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MERCURY PUBLICATIONS

invite you to seitle down to some fast-paced, spine-tingling
reading. Every one of the imprints and titles below is war-
ranted to keep you at the edge of your chair from beginning
to end. They include the finest detective stories, tales of fantasy
and science-fiction and the best in true crime cases.

Detective

The Magalne of TRUE CRIME cases

A QUARTERLY

DeTecTIvE is intended for the discriminating
reader who is lovking for quality, variety,
and an intelligent, literate approach to true
crime. In each issue, editor Edward I). Radin,
noted expert in the field, brings you the best
truc crime stories, hoth new and old, In the
current issue:

Fancy Nancy's Secret. . . . STUART PALMER
A Sort of Genins. . ... ... JAMES THURBER
Affairof Mr. X. ... ..... BURTON RASCOE
Dead Man's Bounty

STEWART H. IIOLBROOK
Mualice Domestic. . . .. WILLIAM ROUGHEAD

amd others. 35¢ at your newsstand. By sub-
scription, $4.00 for 12 issues. DETECTIVE:
370 Lexington Ave., New York 22, New York,
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A BIMONTHLY

Here are outstanding stories, new and old, of
the weird, the awful, the delightiully unbelicv-
able, FanTasy is co-edited by famed author-
editors Anthony Boucher and J. Francis
McComas. In the current issue:

Johan the Revelator. . ... QLIVER LA FARGE
The One Who Waits. .. ... RAY BRADBURY
One of the Family. .. ..., .. R. BRETNOR
My Brother's-Wife., . ..., WILSON TUCKER
The Friendly Demon. ... .. DANIEL DEFOLE

Plus many more by other masters of the craft,
35¢ at your newsstand. By subscription, $4.00
for 12 issues. FanTasy: 570 Lexington Ave.,
New York 22, New York.

A NEW ONE ON THE 15T OF EVERY MONTH
GEORGE BAGaY

Now on Sale:
DROP DEAD

When the scrimping Miss Whipple died vio-
lently in an elevator shaft, her hitter tenants
were secretly pleased. Inspector Schmidt,
however, was puzzled when he saw her apart-
ment — a dream of luxury, now viciously
torn up. Other clues were a diamond in cake
crumbs " and an unnaturally  clean  bath-
TOOMm. . . .
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A NEW ONE ON THE 15TH OF EVERY MONTH
Now on Sale: BruNG FISCHER
KILL TO FIT

The heat was like a shroud the weekend Rick
Train got home. So he lost his temper when
he met Grover Kahle, Aunt Susan's fiancé —
and mouthpiece for a gangster. Rick went
jor a walk in the woods and the shooting
began. He shot back and afterwards Kahle
had a bullet in his brain — murder, with Rick
Train as fall guy. . ..

Jonathan Press Mystery

A NEW ONE ON THE 20TH OF ALTERNATE MONTHS
Now on Sale: DaNA CHAMBERS
DEATH AGAINST VENUS

In the beginning the things that happened
were only eerie. }-u‘qt th found her coqmetlus
spelling out — It won't he long now.” One
day something hit her hard on the bead.
Then Vee Garland kpew someone was trying
to kill her. But Vee Garland had been in a
sunitarium for three years. . ..

MORE THAN 35 MILLION BOOKS AND MAGAZINES SOLD TO ENTHUSIASTIC READERS
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lnv:fes you fo enfer ns Seventh

-$6,000 SHORT STORY C@NTEST

(agaln with the cooperatlon of. thtle, Brown & Co., ‘of Boston)

First Prize $2;0()-_0
“Award of Merit $1,000-

8 ADDITIONAL PRIZES
TOTALING $3,000

Conditions of the Contest

1. Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine offers a .

cash award of $2,000 as First Prize for the best
ongmal detective or crime short story. In addi-
tion, EQMM will award the following: one (1)
Award of Merit of $1,000; four (4) Second
Prizes of $500 each, and four’ (4) Third Prizes of
$250 each. All prizes cover first American and
Canadian publication rights in Ellery Queen’s
Mystery Magazine, subject to the provisions of
paragraph 7. Other acceptable stories will be
purchased at EQMM’s regular rates. It is un-
derstood that, while authors retain all radio and
television rights, there will be no radio or tele-
vision use of stories bought through this contest
until the-stories have been published by Ellery
Queen’s Mystery Magazine,

2. Preferably, stories should not exceed 10 000
words.

3. Awards will be made solely on the basis of
merit — that is, quality of writing and original-
ity of plot. The contest is open to everyone
except employees of Ellery Queen’s Mystery
Maguazine, Mercury . Publications, ' Inc., and
their families. Stories are solicited from amateur
as well ‘as professional- writers; from beginners
.as well as old-timers. All will have an equal
_chance to win the pnzes

4. The judges who will make the final decision
in the ‘contést will be ‘Ellery Queen- and the
editorial staff  of Ellery Queen’s Mystery
Magazine.

5. All entrles must be recexved at the office of
the magazine,  570° Lexington Avenue, New
York 22, N Y., not later than October 20, 1951.

' 6. Pnze winners will be announced and the

prizes awarded by December 31, 1951. The
pnze-wmmng stories - will appear in Ellery
Queen’s' Mystery Magazme during 1952.

7. Al} prize witiners and all othet contestants
whose stories are purchased agree to grant Ellery
Queen’s’ Mystery Magazine book-anthology
rights, and ‘when-these rights are exercised, they
will be paid for as follows: $35 for the orngma]
edition, $25 for reprint editions, $25 for British
book anthology rights, and a pro rata share of
259, of the royalties if the anthology should be
chosen by .a book club. Authors of all stories
bought' through this contest agree to sell non-
exclugive foreign nghts for $35 per story.

8. Every care will be taken to return unsuit-
able manuscripts, -but Ellery Queen’s Mystery
Magazine cannot accept responsibility for them.
Manuscripts should be typed or legibly written,
accompanied by a ‘staraped sclf-addressed en-

-velope, and mailed by first-class mail to:

EQMM 7th 36,000 Detective Short Story Contest
Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine

570 Lexington Avenue, New York 22,N. Y.

¢ Q 4
-
You don t need to buy Ellery Queen’s Mystery
Magazine to enter the contest. But if you want if,

and should find your newsdealer sold out,
* use this convenient coupon .
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SPE(,I/IL AWARD CHARLOFTE AR/\[S[RONG

We welcome the ﬁ?.ct appearance of Charlotte Armstrong in EQMM —

the Charlotte - Armstrong you: have met .in such outstanding detective-
suspense novels 4s THE UNSUSPECTED and MISCHIEF Chay-
lotte Azmsrrong was. born, in the author's own words, “nobody’s business
when.” The place; however, is no secret: the iron-mining country of iipper
Mauchigan. Papa Armsmmg was a mining engineer. The North Country is
still described as a wild, f)ontze; part of the world, and very romantic;
Charlotte doesn’t remember it as that, but it was good country for children,
with woods and lakes and very snowy winters.

- Education? All around these United - Slates—mcludmg a boarding
school in Lake Forest, the University of Wisconsin, and Barnard. Her first
job was taking classzﬁed ‘ads- over the telephone for “The New York
Times.” She stayed on it long enough to meet ihe man she married.

Her second job was fashion reporting. This involved trotting up
and down Fifth Avenue every day. Charlotte’'s “beat” was from Gimbel’s
on 33rd Street to Saks on soth Street, and all department-store stops.in’
between. But her business career, Charlotte confesses, never amounted
10 musch : she soon married and had a baby and began to write plays. All
the rest, she tells is, s more bf the same — now she has three children,
has survived tivo Jlops on Broadway, and has produced 50 far, six books.

But we have met Charlotte Armstrong. She sat ini our library — in the big .

red-leather chair — and talked deteazz/e stories; and in that famous phrase -
from “Showboat,” Charlote’s. six books “‘are only the beginning.”
Charlotte Armstrong is going to make detective-story history.

’

ALL ‘THE WAY HOME

»,[;v'-CH'A:RLOTTE,‘ARMSTRQNG. ,

b dreamed, so many umes, how 1
]I would save the man I loved. In a
dozen wild plots all would depend on
me, my nerve, and my wits. And Id
dreamed how I'd win.

But what happened wasn’t like my
dreams at all — nothing like them.

"1 work in Madame' Elise’s Salon de

Beauté, on the Boulevard. Tom jsni't

crazy about the idea of me working,
but we haven’t any children; yet, and
we can use the money. It’s a’ good
place. Madame Elise is strict, in some
ways, but she runs a smart shop. ™"
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I'd* combed out my four o’clock
patron, that Wednesday, and was
deep in- the back of the narrow place
when this woman came in. Madame
Elise came out of a booth and stalked,
in her stiff-legged way, down the

middle aisle. I turned my head. I saw

the woman’s face.

The first thing I thought was, Run!
But you ¢an’t get out of the shop at
the back. Then I thought, Gez sick!
Go home sick! But I knew exactly
what Madame: Elise would do. She’d
stand over me and ask all my symp-
toms, loudly, so the patrons would
know this wasn’t Madame’s fault. I
couldn’t ‘put myself in that spotlight
of attention. That was the very last
thing I could do.

I couldn’t walk out. I couldn’t run
away. I couldn’t go home sick. It
was just like a trap — I couldn’t get
out.

And if this woman recognized me
when shesaw my face, then Tom’s life
and my life would be ruined.

I went into the lavatory. I was
standing there, looking through the
window bars, when Joan put her head
in. “Elise is hollering. Mrs. Smith.
Shampoo and set. She’s yours, dear.”

“Mine? In the blue coat?”

“Néw isn’ t she?”

“I-guessso,” I'said. I took my hands

oﬁC the bars. Joan couldn’t take her .

instead of me. Nobody could. Any
attempt I made to get out of this
would only call attention to me.

‘That woman wasn’t any Mrs. -

Smith. She was Mrs. Maybee. What

I'd have to do, to save the man I
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loved, was-just-what I.always do, day
after day — shampoo and set a wom-
an’s ‘hair. “There was one chance. If I
could “master -my own body, my
hands -and .my: voice;" my breath and
the pump of my heart, she m1ght not
reahze who T was::

When Tom ﬁrst .got into trouble I
dreamed hard about helping him in
some miraculous way. But help finally
came out of the blue. They stumbled
over the-man -who /ad taken all that
money from Tom’s office. They found
the money,. and ‘the man confessed,
and there was a hullabaloo, because by

“this time-Tom had served -a whole

month of his sentence in the peni-
tentiary,.on top.of all the time they’d
held him-during his arrest and trial.

Of course; they let Tom go, at
once. We were married the next day.
What our friends and families back
east said of us, .now, was just that we
had gone “out west” and were “‘doing
well.”

Tom had a pretty good ]ob here in

L.A., as a salesman, and I was working

for Elise, and -we were buying our
little stucco -house that was falling
apart nearly as fast as we could nail
and plaster..it -back together. Still, I
knew we weren't really doing so well. -
Tom had been completely cleared and .
he was supposed to be perfectly free.
But he.wasn’t free — not yet. .

- He was. bitter.. Oh, that was an
awful thing. to--go. through—bemg
accused of.a .crime you had -not com-
mitted,.and being.convicted, .in spite
of all you or.your. friends could do,
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and only saved in the-end almost
whimsically. It shook you, all right.
And yet — you mustn’t- throw good
time after bad. So I dreamed. But all
Tcould do, actually, was stand by, and
hope that the days or the years.would
-wash out the bitterness. '
Tom was fanatically careful about
everything we did. He -feared and
mistrusted the law, the police, the
courts —any part of them. For in-
stance, he drove the car.with a-tense
correctness that hurt us both. But I
was the same. I could no more go
through a red light than I could kill
somebody. We were hvmg like gudty
people.
Once 1 thought that if we could
find some doctor who understood
these things and go to him. . . . But

when I said something like that, one

Sunday morning, Tom reacted as xf
I had hit him.

“How could it .be m51dc of me? .

They put me in jail, didn’t they?

They wouldn’t believe me, would

they? I was innocent. I was truthful.”
“Yes, Tom, yes. I know it.”
“Don’t talk as if there’s something

wrong with me! Don’t do it, Ellen! A -

man’s a fool who doesn’t learn from
experience,” he added, more quietly.
“I only want us to -be— well,
easier in mind. Possibly we ought
to remember that they did finally ‘get
it straightened out. 'lhey dza’ let you
go. ”
© “When they let me go, Ellen,’?:he
said drearily, “this was theit attitude.
A kind of hard stare, they gave me.
Not as if they ‘were looking at an

Innocent man, but just at a lucky
man. ‘Looks like we’ve got to let you
go this time, Harkness. O.K., brother,
but watch your step.””

“Tom, who had that attxtude?”

“All of .them,” he said. “All of
them.” His big fist went up and down,
striking his thigh, and I tried to stop it
with my two hands,

“All right, then. Let’s sue them'
For false arrest or something!”’

“Not me,” he said, with that
wary, sharp look I had grown . to

~hate. “I don’t get mixed up with

Them again. Not as long as I live.”
I couldn’t argue with him. 1

‘wasn’t wise enough. I said, “Skip it.

We'd be dumb to drag it up again.
We'd better get going on those cup-

boards.”

Tom’s a good locking blond beast
with browd eyes. He said, “Pig . . .”

“What?”

“Little pig, that cries, We . . . we

we ... and there was that
hvht in his eyes.

“I love you, you big mutt,” I said.
“Hand me the paint brush. All right,
then,” I snuffled. “ A the way home.”

