles put an immediate cordon
around the area, and scarched all
houses, no possible murderer to be
found.

The first news of the murder of
Mr. and Mrs. Whybrow was brought
by the station sergeant. He had been
walking through Caspar Street on his
way to the station for duty, when he
noticed the open door of No. ¢8.
Glancing in, he saw by the gaslight of
the passage a motionless body on the
floor. After a second look he blew his
whistle, and when the constables
answered him he took one to join him
in a search of the house, and sent
others to watch all neighbouring
streets, and make inquiries at adjoin-
ing houses. But neither in the house
nor in the streets was anything found
to indicate the murderer. Neighbours
on cither side, and opposite, were
questioned, but they had seen nobody
about, and had heard nothing. One
had heard Mr. Whybrow come home
— the scrape of his latchkey in the
door was so regular an evening sound,
he said, that you could sct your watch
by it for half past six — but he had
heard nothing more than the sound of
the opening door until the sergeant’s
whistle. Nobody had been scen to
enter the house or leave it, by front
or back, and the necks of the dead
people carried no finger prints or
other traces. A nephew was called in
to go over the house, but he could
find nothing missing; and anyway his
uncle possessed nothing worth steal-
ing. The little money in the house
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tor’
was untouched, and there were no

signs of any disturbance of the prop-

erty, or even of struggle. No signs of

anything but brutal and wanton

murder.

Mr. Whybrow was known to neigh-
bours and workmates as a quict, like-
able, home-loving man; such a man
as could not have any enemies. But,
then, murdered men scldom have. A
relentless enemy who hates a man to
the point of wanting to hurt him
seldom wants to murder him, since to
do that puts him beyond suffering. So
the police were left with an impos-
sible situation: no clue to the mur-
derer and no motive for the murders;
only the fact that they had been done.

The first news of the affair sent a
tremor through London generally,
and an clectric thrill through all
Mallon End. Here was a murder of
two inoffensive people, not for gain
and not for revenge; and the mur-
derer, to whom, apparently, killing
was a casual impulse, was at large. He
had left no traces, and, provided he
had no companions, there scemed no
reason why he should not remain at
large. Any clear-headed man who
stands alone, and has no fear of God
or man, can, if he chooses, hold a city,
even a nation, in subjection; but your
cveryday criminal is seldom clear-
headed, and dislikes being lonely. He
needs, if not the support of confeder-
ates, at least somebody to talk to; his
vanity needs the satisfaction of per-
ceiving at first hand the effect of his
work. For this he will frequent bars
and coffee shops and other public
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places. Then, sooner or later, in a
glow of comradeship, he will utter the
one word too much; and the nark,
who is everywhere, has an easy job.

But though the doss houses and sa-
loons and other places were “‘combed”
and set with watches, and it was made
known by whispers that good money
and protection were assured to those
with information, nothing attaching
to the Whybrow case could be found.
The murderer clearly had no friends
and kept no company. Known men of
this type were called up and ques-
tioned, but each was able to give a
good account of himself; and in a few
days the police were at a dead end.
Against the constant public gibe that
the thing had been done almost under
their noses, they became restive, and
for four days each man of the force
was working his daily beat under a
strain. On the fifth day they became
still more restive.

It was the season of annual teas and
entertainments for the children of the
Sunday Schools, and on an evening of
fog, when London was a world of
groping phantoms, a small girl, in the
bravery of best Sunday frock and
shoes, shining face and new-washed
hair, set out from Logan Passage for
St. Michael’s Parish Hall. She never
got there. She was not actually dead
until half past six, but she was as good
as dead from the moment she left her
mother’s door. Somebody like a man
pacing the street from which the
Passage led, saw her come out; and
from that moment she was dead.
Through the fog somebody’s large
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white hands reached after her, and in
fifteen minutes they were about her.

At half past six a whistle screamed
trouble, and those answering it found
the body of little Nellie Vrinoff in a
warehouse entry in Minnow Street.
The sergeant was first among them,
and he posted his men to useful
points, ordering them here and there
in the tart tones of repressed rage, and
berating the officer whose beat the
street was. I saw you, Magson, at the
end of the lane. What were you up to
there? You were there ten minutes
before you turned.” Magson began an
explanation about keeping an eye on
a suspicious-looking character at that
end, but the sergeant cut him short:
“Suspicious characters be damned.
You don’t want to look for suspicious
characters. You want to look for
murderers. Messing about . and
then this happens right where you
ought to be. Now think what they'll

‘With the speed of ill news came the
crowd, pale and perturbed; and on
the story that the unknown monster
had appeared again, and this time to a
child, their faces streaked the fog with
spots of hate and horror. But then
came the ambulance and more police,
and swiftly they broke up the crowd;
and as it broke the sergeant’s thought
was thickened into words, and from all
sides came low murmurs of “Right
under their noses.” Later inquiries
showed that four people of the dis-
trict, above suspicion, had passed that
entry at intervals of seconds before
the ‘murder, and seen nothing and
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heard nothing. None of them had
passed the child alive or seen her dead.
None of them had seen anybody in
the street except themsclves. Again
the police were left with no motive
and with no clue.

And now the district, as you will
remember, was given over, not to
panic, for the London public never
yields to that, but to apprehension
and dismay. If these things were hap-
pening in their familiar streets, then
anything might happen. Wherever
people met —in the streets, the
markets and the shops — they de-
bated the one topic. Women took to
bolting their windows and doors at
the first fall of dusk. They kept their
children closely under their eye. They
did their shopping before dark, and
watched anxiously, while pretending
they weren't watching, for the return
of their husbands from work. Under
the Cockney's semi-humorous resig-
nation to disaster, they hid an hourly
foreboding. By the whim of one man
with a pair of hands the structure and
tenor of their daily life were shaken,
as they always can be shaken by any
man contemptuous of humanuy md
fearless of its laws. They began to
realise that the pillars that supported
the peaceable society in which they
lived were mere straws that anybody
could snap; that laws were powerful
only so long as they were obeyed;
that the police were potent only so
long as they were feared. By the
power of his hands this one man had
made a whole community do some-
thing new: he had made it think, and
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had left it gasping at the obvious.

And then, while it was yet gasping
under his first two strokes, he made
his third. Conscious of the horror that
his hands had created, and hungry as
an actor who has once tasted the thrill
of the multitude, he made fresh ad-
vertisement of his presence; and on
Wednesday morning, three days after
the murder of the child, the papers
carried to the breakfast tables of Eng-
land the story of a still more shocking
outrage.

At 9.32 on Tuesday night a con-
stable was on duty in Jarnigan Road,
and at that time spoke to a fellow
officer named Petersen at the top of
Clemming Strect. He had seen this
officer walk down that street. He
could swear that the street was empty
at that time, except for a lame boot-
black whom he knew by sight, and
who passed him and entered a tene-
ment on the side opposite that on
which his fellow officer was walking.
He had the habit, as all constables had
just then, of looking constantly be-
hind him and around him, whichever
way he was walking, and he was cer-
tain that the street was empty. He
passed his sergeant at 9.33, saluted
him, and answered his inquiry for
anything seen. He reported that he
had seen nothing, and passed on. His
beat ended at a short distance from
Clemming Street, and, having paced
it, he turned and came again at 9.34
to the top of the strect. He had
scarcely reached it before he heard the
hoarse voice of the sergeant: “Gre-;
gory! You there? Quick. Here's an-
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other. My God, it’s Petersen! Ga-
rotted. Quick, call ’em up!”

That was the third of the Strangling
Horrors, of which there were to be a
fourth and a fifth; and the five hor-
rors were to pass into the unknown
and unknowable. That is, unknown
as far as authority and the public were
concerned. The identity of the mur-
derer was known, but to two men
only. One was the murderer himself;
the other was a young journalist.

This young man, who was covering
the affairs for his paper, the Daily
Torch, was no smarter than the other
zealous newspaper men who were
hanging about these byways in the
hope of a sudden story. But he was
patient, and he hung a little closer 1o
the case than the other fellows, and by
continually staring at it he at last
raised the figure of the murderer like
a genie from the stones on which he
had stood to do his murders.

After the first few days the men had
given up any attempt at exclusive
stories, for there was none to be had.
They met regularly at the police sta-
tion, and what little information there
was they shared. The officials were
agreeable to them, but no more. The
sergeant discussed with them the de-
tails of each murder; suggested pos-
sible explanations of the man’s meth-
ods; recalled from the past those cases
that had some similarity; and on the
matter of motive reminded them of
the motiveless Neil Cream and the
wanton John Williams, and hinted
that work was being done which
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would soon bring the business to an
end; but about that work he would
not say a word. The Inspector, too,
was gracefully garrulous on the thesis
of Murder, but whenever one of the
party edged the talk towards what
was being done in this immediate
matter, he glided past it. Whatever
the officials knew, they were not giv-
ing it to newspaper men. The business
had fallen heavily upon them, and
only by a capture made by their own
efforts could they rehabilitate them-
selves in official and public esteem.
Scotland Yard, of course, was at work,
and had all the station’s material; but
the station’s hope was that they them-
selves would have the honour of set-
tling the affair; and however useful
the codperation of the Press might be
in other cases, they did not want to
risk a defeat by a premature dis-
closure of their theories and plans.
So the sergeant talked at large, and
propounded one interesting theory
after another, all of which the news-
paper men had thought of themselves.
The young man soon gave up these
morning lectures on the Phllosop_hy
of Crime, and took to wandering
about the streets and making bright
stories out of the effect of the murders
on the normal life of the people. A
melancholy job made more melan-
choly by ‘the district. The littered
roadways, the crestfallen houses, the
bleared” windows — all held the acid
misery that evokes no sympathy: the
misery of the frustrated poet. The
misery was the creation of the aliens,
who were living in this makeshift
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fashion because they had no settled
homes, and would ncither take the
trouble to make a home where they
could scttle, nor get on with their
wandering.

There was little to be picked up.
All he saw and heard were indignant
faces, and wild conjectures of the
murderer’s identity and of the secret
of his trick of appearing and disap-
pearing unseen. Since a policeman
himself had fallen a victim, denuncia-
tions of the force had ccased, and the
unknown was now invested with a
cloak of legend. Men cyed other men,
as though thinking: It might be Ain.
It might be Aim. They were no longer
looking for a man who had the air
of a Madame Tussaud murderer;
they were looking for a man, or per-
haps some harridan woman, who had
done these particular murders. Their
thoughts ran mainly on the foreign
set. Such ruffianism could scarcely be-
long to England, nor could the be-
wildering cleverness of the thing. So
they turned to Roumanian gipsies and
Turkish carpet sellers. There, clearly,
would be found the “warm™ spot.
These Lastern fellows — they knew
all sorts of tricks, and they had no
real religion — nothing to hold them
within bounds. Sailors returning from
those parts had told tales of conjurors
who made themselves invisible; and
there were tales of Egyptian and Arab
potions that were used for abysmally
queer purposes. Perhaps it was pos-
sible to them; you never knew. They
were so slick and cunning, and they
had such gliding movements; no Eng-
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lishman could melt away as they
could. Almost certainly the murderer
would be found to be onc of that sort
— with some dark trick of his own —
and just because they were sure that
he was a magician, they felt that it
was uscless to look for him. He was a
power, able to hold them in subjec-
tion and to hold himself untouchable.
Superstition, which so casily cracks
the frail shell of reason, had got into
them. He could do anything he chose:
he would never be discovered. These
two points they settled, and they
went about the streets in a mood of
resentful fatalism.

They talked of their ideas to the
journalist in half tones, looking right
and left, as though HE might over-
hear them and visit them. And though
all the district was thinking of him
and ready to pounce upon him, yet,
so strongly had he worked upon them,
that if any man in the strect — say, a
small man of commonplace features
and form —had cried “/ am the
Monster!” would their stifled fury
have broken into flood and have borne
him down and engulfed him? Or
would they not suddenly have seen
something unearthly in that everyday
face and figure, something uncarthly
in his everyday boots, something un-
carthly abeut his hat, something that
marked him as one whom none of
their weapons could alarm or pierce?
And would they not momentarily
have fallen back from this devil, as
the devil fell back from the Cross
made by the sword of Faust, and so
have given him time to escape? 1 do
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not know: but so fixed was their belief
in his invincibility that it is at least
likely that they would have made
this hesitation, had such an occasion
ariscn. But it never did. To-day this
commonplace fellow, his murder lust
glutted, is still seen and observed
among them as he was seen and ob-
served all the time; but because no-
body then dreamt, or now dreams,
that he was what he was, they ob-
served him then, and observe him
now, as people observe a lamp-post.

Almost was their belief in his in-
vincibility justified; for, five days
after the murder of the policeman
Petersen, when the experience and
inspiration of the whole detective
force of London were turned towards
his identification and capture, he
made his fourth and fifth strokes.

