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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

Nomo.
Addrons
City, Zone, State.

Gift Cord From
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Adéro
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Git Card: From
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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
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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,



42 ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

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.”



50 ELLERY QUEEN’'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

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
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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
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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.”



THE AFFAIR AT THE SEMIRAMIS

“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-
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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
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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 