Oh, I dreamed up crazy plots, about -
me rescued from deadly peril by a
flock of gallant cops. They were just
dreams. All I could do was go along,
loving him, and time went along, too,
and got in a few' good llcks——untll
one Friday night. '

We'd gone about twelve miles from
home to catch a movie we'd missed,
and on the way back we got lost: We
knew we were going in the right direc-
tion, but we didn’t know exactly
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WhCI‘C WE were. So we were creepmg'

along one " of “those open- roads,

through a ‘section that hadn’t "been-

built up much. It was pretty dark.
There was a tall eucalyptus hedge on
our right. We were both squinting
for the street.sign at-the next inter-
section, when the right front wheel
struck something like-a soft lump in
the road. The car lurched over it.

Tom’s reflexes were quick. We
stopped, straddling what I hoped was
a sack of some soft stuff. I opened my
door and put my foot down. It
rouched something. I fell out, scram-
bling. My hand groped in the dark
and touched warm skin.’

“He shouldn’t have been lying in
the road,” I said, and my voice
sounded funny to my own ears. ‘“The
thing to do is find a doctor.” T got up
and .my knee cracked. I heard it so
clearly —1 heard everything, mag-
nified a million times. The car idling,
Tom’s. breath. 1 could. tell Tom’s
muscles screamed to drive like fury
away. But I said, “House — back of
the hedge. I'll go. I'll phone.”

I went up a graveled drive.-I don’t
know how I knew, but I did know
“that semewhere inside this dark house
there was a light. Everything was so
vivid. T could feel each pebble turn
under my shoe. 1 knew, in the dark,
each brick of the steps to the door.
There was.a button to push and 1
* pushed it. I knew there were ears in
the house to hear the bell.

I could see through the glass pane
when a door opened and let light into
a hall. A woman in a housecoat ap-

peared at the far-end; put her hand to-

a switch, and a bulb came on in-the-

ceiling, just inside:the door. She
walked toward me. I could hear every

- fall of her foot: She rattled chains. The

door opened about -five inches, and
she put her face near the gap.

The ceiling light was harsh and it
came straight down. on her face. I
could see her hand on the edge of the
door. I could see the pink petunias of
the. print she was wearing. 1 could
hear a clock. I could smell the house-
smell. [ knew what she’d had for dinner
and what she'd been doing when I
rang.

I said, “Do you know a doctor?
There’s a man hurt in the road. May
I use your phone?”.

“Hurt?” she said. Her hand was

going toward the chain that kept the’

door from opening any farther, but it
seemed to move so slowly.

I said, “Oh, hurry!” Then an arm
went around my waist, snatching me
almost off my feet. I screamed. For a
terrible moment I didn’t even know
who it was. He put his hand over my

face and shut off the noise I was mak- .

ing. He said in my ear, “Come away!”
I heard the woman yelp, the door
slam.

Then I knew it was Tom who was’

making me run down the drive. He
dragged me around the car and stuffed
me in under the wheel, over to my
own side.- Then I saw the other car —
its big cat eyes; hunting the driveway
of a dark house .dhead of us. The
beams swerved off the road and then
jerked back, as if the big eyes had
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caught sight of us and wanted to'look
again.

Tom yanked our car into gear and
got out of there. We tore past the
neighbor’s stopped car. We flew down
the dark road, screamed around the
next intersection. We nosed into traf-
fic. We settled into line. Tom’s face
was wet with sweat, trying to drive as
if we were two peaple coming home
from the movies. : -

He didn’t say a word until we were
almost home. Then he said,- “Ellen,
I'msorry . . .7 -

“He was dead Tom?”

“Ellen, we hit a corpse. The man
had been shot-in the head. He was
dead before we ever . . .”

He took his right hand off the
wheel and I saw something on his first
two fingers. I thought it wasblood,
but then I saw that it was a purple-
red. “What’s that, Tom}!”

“I don’t know.” He rubbed the
stain. It seemed dry.

We were at home, ﬁnally, and ‘we
could talk. Tom said the minute I'd
left him, he’d taken the flashlight and
turned it on the man. Our wheel had
gone over his legs. Tom got out and
tried for the pulsc but he couldn’t
be sure. He said he’d had a lot of
vague mixed-up thoughts — better
not try to move him, better wdit for
a doctor. Then he wondered about
- identity. He'd wiggled his hand under
the body to get into the right hip
pocket, to see if he could find a name

and address, But there was no wallet.

Instead, there was a broken' bottle,
wrapped in paper, leaking this purple

stuff. Torn had pulled hlS hand out,
sniffed at the stain. An odor he
couldn’t describe — it was'gone:now.
The light had fallen on a wallet lying
in the road. Tom said it looked as if
it were bleeding that purple stuff.

If the man was drunk, had some-
body come along and robbed him
while he was helpless? Tom said his

" mind creaked around to the realiza-

tion that maybe robbery explained
everything. Then he'd looked at the
face and head, and he’d seen where
the bullet went, and he knew it was
murder.

I didn’t blame him. How could I
blame him? A man has no business
lying on a dark road. We hadn’t
broken any laws, any laws at all. The
man was dead. There wasn’t anything
we could do. We didn’t know a single
thing that could help explain what
had happened to him. Why should
we have stayed? To answer questions
with the innocent truth until our
faces reddened and our tongues began
to stammer. ‘‘Harkness, eh? In trou--
ble once before, weren’t you, Hark-
ness? Grand larceny, eh? Just hap-
pened along, you say? Well, we know
how these things go. So whatja do with
the gun? Whatja do with the money?”

They wouldn’t believe what we'd
say. That’s what Tom thought.

We pretended to each other that
we slept that night. There wasn’t
anything in the morning papers, but
it was there, that- moht Merchan,
slan, robbed .

The woman had called the police
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right away: The neighbor, a :man

named Keefér, had .‘caught- an impres-

sion of a man forcing a'woman into a

car, and, of course; he had-seen us.run.
away. He did not- get -our: license. .
number, When'-the patrol car: got-.

there, this Keefer had found the:body
and identified it. The dead man was
Howard Maybee. He' lived right

there, in the house behind the euca-.

lyptus hedge. The woman was-locked
in, terrified. When the cops told her
who was lying dead in the road, she
fainted. It was her-husband. - - .. :
Afterwards, she told them that her
husband was in the habit of bringing

large sums of money home from his.

store on Friday nights. He was always
late and he had to walk from- the bus.

Somebody might have known this. "

That dark spot under the tall-hedge
was ideal for a hold-up.

And there I was right in the mxddle»

of the news! Mystery girl forced from

scene. Blonde’s saﬁ’zyfearedfor cie

I was the bizarre note that lifted
the whole story out of the ordinary
hit-and-rob class. Mrs. Maybee. told
how I'd been snatched from her door-
step by a sinister figure and dragged
away, screaming. The neighbor, Mr.

Keefer, had. actually witnessed my |

kidnaping: So the. papers feared for
my safety.
It was r1d1culous It was also terrlfy-

ing.

the.police a dangerous description of
myself. Honey—blonde means what-.

ever kind of honey you have in mind; .
my eyes are more green than blue; and |

Clet,” 1 said;

I didn’t thmk Mrs Maybee gave‘

T am an inch and .a“half shorter than

she guessed: Of course; I.wouldn’t
wear my tan suit or my. coral blousc; .
ment a lot. So:I:cut my halr in banos _

There was one thing the papers
didi’t mention. That. broken bottle
of purple -red stuff in' the dead man ’s.
pocket. “They’resettinga trap,” Tom . -
said; grimly: The stain was-gone from
his fingers now —he’d spent ha]f the. .
night getting'it off.

“If that stuff was all over the \val-
“maybe. it’s..on, the .
money. Maybc they':hope to trace
the stolen money.’ K

We were in for it. We were lndmg‘,;
something now, and we’d have to.go
on hiding it, and the. more we. did to ;
cover ourselves up, the worse it grew
and the guiltier we felt. Tomrtook all, |
the tires off the.car and put on some.
very old ones. He took the shoes .
we’d worn that night and destroyed

them. It-made me 51cl\ What scared.

him most was that he might have left.
his fingerprints. He thought that if .
they did have his prints, they would
have them identified. by Monday.
In-the middle of the night, Sunday

~night, I woke and he was sitting up in__
-bed He said to the ceiling shadows.

when I stirred, “I'll never-go through
that again. Ellen — I never willl”

Oh, God, T was frightened! ‘

But Monday came and went. All:
day nobody bothered us. All evening.
nobody came. I dreamed  of purple
money. Tuesday went by. Time was,
working on it.

But Wednesday R \Védnesd'ay',l."
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theone ‘person in this world who-had

seen’ my- face walked into’-Madame.

Elise’s Salon to-get her hair:done:
And- T ceuldn’t get ‘out.
trapped SR

"I thought, “she won’t know ‘me
again. It was such a brief moment. I’'m
not dressed as 1 was that night. People

“in any kind of uniform always look -

different. I've got flat heels on. I look

even shorter. And I've got bangs-now.-

" That I'd seén her face only as long
as she’d séen mine and knew Aer im-
mediately, wasn’t significant. I'd seen
her picture in the papers 0 many
times since. '

You don’t think out all the details.
You just know when it’s danger .

I started to walk towards the third

booth where T knew Elise'would put
Mirs. Smith. There were -two Ellens

walking in my skin: The frightened

one, the real one, was lying low,
watching, planning, scheming, hop-
ing; then there was a second Ellen, a
false and ordinary one, and she

walked doivn the aisle. She had to. The

sweat dried on her palms. .

I knew theé worst moment would

come when I entered the booth and

she, facing the glass, saw me behind

her. I spoke before I could be seen.
“Mrs. Sinith? Just a shampoo, Ma’am?
Or re-styling?” I stepped in and put
my hands on her hair. Sure enough,
her glance snapped to her own image.

Sometimes ‘they hardly see you,
these women: They come to be
beautified, so they tend to look at
themselves.

I was

- - I. whipped' the covering cloth

around her and .pinned it around her
neck ‘quickly. I slipped out her few
bobby-pins..'I .began to.. brush and’
manipulate. My hands were trained,-
and every b1t of their skill was in
them now. - “You have. nice high
cheekbones,?’,l said, “‘and your skin.

is good. A little more severe around

the temples might be stunning.”

<T'm gettmg old and gray, -she
saxd

“ That isn’t so. I think an 011 sham-
poo dnd a tiny rinse will bring out all
those reddish lights,”

Her eyes had a little tinge of satis-
faction. It was true, what I said. I
couldn’t lay all this on with a shovel

*— it had to be just true enough. She

must have beeri about .thirty. Her
hands were well-kept, unblemished,
not hard-worked housewifely hands at
all. Of course she was a bit dowdy.
Her clothes weren’t expensive and
they weren’t doing anything for her.
There was something stiff about her.
I'said, “Shall we go back now?” and
led the way to the washing booth.
"~ Oh, she’d seen me. Of course, she’d
seen me. But she’d only used -the tail
of her eye. Why should she study me,

“anyhow? Somebody" neat and clean

in a white umform, pa1d to fuss over
her. -

"As I' turned the water on, a feehng,
beginning in the stomach, rippled up
like a chill; and info my mind came

“all ‘that depended on this. 1 worked

with my head bent outside her range
of vision, and with -my arm crossed
over her facé. I lathered and scrubbed.
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I made myself think abour her.’

Funny she made an appointment
under a phony name. No, it wasn’t
either. She wouldn’t want to‘ be
stared at. She came to a strange, new
place because she didn’t want -to be
criticized, either. She just wanted-her
hair done.

I went back to the supply room and

mixed her tint. I could hear Madame

Elise shouting to somebody under 2
dryer, and Joan’s voice in the last
booth. When I went back, Mrs.
Maybee had her eyes closed. I brushed

and scrubbed the color in. And then I .

had to rinse her for the last time. Now
I'd have to put her curls in. There

isn’t so much for a woman 'to look at,

while her hair goes into pin curls.
Her own image isn’t very attractive.
I toweled her head lightly,. tilted
the chair, and we paraded back to
Booth Three. Her eyes looked sleepy.
I met them in the glass . . . and T
smiled. “Shall I try drawing it back
at the sides and curling it high?”
Her eyes flew to the mirror. “Not
— today,” she said a little lamely.
“Not in the mood?” I said lightly.
I felt that thing, like a chill, again.
Oh, no, not today. How stupid of me!
If there were two Ellens, there were
also two women. in the chair. Mrs.
Smith and the widow Maybee.
“Madame Elise is very clever with a
henna pack,” I said. “With those
red lights in your dark hair, I think
it would be very successful. Did you

ever think of having your hair brlght-~

ened?”’

“What woman hasn’t,” shewsald,

with her. awkward laugh. “Oh, -1
may . . . some day.” :

“But not today, I laughed She
was going to look at me now! I’d
overplayed my little joke!l I reached
tor a jar on the shelf. “This 1s with
Madame’s compliments,”” T told her.
“Won't you try it and tell us whether
you like ie?”

She read the label. “Hand creamP”
' “It’s something a little bit differ-
ent,” I lied. That kept her busy for a
while. She massaged cream on her
bands while I worked like lightning. -

I'd thought of something! Tom was
calling for me at half-past five! But it
didn’t matter — she'd never seen him:

She said, “This seems rather nice:
Nice (ragrance.” We discussed the
hand cream, languidly. Sometimes a
woman talks about herself and. her
kids and her troubles. Sometimes she
gets curious about yeu. We kept on
the hand cream — the four of us.

When she was getting bored, I put
her handbag near her. “You must
keep the whole jar.” She was pleased,
and she fussed around in her bag a
while. I finished the front and sides,
and was starting on the back of her
head. ¢

~ “You're.very quick she said.