At nine o’clock that evening, the
young newspaper man, who hung
about every night unul his paper was
away, was strolling along Richards
LLane. Richards Lane is a narrow
street, partly a stall market, and
partly residential. The young man
was in the residential secrion, which
carrics on one side small working-
class cottages, and on the other the
wall of a railway goods yard. The
great wall hung a blanket of shadow
over the lane, and the shadow and the
cadaverous outline of the now de-
serted market stalls gave 1t the ap-
pearance of a living lane that had been
turned to frost in the moment be-
tween breath and death. The very
lamps, that elsewhere were nimbuses
of gold, had here the rigidity of gems.
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The journalist, feeling this message of
frozen eternity, was telling himself
that he was tired of the whole thing,
when in one stroke the frost was
broken. In the moment between one
pace and another silence and darkness
were racked by a high scream and
through the scream a voice: *“Help!
help! He's here!™

Before he could think what move-
ment to make, the lane came to life.
A§ though its invisible populace had
been waiting on that cry, the door of
cvery cottage was flung open, and

from them and from the alleys poured

shadowy figures bent in question
mark form. For a second or so they
stood as rigid as the lamps; then a
police whistle gave them direction,
and the flock of shadows sloped up the
street. The journalist followed them,
and others followed him. From the
main street and from surrounding
streets they came, some risen from
unfinished suppers, some disturbed in
their case of slippers and shirt sleeves,
some stumbling on infirm limbs, and
some upright, and armed with pokers
or the tools of their trade. Here and
there above the wavering cloud of
heads moved the bold helmets of
policemen. In one dim mass they
surged upon a cottage whose doorway
was marked by the sergeant and two
constables: and voices of those beh}nd
urged them on with “Get inl Find
him! Run round the back! Over the
wall!” and those in front cried: “Keep
back! Keep back!” _
And now the fury of a mob held 1n
thrall by unknown peril broke loose.
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He was here —on the spot. Surely
this time he could not escape. All
minds were bent upon the cottage; all
energies thrust towards its doors and
windows and roof; all thought was
turned upon one unknown man and
his extermination. So that no one
man saw any other man. No man saw
the narrow, packed lanc and the mass
of struggling shadows, and all forgot
to look among themselves for the
monster who never lingered upon his
victims. All forgot, indeed, that they,
by their mass crusade of vengeance,
were affording him the perfect hiding
place. They saw only the house, and
they heard only the rending of wood-
work and the smash of glass at back
and front, and the police giving orders
or crying with the chase; and they
pressed on.

But they found no murderer. All
they found was news of murder and a
glimpse of the ambulance, and for
their fury there was no other object
than the police themselves, who
fought against this hampering of their
work.

The journalist managed to struggle
through to the cottage door, and to
get the story from the constable sta-
tioned there. The cottage was the
home of a pensioned sailor and his
wife and daughter. They had been at
supper, and at first it appeared that
some noxious gas had smitten all three
in mid-action. The daughter lay dead
on the hearthrug, with a piece of
bread and butter in her hand. The
father had fallen sideways from his
chair, leaving on his plate a filled
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spoon of rice pudding. The mother lay
half under the table, her lap filled
with the pieces of a broken cup and
splashes of cocoa. But in three seconds
the idea of gas was dismissed. One
glance at their necks showed that this
was the Strangler again; and the police
stood and looked at the room and
momentarily shared the fatalism of
the public. They were helpless.

This was his fourth visit, making
seven murders in all. He was to do, as
you know, one more —and to do it
that night; and then he was to pass
into history as the unkown London
horror, and return to the decent life
that he had always led, remembering
little of what he had done, and wor-
ried not at all by the memory. Why
did he stop? Impossible to say. Why
did he begin? Impossible again. It
just happened like that; and if he
thinks at all of those days and nights,
I surmise that he thinks of them as we
think of foolish or dirty little sins that
we committed in childhood. We say
that they were not really sins, because
we were not then consciously our-
selves: we had not come to realisation;
and we look back at that foolish little
creature that we once were, and for-
give him because he didn’t know. So,
I think, with this man.

There are plenty like him. Eugene
Aram, after the murder of Danicl
Clarke, lived a quiet, contented life
for fourteen years, unhaunted by his
crime and unshaken in his self-esteem.
Dr. Crippen murdered his wife, and
then lived pleasantly with his mistress
in the house under whose floor he had
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buried the wife. Constance Kent,
found Not Guilty of the murder of
her young brother, led a peaceful life
for five years before she confessed.
George Joseph Smith and William
Palmer lived amiably among their
fellows untroubled by fear or by re-
morse for their poisonings and drown-
ings. Charles Peace, at the time he
made his one unfortunate essay, had
settled down into a respectable citizen
with an interest in antiques. It hap-
pened that, after a lapse of time, these
men were discovered, but more mur-
derers than we guess are living decent
lives to-day, and will die in decency,
undiscovered and unsuspected. As
this man will.

But he had a narrow escape, and it
was perhaps this narrow escape that
brought him to a stop. The escape
was due to an error of judgment on
the part of the journalist.

As soon as he had the full story of
the affair, which took some time, he
spent fifteen minutes on the tele-
phone, sending the story through, and
at the end of the fifteen minutes,
when the stimulus of the business had
left him, he felt physically tired and
mentally dishevelled. He was not yet
free to go home; the paper would not
go away for another hour; so he
turned into a bar for a drink and some
sandwiches.

It was then, when he had dismissed
the whole business from his mind, and
was looking about the bar and ad-
miring the landlord’s taste in watch
chains and his air of domination,
and was thinking that the landlord
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of a well-conducted tavern had a more
comfortable life than a newspaper
man, that his mind received from no-
where a spark of light. He was not
thinking about the Strangling Hor-
rors; his mind was on his sandwich.
As a public-house sandwich, it was a
curiosity. The bread had been thinly
cut, it was buttered, and the ham was
not two months stale; it was ham as it
should be. His mind turned to the
inventor of this refreshment, the Earl
of Sandwich, and then to George the
Fourth, and then to the Georges, and
to the legend of that George who was
worried to know how the apple got
into the apple dumpling. He won-
dered whether George would have
been cqually puzzled to know how
the ham got into the ham sandwich,
and how long it would have been
before it occurred to him that the
ham could not have got there unless
somebody had put it there. He got
up to order another sandwich, and in
that moment a little active corner of
his mind settled the affair. If there
was ham in his sandwich, .somebody
must have put it there. If seven peo-
ple had been murdered, somcbody
must have been there to murder
them. There was no acroplane or auto-
mobile that would go into a man’s
pocket; therefore that somebody must
have escaped cither by running away
or standing still; and again there-
fore

He was visualising the front-page
story that his paper would carry if his
theory were correct, and if —a mat-
ter of conjecture — his editor had the
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necessary nerve to make a bold stroke,
when a” cry of “Time, gentlemen,
please! All out!” reminded him of the
hour. He got up and went out into a
world of mist, broken by the ragged
discs of roadside puddles and the
streaming lightning of motor buses.
He was certain that he had #he story,
but, even if it were proved, he was
doubtful whether the policy of his
paper would permit him to print it.
It had one great fault. It was truth,
but it was impossible truth. It rocked
the foundations of everything that
newspaper readers believed and that
newspaper editors helped them to be-
ieve. They might believe that Turk-
ish carpet scllers had the gift of mak-
ing themselves invisible. They would
not believe this.

As it happened, they were not
asked to, for the story was never
written, As his paper had by now gone
away, and as he was nourished by his
refreshment and stimulated by his
theory, he thought he might put in
an extra half hour by testing that
theory. So he began 1o look about for
the man he had in mind —a man
with white hair, and large white
hands; otherwise an everyday figure
whom nobody would look twice at.
He wanted to spring his idea on this
man without warning, and he was
going to place himself within reach of
a man armoured in legends of dread-
fulness and grue. This might appear
to be an act of supreme courage —
that one man, with no hope of im-
mediate outside support, should place
himsel( at the mercy of one who was
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holding a whole parish in terror. But
it wasn’t. He didn’t think about the
risk. He didn’t think about his duty
to his employers or loyalty to his
paper. He was moved simply by an
instinct to follow a story to its end.

He walked slowly from the tayern
and crossed into Fingal Strect, mak-
ing for Deever Market, where he had
hope of finding his man. But his jour-
ney was shortened. At the corner of
Lotus Street he saw him — or a man
who looked like him. This street was
poorly lit, and he could see little of
the man: but he could sce white
hands. For some twenty paces he
stalked him; then drew’ level with
him; and at a point where the arch
of a railway crossed the street, he saw
that this was his man. He approached
him with the current conversational
phrase of the district: “Well, scen
anything of the murderer?” The man
stopped to look sharply at himj then,
satisfied that the journalist was not
the murderer, said:

“Eh? No, nor’s anybody clse, curse
it. Doubt if they ever will.”

“I don’t know. I've been thinking
about them, and I've got an idea.”

“Yes. Came to me all of a sudden.
Quarter of an hour ago. And I'd felt
that we'd all been blind. It’s been
staring us in the face.”

The man turned again to look at
him, and the look and the movement
held suspicion of this man who seemed
to know so much. “Oh? Has it? Well,
why not give us the benefit of it?”

“I'm going to.” They walked level,
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and were nearly at the end of the
litdle street where it meets Deever
Market, when the journalist turned
casually to the man. He put a finger
on hisarm. “Yes, it scems to me quite
simple now. But there’s still one point
T don’t understand. One litte thing
T'd like to clear up. I mean the motive.
Now, as man to man, tell me, Sergeant
Ottermole, just why did you kill all
those inoffensive people?”

The sergeant stopped, and  the
journalist stopped. There was just
enough light from the sky, which
held the reflected light of the conti-
nent of London, to give him a sight
of the sergeant’s face, and the ser-
geant’s face was turned to him with a
wide smile of such urbanity and charm
that the journalist’s eyes were frozen
as they met it. The smile stayed for
some seconds. Then said the sergeant:
“Well, to tell you the truth, Mr.
Newspaper Man, I don’t know. I
really don’t know. In fact, I've been
worried about it mysclf. But I've got
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an idea —just like you. Everybody
knows that we can’t control the work-
ings of our minds. Don’t they? ldcas
come into our minds without as
But everybody's supposed to be ablc
to control his body. Why? Eh? We
get our minds from lord-knows-where
— from people who were dead hun-
dreds of years before we were born.
Mayn't we get our bodics in the same
way? Our me—our legs — our
heads — they aren’t completely ours.
We don’t make "em. They come to us.
And couldn’t ideas come into our
bodies like ideas come into our minds?
Eh? Can’t ideas live in nerve and
muscle as well as in brain? Couldn’t
it be that parts of our bodies aren’t
really us, and couldn’t ideas come into
those parts all of a suddcn like ideas
come into —into” — he shot his
arms out, showing the great white-
gloved hands and hairy wrists; shot
them out so swiftly to the journalist’s
throat that his eyes never saw them —
“into my hands!’

Did you—

Get Him Out Of This?

(Solution to puzzle on inside front cover)

Snip Carton, summing up the situation in a flash, hurls the bomb at
the glass tank and smashes it. Water pours into the room, extin-

gui

hing the bomb-fuse and flooding the poison-gas gratings. Snip

quickly picks up a large splinter of glass, wraps the large end in
hlS handkerchief to give him a grip, and with this as a weapon
deftly stabs the octopus to death. As Snip has shrewdly deduced,
the octopus reccived air and food from an opening at the top of
the tank. Snip finds the opening and makes his way to safety.



HAPPY NEW YEAR!

One New Year's Eve, near midnight, Q. Patrick discovered that they had
left some important notes in their office, located at that time in a metropoli-
tan skyscraper. They needed these memoranda for a novel on which they
intended to work over the holiday weekend. So they went to the office build-
ing, rang the night bell, and after a suspenseful wait, were finally admitted
by an unfamiliar watchman who, oddly enough, had only one eye and
looked almost melodramatically sinister.

The night watchman took Q. Patrick up to their office — on the top
floor — by elevator, but then informed them that they would have to _find
their own way down by the stairs, as he had his “rounds to make.” The
authors gathered their notes and prepared to leave.

It was now almost midnight to the minute — the witching hour. Sud-
denly Q. Patrick realized that they did not know where the stairs were.
They groped their way through dark corridors, and finally located a fire
escape, but they lived a lifetime on that trip to the fire escape . . . It is
extraordinary how strange one's familiar office can be late at night, when
it is dark and deserted — how strange and how terrifying. The thought of
being shut in is always frightening, but being trapped at the top of a sky-
scraper seems to possess a nightmare quality all its own . . .

Then, suddenly, from far below, rising out of the unknown, came the
peal of bells, the Doomsday din of horns, and the fuint rumble of crowds
celebrating in the streets . .

In that dark, forbidding stairway it occurred to Q. Patrick: this is stark
terror — but suppose there was a murderer in the building, prowling the
corridors and passageways — looking for us! And then came an even
more terrifying thought : suppose that murderer were a person whom they
knew, an office colleague, someone whom they liked and trusted — in the
daytime . . .

MURDER ON NEW YEAR’S EVE
by Q. PATRICK

wAs quite unreasonable to feel ing about returning to one’s office af-
afraid. There should, Carole ter business hours. And yet, as the
Thorne told herself, be nothing alarm-  tower elevator let her off at Leland &

This story originally appeared in American Magazine, October, 1937.
Copyright, 1937, by The Crowell-Collicr Publishing Company



12 ELLERY

Rowley’s, she felt an odd moment of
dpprcl\cnsmn — an instinctive desire
10 get into the clevator again, to let it
carry her down those forty floors of
the Moderna Building.

Carole stamped the snow from her
overshoes and told herself she was a
{ool. Business buildings were always a
bit spooky at night, anyhow. Besides,
10 Carole a dark office brought back
uncasy memorices of Christmas E
that disturbing encounter with Miles
Shenton. In fact, it had been partly to
avoid sceing Miles when he came for
the stockholders” meeting  tonight
that she had slipped out to the hair-
dresser’s an hour ago.

“Miss Thorne!” She started at the
sound of the elevator man’s voice be-
hind her. “You're not forgetting the
tower clevator service stops at six. If
your meeting isn’t through by then,
the stockholders will have to walk
down to the thirtieth floor and take

the regular night clevator from
there.” The man grinned. “Good
night, Miss Thorne. Happy New
Year!

Happy New Year! Carole had al-

most forgotten it was New Year’s

Eve. Appropriate that the last day of
the old year should be the last day
for the Leland & Rowley Process
Company. Already the office looked
deserted and abandoned.

There was no sound of life except
the faint drone of voices from Mr.
Rowley’s office, where the stock-
holders were probably in the very act
of voting away the company’s cor-
porate existence. Carole took off her
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hat and coat and moved toward her
desk outside the president’s office.
She could hear Peter Howe's voice
now, pleasant, reassuring. He was
telling the stockholders how rich the
merger with the Pan-American Dye
Combine would make them.

It still scemed incredible that Peter
Howe, the company’s vice-president
w, was actually in
love with her, Carole Thorne, who
had nothing much to recommend her
except rather nice blonde hair and a
real appreciation of Mr. Howe. . . .

She had actually sat down at her
desk before she noticed the sheet of
paper slipped into her typewriter. It
must have been put there during her
brief absence from the office.

Curiously, she pulled the sheet from
the machine. She read:

MeyoraNDUM TO:
M. Rowley
Mr. Howe
M. Shenton
Miss Gregg

The blood drained from her cheeks
as her gaze moved to the actual mes-
sage:

Miss Leland
Mr. Whitfield
Mr. Barber

This is to warn you that the merger
with Pan-American Dye is not going
through. Of course, you're planning
to have it carried at the meeting by
an overwhelming majority. But it is
not going through.

Remember — it cannot  become
legally valid until midnight, anyhow.
If enough of the largest stockholders
died before then, fifty-one per cent of
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the stock could change hands, couldn’t
it? The heirs of the deceased would
undoubtedly demand a new vote.
Think it over when you turn in your
ballot slips.

e, if the merger is carried, 1
ded to murder several of
nd, if necessary, all of you.

You'll have plenty of time to con-
sider whether you want to— exit
before midnight!

Carole stared dazedly. A threat of
murder! Could this be a practical joke?

““So you're staying to be in at the
death, Miss Thorn

Carole spun around. Littlg Mr.
Whitfield, the company’s lawyer, had
slipped out of the president’s office.
His thin, birdlike fingers were picking
up his bricf-case, which had been
lying on her desk.

“Mr. Whitfield!” Carole threw
outa hand to detain him. But the lit-
tle man had scurried back into the
lighted room.

For a sccond Carole hesitated; then
she made up her mind that she
couldn’t risk the responsibility of
keeping this to herself. She would
have to go in — interrupt the stock-
holders’ mecting at once.

When she pushed open the door of
the president’s office, the large room
was  portentously silent.  Grouped
around in chairs, the score or so of
stockholders were bent over ballot
slips, signing their names. So it was
100 late to do anything about it any-
way, she thought.

Carole noticed Mr. Rowley’s gaze
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on her, inquiring, annoyed. Some of
the stockholders had looked up, too.
To whom should she take this mad
memorandum? Not to Mr. Rowley —
the shock might bring on one of his
heart attacks.

Peter Howe, of course,

The young vice-president was sit-
ting at the far end of the room next to
Mr. Barber, the representative from
Pan-American Dye. There was some-
thing reassuring about Peter’s ath-
letically square shoulders.

Carole hurried to his side and
slipped the note into his hand. “T just
found it, Peter. In my typewriter.”

His gray eyes went very grave as he
read. He glanced at her; then, with a
quick “You'd better stay, Carole,”
he passed the paper on to Mr. Barber.

Carole dropped into an empty chair
at his side. Miss Gregg, the company’s
plump, bespectacled  treasurer, was
bustling officiously around, collecting
the ballot slips. The merger was going
to be carried, of course. Carole knew
that this hastily summoned meeting
was a mere formality.

The names on the memorandum
kept repeating themselves in Carole’s
mind. Miss Gregg was one of them,
little Mr. Whitfield, the lawyer, Mr.
Rowley, and Peter. And Mr. Barber
from Pan-American, the stocky man
with the alert, bushy-browed eyes
who was bending over the note with
Peter.

Then there was Miles, too. He was
on the list. Although she deliberately
did notlook at him, Carole wasacutely
conscious of Miles Shenton, Na-
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thaniel Leland's erratic but brilliant
young protégé, who had inherited the
old man’s unfinished work and his po-
sition as head research chemist for the
company.

Carole could sense the maddeningly
amused half-smile on his dark face
with its high cheekbones and its slant-
ing, insolent eyes. He had smiled that
way when she had found him in the
office on Christmas Eve after he had
broken their date for carlier in the
evening. He had smiled that way
when he had started to make violent
love to her in this very room.Hehad
smiled that way, too, when he had
casually let her know he was going
out after the wealthy Marcia Leland
as a “‘permanent meal ticket.”

And his future meal ticket, Marcia
Leland, was Sitting there at his side.
Slim, young, exquisitely dressed.
Like some sea nymph, thought Carole,
with her dark hair cut to her shoulders
and those green, strangely observant
eyes. And yet Marcia had inherited
twenty thousand shares from her
father, Nathanicl Leland. That fra-
gile girl would logically be the mur-
derer’s first victim.

Miss Gregg's brisk fingers had
counted through thé ballot slips and
proxics now. Her spectacles flashing,
she whispered something to Mr. Row-
ley. The president rose, his thin fin-
gers twisting the long, steel paper
knife which always lay on his desk.
“Ladies and gentlemen, the merger
has been carried by a ninety per cent
majority. The papers which Mr.
Barber and I will now sign are dated
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as of tomorrow, January first. The
merger will legally go into effect at
midnight.”

Amidst a flutter of approval from
the stockholders, Mr. Barber crossed
to Mr. Rowley’s side. The two men
were signing their names. Carole
glanced anxiously at Peter.

“Peter,” she whispered, “what are
you going to do?”

“Barber thinks we should ask the
people threatened to stay behind af-
terwards.”

“You — you don't think it's seri-
ous>”

She could tell from the expression
in his eyes that he was worried, but he
smiled reassuringly. “Probably just a
crank.”

The documents were signed. Slowly
M. Rowley leancd over his desk and
speared with his paper knife the final
sheet of the old year's calendar. He
held it out with a little dramatic flour-
ish. “December the thirty-first, ladics
and gentlemen. The end of an old
year, the end of a fine company, and
the end of my own business activities.
As you know, I retire with the signing
of the merger. There remains nothing
but to wish you a happy and a pros-
perous New Y

As the stockholders prepared to
leave, Peter rose and asked those
mentioned on the memorandum to
stay behind. The others moved out
into the main office. Almost imme-
diately Carole heard the elevator
doors clang shut behind them. She
glanced at her watch, Exactly six
o'clock. With a queer pricking of
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alarm, she realized that the tower ele-
vator had made its last trip.

Mr. Rowley’s large oflice seemed
austere and empty now that the ma-
jority of the stockholders had left.
The people whose names had been
called were grouped apprehensively
around the desk. Peter had started to
read out the crazy message.

When he had finished, lhcrc was a
moment of unbroken silence. Then he
said, *'I thought you all ought to hear
it.” His mouth moved \\r)]}' “Per-
sonally, I don’t think these formidable
threats will be put into action. But if
anyone is nervous . . .

“Certainly I'm nervous,” snapped
Miss Gregg, the treasurer. “We must
consult the police at once. A threat of
murder! Disgraceful!”

“But ingenious.” Miles Shenton
was standing at Marcia Leland’s side,
an ironical smile in his dark eyes.
illing off major stockholders to get
a new vote on the merger!”

“We cannot afford to treat this
lightly,” broke in Mr. Rowley. “Mer-
gers always cause bad fecling. This was
probably written by some employce
who's losing his work. He may con-
ceivably be desperate enough to at-
tempt something — er — rash.”

While he was speaking, Mr. Whit-
field, the company’s lawyer, had been
moving jerkily to and fro the zipper
of the bricfcase which he had taken
from Carole’s desk. Now he gave a
sudden exclamation. “Wait a min-
ute!” he cried. “I think I understand.

“This threat #s serious — terribly
serious. Some of us are in very real
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danger. We —" His voice was high,
breathless. “As Mr. Rowley’s lawyer,
I have no right to make a statement.
But I can see no alternative. This is a
question of life or —

He never finished his sentence . . .
for suddenly, without the slightest
warning, the lights in the president’s
office went out, plunging the room
into swift, blinding darkness.

Voices called out; arms brushed
against Carole. Instinctively she groped
her way to the light switch. When she
reached it, someone else was alrcady
there.

“The switch doesn’t work.” It was
Miles’s casual voice, close to her car.
“Fuse must have gone. If it has, all
this side of the floor will be in dark-
ness. And the main office, too.”

“Better move over to my office.”
Peter’s suggestion was calm and
steady. “It’s on the other circuit.”

There was a gencral movement to-
ward the door. In an uncertain little
procession, they all passed out into
the main office which separated them
from the group of private offices on
the east side of the building. Miles
had been right. All the lights in the
main office had gone, too.

Peter had hurried ahead. In a few
moments a beam of light filtered to-
ward them from his office. Shortly,
they were all hovering anxiously
around his desk.

“Well, Mr. Whitfield” — Peter’s
voice was abrupt, jerky — *“‘you had
something very important to tell us
and —" He broke off.

Carole looked around quickly and
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saw what was wrong. The lawyer was
not in the room.

There was a murmur of startled
comment. Mr. Rowley glanced at the
open door and then at Carole. “‘Per-
haps you would ask Mr. Whitfield to
come here, Miss Thorne,” he said.

She moved to the door, the presi-
dent’s voice trailing impatiently after
her as she hurried out again into the
main office, away from the beam of
light. It was somehow uncanny being
in the darkness alone. As quickly as
possible she retraced her steps to Mr.
Rowley’s office and paused at the
door. “Mr. Whitfield.”

There was no sound. She crossed
the threshold.

“Mr. Whitfield!”

Step by step, she moved forward.
Her foot touched something lying on
the carpet. Instantly she froze. The
darkness around her scemed to stir.
... She forced herselfl to bend, to
touch that thing with her finger. It
was hard, slick — the leather of a
shoe. Her hand moved, groping
through the darkness. It touched
something clse, something soft —
limp. She knew what it was — knew
with absolute certainty. Her fingers
had touched a human hand.

At first she just stood there,
numbed by the shock. Then she heard
her own voice. She hardly recognized
it, it sounded so small and lost. She
was calling, “Quick — Mr. Rowley!”

She could hear footsteps, faint and
then nearer — hurrying. In a few sec-
onds there were voices, rustlings,
movements all around her.
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A hand gripped her arm, and
Peter’s voice, low, urgent, was asking,
“Carole, what is it?”

“It’s — it’s someone,” she faltered.
ving there in front of me. I felt his
hand. [ —1 think he's —"

Someone struck a match. It was
Miles. Carole could see his dark, high-
checkboned face, the only illuminated
thing in that room. Then another
match was struck, and another. The
little troop of flames lighted up the
carpet in front of her. Mechanically
her gaze moved downward.

Mr. Whitfield was lying there,
slumped beneath the desk — looking
pathetically small and unobtrusive,
with his fingers still clutched around
his bricfease. The match light cast
strange little rays across his face. The
match light caught something clse,
too. Still adorned by the crumpled
sheet from the calendar, the shining
steel handle of Mr. Rowley's paper
knife protruded from the lawyer's
vest, just above the heart.

Peter had dropped to his knees and
was bending over the body. Carole
waited for him to speak, but she knew
before he said it what it would be.

“Dead.”

A fresh sputter of matches. And
then Peter’s voice again, suddenly
different: *Look!” )
Rapidly his fingers were smoothing
out the sheet from the calendar which,
still impaled on the knife, was half
thrust into the wound. ‘With the
others, Carole peered down in the un-
certain matchlight. She saw at once
what he meant.
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The date which the president had
speared during the mecting had been
December 31. Now, glaring upat them
in bold black print wa

JANUARY
1

At the farthermost edge of the arc
of light Carolc could just sce the loose-
leaf calendar for the new year on the
desk. 1t showed January 2,

“You sce” — Peter’s voice rose
again, steady but very grim — “he
put it there, the murderer. Number
One. He meant us to know that Mr.
Whitfield was the first — that there
will be others —"

Gradually Carole’s mind began to
take in lhc_fu",imphcauuns of this
appalling thing. The person who had
typed out that memorandum must
somehow have fused the lights on this
circuit and €rept into the room in the
consequent_ confusion. He was carry-
ing out his incredible threat. Mr.
Whitfield had owned ten thousand of
the * hundred thousand  shares out-
standing. He had been the first to go.

The last match had flickered out
now and no one seemed to think to
light another. There was a long, help-
less silence. Then Carole heard the fa-
miliar clatter of the telephone receiver
and Mr. Rowley’s distracted voice at
the desk, shouting: *Hello, hello! Give
me the police station. Hello . . .”

“You won’t get any reply, Mr.
Rowley,” Carole said. “The operator
left the switchboard at five,”

“Operator?” echoed the president.
“Oh, yes, of course. Well . . .”
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“I'll try and work the switch-
board.”

“Yes, yes. Thanks, Miss Thorne.”

“You're not going alone, Carole,”
cut in Peter’s voice. “I'm coming
with you.”

Somehow Carole found Peter and
they were groping their way together
out into the main office.

The switchboard was in a corner of
the main office, close to the elevator
shaft. They found their way to it with
nothing to guide them but the faint
light emanating from Peter’s distant
office. Carole sat down at the board,
struggling to remember the little she
knew about it. She put on the car-
phones and started to push in plug
after plug.

“Hello . . . hello . . .”

One plug after another. She worked
with growing anxiety. But it was nc
use. The instrument seemed abso-
lutely dead.

The others had left Mr. Rowley’s
office now. They were all crowding
around her in the darkness.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Rowley,” she said
at length; “I'm afraid 1 can’t work
i
There was a spurt of light. Carole
saw Miles Shenton with a cigarette
lighter cupped in his hand. He was
bending forward, peering behind the
switchboard. He gave a low whistle,
“I'm not surprised Miss Thorne can’t
work it. The wires are cut.”

“Cut!” echoed Miss Gregg weakly.,

Mr. Rowley’s voice rose, hoarse,
uncertain: “Then we must use the
clevator. Go down to the ground
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floor, Peter, and tell the night watch-
man , . .”

“I've been ringing the buzzer,
Uncle. Nothing happens.”