My heart jumped and I com-
manded it, shouting Down! at it i
my mind, as if it were a dog. “We all
are,” I said. I put aclip in my teeth
and grimaced.around it. I was getting
that scared feeling. I shut up. I con-
centrated on the short back hair..

Then she was all pinned. I felt the:
stirring of jubilation. I beat zhar
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down; too. I put the silk net over her -

set, and the pads of cotton batting at
“her temples and ears. I led her to a
drying booth. I swooped up a big

" bundle of magazines dnd dumped:

" them in herlap. I put the cord with
‘the- hot-and-cold controls over her
shoulder and yanked down the dryer.
I touched the-curtains.

ThenI felt Elise breathing down
my neck. I'd been quicker than nor-

mal, so of course she had to snoop and-

see- if I'd been cutting corners or
something. She brushed past me. “Are
you.comfortable, Mrs. Smith?”” She
pretended to adjust the hood of the
‘dryet. “Did Ellen take care of you
nicely?”

“Very nicely,” said Mrs. Maybee.

I let the curtain fall between me

and her smile. The worst was over.
When she was dry, I'd take the clips
out and comb her hair. But if she
hadn’t recognized me yet, she wasn’t
going to. I'd got through it and lived.
And it was all right. I went into the
lavatory and nearly vomited.
- I met Madame Elise, outside the
door. “Ellen,” she said briskly, “Mrs.
Smith will have a manicure.”

My heart felt like a leaf falling in
sick spirals. “Couldn’t — one of the

girls, please — give Mrs. Smith —a

manicure?” A v
"“No one is free,” she said sharply.
“Is anything wrong, Ellens”

. T stared at her and felt-my skin
move in-a smile, and why it did I do
not know. “My head aches,” I mur-
mured. “But I'll try, of course.”

“Youwll be all right,” she said, not

very sympathetlcally “Then you can
go home.”

I ‘thought, I wonder To give a
manicure you sit facing the woman’
under the dryer. You have your little:
wheeled table with its white cover
and its jars and instruments, with its
bright goose-neck lamp, between the
two of you. She has nothing to do,
nothing to look at, but the four hands
on the table, or — your face.

In the end I just went, numbly I
thought, she will or she won’t, and so
be it. She smiled at me. “My. nails
are really terrible.”

T said, as I always do, “We’ll soon
fix that:” When I had everything
arranged, I sat down on my little

stool. T switched the lamp on, began.

It hit me in the nerves of my hands.

‘They began to shake. I had to let hers

go. I looked up and saw a flicker
cross her face. I grabbed the edge of
the table. I felt as if I were going all
to pieces, but I wasn’t. I was coming
together — the two of me.

I said, “Don’t you know who I

am, Mrs. Maybee?”

And it felt good — it wasa dchc1ous
relief to be all in one piece again. :
She bent forward as if she’d duck
her head out from under the dryer.

“Wait,” I said. “Wait, Mrs. May-

bee . . . please.”

“You . . . you came to my door
.. .7 she whlspered

“Yes Yes, -I'm the one. You re

. Mrs. Maybee, and I’m the mystery

gitl. I'm caught,” T said. “All you
have to do is scream. The police are
looking for me. But please listen —”
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She caught her lip'in her teeth and
settled back a little.
"7 “Maybe you’re a merciful woman,”
I babbled.
had only let me go home quietly, -
this wouldn’t have happened.  She
wouldn’t listen. She’d call the cops
and wash her hands .
you'll be kinder.”
“Kinder?” .
“We don’t know- anything. We
can’t help. We had nothing to do with
your husband’s death. The newspapers
are silly. It wasn’t any killer who took

me away. Tt was only my husband,-

Mrs. Maybee. How can I make you
understand?”’
“What is there to understand?”
“We can’t get mixed up with the
police. There are reasons. '
“Oh?” she said. :
“He was lying in the road and we
thought at first we'd hit him with our
car. Oh, don’t you'see! We couldn’t
do-any good. But if you tell who I'am,

now, it won’t help find “who krlled _

your husband. It'll only ruin us.’
“But . . . why?" Hereyesshifted.
“All righe. T'll tell you. Once, back
east, they arrested my husband for
something he didn’t do. He was
cleared. But he can’t stand .. . he
couldn’t stand it again!” -
She moistened her lips. '
“Nobody in -the world,” ‘T said,
“knows about me except you, Mrs.
Maybee. Won’t you be mercrfulP ’

“You .- . certainly . .".” shesaid,
with long spaces bctween her- words
scared me ... .0

“Pm sorry. Wc re sorry. I'll brrno

\

“Not like Elise. If she -

. . Maybe

Tom to talk to you. We'll do any-

* thing, Mrs. Maybee: But don’t make :
* us go through all that again!” ,

- She lifted her hands nervously and
put them back on the table. “Suppose
you fix my nailsand let me get out of
_here,” she snapped.

My head sagged- forward Curtam
rings rattled. Madame Elise swiveled
her hips around me and the table. She
pushed the hood of the dryer up;.
away from Mrs. Maybee’s head. She
turned it off. Mrs. Maybee, looking
past me, winced around the eyes. The
cop moved up beside me. “You Mrs. -
Maybee?” he said, just checking.

He was a young cop, a handsame
kid. His eyes on me were cool and
intelligent. His gun was resting, neat

" and flat; on his slim hip. “We’ll wait

a little minute,” he said. “Somebody
will be along who knows about this.”
He was neither ruffed nor bored. The:
four of us were motionless in that tiny
pink cubicle. Outside, in the shop,.
there was whispering. '

I sat on my stool, my left arm on
the table. I could see my watch. In
twenty minutes, maybe soonér, Tom
would drive up to the -door. There‘
must be a police car . . .

Mrs. Maybee said, Can t I get
out of here, please?” -

“In a minute, Ma’am.’ :
Her hand started toward her head
One white cotton pad was slipping’
over her eye. Madame Elise bent and
did things. With the fluffs of cotton
.gone and the net off, Mrs. Maybee
didn’t ook quite so ridiculous. -

I watched my watch.’
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When we heard "the street door
open, Madame Elise sailed out of the
booth like a hostess -going to greet a
guest. The cop shifted his weight. Our
pink compartment seemed to relax.

Mrs. Maybee licked her lips. “I'm
sorry,” she said to me, feebly.

The cop said, in a curious voice,
“Pardon me, Miss. But didn’t you

know you were shouting at the top of’

your lungs? You could be heard all
over the place.”

-“Of course;” I said, “I knew 1 1t but
5/16 didn’t. They never realize. It’s the
dryer, roaring in their ears. They can’t
hear a sound unless we scream.”

His eyes changed. Then he said,
respectfully, “Sergeant Davis. This is
Mrs. Maybee.”

“We've met,” the man we'd been
waiting for said quietly behind me.

"I looked up at him. “Then you’ll
know!”’ I gasped. My watch said the
twenty minutes were more than half

gone, and now there would be two

police cars, maybe a crowd .
I took a big breath. “Ask Mrs,
Maybee where she got that purple-
red stuff under the right middlé
fingernail. Please, sir, ask her when!”
“He got it at once. He didn’t have
to be told one word more. There was
that bottle, broken when the man fell
down. The man fell down when he was
shot. So when had Mrs. Maybee put
her - hand into her husband’s hip
pocket?
- The purple stain said — affer he was
shot! But 1t wasn’t after we had run
-away, -because the neighbor was out
there then. Mrs. Maybee was locked

in the house, and when the police
came she had fainted, and it was the
neighbor who had identified the dead
man. When, then?

This detective — he was in plain-
clothes — picked up her right hand.

“You know what it is?”’ I said. We
had to hurry. I didn’t k0w what Tom
would do.

“Yeah,” he sald “A specml wood-
stain. He had it mixed downtown the
same day. He had a hobby. How about
it, Mrs.. Maybee?” ‘

“I .+ ..”.She didn’t say more than
that single sound. .

Sergeant Davis looked thoughtfully
at me. “So she was out there and
found him before you and your hus-
band did?”

“And didn’t notify us,’ the young

" cop said.

“Sergeant,”. 1 said, “there’s one
thing more. When I rang her bell, I
knew what she had just been doing. I
knew the smell, absolutely, certainly.
She'd been painting her fingernails!”

“So she was out there,” he said,
“after he died. And she didn’t tell us.
Instead, she went back in the house
and covered. up her nails with some
paint. Your idea is that she had a little
something to do with that shooting?”

“Don’t you think so?”

He frowned. “So she shoots her
husband. And she sits down . ..”
He touched a bottle of polish on my
table. ‘I've- heard it takes a pretty

* steady hand to put that stuff on your -

own nails.” . .
“It does,” T- sa1d “But she had to.
What did ske put her hand into his
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pocket forP S/ze knew him... ‘And

somebody was - bound to find him
soon. The pohce were bound to come

eventually. She could scrub the purple-

off the skin of her hand, but she
couldn’t possibly get it out from be-
tween the nail ‘and the quick. She
absolutely Aad to cover-it!” “Then I

“told him very firmly, ‘because this 1

was sure of. ““You can be steady when
you have to be.”
“Uh-huh,” he said.

Then we heard the street door

open again. There were hard, quick
footsteps. ngh nervous, but very an-
gry, Tom’s voice demanded, ‘Where
1s mv wife? Ellen, what are they
doing to you?". :

I\'o“ 1 knew what Tom would do
— now and from now on. “They’re
listening to me,” I called. “P- plg,” I
blubbered, with his hand in mine,
“help me explain it to them . . . -

It was a strange thing that out of
all the people in the world she asked
me to do her nails. The only person —
the only woman, * anyway — who
could recognize ‘that purple mark.

She’d walked right into a trap.

It wasn’t a very new plot on her
part. There was a boy friend, hidden
m her life. He’d done the - actual
shooting. I suppose she had to be out
there, supervising, and helping make
it look like a robbery.. They never
would have tried to spend that purple
money. There was much more— in
the insurance. - )

All this came out aﬁer a wlme
That day, when Sergeant . Davis

L i v
ness.
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talked quietly with. Tom and me, he

‘didn’t exactly scold us.. But he made

us understand what a nuisance we’d
been, and how we’d ‘wasted his time.

"For, of course, we’d have to be ex-

plained. When he -heard how Tom

‘had been mixed up in that old trouble,

he said soberly, “Rough -deal, Hark-
But then he laughed a little.
“You kids don’t want to be so sure
you know what the other guy is going
to think. It isn’t easy, vou know, to
admit you were dead wrong. Belicve

“me, if they.had vou and let vou out,

back there, I’d roa you were clear.”

I babbled all" the’ way home. But
Tom said, “Why the pitch about
Ellen?’ .

“] “was scared she’d take ])Cl hand
to Canada or somewhere. .1 was
scared she’d cut the finger off and
throw it in the garbage. | was so
shocked — with hope — once T took
her old polish off and saw the purple
stain. I knew somebodyv elsé had to
see it; somebody who’ d know, somc-
body like Selffcant Davis.” o

“Nice guy,’ said” Tom, very O’T—
hand.

"I swallowed: ¢ And I knew. lee
could hear me. She'd vell for the
police. In the meantime 1 had' ro: talk

-about something!- I chose mercy be-

cause — well, 1t was a sort of test. You
see, if she’d .. been right 'with.:the
world, she'd have had no mcrcy Tom'
That was s-sillv!

““Shé ought - to have called‘ the
cops,” Tom said, nedding, and that
was when [ finally began to bawl .. =«
all the way home.
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MR PARTRIDGE AND THE ENEMY

The Troubles of an. Amateur Burglar

by MARGERY SHARP

N A fine Sunday morning in late
@ summer Mr. Partridge and Mr.
Brough, having deposited- their re-
spective families at the church door,
set out for their customary walk over
Southolt Common, past the allot-
ments, and so round again to Ferndale
Road. Mr. Brough was fifty-two, Mr.
Partridge fifty-seven. Each wore a
dark blue suit and a bowler hat, each
carried a rolled umbrella. They looked
exactly what they were — respectable
and moderately prosperous members
of -the British middle-class; and the
same might have been said of them
even in their pajamas and slippers.

It always-came‘ as a surprise to Mr.
Partridge to remember that a man
once tried ‘to kill him with a dagger,
and -would. indeed have done so but
for ‘being-shot through the head by
Mr. Brough. '

Extraordinary, almost unbelievable
occurren’ce! It happened in the war,
of course, and the victim was merely a
unit -in - the  vast anonymous mass
known as The Enemy; but of late Mr.
Partridge, whenever the memory re-
curred; thought of him not as an
Enemy but simply as Another Man.
It was odd how the incident stuck out:
from two years of nightmare —and

Copyright, 1937, by Margery Sharp ;. "
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Mr. Partridge, middle-aged and civil-
" ian to the core, never found warfare
anything else — it was the only mo-
ment that he could still visualize with
any clarity. The reappearance of. Mr.
Brough- as' his neighbor had possibly
something to do with 1t; and at the

same time made the whole thing more -

incredible.” Mr. Brough, Ballantyne’s
trusted expert on old glass — how im-

possible to connect him with the off-

hand violence of that astoundmg
scenel

Well, nothing of the sort was likely
to happen again; thought Mr. Par-
tridge thankfully. Life, if not exactly
easy, was peaceful enough. There were
bad moments: he had had his pocket-
book stolen with ten pounds in it —
a trifle to some people, no doubt, but
it played the deuce with the Par-
tridge summer holiday — and Mrs.
Brough got pleurisy and had to be
operated on, while her husband went
about locking like a ghost but taken
all i all, things weren’t too .bad.
Whatever one felt about the pay, the
Civil Service, in which Mr. Partridge
filled an inconspicuous niche, was un-
doubtedly safe.