“It’s no use, anyway,” said Carole
faintly. “The tower clevator stopped
running at six.”

“But — but what can we do?”

“The fire stairs,” said Carole.
“We'll have to walk down to the
thirticth floor, to the main building,
and take the regular clevator there.”

Her words galvanized the others
into action. They all started to hurry
back through the main office, stum-
bling over chairs and desks. Carole felt
herself pushed along with the rest of
them. They reached the door to the
stairs. Somcone struck a match. Miss
Gregg gripped the handle and pushed.
Nothing happened.

More matches. Peter tried. Then
Miles. They all pushed together
feverishly. But it did not give.
“It must be wedged,” Peter said.
“Wedged from outside. We'll never
open it.”

“But the fire alarm.” It was an un-
familiar voice — Mr. Barber’s.

Carole answered, “It’s outside the
door —on the fire tower. We can't
get to it.”

“Cut off!” It was Mr. Rowley’s
voice, shrilling to a crescendo. “It
can’t be true.”

But Carole knew it was. Locked in
at the top of the tower, with a dead
body, in an office that was less than
half lighted. Cut off in the very heart
of Manhattan! She stood there, her
arms limp at her sides.
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It was Peter who finally said,
“There’s no use standing around here.
Better get back to my office.”

To Carole it was an immense relief
to return to the brightly lit room. The
broad desk, the shiny chairs — they
were so essentially a part of normal
business routine, so essentially part of
Peter. And it was to Peter, instinc-
tively, that the others looked for the

next move

Peter stood by the window, his
blond face very grave, his chin thrust
forward grimly. “Well,” he said,
“we’re up against it, all right. But
e got to keep our heads.”

“There must be some way out,”
claimed Mr. Barber. The representa-
tive of Pan-American Dye had sat
down behind the desk. A modern
office — cut off! It's impossible. Surcly
we could do something —drop a
message out of the window

“Unfortunately, we are in a tower,
and the message would only fall onto
the roof of the main building ten
floors below,” said Miles. “It stretches
all around.”

Mr. Row]} lLy looked up with a harsh,
bitter laugh. “So we've just got to
wait here and let ourselves be killed "

“But there must be a night watch-
man,” persisted Mr. Barber.

“There is,” said Peter. “He's due to
plug in here about midnight.”

“If he’s sober,” added Miles. “He
has a marked tendency toward cele-
brating holidays. I very much doubt
whether he'llattain to the top floor for
a long time.”

*“So we will be here.” Miss Gregg's
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voice rose to a stifled little sob. “We
will be here until midnight.”

In the sudden shock of finding
themselves shut in, they had not
thought of that — had not thought
how long it would be before they
could hope for release. Carole’s heart
sank. Shut in all night. What couldn’t
happen? What . . . ?

And then she remembered some-
thing. “The cleaning scrvice!” she
exclaimed. “It works at night. They’ll
be here soon.”

“Good for Miss Thorne.” Miles
grinned. “Saved by the scrubwomen.
When do they get here?”

“I think somewhere around nine.”

Marcia Leland glanced at her
watch. “It's nearly seven now. Only
two more hours.”

“Well, it’s obvious what we've got
to do.” Peter’s voice was steady.
“Stay together in this lighted room.”

“But this — this mamiac who killed
poor Mr. Whitfield!" The treasurer
was twisting her plump fingers to-
gether. “How do we know he’s not
still somewhere in the office?”

“Exactly, Miss Gregg.” Peter's
glance moved to Miles. **Shenton and
I'had better make sure. We'll turn on
all the lights that work on this side of
the office and search the place thor-
oughly.”

“Quite a tricky proposition —
searching for a murderer in the dark,”
murmured Miles.

Marcia Leland had been sitting
apart as if absorbed in her own
thoughts. Now she pushed the dark
hair back from her face and said, sur-
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prisingly, “You could use paper spills:
I'll make some for you.”

She rose, moving to the desk,
Swiftly she twisted picces of paper
into tapers. She gave some to Peter,
some to Miles. “That ought to be
better than nothing.”

“The superwoman!”
was amusedly admiring.

He and Peter set matches to the
spills. Cupping them in their hands,
they slipped out of the room.

With their departure, the rest of
the group started to talk feverishly,
to plan, to speculate. Who could be
doing this? Was it an employce of the
company or some unknown maniac?

Carole moved to the door and
peered out, following with her eyes
the little flickering lights that marked
the two men’s progress away through
the office. What if they did find this
— this person lurking somewhere in
the darkness? He had already mur-
dered one man. He would be desper-
ate, probably armed. What could
they do against him without weapons?

Peter and Miles! How absurdly
trivial her own problems secemed now.
She had been worrying about whether
she could bring herself to tell Peter
the truth: that she liked him more
than anyone she knew; that she re-
spected him; that there was nothing
to stop her growing to love him if
only it hadn’t all happened so sud-
denly, if only she could shake off those
maddcnmg memories of Miles.

I knew we should have called
in the pohc: as soon as Miss Thorne
brought us that terrible note.” Miss

Miles’s smile
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Gregg's emphatic voice broke into
her thoughts.

“But we never had a chance.” Mar-
cia Leland’s answering tone was cool,
imperturbable. “Don’t you sce, Miss
Gregg? Everything was worked out
beforehand. Probably the telephone
was already cut and the door jammed
before the note was put in Miss
Thorne’s typewriter.”

Carole glanced curiously from one
woman to the other. It was strange,
she thought, how shock and danger
brought out characteristics one would
not have guessed. Miss Gregg had
been the company's treasurer ever
since anyone could remember. For
years she had bullied the girls, har-
assed the cxecutives, and kept her
ledgers with machine-like accuracy.
Miss Gregg, Carole would have
thought, could have stood up against
anything. But now the treasurer was
obviously on the verge of a collapse.

And it was Marcia Leland who had
risen to the occasion; Marcia Leland,
the young, fragile girl just out of col-
lege, the woman whom the merger
was to make a millionairess. Carole
had been jealous of Marcia, antagon-
istic because of Miles, She admitted
that to herself. But she could not help
admiring her now.

But then, of course, she had already
faced death that ycar. Carole remem-
bered how, at the time of his final at-
tack six months before, Nathaniel
Leland had been alone with his daugh-
ter, working in a make-shift laboratory
in Florida, where he had been sent by
his doctor. The old man had guessed
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he was marked by death and had been
desperately cager to complete his
new chemical processes which were
going to revolutionize the industry
and restore the prosperity of Leland
& Rowley. But death had cheated
him. He had died, leaving behind
him only a few worthless notebooks.
And this slight girl had given up a
brilliant career as a physicist to take
care of him. She had nursed him to
the very end. Peter and Mr. Rowley,
who had flown down to Florida when
the news of Leland’s death came
through, had returned full of admira-
tion for Marcia's courage.

Footsteps outside in the main office
deflected  Carole’s  attention. ~ She
turned and saw the vague light of
tapers, quivering in the darkness.
Miles and Peter were back.

“Well>" asked Miss Gregg sharply.

Peter moved to Carole’s side, giving
her a br flecting smile. “We've
searched cverywhere. There's no one
there.”

mpossible!” exclaimed Mr. Bar-
ber. “How could this man have
got out?”

“Simple.” Miles dropped down on
the couch next to Marcia, his eyes
resting for one moment on Carole.
“He must have got the wedges all
ready and kept them outside on the
fire tower. After the murder he just
had to slip out of the door and jam
it behind him.”

“But I can’t believe that.” Marcia
Leland leaned forward, “He's trying
to kill off the major stockholders be-
fore midnight. If — if he really means
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that, he'd never leave us all locked
up here and go away.”

“Hewould,” explained Miles slowly,
“if he intended to come back.”

“Come back!" echoed Miss Gregg.

“Why, of course. He's houml o
enter before m\dmgl\[ again.” Miles’s
smile was slightly mocking. ral
times, in fact. After all, Mr. W Imhcld
owned only ten thousand shares. Our
friend has to kill off at least forty-one
per cent more xf he wants a new vote
on the merger.

“Then if the murderer’s not here at
the moment,” Carole said quickly,
*“we've got to think out some way of
stopping him from getting back.”

“The cllicient secretary speaks!™
Miles gave her a mock bow. “In spite
of Howe's scornful comments, I have
alrcady contrived a burglar alarm, an
ingenious device of my own inven-
tion: three chairs piled against the
door, with a glass water cooler perched
on top. If anyone opens that door
we'll hear it.”

“Provided your theory's correct.”

Carole started at the sound o(
Peter's voice. She glanced at him
quickly. There was a strained look in
]m gray cyes.

“Docs anyone really believe the
murderer ever left the office?” he
asked.

“But you searched,” cried Miss
Grc;,g “And you didn’t find any-

“\Vc didn’t. But does what Shen-
ton says make sense? Could anybody
have fused the lights in some other
room and then crept into Uncle's
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office and committed the murder?
How would he have known where the
paper knife was . . . or the calendar?
And how could he tell in the darkness
where Mr. Whitfield was?”

Peter looked down at his strong,
capable hands. “If I'd been clever
cnough to have staged all this, I would
certainly have been clever cnough to
have added my own name on that
memorandum. Tt would have been
casy to jam the door, go down the
fire stairs, and come up again in the
clevator before six, when it stopped
running.

Carole lcaned |mpulswcly forward
“Oh, I’LtLr, you can't think . . .

“Yes.” He shrugged almost apolo-
getically. “I'm afraid it's far more
likely that the murderer of Mr. Whit-
field is onc of us here in this room.”

Carole could hear the quick beat of
her own heart. Of course, what Peter
said made perfect sense.

She glanced dazedly around.

Those pale, familiar faces! Against
her will, suspicions began to stir in
her mind. Mabel Gregg was losing her
job through the merger, the job she
had held for twenty years. Neither
she nor Miles was being taken on by
Pan-American Dye. And Mr. Rowley
— this transaction was forcing him
into a retirement which was only half
voluntary.

And the others? Peter was getting a
big job with Pan-American. The
merger meant cverything to him; as
it did to Marcia Leland, whose great
holding of stock would be trebled in
value at midnight. And Mr. Barber,
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the representative of the company
that was taking over. Surely none of
those three could have a motive for
fearing this merger.

“There's something else,” Peter
was saying quictly, “that makes me
pretty certain the murderer 75 onc of
us. We've been forgetting that Mr.
Whitfield was trying to teil us some-
thing when . . .7

“You mean he had it figured out?”
cut in Miles swiftly. “He suddenly
realized it was one of us?”

Peter nodded. *“That would explain
why the murderer fused the lights at
that moment — to stop him. Only
one of us in the room could have
done that.”

Mr. Barber shot a swift glance at
the president. “Rowley, just before
the lights went out, Mr. Whitfield
mentioned your nam

“Yes,” added Miles curiously. “He
said something about having no right
to make a statement because he was
your lawyer. What did he mean?”

They had all focused their atten-
tion on the president. He stirred un-
casily in his chair. “I haven't the
slightest idea,” he said weakly.

Suddenly Carole remembered that
Mr. Whitfield had been in conference
with Mr. Rowley all that afternoon.
During the past few days, too, the
lawyer had been coming in regularly.

Impulsively she turned to her boss.
“It wasn’t anything to do with those
conferences you've been having with
Mr. Whitfield lately?”

Mr. Rowley started. There was an
almost angry gleam in his eyes.
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“Really, Miss Thorne, my private
business with poor Whitfield has
nothing whatsoever to do with this.”

Another awkward moment of si-
lence followed.

It was Marcia Leland who spoke
first: “I've just remembered some-
thing.” Her voice was brisk. “Just as
the lights went out I heard a very
faint spluttering sound.”

Peter took a quick step forward.
“The fuse going®”

“Yes. Don’t you see? That means it
was blown from the room where we
all were. That would prove it was
done by one of us. And if we can find
out which outlet was fused, we might
be able to remember which of us was
standing near it.”

“An excellent idea, Miss Leland.”
Mr. Barber was gazing at the girl ad-
miringly. “One of us had better go
right away and look at those outlets.”
“I'll do it,” volunteered Miles.
“No, Miles.” Marcia Leland rose.

Let’s all go together. We'll have to

use spills again.”
Marcia Leland had moved to the
desk. Carole joined her, and together
they folded sheets of paper. They were
running short of matches, so Carole
was given charge of those that were
left, as well as Miles's lighter.

Keeping close together, the little
group moved out into the main office.
With uncertain fingers Carole lit a
spill.

When they reached the door of Mr.
Rowley’s office Carole held the taper
up so that its rays shone as far as possi-
ble into the office.
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““Miss Thorne, pcrlnps you know
where the outlets are.” Marcia Leland
mov d into the center of the room.
There's one by the window.”

While Carole held the taper low,
Marcia stooped to inspect the plug
in the wainscot. “*No. We can't tell
anything from that. Some sort of in-
sulated gadget must have been used.
I don't think the murderer would
have been foolish enough to keep it.
I imagine we'd find it left by the out-
let. Is there another plug?”

Yes, there's — there'sone right by

my desk.” Mr. Rowley’s voice was
rather hoarse. I had a desk lamp for
a time.” He pointed to a plug in the
wall a few inches from the desk and
on the same level as its surface.
“A very convenient place,” mused
Ma Anyone could have pushed
somcthing in there without having
to bend and attract attention.”

“And here it is!” Miles's voice rang
Clue number one!”

y spun around. From be-
neath a sheaf of papers on the desk, he
had produced a small, two-pronged
kitchen fork \\ilh a wooden handle.

“Of course!” Marcia took it and
slipped it into the outlet. It fitted
perfectly. “The ideal thing for fusing
a plug. The murderer must have
bmuglu it in with him.”

But who . .. 2"

“Yes, who?" echoed Marcia. “Who
:]\'J\ standing there to the left of the

losk >

| (I\ougln it was you, Miss Le-
land.” Tt was the voice of the treasurer
hersclf. “Weren't youstanding there?”
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thought it

said Miles softly,
was Howe.”