“It’savery fine day,” observcd Mr.
Partridge cheerfully.

To his surprise his companion made
no answer. Mr. Brough was walking
— marching, rather — with shoulders
squared and eyes fixed straight ahead,
sparing no glance for either the
greenery of the common or the blue

“of the sky. “I'm on his ‘deaf side,”
thought Mr. Partridge; and raising
his voice a little repeated the remark.

Tt 'is ‘doubtful . whether, even then,
Mr. Brough heard. In-any case his
answer was completely 1crelevant,

“Partridge, old man,” hc
huskily, “it’s all up with me.’

A pigeon; - plump and smug in its
gray plumage, fluttered over their
heads and disappeared into an' oak.
The -common was so quiet that each
beat of its wings made a distinct
sound..

“I'm going o get the sack,”
Mr. Brough.

Mr. Partridge stood still. The sack!
That silly, ominous, despair-inducing
phrase that summed up all the worst
terrors of their quiet lives! Butsurely,
surely, it could have ne terror for old
Brough? He was invaluable. In the
antique-dealing world his name stood
as high almost as that of old Ballan-

said

said

tyne himself, and Ballantyne admit-

tedly knew nothing about glass or
ceramics; he was a furniture-man pure
and sunple ‘without Brough he would
be lost. “They're not reducing staff?”
asked Mr: Pdrtridge fearfully.. (That
was another dreadful phrase; it could
throw whole offices into panic.) “And .
even if they are, how can they spare
ou?r”’

-“Oud Ballant-yne has a nephew,
replied Mr. Brough obliquely, “who
simply loves old glass and wants to get
married.”

“But you are mamed pomted out
Mr. Partridge. “You don’t” — he
thought kindly of the Civil Service —

‘even -get a pensmn Besides, your
reputation — :

“My reputation!” The expert tried
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to smile. “That’s just the point. By
this time tomoxrow, old ‘man, 1t’ll be
in smithereens.”

He stared up.into the oak where
the pigeon had now found a com-
panion. . Fortunate birds, to whom
that one -tree no doubt represented
board and lodging for the rest of their
lives! Mr. Brough looked at them and
unconsciously uttered a groan.

“Tell me,” said Mr. Partridge sym-
pathertically. “It mayn’t be as bad as
you think.” '

- “It happened a month ago,” said
Mr. Brough still glaring: at the pi-
geons. “You remember my wife’s
operation? 1 ought to have asked for
the day off, but I knew it would be
inconvenient; { had to go into the
country to look at some-glass. ‘Well,

(2]

I went, and 1 bought a pair of Water-~

ford salad-bowls.”
- “l  remember vyour
them,” agreed . Mr. Partridge,
something very fine.” .
““They were marvelous. 1780,
twelve inches high,” scalloped edge,
_moulded stem, perfect cutting. Every
point vou could think of, even
the Penrose-Waterford mark. They
looked fike museum pieces —and
that’s what should have warned me.
‘Because they are museum pieces:
they’re in the Victoria and Albert.”
“But,” began Mr. Partridge, be-
wildered, “if they're in a museum —”
. “I'm speaking of the originals. The
pair I bought — for * five ‘pounds
apiece, the bargain of a lifetime —
are first-class Dutch fakes. T didn’t go
wrong on proportion, you -see — I

mentioning
3 Las
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couldn’t do that; but T ought to have
noticed the color and the weight.
Even the color was pretty good —

but the
weight!” He groaned again; his grief
was an expert’s as well as a man’s.
Mr, Partridge waited a moment. in
respectful silence, then ventured to
ask when the fraud had beea dis-
covered :

“Just about a fortnight ago. I'd
put them aside — we were very busy,
I had to go to Ireland — then a fort-
night ago I went over them again.
Then I found out. 1 didn’t say any-
thing: after all, it was only ten pounds
of the firm’s money, and we could
easily -get fifteen for them: as fine
copies. [ thought I’d just wait till the
old man was in a good humor, and
thén say simply that they couldn’t be
guaranteed. Then he was away, all
last week, and yesterday morning I
got a note from him. He’s coming in
tomorrow, bringing Sir James Tulloch
to look at our pair of Waterford

" bowls.”

“Tulloch, the Belfast
man”’

With an 1mpatxent gesture Mr.
Brough relegated an entire'mercantile
fleet to the limbo of the unimportant.
- “I don’t know what he does for a

living, but he’s the foremost authority

shi pping

“on Irish .glass. Now do you see?

‘Either I tell Ballantyne first and make

him look a fool — he’s evidently been
boasting of the things — or else I let
Sir James spot the fake himself and
have the pleasure of showing me up.
Either way I'm discredited, and in
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‘two days the whole trade will know
it.”’

They ﬁmshed their walk in de-
pressing silence. Beyond assurances
of sympathy and friendship Mr. Par-
tridge had ‘no consolation to oﬁer,
and what good were they to a man in
danger of losing, at one blow, his pro-
fessional reputation and the livelihood
that depended on it? “It’s unreason-
able,” he began once. “A sohtary
lapse. . . .7

“Reason doesn’t come into it,’

returned Mr.” Brough grimly. “I'm’

still as good a man as I've ever been,
and some bosses would stand by me.
But not - Ballantyne. First he’ll be
mad with fury, then he’ll remember

his nephew. Im as good as sacked at”’

tlus minute.’ .
> So they walked on in silence again,
'the shadows of Sir-James Tulloch and
“of Ballantyne’s nephew dogging their
footsteps; and parted at last in Fern-
* dale Road without the least appetite
for their Sunday dinners. :
" After his usual siesta and his usual
cup of tea Mr. Partridge went into
the garden to dig. He was making a
"new flower-bed at the bottom of the
“lawn, and though it was quite the
wrong time of year for such work Mr.
Partridge. never allowed theory to in-
- terfere . with - practice; but on this
particular -afternoon he enjoyed him-
sclf less than usual. =
- The- dreadful -predicament . of his
friend barred all pleasant thoughts;
the wartime memory of that morning
recurred again and again to his mind.

" Then he had been nearly done for,
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himself, and :eld Brough had saved
him; noéw an enemy .was upon old
Brough, ‘and he, Mr. Partridge, was
powerless-to assist: .

. “I'd do anythmg"’ he - thought.
“Anything! I'd commit a c,rlme"’

In his desperate sympathy he felt
absolutely lawless; he dreamed of kid-
naping - Sir - James, .of blackmailing
Ballantyne; housebreaking, assault —

“anything short of actual murder —

all presented themselves as praise-
worthy, indeed useful, acts. But he
knéw nothing disreputable about the

-antique dealer, and nothing of Sir
_James’s movements; burglary —

“A burglary!” whispered Mr. Par-

tridge aloud.

He drove his spade into the earth
and stood, Ieanmg on it, with startled
eyes. For if Ballantyne’s were burgled,
if the bowls were stolen, old Brough’s
solitary mistake would never be dis-
covered. L‘A. burglary!” said Mr. Par-
tridge-again. Once, in France, he had
stolen a chicken; it was the sole theft
of his life; and. had been . committed
only because he could find no one to
pay; but he had stalked and.collared

‘the bird withia good deal of address.

“I could do itall right,” he thought.
“Brough=c;in give me the lie of the
land ..t ‘and "I must wear gloves, to
avoid ﬁngerprmts, and perhaps socks
over my-shoes.”

The vision of -himself thus  ac-
coutred .was-so exciting that he left
his spade'sticking.in the earth and be-
gan to pace-up -and down the grass,
A torchi— his son. Ronald had a
torch; and kept it with his bicycle in



MR. PARTRIDGE

the toolhouse. Mr. Partridge sverved
across the lawn, dived into the nar-
row flower-pot-encumbered shed, and
came out not only with- the torch
but with a spanner as well. He had
never scen a jimmy, but the spanner

corresponded with his idea of one,-

so he slipped it into his pocket.”
- The torch, in strong sunlight, had
litele effect, but no doubt in a dark-
ened shop tt would produce just such
a circle of light as M. Partridge had
often watched, in moving pictures,
- climbing slowly over the outside of a
safe. It was one of his favorite shots,
and alwavs made the hair prickle a
little on his neck — just as it prickled
at the other well-known image where
a policeman stood hammering-outside
while the murder was gcttmg under
way within.

With -a really furtive gesture' Mr.
Partridge thrust the ‘torch into his
pockét. The police! Though the of-
ficer he had been visualizing was the
American sort, he had no difficulty in
substituting-an English Bobby. Sup-
pose a policeman saw him —suppos-
ing he were caught?

“I'll have a tale ready,” thought
Mr. Parveidge, with a most ill-
grounded faith in his own powers.
“I'll say it’s for a bet, 4nd Brough
will have to back me up.’

But his happy confidence was
flawed. He paced the lawn with a more
pensive step. For if his_friend: had a
wife and famxly so had he:-if old
Brough, once sacked, would find it
almost impossible to get another job,
how much more hope was there for a
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sacked Civil Servant? So ponderlingv,
Mr. Partridge found himself opposite
a spot inthe fence where a plank had
fallen loose and needed nailing up
again; it was a nice little job which he
had meant to do that very afternoon,
and automatically he’ stepped onto
the flower-bed. to examine the wood
on either side. As he stooped he
glanced through into the next-door
garden, and there saw Mr. Brough
standing alone with a look on his
face as though it were the end of the
world.

For an instant. Mr. Partridge '
crouched motionless. When he
straightened himself again, every
doubt had fled. With a firm hand he
rapped on the fence to attract his
friend’s attention. 4
whis-

“Sst! Come round here!”
pered Mr. Partridge. ““Come the back
way!”

“Well?” asked Mr. Brough.

Mr. Partridge took him by the
arm and led him to a rustic seat,
shaded by a trellis, where they were
safe from observation. His manner
had already ‘taken on a strong con-

spiratorial tinge.

. “Look here, old man,” he said.
“whereabouts in the shop are these
salad-bowls kept?”

Mr. Brough winced.

“They’re in Ballantyne’s private

room — with most of the other glass —

in the case opposite his desk. T wish
you wouldn’t talk-about them.”
“I'm going to do more than talk,”
said Mr. Partridge lightdy. “T'm go-
ing to steal ’em.” S
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It was. some time before Mr.
Brough, struggling between admira-
tion, incredulity, and gratitude, could
be - brought to grasp even the pos-
sibility of so reckless a scheme. Its

beauty, its completeness, he admitted;.
but he simply could not see his friend -

in the role of a burglar.
“Never mind that,” said Mr. Par-
tridge impatiently. “There’s a ot
-more in me than you'd think. In
France, for instance, I — I stole right
and left:*>
“So did 1,” retorted Mr. Brough
“I once stole —" it was only a tin of
bully beef, so he decided not to go
into details but stick.to the main
point. “It’s a wonderful scheme, old
man, but I can’t let you. I'll be the
_ burglar myself ? :
:*Nonsense,” snapped Mr. Par-
tridge. “If you were seen you'd be
too easily identified, because. every-
one round knows you. I should be just
an unknown criminal.” The thought
- at once alarmed and exhilarated him:
that he, a Government official, should
take on even for an hour the per-
sonality of an unknown lawbreaker,

was . indeed a soul-shaking thought, -

But he did not let it overwhelm him’

in curt, gangster-like tones he bade -

his confederate give him the lie of the
land.’

+ Unwillingly at ﬁrst then with
dawmng hope, Mr. Brough did so.
The. front part of the shop, on Upper
Mount Street, was one vast window,
and’ this part was protected by-the

automatic switching -on of all lights-

half an hour before dusk: very risky,

explained Mr. Brough (with un-.
necessary:relish).to do anything there.
But--Ballantyne’s, - unlike “most of its
neighbors, was semi-detached, being

‘separated. from the premises on the

right- by - the entrance to Mount,
Street Mews, and this mews, though:
so - desirably situated, was not yet

‘residential, - for it ran between the

backs of the shops and the boundary .
wall of a-churchyard. . . .

*And -Ballantyne’s have a back
door on the Mews?”. prompted Mr.
Partridge.

“The door of Ballantyne s private
room. It’s fasténed from the outside
by a lock and.a bar.”

: “And who. lives over the shopsP” o

continued. Mr. . Partridge, who saw

.what was: coming and had already -
-visualized a dozen flung-up windows

and a couple-of heads at each.

“Dressmakers, mostly — but they
won’t be there,”” Mr. Brough reas- -
sured him. “It’s as qu1et a- place for a
burglary as you could find. We don’t
worry, because only' the b1g stuff’s
left above; everything small and
really valuable goes down into the
strong-roem. -It’s lucky you. haven’t
got to get in there.” -

. “Idaresay I’d manage even that,”
returned -‘Mr. Partridge, slightly net-
tled. “As it 15, I've got to get through -
a barred door.”

:For.answer. Mr Brough dived into
his trouser. pocket and -produced two
keys.:One.-was a small modern Yale,

the . other larger. and heavier, as

though it:belonged to an old-fashioned
padleck. In silence he held them out;
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in silence Mr. Partridge stretched
forth his hand to receive them. :

“Gloves!” snapped Mr. Brough.

With a slight flush of mortification
the prospective burglar reached un-
der the seat for his gardening gaunt-
lets and slipped them on. The gesture
started a most interesting discussion
on the subject of alibis and disguises
— whether Mr. Brough, in the ficti-
tious company of Mr.