Mr. Barber's eyes were intent on
the president. “Didn’t you move
over there, Rn“lu', just alter you'd
been speaking

“Well, onc thing’s definite,” Peter’s
voice broke in dryhz “We're not
going to get anywhere from this an-

frank, I haven't Ihc slightest idea
where anyone was.’
“I'm afraid T agree.

" Marcia in-
clined her head. “When something
startling happens, like the lights go-
ing out, you don’t remember what
went before.”

might as well go back to Mr.
Howe's office,” Carole suggested.
“After all, the cleaning women ought
to be here soon.”

She turned. As she did so, the light
from the spill struck fanwise across
the surface of the desk. She gave a
little gasp. “Look!” she exclaimed.

The others swung round.

Carole was pointing at the loose-
leaf calendar for the new year. When
last they had been in this room, the
calendar had shown January 2. Now
the light of the taper revealed:

JANUARY
4

Miles gave a low whistle. “The
second and third — somcone’s taken
them.”

“And it must have been one of us.”
Mr. Barber's voice was sharp with in-
credulity. “That definitely  proves
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that the murderer is here — here
in the room.”

In the uncasy silence, Marcia Le-
land moved forward. “It also means,”
she said, “that the danger isn’t over
yet. No. 2 and No. 3. Apparently the
murderer has decided to kill two more
of us.”

“Come on. Let's get back to my
office,” said Peter brusquely. “You
lead the way with the light, Carole.”

Shiclding the taper with her hand,
she moved quickly to the door and out
into the darkness of the main office.

She passed the fire stairs door with
chairs piled bizarrely against it and a
heavy glass cylinder gleaming dully
on top. The burglar alarm! They
wouldn't be needing that now, she
reflected grimly. She was almost half-
way to the safety of light, when she
heard behind her an ominous rattle.
Almost immediately it was followed
by a crash that resounded like thunder
around the invisible w:

The trap on the door had been
sprung! The murderer had not been
one of them. He had been waiting
out on the fire stairs and now he had
slipped in through the door. At that
very moment he was somewhere there
in the darkness around her . . .

The taper slipped through Carole’s
fingers. In horror she watched the
flame flicker a moment on the floor
and then wink out. Some remote part
of her brain was conscious of the
others. They had burst into hectic
life. She could hear them stumbling
against desks and chairs, calling out
to each other, shouting for lights.
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And then one voice rose above the
vague babel around her, loud and au-
thoritative. It was Peter and he was
shouting, “Get back to the lighted
office — all of you!"

The lighted office! Safety! Carole
ran toward the faint radiance ahead.
When she reached Peter’s room she
sank into a chair.

There were hurrying footsteps out-
side. Someone clse dashed into the
room. It was Peter. “Quick, Carole!
The spills, and some matches! Quick!”

Shakily she gave them to him, and
he was away again before she could
speak.

The others were entering now: Mr.
Rowley, a frail, ghostlike figure; Mr.
Barber; Miss Gregg, her graying hair
falling loose and disheveled over her
forehead. None of them spoke. They
just stood by the open door.

Carole crossed to join them. At last
Miles and Peter appeared.

“We were fooled,” said Miles
curtly. “No one came in through that
door. The trap was knocked over from
inside.”

“By one of us?”
Barber.

“Yes.” Peter’s eyes were moving
rapidly around the room. “It was a
false alarm. The murderer must have
done it to —" He broke off. “ Where’s
Miss Leland?”

“Marcia!”

Miles dashed out into the darkness.
Peter followed instantly, lighting a
taper as he went.

Carole’s gaze flickered helplessly
from one face to another.

exclaimed Mr.



MURDER ON NEW YEAR'S EVE 125

“She’s been murdered!” screamed
Miss Gregg suddenly. “I know it! In
the darkness, she . . .”" Her voice
rosc to a high, hysterical laugh.

“For heaven’s sake, stop it, wom-
an!"" barked Mr. Barber.

From the door Carole had been
able to follow Peter’s progress by the
lighted taper in his hand. Suddenly
he stopped, somewhere near the cle-
vator shaft. For a second he stood
absolutely still. Then he stooped and
shouted, *"Quick, Miles!™

Carole drew in her breath. The
light of the downward-pointing taper
had revealed the prostrate figure of a
woman,

The spill burned out almost imme-
diately, and darkness swallowed up
what Carole had seen. Behind her, 1n
the lighted office, Miss Gregg had
stopped sobbing now. As Carole peered
urgently forward she saw figures ap-
proaching. Peter first — then Miles.
In his arms Miles was carrying a
vague, slim form.

“Miss Leland,” exclaimed
Barber. “Is — 1s she —?”

“No.” Peter crossed to the couch
and piled the cushions up at one end.
“Looks as though somcone tried to
strangle her. But she’sstill breathing!™

Miles carried the unconscious girl
to the couch.

Carole moved f{orward. Marcia’s
eyes were closed, her lips half parted.
On her .throat were long, inflamed
marks.

Mr. Rowley was fluttering help-
lessly around. “One of us attacking
Miss Leland! I can’t believe it.”

Mr.

“On the contrary, she’s the ideal
victim. Twenty thousand sharcs.”
Miles’s voice was sardonic. He had
brought water and was bending over
Marecia.

He broke ofl with a little grunt of
surprise. Carole saw his fingers slip
down the front of Marcia’s dress and
bring out a crumpled piece of paper.

“What 1s 1t?” asked Mr. Barber
sharply.

Miles rose from the couch, smooth-
ing out the sheet.

The crinkled scrap of paper showed:

JANUARY
2

The others were crowding around,
gazing in mute astonishment at the
lcaf from the calendar.

Peter glanced down at Marcia.
He exclaimed suddenly, “She’s com-
Ing to.”

The dark head against the cushions
wasstirring. Marcia's eyes half opened.

“What happened?” Miss Gregg
had sprung forward.

With an effort the girl pushed her-
self up against the cushions. Her lips
parted in a faint smile. “I'm sorry. It
was foolish of me to faint.”

“Foolish!” echoed Miles.
dear, vou were half strangled.”

Marcia’s fingers moved slowly over
the dull red wales on the delicate skin
of her neck. “But the trap on the door
was sprung. What . . . 27

“Tust a blind,” exclaimed Peter.
“The door hadn’t been opened.”

“I see.” Marcia’s impassive gaze
scrutinized cach of them in turn. “So

“I\')Iy'
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it was one of you six that tried to
kill me.”

“But you must be able to remem-
ber what happened,” broke in Mr.
Rowley.

“I remember what happened. Per-
fectly.” Marcia pushed the dark hair
back from her forehead. “But it won’t
help.”

“You haven't any idea who at-
tacked yo

“None at all. You sce, when —
when the water cooler crashed, T ran
toward it. I don’t know why. I sup-
pose I had some crazy notion of try-
ing to catch the murderer. Then 1
heard Mr. Howe telling us all to go
back to the lighted office. That made
me more sensible. I turned and started
back in this direction.”

“Yes?” put in Miss Gregg.

“Then I felt a hand on my arm. It
was quite a gentle grip. T felt myself
being drawn along.” Marcia shrugged.
“I wasn't frightened. I thought it was
probably Miles or somcone taking me
under their wing. The hand dropped
from my arm. It moved over my dress.
Before 1 had time to realize it, both
hands were closingaround my throat.”
She gave a little shiver. “I tried to
cry out, but I couldn’t. I remember
stumbling backward, fecling myself
choking. That’s all.”

“But it must have been a man,”
urged Miss Gregg.

Marcia glanced at the treasurer
quickly. *No, Miss Gregg; as [ said,
the grip was very gentle at first. It —
it was never particularly violent. It
might just as well have been a
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woman.” She was glancing at her
watch. “Twenty-five minutes to
nine,” she said. “If Miss Thorne’s
right, the cleaning women will be
here in about half an hour.”

“Half an hour,” said Peter sud-
denly. I think it's about time we
started to consider the really impor-
tant question — which of us is doing
all this. It’s not exactly pleasant. But
presumably the police will be in
charge soon. Everything’s going to
be a lot simpler if —if we can get
some points cleared up before they
come.

“I suppose we all agree,” continued
Peter quietly, ““that this terrible bus-

cerns only stockholders and

es of Leland & Rowley.
Whoever arranged this trap must
have known everything about the
office. I can’t understand why Mr.
Barber was included on that memo-
randum. But, as the representative o
Pan-American Dye, he obviously has
nothing to do with these — these
crimes. [ suggest we give him abso-
lute authority and let him cross-
examine us.”

“Excellent.” Miles brought lighter
and cigarette together. *Of course, a
lurid imagination could conjure up a
case against Mr. Barber, Pan-Ameri-
can may have got cold feet about the
merger and sent him over to murder
us all.” He grinned. “Still, I'll sccond
Howe's recommendation.”

Mr. Barber was gazing rather an-
grily at Miles. Apparently he was not
used to being treated flippantly “‘,'I

¢

agree with Mr. Howe,” he said.



MURDER ON NEW YEAR'S EVE

should do our utmost to clear the
dreadful matter up. And I think it
should be fairly casy.”

“Easy!” echoed Mr. Rowley.

Mr. Barber nodded. “We have to
look for the criminal among those of
you who stand to lose rather than
gain by the merger.”

Mr. Barber had the situation for-
midably under control now. His voice
was sharp, unemotional. “If the mur-
derer has so strong a fecling against
the merger, it is reasonable to sup-
pose that he voted against it. I should
like to see the ballot slips. They may
give us a clue.”

“Not a bad idea,” cut in Peter.

“They're in my office,” offered
Miss Gregg.

“Belore anyone gets them,” broke
in Mr. Barber slowly, “I have an-
other suggestion to make, one which
we should already have thought of.
The murderer took both the 2nd
and 3rd of January from the calendar.
We found the 2nd on Miss Leland.
Presumably, this — this person i
planning a third attack. If so, the
calendar slip should still be in his
possession. | suggest that cach one of
us should let himself be searched.”

“Scarched . .. " began Miss
Gregg.

But she broke off at a strangled
little exclamation from Mr. Rowley.
He had half risen, his cheeks the color
of cigarette ash. “I ... somcone
...a glss. . water . .7 he
breathed hoarsely

“Mr. Rowley!” Carole knew her
ex-boss had a weak heart. She had
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seen an anginal attack like this only a
week before, after Mr. Barber had
come to the office to discuss the final
arrangements for the merger. She
hurriced to the cooler, poured a cup of
water, and crossed to Mr. Rowley.

Peter wasalready at his uncle’s side.

“Pocket!” Mr. Rowley was whis-
pering. “‘Right-hand pocket.”

Peter’s fingers slipped into his un-
cle’s pocket. He produced a small
ampoule and crushed it swiftly be-
neath Mr. Rowley’s nostrils. Carole
hovered close with the water. As she
did so, she noticed, to her astonish-
ment, that Peter was concealing some-
thing in his left hand — a small picce
of paper. He saw her looking at it and
shot her a warning glance.

“Give me the water, please, Car-
ole,” he said.

She passed him the cup. He tilted
it to his uncle’s lips. Then, swiftly, he
slipped the crushed piece of paper into
the empty cup and handed it back.

In one blinding second Carole re-
alized what had happened. Peter had
found the third calendar slip in his
uncle’s pocket; he was trying to con-
ceal it, mutely asking her to help him
protect Mr. Rowley.

The others were clustering around
anxiously. The president’s breathing
was becoming more normal now. He
forced a pallid smile. ““So sorry,” he
muttered.

No one spoke for a long moment.
Then Mr. Barber said, “I must ask all
the men to empty their pockets. Per-
haps, Miss Thorne, you'll look through
the ladies’ coats and handbags.”
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The search scemed to take hours. At
last Mr. Barber seemed satisfied.
“He must have anticipated the fact
that we would make a scarch, and dis-
posed of the sheet from the calendar.
Now, perhaps someone will get those
ballot slips.”

“1 will." Hurriedly, Peter slipped
his handkerchicf, pen, and change
back in his pocket. Casually he picked
up the cardboard cup from the table
where Carole had placed it.

““Perhaps you'll come with me, Miss
Thorne,” he said.

Carole knew what he wanted to
tell her. “Yes,” she said.

Miss Gregg's office was next to
Peter’s. Neither he nor Carole spoke
as they hurried to it. Peter closed the
door behind them. His gray eyes
looked down at her scriously. “You
guessed, Carole? I couldn’t let Uncle
sec it. I was afraid the shock might be
00 much for him.”

Slowly he pushed open the crushed
cup and took out the picce of paper.

Staring up in that heavy, horribly
familiar type was:

JANUARY
3

“You found it in Mr. Rowley’s
pocket?” Carole said dully.

He nodded.

“Peter, how awful. But how—
how did it get there?”

“I suppose the murderer must have
planted 1t on him.” Peter’s voice was
hesitant.  “But I don’t see how
Uncle . . .”

“You can’t think Mr. Rowley was

ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

the one who took the sheets from the
calendar?” cut in Carole suddenly.

Peter moistened his lips. **No, it’s
absolutely impossible for him to have
done anything like that deliberately,”
he said softly. “But I have been wor-
ried about him — about his health.
He hasn’t been well for some time.
The idea of the old company having
to break up has been preying on his
mind.” He crushed the slip into his
pocket. “Listen, Carole, you're his
secretary. You're as close to him as
anyone. Has he done anything at all
strange lately?”

He broke off. Carole knew how
beastly this must be for Peter — to
have in his mind even the vaguest
doubts about the bachelor uncle who
had always been like a facher to him.
But, as she thought back over the
hectic events of the past weeks, she
felt a slow suspicion stirring in her.

I hate to say this,” she began im-
pulsively. “But he — he has been
rather odd lately. And then, just after
Mr. Barber came here to the office the
day before Christmas, he had a heart
attack like the one he had tonight:”

“Mr. Barber!” exclaimed Peter
blankly.

“Yes. Just after Mr. Barber left, the
buzzer went and I found your uncle
doubled forward over the desk. He
managed to tell me about theampoule,
and he was all right again in a few
minutes. But 1 had a fecling he'd
heard something that had given him a
shock.”

Peter’s eyes were anxious. “That
was the day Mr. Barber came round
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to discuss the final arrangements for
the merger, wasn't it?”

*“And it was the next day that Mr.
v started 1o have those long
nces with Mr. Whitfield.”

“You don't know what they were
talking about>”

“No. They kept the door shut. But
this afternoon they sent for me to
witness a signature and . . . " Carole
paused. “Oh, Peter, T've just re-
membered. When I went in there this
afternoon, Mr. Whitfield had bor-
rowed my typewriter. He was sitting
there — typing.”

“Typing!”

They stood perfectly still, staring
at cach other. That memorandum.
Exit before midnight. Had — had Mr.
Rowley and Mr. Whitficld somehow
compiled it together?

“What are we going to do, Peter?”
Carole asked quietly.

“Whatever we think, it's only
theory. We've got no proof.” Peter's
voice was taut. ““Carole, we can’t tell
the others. It’s not fair to Uncle, now
that he's sick. The police will be here
soon. If — if they find out anything,
well, they find it out, but . . ."

“All right,” murmured Carole.

Suddenly she felt terribly tired.
Peter’s fingers were still warm on her
arm. She was very conscious of his
nearness, of his comforting strength.

“New Year's Eve!” She looked up
at him with a little grimace. “Just a
few hours ago I was having my hair
fixed and planning to dazzle you with
my new black velvet.”

He did not reply for a moment. The
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light gleamed down on his head.
Slowly his arms went around her and
drew her toward him. His lips met
hers, warm, passionate. “Carole, darl-
ing,” he whispered, “T know it’s a
crazy time to say it, but I've — I've
got to tell you how crazy I am about
ou.”

His hand moved caressingly over
her soft blonde hair. “I guess I'm not
used to explaining the way T feel. I'm
not like Shenton and those fellows
who know the phrases. It's—all
evening, with all these ghastly things
happening, I've just been able to
think of you — of how I might have
been alone with you . . .

He broke off, gazing down at her,
his gray eyes anxious, uncertain, like a
boy's.” “Carole, darling, will you
marry me? I want you so much.”

She let herself relax in his arms. Life
with Peter would be so safe.

“Pardon a most untimely en-
trance.” Carole spun round at the
sound of a quict voice behind her.
Peter turned, too. They stood very
close together, staring at the door.
There, his hands in his trouser pock-
ets, his dark, mocking eyes fixed on
Carole’s face, was Miles Shenton.

“I had no idea this remarkable
evening was breeding romance.”

Carole felt sudden anger. She hated
him for coming in; hated him for star-
ing at her with those insolently
amused eyes, for being so —so dis-
gustingly handsome.

Peter still had her fingers in his. He
was glowering at Miles. “What did
you come here for, Shenton?”
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“For the same reason as you, Howe.
I was hoping for a little private talk
with Miss Thorne. I wanted her to
refresh my memory on a certain de-
tail of our tére-a-téte here on Christ-
mas Ev

Carole felt the blood flooding her
checks. How exactly like Miles to
bring up Christmas Eve! She swung
round to Peter. “Mr. Shenton was
kind enough to ask me out to dinner
on Christmas Eve,” she explained
acidly. “Unfortunately, he discovered
at the last moment that he had a very
important business engagement.”

“Oh, I wasn't referring to that.”
Miles grinned. *“T meant our little en-
counter here afterward.” He glanced
at Peter. “I happened to drop into the
office around half-past ten that night.
And who should appear but Miss
Thorne herself? We had a very pleas-
and session together.”

Pleasant session! Carole remem-
bered vividly every moment of that
pleasant session. When Miles had
stood her up she had gone back to the
office, after a solitary dinner, to re-
trieve some Christmas packages she
had left behind. She had found him
there, alone and in tails for his “‘busi-
ness engagement.” He had kissed her,
made love to her. For some mad rea-
son she had let him. And then he had
suddenly broken away, saying, *“Well,
Marcia Leland’s waiting for me down-
stairs. A practically unemployed chemist
can’t afford to keep his potential meal
ticket waiting.”

The two men were gazing at each
other.
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“Your office is down at the labora-
tories,” said Peter quictly. “What
were you doing here at ten-thirty on
Christmas Eve?”

“Robbing the safe.” Miles's smile
was less humorous than usual. “As a
matter of fact, [ was on a very inno-
cent mission. That afternoon your
uncle called me up at the laboratories.
It was the first time, incidentally, that
I'd heard about the merger. He
wanted me to send him all the un-
patented processes and the notebooks
old Leland kindly but quite unprofit-
ably bequeathed me in his will. I sent
them up.” He took out a cigarette.
“As Miss Thorne told you, I had a
business engagement. Marcia and I
happened to be passing, and [ wanted
my notebooks back. So I came up here
to get them. . . . But we seem to be
wandering from the point I intended
to bring up with Miss Thorne.”

“There’s no need to bring up any
other points now,” cut in Carole
curtly. “We'd better be getting back
to the others.”

“Miss Thorne is probably right —
as usual.” Miles held his lighter to the
cigarette. “As I remember, you two
were sent here to collect the ballot
slips. You seem to have become sid
tracked from your original purpose.”
He crossed and picked up the ballot
slips.

When they rejoined the others,
Miles took the ballot slips to Mr.
Barber. The executive from Pan-
American Dye glanced through them,
his eyes widening. “Well,” he said
briskly, “the murderer has voted in
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favor of the merger — presumably to
avert suspicion. Every one of you
present in this room voted aye.

“But, even s0,” continued Mr.
Barber's level voice, “I think we may
reasonably climinate those of you
whose interests are obv iously hmm(l
up with the carrying of the merger.
He glanced at Peter. “Mr. Howe is to
have a very remunerative position
with Pan-American. 1 fail to see how
he could have the slightest motive for
committing these crimes.”

Mr. Barbe 1z¢ shifted to Marcia.
“And Miss Leland, too. Even if she
had not been brutally attacked, she
owns twenty thousand shares, and the
merger will greatly enhance  their
value.”

Marcia inclined her head. “As a
matter of fact, I'm very anxious for
the merger 1o go through. I need the
extra capital badly. You see, I'm
planning to endow an institute for
noncommercial research in — in mem-
ory of my father.”

Mr. Barber's thick brows lowered
as he glanced at Carole. * Miss Thorne,

1 understand, s Josing her job
through the mergs

“It's absurd o suspect  Miss
Thorne,” broke in Peter. *Besides,

she has an alibi. When the trap on the
door was sprung, she was at the other
end of the office. You could tell that
by the lighted taper.”

“That is true,” Mr. Barber said.
“We may climinate Miss Thorne.”

Suddenly Miss Gregg leaned for-
ward in her chair. *"There's no need to
suspect me,” she said calmly. “1 know
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what some of you are thinking: Poor
old Miss Gregg, who's been with the
firm practically all her life — maybe
she couldn’t stand the idea of having
to start all over again.”

She snorted. “Well, you're wrong.
The mergeris going to treble the value
of my Slnrcs, give me a big enough
income s0's [ won't have to work any
more. And I'm through with work. I
want to have a good time.”

She crossed her hands in her lap and
looked around her defiandy. “You
can cross me off, 100.”

M. Rowley had been listening with
rather tense interest. Now he lifted a
lnnd

“As Miss G Sreag has explained her
point of view,” bq,un the president
quictly, “I might as well explain mine.
Some of you, I know, realize that my
hearewasn’t in the merger. Perhaps T
was sentimental, but, with my old
friend Nathaniel Leland, T started
this firm — it mcant everything to
me. In the back of my mind I hoped
that we would be able to struggle
along without losing our corporate
existence.” He smiled faintly. “But
that was only a seatiment. As a large
stockholder I have as much to gain as
anyonc by the merger. Besides, like
Miss Thorne, | have an alibi.” He
threw out his hands in a small gesture
of finality. “Ounly my nephew, Peter
Howe, knows this, knows why I could
have no motive for interfering with
something which no longer concerns
me. Last week my doctors
less than threc months to live. My
alibi is — death.”

I
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There ran through the group a
spontaneous ripple of shocked and
sympathetic comment. They lapsed
into silence, until the sharp click of a
lighter drew all attention to Miles.
He was leaning back against the
cushions of the couch, a faint trail of
smoke issuing from his nostrils.

“I'scem to be the only suspect left,”
he said. *T might as well save you all
the trouble and give you the case
against myself. The merger is remov-
ing my job. I happen to be in fairly
desperate need of money. Mr. Leland,
who was so gencrous to his other de-
pendents, failed to be generous to his
protégé. He left me no shares in his
will, only a few and regrettably
sketchy notes of the experiments he
was working with at the time of his
death. So T'am the only one who has
any kind of logical motive for com-
mitting murder to stop the merger
from going through.”

He grinned. “As defense, I merely
state the fact that T did not murder
Mr. Whitfield. I certainly did not at-
tack Marcia, to whom I am very de-
voted. And my motive is not quite so
strong as it appears, since Marcia has
offered me a job with the proposed
Leland Institute.”

Carole felt an overpowering sense
of relief. Of course, Miles didn’t mean
anything to her. But . . .

“80” — it was Miles's voice that
broke in calmly — “we have proved
that none of us has the slightest mo-
tive for inaugurating this mass exit
before midnight.”

“But,” blustered Mr. Barber, ““there
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must be some mistake. We've . .

“Why don’t we give up being de-
tectives for the time being?” asked
Miles. “*Besides, T have a rather un-
casy suspicion which I feel I must share
with youall.” His eyes moved gravely
to Carole. “Miss Thorne and I hap-
pened to meet here in the office on
Christmas Eve — quite accidentally,
I might add. The time was about
ten-thirty, and, I may be wrong, but
1 don’t remember noticing any signs
that the cleaning women had been
here.”

Carole stared at him, her eyes
gradually widening. “You're right,”
she breathed.

Miles nodded. “From which T can
draw only one conclusion: Christmas
Eve was the day before a holiday. So
is tonight. Scrubwomen don't put in
an appearance on the eve of holidays.
They won't come till tomorrow
night

Miss Gregg gave a little horrified
gasp. “So — so we won't be let out!
We will be here until midnight!™

“Thereisachance —justachance.”
Miles's cool voice broke in. “*We ¢an
always revert to the most primitive
method of attracting attention. Fire.”

“Fire?” echoed Mr. Barber. “How?"”

“By making people in the strect
think the Moderna Tower is on fire.
By having smoke pouring out of all
the windows.” Miles's face was very
serious. “I've got a fairly workable
plan. There are some samples of one
of our specially processed dyes here
in the office which smokes like hell
when you set fire to it. Each of us gets
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a metal scrap basket stuffed with
paper. Each of us takes a window.
DI’ve got some lighter fluid in my desk.
We can make little individual bonfires
and put up quite a convincing impres-
sion of fire.”

“Yes. We could put the scrap bas-
kets on the sills.” It was Mr. Rowley
speaking, quickly, excitedly. “There
are seven rooms and just seven of us.”

“But the darkness!” cut in Miss
Gregg. “It means going out again —
out there in the darkness.”

“Leave that to the most stalwart of
us, Miss Gregg.” Miles rose. “You
ladies can share the lighted offices.”

The next ten minutes were hectic,
Seven scrap baskets were stuffed with
paper, sprinkled with the dye and
lighter fluid.

Finally everything was ready. Mar-
cia Leland was to stay behind to look
after the window in Peter’s room,
while Miss Gregg was to take charge
of her own lighted office. The rest of
them started out in silence through
the semidarkness.

Carole had been allotted the cen-
tral window in the main office. She felt
a little twinge of fear as the four men
slipped away from her into the deeper
obscurity, leaving her alone in that
large, silent room. A faint shaft of il-
lumination took the edge off the
darkness. She moved toward the
window, and pushed it up.

The snow was icy against her hands
as she banked it up on the sides of the
sill to make room for her scrap basket.
She fumbled for a match in her box.
Then she stiffened. From the darkness
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behind her had come the soft sound
of footsteps.

She could hear soft breathing, feel
the presence there behind her. For a
second she could not move. Then she
spun around blindly. “Who's . . . ?”

Her voice faded. An arm had
slipped purposefully around her waist.
She felt breath warm on her cheek and
then lips pressing against hers. As soon
as he touched her, she knew it was
Miles. It was a strange, intoxicating
sensation — part anger, part relief,
part excitement.

Gradually his arms relaxed around
her. He drew back. And with the mo-
ment of his moving away, she felt
anger rising to swamp all other emo-
tions. “Miles . . .

“T had to kiss you to stop you from
screaming.”

“What are you doing here?”

“I thought it would be a good op-
portunity to have a talk with you.”

“And what is there to talk about?”

“Your future.” Miles twisted his
warm fingers around hers. “Carole,
you're not going to marry Howe,
are you?”

“I shouldn’t have thought it mat-
tered to you what I did. There'll al-
ways be lots of other girls to neck in
dark offices.”

“Listen, Carole; you're being a fool
and you know it.” His arm had slipped
around her again. His face, very close
to hers, was dark, carnest. *‘Christmas
Eve was all a mistake. I'd have ex-
plained it days ago if I'd ever realized
what you were thinking. 1 went out
with Marcia because she called me up
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tooffer me this job with her Leland In-
stitute. It was a business cngagement.
Heaven knows, there’s nothing more
emotional between Marcia and me
than the mutual respect of two scien-
tists and a brotherly-sisterly friend-
ship — never has been.