, should go to the movies or for a long
walk, whether Mr. Partridge himself
should chalk on a mustache or merely
turn up his collar. In the end it was
decided that he should simply look
as inconspicuous as possible; which
rather disappointingly entailed no
change at all from his normal appear-
ance.

“I tell you one thmg, though ?
said Mr. Brough at last, “you’ll have
to steal something else as well. If you
take just the two salad-bowls, they 1

" smell a rat”

“But I can’t be landed with a whole
lot of — of swag!” protested Mr. Par-
tridge, aghast. “What would Ido w 1th
i

“l wasn’t thinking of anything
big,” explained Mr. Brough thought-
fully. “We've got some very nice
snuff-boxes, quite worth taking, that
would just slip into your pockct

M. Partridge looked at his friend
in alarm; it seemed to him that old
Brough was entering too much into
the spirit of the thing altogether.

“And how ‘would we get them
back?”” he asked. “I don’t mind steal-
ing ten pounds’ worth, because I know

Partridge,-
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how shockingly they pay you. But
valuable snuff-boxes!”

Mr. Brough sighed; artistically —
nay, practically — he was right; but
the consequences, he now realized,
would be too far-reaching. To pull off
a thoroughly conscientious burglary
was going to be more difficult than
either of them had foreseen, and for a
moment they sat dubious. Then all at -
once the brow of Mr. Partridge
cleared, and the light .of msp1rat10n
beamed from his eye.

+ “T've got it!” he cried. “T'll be dis-
turbepl I'll get the things out, but I
won’t have time to take them away.”

“You’ll have to take the bowls,”

‘pointed out Mr. Brough urgently.

“No. I won’t. That’s just the point.
When I'm disturbed 1 shall drop them
— onto something hard. T'll smash
them to smithereens. How will that
doP’7

“It’s genius,
cerely.

" said Mr. Brough sin- -

One disadvantage about commit-
ting 'a Sunday burglary in. Town, if
the burglar happens to live at South-
olt, is that the last tube back leaves
shortly before midnight; and this
point, negligible no doubt to topnotch
cracksmen with their own cars, had a
definite effect- on Mr. Partridge’s
plans. If the job couldn’t be done
conventionally at three in the morn-
ing — the hour he secretly hankered
after —he saw no reason why it
shouldn’t be done in comfort at half- .
past ten; for which time; indeed, as
Mr. Brough pointed out, it would be
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- much easier to supply an alibi. It was

- their well-known practice,” on- fine’

Sunday evenings,' to ‘'go for a long
walk: they would set out just as usual,
- then while Mr. Partridge took the
tube from Southolt East (where there
was an automatic ticket machine, and

where he was less likély to be recog-

nized than at his own familiar station
of Southolt West), Mr. Brough would
spend an hour or so rambling over the
unfrequented parts of the common.
At eleven o’clock he would return to
the pond, and there, barring accidents,
be retrieved by Mr. Partridge.

“Though if I'm a bit late, old man,”
said the latter, as they set out on this
perllous adventure, ‘you’ll just have
to wait for me.’

“You won’t be,” said Mr. Brough
stoutly. “I¢ll all go like clockwork.”

He was both right and wrong. The
subsequent events of that evening, so
far ‘as Mr. Partridge was. concerned,
moved less with the smooth regularity
of clockwork than with the unpredict-
able perverseness of a firecracker; but
on .the other hand, he was not in the
least late getting back.

All the way up in the tube, and as
he threaded the turnings between Pic-
cadilly and Upper Mount Street, Mr.
Partridge’s gloved fingers clutched
ever and anon at four small objects
in his raincoat pocket. Three of these
objects were keys — two for the door
on the Mews, one for the case contain-
ing the.pseudo-Waterford bowls; the
fourth was a small pair of tweezers,
abstracted. by her father from Miss
Brough’s .dressing-table. Their usual

per "Mount Street, t
“pletely deserted, and at the entrance
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and innocent purpose was the pluck-

ing of Miss Brough'’s eyebrows;
- pressed " into criminal * service; they

were to-be employed in making con-
vincing scratches on the insides of
locks. Both -torch and spanner had
been left behind, because Ronald most
inconveniently wanted them. :
. The thoroughfares of the West End-
were very ' quiet —so remarkably-
quiet, indeed, that Mr. Partridge,
unused to the'desolation of fashionable |
London.on .a Sunday evening, felt-
vaguely, uneasy. The few passers-by’
seemed to stand out so. A solitary
policeman, 'seen in the distance down
Bond -Street, looked at least seven
feet high. Mr. Partridge hastily
turned left to avoid passing him. Up-
too, was: com-

to Mount Street Mews a cat sprawled,
making its toilet in the middle of the
way. Some obscure instinct —a de-
sire, perhaps, to demonstrate his com-
plete ease of mind — moved Mr.
Partridge to address it as Nice Puss.
It .took no notice of him. Then he
stepped past and followed the angle:
of the Mews.

It, certainly seemed safe enough. .
Between the wall of .the churchyard
and the backs of the: shops not a light
showed save. that -cast by a single of--
ficial lamp, and_Ballantyne’s door was
just outside its immediate range.” M.
Partridge approached and took- out
his keys. . - :

The first. touch of hlS gloved hand
on the padlock :sent a most peculiar
thrill through his-whole, body — not
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of fear, as he hastened to assure him-
self, but of excitement. Lifting the
heavy bar he inserted the second key
in its lock and pushed- cautiously in-
wards; two steps took him over the
threshold into an air- famtly warm
and smelling of carpets. Mr. Par-
tridge replaced the keys in his pocket,
extracted the tweezers (he scratched
so vigorously as to put the Yale lock
unwittingly back on the latch), and
for a moment stood listening to what
he took for the unusually rapid tick-
ing of some large clock. The discovery
that it was his own heart roused him
1o action, and feeling along the wall
to the left, as Mr. Brough had di-
rected, he found and turned on the
electric light.

“Dear me!”
~ aloud.

It was an invaluntary tribute to the
distinction and dignity of Mr. Bal-
lantyne’s private room. It wasn’t like
- an office at all, it was like a-drawing-
room: the floor was covered with a
gray carpet, the walls were masked by
glass-fronted cases containing all man-

said Mr. Parmd ge

ner of exquisite bricabrac. For a desk’

Mr. Ballantyne evidently employed
a small table of Eighteenth Century
rosewood. On either side of this stood
an armchair of the same period, up-
holstered in rose-colored silk; and the
only other furniture was a tiny rose-
wood pedestal bearing a Celadon bowl.

For an instant Mr. - Partridge’s
thoughts flashed back to his own
drawing-room in Ferndale Road: he
felt a sudden sympathy with his wife’s
desire for a new carpet. If all went

-
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well —if he pulled off the job—
she should have one. Pale gray, hke
the pile under his feet. . . .

The job, however, had to be done
first; it was no time for domestic
musings, but time to use the third
and smallest key. With cautious steps
Mr. Partridge moved across the room
and unlocked the centre case opposite
the rosewood desk. On its topmost
shelf, conspicuous among the many
smaller objects, and easily recogniza-
ble from Brough s description, stood
two cut-glass bowls.

It was perhaps fortunate that Mr.
Partridge did not think much of

‘them. They were all right, handsome

pleces in their way, but not, in his
eyes, markedly superior to the salad-
bow! at home which his wife had won’
ata whist drive; and since he was going
to smash them, this, as has béen said,
was just as well. For there were some
things in that case he felt he couldn’t
have smashed, even to save his life —
the shepherdess with the lamb, for

-instance, or the creamy dancer with

her wonderful filigree skirt; these were
so beautiful that Mr. Partridge, press-
ing closer, actually held his breath
in admiration.- Brough, or any other
expert, could have told him that their
value was comparatively small, that
the Waterford bowls (supposing them
to be genuine) were immeasurably
more worthy of a collector’s eye; but
Mr. Partridge would not have cared.
To him the shepherdess and the
dancer were the loveliest things he
had ever seen, and in that moment a
new vista of delight opened before
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him. He determined, in future, never‘_’
to pass an-antique shop 3 wrthout look- -
ing in the window, just to en]oy what-‘ .

ever beauty might lie behind.

With a gurlty jerk Mr. Partrrdge’“
" raised his head. He had béen letting”

his mind wander in' a most unprofes-

sional way, and the pseudo -Wateiford

bowls still glittered o their shelf. "
Reaching up, he bore them one after
the other to the desk and there set

them down, close to the edge, to wait
until he was ready t6 be ‘disturbed.

A disturbed and baffled housebreaker"

" — the role was scarcely conoemal to
his mood; but Mr. Partrrdge did his
best. Gmgerly, so as not to damage it,
he picked up one of the chairs and
laid it on its side. The other he tilted
forward against the desk, taking care

basket (an old fireman’s bucket) gave
him a specially good idea; he filled it

with the Iéast fragile pieces of china

and placed it near the door, As a
final touch he added the Celadon bowl
to the swag and rolled its pedestal

into the middle of the floor. All was’
Partridge ad-’
vanced towards the desk, and with an

now prepared:’

~Mr.

artistic sweep of the elbow knocked
the first of the dishes to the floor.

Now the carpet of Ballantyne’s

private room was of superfine gray

pile, thick, soft, and almost mossy to’

the feet. Upon it the bowl bounced
slightly, but did not break. It drd not

even chip. It lay. there, good as new,

winking up from all its facets,
“Bother,” said Mr, Partrrdg_e_‘

He picked it up and tried again,

with' no better résults. The ‘carpet

was like a mattress: Tt was fitted ' close’ ~

to the walls, moreover, , leaving no 'mar-
gin of bare wood; and the walls them-
selves were masked by the unbroken: -
ranks of the cases:” ‘
~ “Bother,” said Mr. Partrrdge agarn‘ .
“T'll Kave to use a poker.” *~

But there was no poker Ballan—“'
tyne’s admirable’ premrses ‘were cen—'
trally heated throughout. - '

Now "baffled” in éarnest, Mr., Par— -

" tridge stared anxiously about the’
“room. The only hard surface was the™

top of the rosewood desk; and he’’
could not bear the thought of scarring™

its “lustrous beauty. The door’ from "
‘the private room to the shop was'a’

mere curfained arch, and whatever

" hard - surfaces lay . beyond were ‘ex-'
not to scratch the wood. The | paper-.

posed, under brilliant’ lights, to' the
view of Upper Mount Street. But’
‘thiere was also the doof by-which he’
had entered, of good solid wood, and
since this appeared to be his only "
chance, Mr. Partridge "stood back,
took ¢areful aim, and hurled the bowl'"
at its centre panel. o s

The bowl broke at the stem, into™
two pieces; Mr. Partridge picked up

 the larger fragment and by energetrc’v

hammering broké it into two ‘more.
So utterly absorbed was he, so lost

to everything but the ‘perverse so-

lidity of the object in’his hand; that
he heard neither the heavy footfall';
outside nor the sudden knockmg, like
an echo of his own, o the other srde'

of the door; and ‘when 4 voice followed
the knockrng, it took hrm completely '
by surprise.
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“Here!” said the voice. “Is anyone

_ trying to get out?”.’

At once — in a flash — beyond any'

‘manner of.: doubt—Mr Partridge.

knew that the voice was the voice of

a-policeman. It had the authoritative

ring, the calm deliberation, which.in’

happier circumstances he had always

admired; now it overwhelmed hrm'

with fear. Instinct, not reason; sent
him headlong to the switch to turn

off the light; instinct, too, bade ‘him

snatch up the second bowl along with

the three fragments. These clasped i

to his breast, he stood cowering in the
darkness, tongue- tied,. without any

plan of- defense, Whlle the door swung_‘.

slowly 1n.
“Herel” repeated the vorce
anyone there?”

ilIS

A familiar helmet loomed” agamst_

the lesser darkness of the Mews. The
policeman paused uncertainly, for if
. the din created by Mr. Partridge had

firmly planted in his mind the notion
of a rescue rather than of an arrest,
- the door, on the other hand, was cer-
tainly unsecured. A dircle of light
- danced suddenly over the room, and
in that instant, in the shock of seeing
his vision so clearly realized,” Mr.
Partridge recovered his wits. What-
ever else happened, whatever his pet-

sonal fate, he had now at’any rate an

opportunity to carry out'one part of

his plan. Behind the constable lay the’

hard, gritty pavement of Mount
Street Mews: as quick as thought Mr.
Partridge hurled his four pieces of
evidence through the open door.
But Mr. Partrrdge was both highly
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. conscientious and a very bad shot; -
and these. two - characterrstrcs now'
worked togethér in a_most curious

way. 'Because, even in}so desperate a
strait, he had no desire 'to injure a
policeman,; Mr. Partrrdge deliberately
aimed -above the. man’s heéad; and be- -
cause he ‘was stich a bad shot, the un- -
broken bowl caught the’ constable'
'bang on the helmet and knocked h1m :

. ﬂat o

For a momert. Mr Partrrdge stood :
aghast. ‘Then as the man stirréd, prov-
ing that he was not dead, but merely'_
stunned, Mr: Partrrdge ‘stirred " f00.
He did more: he ran. With’ astoundmg
preserice of mind-he trod on. as much -

~ glass as-possible,” reducmg shards to

fragments and fragments to powder;
then, reaching the angle of the Mews, -
he ‘paused to get his breath™ before
turning-out-into Upper Mount Street.’
From behind him came the sound he
had dreaded — that of a window be-
ing flung up and a'voice raised in in-

. quiry; but he was-already out of sight!