“If you've got any sense, Carole,
you know I'm crazy about you. I —
well, when I heard about the merger I
knew that my job was on the skids.
didn’t exactly fecl like asking you to
be the wife of an unemployed chemist.
But I'm going to have a job now with
Marcia —a good one.” He gripped
her arms and gazed down at her.
“You don’t want to marry a stuffed
shirt like Howe. You'd be bored in a
week, and you know it. Of course,
I'm not much of a catch. I don’t in-
herit the Rowley fortune, like Howe,
but — you'd have a better time with
me, Carole. You'd have fun.”

Still Carol could not speak.

He kissed her again almost fiercely.
Then he gave a short laugh. “Two
proposals in an ecvening — you are
in demand.” Abruptly he turned
away, y, vou haven't lit your
bonfire yet.”

While she stood there, breathless, he
struck a match and bent over the
scrap basket.

“Which just goes to show that you
can’t get on without me.” He touched
her arm. “Make up your mind, dim-
wit, and don’t mess up your life.”

She heard his footsteps growing
fainter as he disappeared into the
shadows. She was alone again. For a
moment she stood still, her lips
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numbed by the harshness of his kisses,
thinking dazedly of what he had said.
He had explained Christmas Eve; his
explanationswere perfectly reasonable.
Probably she had made a fool of her-
self. But — but could she believe him?

She wouldn’t think about it now.
She forced herself to concentrate on
the moment. The paper in her scrap
basket had been too closely packed,
and the snow had dampened it. The
flames which Miles had started were
dwindling. She cupped her hand to
shield them from the breeze. And, as
she did so, she noticed her own name
on one of the crushed sheets.

She looked more closely. It was her
signature: Carole Thorne. And then,
above it: Samuel P. Whit . . .

The flames shivered and died out.

Stooped as she was over the sill, she
could sce the smoke streaming from
Mr. Rowley's office. She caught a
glimpse of the president’s pale, lined
face bent over his scrap basket.

The snowflakes fell, crystal cold,
against her face; the chill night air
tugged at her hair. She could still sce
the smoke eddying slowly from the
president’s room.

And then, suddenly, the smoke
curled crazily. She saw Mr. Rowley's
scrap basket lurch forward, topple,
and crash from the sill, falling like a
miniature comet down the dark side
of the tower. While she watched, her
nerves tense, an arm was flung wildly
out through the window next to her.
Another arm. Then the figure of a
man was poised there over the sill.

She screamed, but her voice seemed
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to dissolve without sound into the
night air. The figure had jerked
forward. She caught onc blinding
glimpse of Mr. Rowley’s pale, dis-
torted profile. His legs and arms were
flaying helplessly. Then he too was
hurtling dowaward,. downward . . .

Carole never quite knew what hap-
pened next. Somchow, she found the
others, told them of the dreadful
thing she had seen. She remembered
Peter’s face, pale with shock. She re-
membered thinking, “Peter and 1
were wrong, then. That slip was in
poor Mr. Rowley's pocket because
he was the next victim —not the
murderer.”

They were all back again—a
shaken, silent little group —in Pe-
ter’s office.

After what scemed like hours, Mr.
Barber was speaking again, his voice
dry but with some semblance of com-
posure. “Surely,” he said, “this can’t
have happened  without — without
anyone sceing anything.”

“Did you notice anything, Mr.
Barber?” cut in Marcia Leland.

“I? Well, no. I was attending to
my scrap basket and . ..

“Exactly. We all were.”

“But I still can’t believe it,” mur-
mured Miss Gregg shakily. “Just be-
fore it happened we'd proved that
none of us could be guilty.”

Marcia looked up. “We'd only
proved that none of us had a motive
for wanting to stop the merger, Miss
Gregg.”

“That seems very much the same to
me,” said Miles.
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“But it isn't.” Marcia’s voice was
slow, deliberate. “We all benefit by
the merger, and yet we know one of
us has been committing these crimes.
We must have been working on the
wrong motive.”

“But what other motive could
there be?” asked Carole, perplexed.

Peter Howe glanced up, a faint, al-
most bitter smile on his lips. “In the
case of my uncle’s death I suppose I
have the most obvious motive. It
happens that [ was terribly fond of
him; he — he had always been like a
father to me. But — well, so far as I
know, I inherit his estate.”

“But that isn't a motive, Peter,”
cut in Carole quickly. *“No one could
possibly believe you — you killed
your uncle because you're his heir.
We — all of us heard Mr. Rowley say
that you, and only you, knew he was
a dying man.”

“Exactly,” agreed Marcia Leland.
“It’s absurd to consider that. Besides,
we've got to think of a motive thatin-
cludes Mr. Whitfield’s death, too.”
Her tranquil eyes stared straight in
front of her. “If the merger and the

really were an elat

blind, it’s obvious that the murderer
had a reason for killing both Mr.
Rowley and Mr. Whitfield. Miss
Thorne tells us they had been having
private conferences together lately.
Mr. Whitfield tried to tell us some-
thing just before the lights went out
and he was killed. Isn’t it possible
that they had found out something
which had given the murderer a mo-
tive for having to kill them both?”
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“But you, Miss Leland,” cut in
Miss Gregg sharply. “You're for-
getting you were attacked, too.

“But T wasn't killed. And if he'd
really wanted 1o, the murderer could
casily have killed me.”

“So you think you were attacked
to throw us off the scent?’ asked
Peter.

“I do. If the murderer had wanted
to make us believe he was trying to
kill off the major stockholders, I was
the obvious person to attac

Miles gave a low whistle. “Maybe
you have got something, Marcia. Mr.
Whitfield, Mr. Rowley, and those
conferences!” He turned to Carole.
“Do you have any idea what they
were talking about?”

Carole shook her head. She out-
lined what she had already told Peter,
how she had seen Mr. Whitfield typ-
ing a document when she had been
called in that afternoon to witness a
signature.

“Typing a document!” broke in
Miles. “If there's anything in Marcia's
theory, those papers would probably
have something to do with it. Mr.
Whitfield didn't go back to his office
})cforc the stockholders’ meeting, did

he?”

“Why — no.”

“Then the documents are probably
still in his bricfcase.”

Miles dashed out of the room, only
to return a few seconds later. He was
gripping the lawyer's bricfcase in his
hand. He shrugged. “False alarm.
It's empty.”

“Empty?” echoed Carole, glancing
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at him doubtfully. “But —but I
know there were important papers
in it. Mr. Whitfield forgot it and left
it on my desk. He came out of the
stockholders’ meeting  especially to
et it

Marcia Leland exclaimed, “Then
we are on the right track. Don’t you
see? Mr. Whitfield and Mr. Rowley
must have been killed because of
those papers. And the murderer’s
stolen them.”

“Stolen them? But . . .

“Of course,” exclaimed  Peter.
“That’s what must have given Mr.
Whitfield the clue. When we were all
discussing  the memorandum, T re-
member now that he was moving the
zipper on his bricfcase to and fro. He
must suddenly have noticed the pa-
pers were gone and connected up the
theft with the murder threat.”

“Wait a moment,” broke in Carole.
“Mr. Rowley had a heart attack last
week just after you'd been to see him,
Mr. Barber. I had a feeling then that
something you'd said had given hima
shock. What did you talk about?”

Mr. Barber looked rather flustered.
“I —er — I merely came around to
discuss a certain aspect of the mer-

“What aspect?” demanded Peter.

“As a matter of fact, it concerned
the unpatented processes which had
been turned over to our company
with your patents, trademarks, and
other “official documents. Our head
chemist was very much excited about
certain of them. He asked me to make
sure from Mr. Rowley that by the
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terms of the merger they were to be-
come the property of the Pan-Amer-
ican Dye Combine. Mr. Rowley as-
sured me that they were.”
npatented  processes?”
face was blank. “But — Shenton is
Leland & Rowley’s head chemist. He
can tell you we didn’t have any un-
patented processes that were valu-
able.”

Miles nodded. “Howe’s right.”

Mr. Barber looked even more agi-
tated. I do not understand. Of
course, [ am no chemist myself. But I
was assured that certain processes for
the artificial manufacture of aniline
derivatives of indigo, which Mr.
Leland left at the time of his death,
were extremely valuable.”

“But — but the notes for those
processes were left to Shenton per-
sonally,” persisted Peter. “And they
worthless.”
hat’s so,” agreed Miles. *Mr. Le-
land hadn't finished them.”

“We must be talking at cross-pur-
poses,” spluttered Mr. Barber. “Our
head chemist had seen the processes
himself. He told me they had been
worked out down to the last detail.”

Marcia Leland rose, her checks
flushed.

“I always thought so,” she ex-
claimed. “Just before he died in Flor-
ida, Father was working desperately
to get his results down on paper. 1
know Father. He'd never have given
in until he'd finished his job.” She
turned to Miles. “Don’t you see what
happened? Father did complete his
experiments, We always thought it

Peter’s
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was strange he’d left you nothing in
his will. He'd actually left you the
records of his most important and
revolutionary work.”

“And —

“And you received only the few
uscless notebooks, because someone
stole the ones that had the valuable
data in them.”

Mr. Barber cut in crisply: “They
must obviously have been taken by
somcone in Leland & Rowley’s who
was financially interested in the mer-
ger going through; someone who
knew the firm was losing ground; who
knew our company would never con-
sent to a favorable merger unless we
were offered those particular processcs
asan additional inducement.”

“That makes sense,” added Peter
slowly. “Uncle must have realized
something was wrong after Mr. Bar-
ber had brought up the subject of the
unpatented processes on Christmas
Eve.”

“And that's why he called me that
same day and asked to sce the note-
books I had down at the lab,” added
Miles. “He figured out what had hap-
pened. He discussed it with Mr.
Whitfield —"

“And that was why they were mur-
dered,” broke in Miss Gregg, her face
creased with dawning understanding.
“Because they were the only ones who
knew there'd been a fraud.”

Since Marcia’s initial suggestion,
developments had followed one an-
other so quickly that they were all
left breathless. Peter was the first to
speak again:
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“But if my uncle knew about the
theft of the processes, why didn’t he
realize they were the real motive be-
hind the murder threat> Why didn’t
he tell us we were on the wrong track
as soon as Mr. Whitfield was killed>”
“Probably because the murderer
had gone to a great deal of trouble to
fool him,” explained Marcia. “Per-
haps that was the real reason why I
was attacked, why the murderer used
that theatrical device of the calendar
slips. Tt was partly to confuse all of us,
but mostly to throw Mr. Rowley off.”
“But where does that get us?”
Miles lit a cigarette a trifle too jaunt-
ily. “Presumably, it climinates me. I
would hardly have stolen processes
which were legally my own. But, so
far as T can sce, any one of you could
have taken them when Mr. Rowley
brought them back from Florida.”
“But how could an unscientific
layman have realized the value of the
processes?” asked Mr. Barber.
“Anyone who knew Mr. Leland
could have made a shrewd guess that
they’d be commercially profitable.”
Miles looked from one face to the
other. “I wonder which of you did
pull that particularly dirty trick on
me.” He glanced at the treasurer. “It
would have taken a keen financial
mind like Miss Gregg's to realize how
those processes would increase the
value of her stock holdings.” His eyes
moved to Marcia. “Or an earnest
young physicist who wanted money
for pure, noncommercial research.
Or” —his ironic gaze rested on
Peter — “a farsighted and ambitious
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young exccutive like Howe. One
might build up a very good case
against Miss Thorne, too, who, as Mr.
Rowley’s secretary, had easiest access
to the papers and who, as the prospec-
tive wife of one of the people finan-
cially involved, had a mouve.” He
was looking at Mr. Barber now. “The
case against you, Mr. Barber, is obvi-
ous. Those processes are going to
make you and your company even
more famous and prosperous.”
“Supposing we stick to facts,”
snapped Mr. Barber. He turned to
Carole. “That paper you say you saw
Mr. Whitfield typing — is there any
way we could find out what was in

Carole looked up quickly. “Theres
just a chance. I rather think Mr.
Whitficld was using a carbon. If so, the
copy may be in Mr. Rowley’s private
safe. The murderer couldn’t have
taken it, too, because I'm the only
person who knows the combination.”

Peter rose. “Come on, Carole.
Barber and I will go with you and
have a look.”

Carole followed the two men to the
door, and together they hurried
through the main office back to Mr.
Rowley’s room. Carole’s fingers were
trembling as she spun the handle of
the safe.

The door swung open. Peter’s flick-
ering match gleamed on a single sheet
of paper. “Looks as though you're
right, Carole.” He took the paper
out, and the three of them hurried
back to the others.

The room was absolutely quict as
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Peter crossed to the window and
stood there, bending over the docu-
ment.
“Well,” asked Mr. Barber, “what
is i

“I'll et you sce it for yourselfin a
moment.” Peter’s voice was danger-
ously quict. ““For the time being, I'd
rather not name names — because [
think this paper explains who took
the processes and exactly who is re-
sponsible for what has been happen-
ing tonight.”” His level gaze moved
around the little group. “We were
right. The motive did lic in those
discoveries of Mr. Leland’s. Someone
did turn them over to Pan-American
Dye to insure our getting good terms
on the merger. I believe I can guess
who that person was.”

“You mean . . . ?” breathed Car-

anced at her almost apolo-
getically. I hate even to have to
think this. But I believe my uncle
was the man who took those proc-
esses.”

“Mr. Rowle:

“And I think T can understand the
way he would have felt. Ever since
Mr. Leland’s death, the company had
been slipping. Uncle realized that.
He would also have realized that there
was only one way by which he could
possibly save the ‘interests of the
stockholders. That was by exploiting
those processes.”

His words were followed by a flat
silence.

At length Marcia said, “Do you
mean that paper is a confession?
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Surely, Mr. Rowley couldn’t possibly
have killed Mr. Whitficld and then
committed suicide.”