Briskly,-but without: notrceable haste, ‘
he walked -along to the first turning,

turned, turned left agarn, and made -
for ‘Piccadilly. Whatever else the:

.owner-of the voice was dorng, he had

evidently not had the sensé t6 use the
policeman’s whistle. ' '
“You should always blow’ the whis-
tle first,” ‘thought ‘Mr. Partridge, as
he reached the: Underground; and at

* the -entrance -to- the subway he ac-’
tually paused as. though "to ‘'go batk

and. give a little: cmzenly advice: The
Civil Servant-was oncé moré’ upper—
most; only just enough of the crimi-
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nal reniained to make him avoid the
pigeon-hole in favor of an automatic
ticket machine. - :

They never caught” hlm Wxth a
slightly shaken Mr. Brough- he ‘was
back in Ferndale Road-by eleven tén,
or exactly five minutes before the
latter was summoned by telephone to
go up to town. “It’s Ballantyne’s,” ex-

claimed Mr. Brough perfectly gen-

uine in his horror. “There’s been an —
an attempted burglary!” _- .

“Good . gracious me!” cried . his
wife, from the bedroom.- “Have you
~ got your keys?”

“I'm just getting them now,’

called back Mr. Brough, grabbmg at’

his friend’s raincoat. “Thank you very
much for reminding me. . . .

But they never caught Mr. Par-
tridge. For a week he suffered a good
_deal of uneasiness, but it wore off, and
his new-found delight in antique-shop
windows was ample -compensation.
The policeman was. hardly damaged,
Mrs. Partridge got her new carpet,
Mz, Brough kept his job. It might al-
most be said, indeed, that of his one
and only criminal act Mr. Partridge

had nothing but the happiest of mem-

ories. Almost, but not quite.

“They’re baffled,.aren’t they?” he
inquired of Mr. Brough about a fort'
night later. ‘

“Oh, completely,” agreed Mr
Brough. - “It’s an' unsolved " crime.
Nothing to trace, no fingerprints —
even the Bobby you laid out scalcely
saw you. In fact, the Inspector —’

“Poor chap!” murmured Mr.- Pak '
trldve tolerantly. :

~—told me there was only one
thing he was sure of, and that was that
1t was the work of an'amateur.-He said
most unsolved crimes were. He
said =7

But Mr. Partridge’s attention had

~wandered; looking up at the 'sky, he

observed that he ought to water the
garden.

Amateur, indeed! When he had
baffled the whole Police Force! The

- word rankled, and no wonder.. But as

he turned on the hose, as he watched
the: d1y earth drink and darken, the
sting was dulled. Hadn’t that word,
he reflected, once been used about
an army — about an army of clerks
and shop-assistants, like himself and
old Brough? And' what did it matter
about being an amateur, so long as

- you defeated the Enemy?
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. wrappers).
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Last Night

Three-O'Clock

Nightmare '

Papa Benjamin

AFTER-DINNER STORY.

New York: J. B. Lippincott, [1944]. First edition, 12mo, green cloth.
Reissued as six trves pEata (New York: Popular berary, [1948]
18mo, colored pictorial Wrappers)

. After-Dinner Story
The Night Reveals
An Apple a Day
Marihnana
Rear Window

Murder-Story

Ir I SmouLp Die Berore I WaKE.
New York: Avon, (1945). First edition, thin 12mo, colored pictorial
Wrappers o
- "If I Should Die Before I Wake s
* I'll Never Play Deicctive Again o
Change of Murder R A
A Death Is Caused I
Two Murders, One Crime
The Man Upstairs B



BorrOWED CRIME.
- New York: Avon, (1946) First edition, thin 12mo, colored plctorlal
wrappers. .
Borrowed Crime
The Cape Triangular
Detective Willsam Brown
Chance

Twe-Dancing DerecTIVE.
Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott, (1946). First edmon, 12m0, .bexge
cloth. .
The Dancing Detective
Two Fellows in a Furnished Room .
The Light in the Window .
Silent as the Grave
The Detective’s Dilemma : * :
Fur Jacket, \ L . .
Leg Man '
The Fingernail
Deap Man BLuss. -
Phlladelplna J. B. anpmcott (1948) First edition, r2mo, llght
turquoise simulated cloth. Most of the original contents reissued
.under the same title (New York: American Mercury, [1949],. 12mo,
colored pictorial wrappers).

Guillotine .

The E arrmg

If the Dead Could Tallg
Fire Esta[)e

Fountain Pen

You Take Ballzstzcs
Funeral

Tue-BLUE RIBBON

Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott, (1949). First edition, 12mos tan ~
cloth, Most of the original contents reissued as DILEMMA. OF. THE DEAD
1apy (New York: Graphic, 1950, 18mo, colored pictorial wrappers).

The Blue Ribbon - - -
The Dog with the Wooden Leg

The Lie

Hor Towel
- Wardrobe Trunk

Wild Bill Hiccup

Subway :
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New York: Popular Library, (1950). F1rst edmon, 18mo, colored

pictorial wrappers.
One Night in New York
One-Night in Chicago
One Night in Hollyewood
One Night in Montreal
One Night in Paris

v One Night in Zacamoras

-SoamEBODY ON THE PHONE.

Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott, (1950) F1rst edmon, 12mo, hght

turquoise simulated cloth.
Johnny on the Spot
Somebody on the Phone
Collared ‘
The Night 1 Died
Momentum

Boy with Body,

~

~ Death Sits in the Dentist’s Chair
- The Room with Something Wrong. -

We plzm 20 gzz/e you, from time to umé, a nmzlar bzblzogmplzzc service
on other zmpo;mnt writers of detective short stories whose books have not
yet been listed in handy reference form. For example, on one of 1 t/w newly

discovered stories by Dashiell Hammett — a series of ten “new”

stories

by “the ace performer” in the hardboiled field which will begin to appear
-in the April 1951 issue and continue through most of this year and next —
we will prepare a definitive check list of Hammett's contribution to the
short form. Other outstanding writers who may be included-in this biblio-
» graphzc service are Dorozhy L. Sayers, Gc’orges Simenon, and Roy Vickers.

THROUGH A DEAD MAN S EYE

by CORNELL WOOLRICH

\HE IDEA In swapping is to start
Tput with nothing much and run
it up to something. I started out with
.a buckle without a tongue and a

\

carved peach pit, .that day, and
swapped it to a kid named Miller for.
a harmomca that somebody had
stepped on. Then 1 swapped that to

Copyright, 1939, by Cornell IVooIrlch
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another.kid for a.penknife’ with .one.
blade missing. By an hour after dark,:

I had run my original capital up.to a

baseball withits outside-cover worn :

off; so I figured I'd -put‘in a pretty
good afternoon. Of coutse, I' should
have been indoors long: before then,
but swapping takes time -and makes’
you cover a lot of ground.

I was just in the middle of a deal
with the-Scanlon kid, when 1 saw my
old man coming. He was still a ‘block
away, but he was ialking fast like
when he’s sore, and it’s hard to use
good business judgment when you're
being rushed like that. T-guess that’s

why 1 let Scanlon high:pressure me’

into swapping for a piece of junk like
he had. It was just somebody’s old
cast-off glass eye, that he must have
picked up off some ash"heap. :

“You got a nerve!” I'squalled: But
1 looked < over my shoulder and I saw
Trouble coming up fast, so I didn’t
have much time to be choosy.

Scmlon knew he had me. “Yes or

0?” he insisted.

“All right, here goes,’ 'l growled,
and | passed him the peeled baseball,
and he passed me the glass eye.

That was about all I had time for
before Trouble-finally caught up with
me. I got swung around in the direc-
tion in which 1 live, by the back of
the neck, and 1 started to move
over the ground fast— but only
about fifty per cent under my own
speed. I didn’t mind" that, only
people’s Old Men -always -have to
make such long speeches about’ every
thmc I don’t Lnow why.

MAGAZINE

““Haven’t I got troubles enough of
my‘own,” hesaid, “‘without having to
go on scouting expeditions looking for
you all over- the neighborhood every
time I get home? Your mothet’s been
hanging out the window -calling you -
for hours. What timed’ye think it is,
anyway?”-And all that kind of stuff.
I got 1t for five solid blocks, all the
way back to our house, but I just
kept thinking about how 1 got swin-
dled just now; so I got out of havmg
to hear most'of it.’ :

I'd never scen.him so grouchy
before. At least not since that time I
busted the candy=store window. Most
times when he had to come after me

like this, he’d take a lick at the bat

himself, if we were playing. baseball
for instance, and then wink at me and

- only pretend to bawl me out in front

of Ma when we got back. He said he
could remember when he was twelve
himself, and that shows how good he
was, because twenty-three years is a
pretty long time to remember, let
me tell you. But tonight it was the
McCoy. Only I could tell it wasn’t
me he was sore at so much, it was
something else entirely.

By the time we got through supper
my mother noticed it too. “Frank,”
she said after a while, “what’s eating
you? There’s somethmg troubhng
you, and you can’t fool me.

He was dr'lwmg lines on' the table-

“ cloth with the back:of his fork. “I’ve'

been demoted,” he said. -

Like a fool I had to butt in right
then, otherwise I could Have listened
to “some more. “What’s demotpd
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mean,-Pop?”’ T said. “Is it like when
you’re: put back in school? How can
they do that to you, Pop?” .

Ma said, “Frankie, you go inside
and do your homework!”

Just. before 1 closed the door I
‘heard her say, kind of scared, “You

haven’t been put back into blues,

Frank, have you”’

“No,” he said, “‘but it might just.as
well have been that.” - '
.. When'they came out after a while
they both looked kind of down-
hearted. They forgot I was in. there or

else didn’t notice me reading Black

Mask behind my geography book. -
She said, “I guess now we Il have to
move out of here.”

“Yeah, there’s a b1g difference in,
the salary.”

I pricked" up my ears at that. I
didn’t want to have to move away
from, here, especially since I was
‘marbles champion of the block.

“What hurts most about it,” he
said, *
thing against me on my record. I'm

like a burnt sacrifice, the captain

practically admitted as much. When-
ever - thew Commissioner gets these
brain waves about injecting more
efficiency into the division, somebody
has to be made the goat. He calls that
getting rid of the deadwood. If you
haven’t cracked six cases in a row
single-handed, you’re deadwood.”

. “Well,” she said, “‘maybe it’ll blow
over and they’ll reinstate you after a
while.” - :

. “No,” he said, “the only thing
that’ll save me is a break of some kind,

‘is I know they couldn’t find a .

a chance -to-make a big killing. Once
the order 'goes_through, I won’t even
be - on :Homicide: any more.. What
chance’ll I have then, running in lush-
workers.and dips? ' What I need is a
flashy, hard-to-crack murder case.”
Gee,~ I -thought; -I wish I knew
where there was one, $o-I could tell
him about it. What:chance did a kid
like me have of knowing where there
was a murder case —at. least that no
one else-knew. about and he could

_haveall to himself? Ididn’t even know

how to begin-to look for one, except
behind billboards and 'in vacant lots
and places,.and I knew there wouldn’t
be .any- there. Once in a while you
found a dead cat, that was all.

Next morning I waited until Ma
was out of .the room, and I asked him,
“Pop, how does somebody know
when a. murder'case has happened?”

He wasn’t ‘paying much attention.
“Well, they find the body, naturally.”

“But suppose the body’s been hid-
den some place where nobody knows
about it, then how do they know
there was a murder case?”

“Well, if somebody’s been missing,
hasn’t been seen around for some
time, that’s:what first starts them
looking.”- .

“But suppose no one even tells ’em
somebody’s “missing, because nobody
noticed, it yet, zhen how would they
know where to-look?”

“They wouldn’t, they’d have to
have some-kind of a clue first. A clue
is some. little-thing, any little thing,
that-don’t seem to belong where it’s
found. It’s tough to. explam Frankie;
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that’s the best I can do. It could be.

some little thing belonging to some-

one, but the person it belongs to isn’t.

around; then you wonder ‘why-he
isn’t, and what it’s doing where you

found it instead of where it ought to

be.”
Just then Ma came back in again, so
he said, “You quit bothering your

head about that stuff, and stick to -

your school work. That last report you
brought back wasn’t so hot, you
know.” And then he said, more to
himself than to me, “One flop in the
family is enough.” -

. Gee, it made me feel bad to hear

him say that. Ma must have heard
him, too. I saw her rest her hand on .

his shoulder, and kind of push down
hard, without saying anything.

I looked the Scanlon kid up after
school that. afternoon, to ask him

about that eye I'd traded off him

the night before. It was about the only

thing I had in the way of a clue, and 1-

couldn’t help wondering. . . .
I took it out-and looked it over, and
I'said, ““Scanny, d’you suppose anyone

ever used this? I mean, really wore it

. in his puss?”

“I dunno,” he said. “I guess some-
body musta when it was new; that s
what they’re made for.”

“Well, then, why’'d he quit using
it, why’d he throw it away?”

“I guess he got a new one, that’s
why - he didn’t want the old .one no
more.” .

,“Naw,” I said, “because once
you've got one of these, you.don’t

need- another except only if it cracks
or breaks or somethmg 7 And we
could both see: this wasn 't cracked or.

~ chipped ‘or anythmg “Aguy can’t

sec-through one of these even when
it’S'new; he just wears it so people
won’t know his own is miissing,” T ex-
plained. “So why.should he change it
for a new one,"if it’s still good?”

He scratched his head without be-
ing able to answer. And the more I
thought about it, the more e)\crted 1
started to get.

“D’you suppose something hap-
pened to the guy that used to own it?”
I whispered. I'really meant did he

. suppose the guy that used to own it

had been murdered, but I didn’t
tell him that because I was afraid he’d
laugh at me. Anyway, I couldn’t
figure out why anybody would want
to swipe-a man’s-glass eye, even if
they did murder him, and then throw
it away.. .