“Of course not. My uncle wasn’t a
murderer.” Peter tapped the paper in
his hand. “But this document gives us
a clue which would explain the mue-
der of both Mr. Whitficld and my
uncle. Suppose someone found out
what Uncle had done and planned to
blackmail him. Suppose that person
went to Uncle, told him that he
would expose him if he didn’t change
his will and leave all his property to
him. Uncle was in a very nervous,
overstrained condition. It would have
been easy to scare him. Suppose he
did agree to change his will in favor of
this cxtortionist and brought Mr.
Whitfield in to draw it up.

“Suppose, then, that this person
was satisfied that Uncle had changed
his will. He would have known that
it was very unlikely that Uncle would
have let the will stand that way in-
definitely. If he was going to get
Uncle's ‘money, he would have to
act quickly — and kill him before he
changed his mind. He realized he had
a perlect opportunity to shield his
rcal motive behind the merger. He
wrote that crazy note; he got us here,
planning to kill Uncle and throw us
off the scent. But Mr. Whitfield, as
Uncle’s lawyer, knew about the will.
Tonight he guessed about the black-
mail.” Peter shrugged. “He had to
be killed, too.” X

“But are you actually accusing
someone?” cut in Mr. Barber.

“I am, I'm accusing the person who
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is named in this document.” Very
slowly, Peter crossed and handed Mr.
Barber the paper they had found in
the safe. “Perhaps you'd like to read
it out,” he said.

The representative of Pan-Ameri-
can Dye bent over the document.
When he looked up, his expression
was very stern. “This,” he said, “is
the copy of a short will drawn up this
afternoon in which Mr. Rowley be-
queaths his entire estate to one per-
son.”

His bushy-browed cyes fixed on
Miles. “Mr. Shenton, 1 presume you
know that you are Mr. Rowley’s
sole heir.”

The others turned sharply to Miles.

“No,” he murmured. “I wasn't
aware of it. But I'm grateful for the
information. I'm also grateful for Mr.
Howe’s implied information that I'm
both a blackmailer and a murderer.”
His cyes moved with sardonic hostility
to Peter. “But I'm rather confused on
one point, Howe. Since those proc-
esses were legally my own — why
wouldn’t it have been simpler for me
to take legal steps to recover them
from your uncle instead of descending
to extortion and — extermination?”

Peter moved, so that he stood in
front of the other man. *“Because you
didn’t find out what had happened
until after the processes had been
shown to the Pan-American chemists.
You were shrewd enough to realize
that, since they were unpatented,
their value to you was considerably
lessened.”

“Ingenious and rather ingenuous,”
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drawled Miles, rising to his feet. “But
not so ingenuous as you're trying to
make me out to be. Perhaps you can
explain why I should have gone to
the risk and trouble of murdering
your uncle for my inheritance —
when I only had to wait three months
for it.”

“For all you knew, you might have
had to wait for years.” Peter’s voice
was ominously low veryonc in this
room heard Uncle say that no one ex-
cept myself knew he was a dying
man.”

In the silence that followed, Carole
stared at the two men: Peter, large,
unshaken, and unshakable; Miles,
lithe and studiedly casual. She was
struggling with the confused specula-
tions that swirled in her brain. Then,
suddenly, onc single thought emerged
from the confusion to banishall others.

Before she had realized what she
was doing, she had risen to her feet.
“Wait a moment, Peter. You've got
to let me say something.” She moist-
ened her lips. “It — it sounds crazy
to bring my own private life into
this, but I sce now that it’s all linked
up with what's been going on. To-
night” — her voice sounded very re-
mote — “two men asked mec to
marry them. I'm afraid I was con-
ceited enough to think both of them
had been overwhelmed by my brains
or my beauty, or both. But I was
wrong. One of them, I believe, was
quite sincere. At least, I — I hope so.
But the other — the other asked me
to marry him because he’s afraid of
me.
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“One of those men,” she went on,
“did arrange this trap; he did write
that mad memorandum to throw us
off the scent because he wanted to
kill Mr. Rowley and Mr. Whitfield
— the two people who knew about
the stolen processes. But there was
someonc else who had to be reckoned
with: Mr. Rowley's private secre-
tary.

Her fingers gripped tightly to the
back of her chair. “How could he be
sure she hadn’t overheard something
damning during those conlerences?”

She laughed rather bitterly. “Be-
ing a gallant gentleman, he didn’t ac-
tually murder her. He made love to
her, presumably on the theory that
her dumb head would be so turned
that she wouldn't know whether she
was coming or going.”

Her eyes flashed sparks of amber as
she guui from Peter to Miles, “The
funny part of it is, he needn’t have
bothered to try and fool me. I didn't
know anything about the stolen
processes or the new will; T was ut-
terly harmless. But I'm not so harm-
less now. And I'm going to be per-
fectly shameless, too. I'm going to
trot out something that all girls have
to trot out at some stage of their ca-
reers — feminine  intuition.  Both
those men kissed me tonight, and my
feminincintuition'sjust gettingaround
to realizing which of them kissed me
because he meant it.”

She broke off, looking rather wildly
at the tense faces in front of her. “And
I've got something more tangible
than kisses and intuition to offer. We
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know the murderer, my prospective
husband, stole those documents from
Mr. Whitfields briefcase. Well, he
thinks he’s destroyed them. He was
very smart, he stuffed them in with
the rest of the paper in my scrap bas-
ket and took it for granted I'd burn
them. But I'm a very poor fireman. [
let my fire go out and I noticed my
signature there —on a document.
That was the paper I was called into
Mr. Rowley’s office this afternoon to
sign.”

There was a crooked smile on her
lips. *I rather think,” she said, “that
we'll find what we want in that scrap
basket.”

Impulsively she turned and ran
out into the darkened main office.
She could hear exclamations, shouts
from the others. Vaguely she was
aware of hurrying footsteps, following
her. But she was blind to all thoughts
of her own danger now, carried away
by a burning indignation against the
man who had made a fool of her. She
hurried on, stumbling against desks
and chairs. At last she reached the
window. Swiftly she snatched up the
scrap basket and slammed down the
sash.

As she did so, she felt herself
gripped  from behind. She spun
around, dropping the basket, and
started to struggle, beating with her
fists at the face of her invisible assail-
ant. But the steel strength of the
arms around her relentlessly pushed
her backward — back against the
closed window.

Shie tried to scream, but a stifling
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hand was pressed over her mouth.
There was a mocking tinkle of glass;
a gust of snowy air rushed in through
the broken panc. Although she fought
desperately to keep her balance, she
felt her feet losing hold of the floor.

And then, sudden iraculously,
the viselike grip loosened. She felt
herself being jerked forward awayv
from the window. As she staggered
against a desk for support, she real-
ized that another shadow had loomed
out of the darkness just in time to
save her. Ahcad of her, there in the
obscurity, two men were fighting.

Everything began to blur. She
heard the dull impact of a blow, a
little cry, and a heavy thud as onc of
the men stumbled to the floor. That
was the last thing she knew before she
Jost consciousncss.

When she came to, Carole was ly-
ing on the couch in the lighted office.
She turned her head. A man was
bending over her.

“Nothing serious, darling,” he was
saying softly. “Only a cute little cut
here and there where your gentleman
friend tried to throw you out of the
window with the scrap basket.”

“But what . . . "

“It’s all over now.” The mockery
in Miles Shenton’s eyes had changed
to tenderness. He sat down on the
edge of the couch, his fingers slipping
over hers. “Quite a close shave, Car-
ole. He knew you'd figured out the
solution and he knew the game would
be up if we found those papers from
Mr. Whitfields bricfcase which he
had hidden in your scrap basket. I
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think he was just about desperate
enough to have thrown you out of the
window. But luckily my unpredicta-
ble left hook was in form.”

Painfully Carole pushed herself up
against the cushions. She looked
around her. Marcia Leland and Miss
Gregg were standing together by the
desk, gazing solemnly down, while
Mr. Barber, with pieces of stout cord,
trussed the unconscious figure of Peter
Howe.

“You were one hundred per cent
right,” Miles was saying. “We've got
all the evidence the police’ll need from
the papers in the scrap basket. One
was the signed copy of Mr. Rowley’s
new will, rather charred but quite
legal. The other was a personal note
to me explaining exactly what kind of
a skunk his ncphew is.”

S0 — so it was Peter himself who
stole those processes when he and Mr.
Rowley went down to Florida.”

“Exactly. And it was Howe who
showed them to the chemist at Pan-
American and made sure the merger
would involve a fat job for himself.
Mr. Rowley knew nothing about it
until Mr. Barber came around, in all
innocence, the day before Christmas
to talk about the unpatented proc-
esses. Rowley realized then what had
happened. But Pan-American had al-
ready seen the processes, and the
damage was done. I imagine he'd have
exposed Howe if he hadn’t known he
was, himsclf a dying man. That gave
him the opportunity to make amends
to me without having to drag the
family name in the mud. This after-
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noon he made that new will cutting
Peter out in my favor.

“It's casy 1o sce why Howe ar-
ranged this claborate exit-before-
midnight party,” Miles went on. “He
found out about the new will and re-
alized Mr. Whitfield wouldn’t be
going back to his own office before
the stockholders’ meeting. If he could
destroy the new will and murder his
uncle and the lawyer before anyone
clse knew about the will, the old one
in his favor would still be valid. He'd
also have killed off the only two peo-
ple who knew he was a thief.”

“And the stockholders’ meeting
gave him the ideal opportunity.”

“Of course. We all knew he had
cverything to gain by the merger. But
his uncle knew he was a thief; that's
why he had to build up such an
claborate bluff. The attack on Marcia,
the calendar slips, were used as false
trails to throw Mr. Rowley off the
scent and fool him into believing
there really was an imaginary bogey-
man who was determined to stop the
merger. At first he probably hoped
we would think it was all being done
by some crazy maniac who kept
coming in and out of the firctower
door. But my burglar alarm spoiled
that and he had to change his tactics.
Which he did admirably. He was the
first to point out that the murderer
was one of us.”

“It incredibly clever,” said
Carole.

“Horribly. And T really believe

he'd have got away with it if there
hadn’t been a carbon copy of the will
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in the safe, where he couldn’t get at it
and — if you'd been a better stoker.”

“If my feminine intuition hadn’t
been dampened by Christmas Eve,”
murmured Carole, “he wouldn’t
have got away with as much as he
did. T should have realized he was
putting that calendar slip into his
uncle’s pocket instead of taking it
out. I should have guessed when he
kissed me that he was less interested
in me than in finding out just how
much I knew.”

Her nose crinkled delightfully.
“The whole thing only sceped through
my thick skull when he accused Mr.
Rowley of stealing the processes and
tried to get too smart by turning that
will into a case against you.”

Miles leaned over and kissed her
hair. “Darling, I'll never forget how
gorgeous you looked when you went
into that denunciation. A blonde
fury. But I wasn't listening to a word
you said — not after you'd hinted
that onc of your two prospective
husbands wasn't repulsive to you.
Carole, did you really mean that?”

She glanced up at him, her eyes
smiling. “Dim-wit,"” she said.

The others were moving over to
their side now.

Mr. Barber gazed down at her, his
face grave and worried. “I'm glad to
sec you are all right again, Miss
Thorne. This is terrible — terrible.
But there is no question about Howe's
guilt. I am sure, too, that he hood-
winked our chemist at Pan-Ameri-
can. I know he would never have
been party to a fraud.” The bushy-
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browed eyes turned to Miles. “Well,
Mr. Shenton, we always have a va-
cancy at Pan-American for a man
of your caliber.”

0, Mr. Barber,” broke in Mar-
soft voice. “Mr. Shenton has
promised to work with me, and you're
not going to lure him away.” There
was a twinkle in her clear green cyes
as she turned to Carole. *'I warn you,
Miss Thorne, I'm going to get all the
work out of him I can — and as much
of his money as possible for the Le-
land Institute.”

Miles groaned. “So I'm going to be
a meal ticket for two unscrupulous
women.”

Marcia glanced at her watch. “Al-
most midnight. Any second now the
merger will go through —and the
New Year begins.”

As she spoke, there was a faint
sound — a sound coming from some-
where outside in the darkness.
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“The night watchman!™

They all dashed out into the main
office, ran to the door to the fire
stairs and started to bang wildly.
There was no mistaking it now. The
singing drew nearer.

And then, as they stood there, an-
other sound joined in the chorus of
Stweet Adeline. From forty floors be-
low in the streets of New York came
a distant throbbing, the blaring of
myriad car horns and toy trumpets,
welcoming in the New Year. Some-
where a clock boomed out the open-
ing chime of midnight.

With one hand Miles was beating
on the door. The other arm was
around Carole’s waist. Very gently,
his lips met hers. “Happy New Year,
darling,” he whispered. “After all
this, we deserve it.”
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length books featuring Perry Mason, the most pop-

offer in order to introduce you to the many advan-
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Perry Mason myvsteries NOW! You are not obligated to
take every month's three-in-one selection. A description
of the n>xt month's selection wall be sent to you in ad-
vance—you may reject any volume not wanted. You
may cancel membership whenever you wish; to main-
tain your Club standing, you may take as few as four
triple-volumes each year you are a member,

SEND NO MONEY! Simply mail postcard promptly and
receive your THREE membership gift books FREE—
and receive at the same time, in the package, the cur-
rent triple-volume containing 3 other complete new
detective books!
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Please enroll me as a member and send me, FREE, in regular publisher’s edi-
tions, the THREE full-length Perry Mason mystery novels pictured on this page.

3 In addition, send me the current triple-volume of the month, which contains 3 com-
1 plete new detective books. _
1 I am not obligated to take every monthly triple-volume, and may capcel whgn-
[ ever I wish. I may maintain Club standing by taking as few as four selections during
[} each year of membership. _ : .
] I will receive an advance description of all forthcoming selections and may reject
MAIL CARD ) in advance any volume I do not wish to own. I need send no money now, but for
i each volume I do accept I will send only $1.89, plus few cents mailing charges, as
FOR YOUR 2 complete payment within one week after I receive it.
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