I remembered what my old man had
said that morning. A clue is any little
thing that don’t seem to belong where
it’s found. If this. wasn’t a clue, then
what was? Maybe I could help him.
Find outabout somebody being mur-
dered, that nobody else even knew
about yet, and .tell him about it,
and then he could get re'— whatever
that word was Id heard him and
her use.

But, before I could find out who it

came . from first. . - said,’ “Where-

. abouts.did you find it; Scan?””

“I didn’t find it,” he said. “Who
tole you'I found it? I swapped it off
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a guy, ]ust like you swapped it off -
. me. ‘
' “Who ‘was. he?” SRR

“How do 1 know? I never seen hxm
ibefore. Some: kid : that ‘lives on the
other side of.the gas works, down in
the tough part of town.’

“Let’s go over there, try and find

him. T want. to ask him where he got
1.’

' “Come on,’ he eald “I bet I can
show him to you easy. He was a little
bit of a runt. He was no .good at
swapping, either. I cleaned him just
like.I cleaned you. That’s why he had

to go inside -his.father’s store and-

bring out this peeper, he didn’t have
anything else left.” .

I got sort of disappointed.. Maybe
this wasn’t the right kind of.a clue
after all. “Oh; does his father -sell
them kind of glims in his store?”

“Naw, he presses pants.” .

I got kind of relieved again. Maybe
1t still 'was a useful clue.

When .we got over there on the

other side of the gas works, Scanny:
said,. "“Here’s where I swapped him. I.

don’t know just where his father’s
store is, but it must be around here
some place, because it didn’t take
‘him a minute. to. go back for that
glim.” He went. as. far as the corner
and looked down the next street, and
then he said, I see him! There he is!”
And he stretched his mouth wide and
let out a pip of a whistle. .

A minute later a dark, undersized
kid came around the corner. The
minute he saw Scanlon he started to
argue with him. “You gotta gimme

that-thing back I took out of the shop

- yesterday My: father walloped me for.

picking' it up:off :the ironing board.

He says maybe-the, customer’ll come.

back and ask -fer 1t and what’ll he
tell hime?” - - ¢+ -
“Where’d.it come from?’ ’ I butted

‘in. I:tried -to-sound tough like I i imag-
» ined my. old“man-did when he ques-

tioned suspects, ¥

“I'should know. It came out of one:
of the suits-that was brought in o be
cleaned.”

. “From the pocketP”

“Naw. It was sticking in one of the
cuffs on the:bottom of his pants. They
were wide-open -and needed basting.”

“In the cuff!” Scanlon piped up.
“Gee, that’s a funny place to- go
around carrying a glass €ye in!”

“He--didn’t -know it was down
there,” I said impatiently. “‘It musta
bouncedin Wwithout his knowing it,
and he brought the suit over to be
pressed, and it stayed in there the
whole time.” - . :

“Aw, how could that happen?”

-“Sure it could happen. Once my
father dropped a quarter, and - he
never heard it hit the floor: he looked
all over for it and couldn’t find it.
Then when he was taking his pants
off that night, it fell out of the cuff.
He-carried it around with him all day
long and never knew it.’

Even the tailor’s kid backed me up
in this. “‘Sure,” he said, “that could
happen. -Sometimes a thing rolls-
around- to the back where the cuff is
tacked up,.and the stitching holds it
in. People have different ways of



34
takmg their pants off; I've watched it
in my father’s shop when  they’re
getting a fitting. If they pull them
off by the bottom, like'most do,: that.
turns them upside down, and if some-
thing was caught in the cuff it fills
out again. But if they just let them
fall down flat by their feet and step
out of them, it might still stay in,
like this did.” He was a smart kid all
right, even if his old man was just a_
tallor and not a detective. I had to
hand it to him.

- I thought to myself: The only way a
thing like that could fall into a man’s
trouser cuff without him seeing it
would be from:low down, like if the
owner was lying flat on the floor
around his feet and he was bending
over him shaking him or something.
That made it seem like maybe 1 could
dig up a murder in this and help my
old man after all. But I had to find
out where that eye came from.

I said to the tailor’s kid, “Do you .

think this guy’ll come back, that left
the suit?” If he’d really murdered
someone, maybe he wouldn’t. But
then if he wasn’t coming back, he

didn’t havé to leave the suit to be

cleaned in the first place, so that
showed he probably was.

“My father promised i it for hxm by
tonight,” he saud.

I wondered if there was any blood
on it. I guessed not, or the guy
wouldn’t have left it with'a tailor.
Maybe it was some other kind of a
murder, where there wasn’t ‘any blood
spilled. I said, “Can we come in and'
look at it?”

It’s just a suit,”

ELLERY QUEEN'S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

" Again his shoulder went way up.
he said. “Didn’t'you
ever sce a suit before? All nght come
in if you gotta look at it.”

We went around the corner and
into his father’s shop. It was a little

_dinky. place, down in the basement

like most of them are. His father was
a short little guy, not much taller
than me and Scanlon. He was raising
a lot of steam from runnmg a hot iron
over something. -

“This is it, here,” the kid said, and
hé picked upthe sleeve of a gray suit
hanging there on a rack with two or
three others. The cuff” had a little
scrap of paper pinned to it: “Paulsen

“on’t any wddress go with’ 1t?”
said.

“When it’s called for and delivered,
an address. When it’s brought in and
left to be plcked up, no address just
the name.

His father noticed us handling the
suit just then and he got sore all of a
sudden and came running at us waving

his hands, with the hot iron still left

in one. He probably wasn’t going to
hit us with it, he just forgot to put it
down, but it was no time to wait and
find out. He hollered, “Keep your
hands off those cleaning jobs, you hear
me? What you want here? Outside!”

When we quit running, outside the
door, and he turned back and went in
again, I said. to Sammy, that was this
kid’s name, “You want these five

‘immies I got with me?”’

He looked them over. They weren 't
as good as some of my others, but they
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were probably better..than he was used
to playing with. “Why should 1 say
no?”’. he said. .

“All right, then heres what you
gotta do. When the customer that
. left that suit comes in to get it, you
tip us off. We Il be waiting down at
the corner.’

“What do you want from him?”
he asked. ‘

“This feller’s father isa — Scanlon
started. to say. I just kicked him in
time, so he’d shut up.

“We're just playing a game,” 1
changed it to. I was afraid if we told
him, he’d tell his father the first
thing, and then his father would
probably tell the customer.

“Some game!” he said disgustedly.
“All rlght when he comes I'll tell -
you.’

He went back inside the shop and
we hung around there waiting by the
corner. This was about half-past four.
At half-past six it was all dark, and we
were still waiting there. Scanlon kept
wanting to give up and go home. “All
right, no one’s keeping you here,” I
told him. “You go home, I'm staying
until that guy shows up. I don’t care
if it takes all night. You can’t expect
a civillion to show as much forty-tude
as a police officer.”

“You're not a police officer,” he
grumbled. :

“My father is, so that makes me
practic’ly as good as one.” T had him
there, so he shut up and stuck around.

The thing was, T had to go home

for supper sooner or later. I couldn’t
just stay out and keep watch, or I'd

get the tar bawled out of me. And I
knew he had to, too. .

“Look,” I said, “‘you stay here and
keep watching for Sammy’s signal. I’ll
beat it back and get my mother to
feed me fast. Then I'll come back here-

‘again.and relieve you, and you can go

back .to. your house and eat. That
way we’ll be. sure of not missing him
if he shows up.”

“Will they let you out at night
during school?”” he asked.

“No, but I'll slip out without them
knowing it. If the man calls for his suit -
before .I. get_back, follow him wher-
ever he goes, and- then come back and
meet-me here and tell me where it is.”

I ran a]l the way back to our house,
and I told Ma I'had to eat right away.
She said, “What'’s your hurry?”’

I explained, “Well, we got an awful
important exam coming up tomorrow
and I gotta study hard tonight.”

She looked at me kind of suspicious
and even felt my forehead to see if I
was running a temperature. “You're
actually worried about an exam?” she
said. “Well, you may as well eat now.
Your poor father’s way out at the
ends of the earth; he won’t be home
until all hours.”

I could hardly wait until I got

_ through but then I always eat fast so

she didn’t notice much difference.
Then T grabbed up my books for a -
bluff and said, “I'm going to study
upstairs in my room, it’s quieter.”

As soon as I got up_ there I locked
the door and then I opened the win-
dow and got down to the ground easy
by way of that.old tree. I'd done it
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plenty of times before. I ran all the
way back to where Scan was waiting.
“He didn’t come yet, " he said.
~ “All right, now it’s your turn,” 1
told him. Parents are an awful handi-
cap.when you’re working on a case.
I mean, a detective shouldn’t have to
run home to meals right in the middle
of something important. “Come back
as soon as you get through,” I warned
him,_“if you want to be in on this.”
But he didn’t. I found out later he
got caught trying to sneak out.

Well, I waited and I waited and T

waited, untl it ‘'was almost ten
o’clock. It lookéd like he wasn’t com-
ing for that suit any more tonight, but
as long as there was still a light show-
ing in Sammy’s father’s shop I wasn’t
.going to give up. Once a cop came
strolling by and looked me over, like

he wondered what a kid my age was.

doing standing so still by himself on a
corner, and I just about curled up and
died, but all he said was, “Whaddye
say, son?” and went on his way.

While I was standing there hoping
the cop wouldn’t come back, Sammy,
the tailor’s kid, suddenly came up to
me in the dark when I least expected
it. “What’s the matter with you,
didn’t you see me calling you with my
hand?” he said. “That guy just come
in for his suit.’

I saw someone come up. the steps
out of the shop just.then, with a
folded suit slung over his arm;. he
turned and went up. the street the
other way. :

“That’s him.. Now glmme the
marbles you said.”

I'spilled them into his hand with my
eyes on the guy’s back. Even from the
back he didn’t look like a guy to
monkey around with. “Did your old
man say anything to him about the
eye that popped .out of his: cuff?” I
asked Sammy.

“Did he ask us? So why should we
tell him? In my father’s business any-
thing that ain’t missed, we don’t
know nothing about.” '

“Then I guess I'll just keep that old
glass eye.’

The guy was pretty far down the
street by now, so I started after him
without waiting to hear any mores [
wis kind of scared, because now there
was a grown-up in it, not just kids any
more. I was wishing Scan had come
back, so I'd have him along with me.
But then I thought maybe it was bet-
rer he hadn’t. The man might notice
two kids following him quicker than
he would just one.

He kept on going, until we were
clear over in a. part of town I'd never .

" been in before. He was hard to keep

up with, he walked fast and he had
longer legs than me. Sometimes I'd
thidk P'd lost him, but the suit over
his arm always helped me pick him .
up again. I think without it I would
have lost him sure. , :
Some .of the streets had only about
one light on them every two blocks,
and between lights they were as black .

as the dickens. I didn’t like the kind of

- people that seemed to live around here .

either. One time I passed a lady with
yellow hair, with a cigarette.in her .

. mouth and swinging her purse around
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like a lasso. Another time 1 nearly
bumped into a funny thin man hug-
ging -a doorway and .wiping his hand
under his nose like he had a cold.

I couldn’t figure out why, if he lived
this far away from Sammy’s father’s
shop, the man with the suit had to
come all this way.over just to leave it
to be cleaned. There must have been
other tailors that were nearer. I guess
he did it so he’d be sure the tailor
wouldn’t know who he was or where

he-lived. That looked like he had

somethmg to be careful about, didn’t

e -
- Finally the hghte got a lxttle better
again, and 1t was*a good thing they
did; by.that time I was all winded,
and my left shoe was starting to de-
velop a bad squeak. I could ‘tell ahead
of time he was going to look back, by
the way he slowed up a little and his
shoulders started to turn around. I
ducked down quick behind an ash
can standing on the sidewalk. A
grown-up couldn’t have hidden be-
hind it, but it hid me all over.

I counted ten and then I peeked
around it. He was on his way again, so
I stood up and kept going myself. He

must have stopped and Jooked back

like that because he was getting close
to where he lived and he wanted to
make sure no one was after him. But,
just the same, I wasn’t ready for him
when he suddenly turned into a door-
way and disappeared. 1 was nearly a
block behind-him, and 1 ran like any-
thing to get down there on time, be-
cause I couldn’t tell from" where I'd
been .just which one of them it was,

there were three or four of them that
were.alike.: - .20

The entrances had inside doors and
whichever oné he’d just opened had
finished closing already, and I couldn’t
sneak in the hall and listen to hear if
the stairs were creaking under him or

not: There were names under the let-

ter boxes, -but I dido’t have any
matches and there were no lights out-
side the doors, so I couldn’t tell what
they were..

Another thing, if he went t! hat far

“out of his way to.have a suit cleaned,

he wouldn’t give his right name on
that little scrap of paper that was
pinned to the sleeve.

Suddenly T got a bright idea. If he
lived .in the back of the house it
wouldn’t work, but maybe he had a
room in the front. T backed up all the

"way across to the other side of the

street and stood watching to see if
any window would .light up. Sure
enough one did a minute or two later,
a dinky one way up on the top floor
of the middle house. I knew that must
be his because no one else had gone in
there just now.

Right while I was standing there he
came to the window and looked down,
and caught me. staring square.up at
him with my head way back. This
was one time I couldn’t move quick
enough to get out of sight. He stared
down at me hard, without moving. I
got the funniest creepy feeling, like I.
was looking at a'snake or something
and couldn’t-move. Finally I turned
my head away as if I hadn’t-been do-
ing anything, and stuck my hands in
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- . my pockets, and shuffled off whistling,

as if [ didn’t know what to do with
. mvself P
" Then whcn I got a. httlc further
away, | wak_ed faster. and. faster, until
T’d turned -the corner out of sight. 1
didn’t dare look back, but something
told me he’d stayed up there at that
window the whole time lookmg after
me.

It was pretty late, and this was miles

from my own part of town, and I
knew I'd better be getting back and
put off -anything else until ,tomor-
row. At. least.I'd found out. which
house he lived in — 305 .Decatur St.
I could come tomorrow with Scanny.

I got back into my room from the
outside without any trouble, but Ma
sure had a hard time getting me up
for school the next morning.

Scanlon. and I got together the
minute of three, and we left our books
in our school lockers and started out
right from there, without bothering
to go home first. I told him what I'd
found out. Then 1 said,. “We’ll find
out this guy’s name first, and then
we'll find out if there’s anyone living
around there who has a glaes eye, and
who hasn’t been seen lately

“Who'll we ask? :

“Who do you ask when you want to
ﬁnd out anything? The janitor.”

“But suppose he don’t want to tell
us? Some people don’t like to answer.

questions asked by kids.”
I chopped my hand at his arm and
said, “I just thought of a swell way!
~ War'll we get there, T'll:show you.”
When we got there I took hin

’
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across-the stréet-first-and showed: him_
the window. “That’s it, up there'on

-the top_floor of :the middle house.”

We went over.and started looking
under the letter boxes in the vestibule
for his name. I don’t think we would
have found it so easy, it was. hard to
tell just which name went with which.
flat, only I happened to.notice one
that was a lot like the one he left his
suit under at.the tailor’s: Petersen.
“That must be it,” I:told Scanny: “He
just changed the first part of it.”

“What do we do now?”’ he said.

1 pushed the bell that said Janitor..
“Now watch,” I said, “how T get it

-out of him.”

. He was a cranky old codger. “What
you boys want?” he barked.

I said, “We ‘been.sent over with a

message for somebody that lives in

this house, but we forgot the name. .
He’s got a glass cye.

He gxowled “There’s nobody hClC
got a glass eye!” . :
“Maybe we got the wrong number.
Is there anybody around here in the .
whole neighborhood got a glass eye?”

“Nobody! Now get out of here. [
got vurk to do!”

We drifted back to the corner and
hung around there feeling kind of dis-
appointed. “‘It didn’t get us nothing,”
I said. “If no one in his house has one,
and if no one in the neighborhood has
one, where’d he get it from?”

Scanlon was beginaning to lose intet-
est.*“Aw, this ain’t fun no more;” he

said. “Let’ s go back and dig up a
game-of -— :

- “This 1sn’t any game,” [ told hlm
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_severely. “I'm-doing this to help my
-old man. You go back if you want to,

I'm going to keep at it. He says what -

-every-good detective has to have is
“preservance.”

. “What’s 'at, some kind of a jam?”
- he started to ask, but all of a sudden I
saw something and jumped out of
sight around the corner.

““Here’s that guy now!” I whis-
pered. ‘“Hejust came out of the house.”

We got down in back of a stoop.
There . were plenty of people  all
around us, but nobody paid-any at-
tention to us, they thought we were
just kids playing a game, I guess.

A minute later this Petersen got to
the corner and stood theré. I pecked
up and got a good look at his face. It
.was just a face,'it didn’t look any
different from anybody else’s. I'd
thought until now maybe a murderer
ought to have a special kind of a face,
but I'd never asked my old man about
that, so I wasn’t sure. Maybe they
didn’t; or maybe this guy wasn’t a
murderer after all, and I was just
‘wasting a lot of good ball time prowl—
ing around after him."

He looked around a lot, like he
‘wanted to make sure nobody was
noticing him, and then he finally
'stepped down off the curb, crossed
over, and kept going straight along
Decatur Street.

“Let’s follow him, see where he
goes,” I said. ““I think he saw me last
-night from the window, and he might
remember me, so here’s how we bet-
ter do-it. You follow .him, and then
I'll follow you. I'll stay way back

where he.can’t see me, and just keep
you in sight.

We tried thatl for a while, but all of
a sudden-I saw Scanlon just standing
there-waiting for me ahead. “What'd
you give up for?” I said when I got to
him. “Now you lost him.”

“No, I didn’t. He just went in
there to'get somep’n to eat. You can
see him sitting in there.”

He was sitting in a place with a big
glass front, and he was facing our way,
so we had to get down low under it
and juststick the topsof our heads up.
We waited a long time. Finally I said,
“He oughta be through by now,” and
I took another look. He was still just
sitting there, with that same one cup
still in front of him. “He ain’t eat-
ing,” I told Scanlon, “he s just killing
time.”

“What do you suppose he’s waiting
for?” :

“Maybe he’s waiting for it to get
dark.” T looked around, and it pretty
nearly- was already. “Maybe he’s go-
Ing some place that he don’t want to
go while.it’s.still- hght $O 1o one can
see him,” . .

Scanlon sstarted to scuff his feet
around on. the sidewalk like he was

.getting restless. “I gotta get back

soon or I'll.catch it,”” he said. “I’'m in

Dutch already for trying to sneak out

last night.”
“Yeah and ‘then - when you dogo

-back,” I told-him bitterly, “you’ll get

kept in.again.like last night. You’re a
heck of a.guy to:have for a partner!”

- “No, tonight I can. make it,” he
promised. “It’s..Thursday, and Ma
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wants to try for a new set of dishes at
the :movies.

“‘All right, get back here fast-as you'

cai. And- while you're there, here’s
what you do. Call up my house and
tell. my mother I'm staying for supper
at your house. If she asks why, tell her
we both got so ‘much studying to do

we decided to do it together. That’

way [ won’t have to leave here. This
guy can’t sit in there forever, and I
want to find out where he goes when
he does come out. If I'm not here
when you come. back, wait for me

right here, where it says ‘Joe’s Coffee -

LI 3}

Spot’.

He beat it for home fast and left me
.there alone. Just as I thought, he
wasn’t gone five minutes when the
guy inside came out, so I was glad one
of us had waited. I flactened myself
into a doorway and watched him
around the corner of it.

It was good and dark now, like he
wanted it to be, T guess, and he started

up the street in the same direction _
he’d been going before — away from ~

that room he lived in. I gave him a
halfa block start, and then [ came out
and trailed after him. We were pretty
near the edge of town now, and big
openings started to show between
houses, then pretty soon there were
more open places than houses, and
finally there weren’t any more houses
at all, just lots, and then fields, and
further ahead some trees.

The street still kept on, though, and
once in a while a car would come
~ whizzing by, coming in from the
,country. He would turn his face the

/

‘further.

other way each time one did; I no-
ticed, like he didn’t want them to
get a look at him. e

That was one of the main thmgs
that kept .me going after him. He
hadn’t been acting right ever since I
first started following him the -night
before away from the tailor shop. He
was-too watchful and careful, and he
was always looking around too much,
like he was afraid of someone doing
just what I was doing. People don’t
walk that way, unless: they’ve done
something they shouldn’t.

I-couldn’t stay up on the road out
here, because there was no one else on

-it but him and me and he would have
seen me easy. But there were a lot of .

weeds and things growing alongside of
it, and I got off into them and kept
going with my back bent even with

-the tops of them. When they weren’t

close together I had to make a quick
dive from one clump to the next.
Just before he got to where the
trees started -in, he kind of slowed
down, like he wasn’t going very much
I looked all around, but I
couldn’t see anything, only some
kind of old frame house standing way
back off the road. It didn’t have any-
lights and: didn’t look like anyone
lived in it. Gee, it was a spooky kind
of a place if there ever was one, and I
sure hoped he wasn’t gomo anywhere
near there. -
- But it looked: like he was, only he
didn’t go straight for it. First he

"looked both ways, uprand down the

road, and saw there was no one around
— or thought there wasn’t. Then he
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. twisted his head and listened, to make

sure no car was coming just then.”
Then he took a quick jump that car-
ried him off the road into the dark-
ness. But [ could still see him a little,
because,l knew where he’d gone in.

“Then, when he'd gotten over to
where this tumbledown house was, he
went -all around it fust,.very care-
fully, like he wanted to make sure
there was no one hiding in it waiting
to grab him. Luckily there. were
plenty of weeds and bushes growing
all around, and it was easy to get up

* closer. to him,

‘When he’d gotten back around to
the front again, and decided there
was no one in it — which'I could have
told him right from the start just by
the looks of it — he finally got ready
to go in. It had a crazy kind of a
porch with a shed over it, sagging

way down in the middle between the -

two posts that held it. He went in
under that, and I could hardly see
him any more, it was so dark.

[ heard him fiddling around with
something that sounded like a lock,
and then the door. wheezed, and

"scraped back. There was a white

something on the porch and he picked
it up and took it in with him.

_He left the door open a crack be-
hind him, like he was coming out
again soon, so I knew enough not to
sneak up on the porch and try to
peep in. It would have squeaked
under. me, anyway. But I moved over
a little further in the bushes, where I
could get a better line on the door, A
weak light came on, not a regular

-
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light, but'a match that he must have
lit there on the other side of the door.
But T've got. good. eyes and it was
enough .to show me what he was do-
ing. He was picking up a couple of
létters that.the. postman must have
shoved under the bottom of the door.
He looked:at them, and then he
seemed to get sore. He rolled them
up into a- ball with one hand and

pieched them way back inside the

house. He hadn’t even opened them,
just looked at the outside.

His match burned out, but he lit
another, only this time way back in-
side some place where I couldn’t see
him. Then that one went out too, and
a minute later the door widened.a
little and he edged out again as
quietly as he’d gone in. He put some-
thing down where he’d taken that
white thing up from. Then hé closed
the door real careful after him, looked
all around to make sure n6 one was in
sight, and came down off the porch.

1 was pretty far cut in front of the
door, further than had been when he

-went in. But I had a big bush to cover

me, and I tucked my head down be-
tween my knees and made a ball out of
myself, to make myself as small as 1
could, and that was about the six-
teenth time he’d missed seeing me.
But I forgot about my hand, it was
sticking -out- flat against the ground
next to me,-to help me balance
myself.

He came by so close his pants leg
almost brushed my cheek. Just then a
car came by along the road, and he
stepped quickly back so he wouldn't
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be seen. His whole heel came down on
“two of my fingers. :

- All T could remember was that if I
yelled T would be a goner. I don’t
know how I kept from it. It felt like a
butcher’s cleaver had chopped them
off. My eyes got all full of water,
mixed with stars.'He stayed on it
maybe half a minute, but it seemed
like an hour. Luckily the car was

going fast, and- he moved forward-
again. I managed- to hold out without -

. moving until he got out to the road.
"+ Then I rolled over on my face,
buried it with both arms, and bawled
good and hard, but without making
any noise. By the ume I got that out
of my system, it didn’t hurt so much
any more.
- Then I sat up and thought things
over, nieanwhile blowing on my fin-
gers to cool them. He'd gone back
along the road toward the built-up
part of town. I didn’t know whether
to keep on following him or not..If he
was only going back where he came
from, there didn’t seem to be any
sense to it, [ knew where that was al-
ready: I knew he didn’t live here in
this house, people don’t live in two
places at, once.

- What did he want out here thenP
What had he come here for? He’'d
acted kind of sore, the way he looked
over those letters and then balled
them up and fired them down. Like

they weren’t what he wanted, like -

" he’d had the trouble of coming all the
way out here for nothing. He must be
waiting: for a letter, a letter that
hiadn’t come yet. I decided to stick

around.and find out more about this .
‘house if I could.”

Well, I waited until T couldn t hear
hxm walking along the road any more,

_then'I got up and sneaked up on the

porch myself. That thing he had put
down- outside the door was only an
empty milk bottle, like people leave
for the milkman to take away with
him- when he brings the new milk,
So that white. thing he had picked up
at first must have been the same bot-
tle; but-with the milk still in 1t. He
must have just taken itin and emptied
it out.

What did .he want to do a thing
like that for? He hadn’t been in there
long enough to drink it. He just
threw it out, and then brought the
empty bottle -outside “again. That
showed two things. If the milkman
left milk “here, then there was sup-

- posed to ‘be somebody living here.

But if: this guy emptied the bottle
out, that showed there wasn’t anyone
living -here any more, but he didn’t
want the milkman or the mailman or
anyone else to find out about it yet.
- My heart started to pick up speed,
and I got all gooseflesh and I whis-
pered to myself: “Maybe he mur-
dered the guy that lives here, and
nobody s: found- out about it yet!
I Bet that’s what it is! T bet #s is
where thateye came from!” The only

-catch was; why did he keep coming

back here-afterwards, if he did? The

‘only- thing=I"could figure out was he

must ‘want some letter that he knew

‘was™ going-~-to show up here, but it

hadn’t come vet, and he kept coming
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back at. nights to find:out if it had
been delivered. And maybe the whole
time there ‘was'someone dead »inside
there .

“Tkept savmg to myself “I’m going

in there and see if there is. I can get in.

there easy, even if the door is locked.”
But for a long time I didn’t move.

Finally 1 said to myself like this:
“It’s only a house. What can a house
.do .to you? Just shadows and empti-
ness can’t hurt you. And even if there
is somebody lying dead in there, dead

-

people can’t move any more. You're,

not a kid any more, you're twelve

years and five months old, and be- .

sides, your old man needs help. If you
go in there vou might find out some-
thing that’ll help him.” .

I tried the door first, but liké I'd
thought, it was locked, so T couldn’t
get in that way. Then I walked slowly
all .around’ the outside of the house
tryving all the windows one after the
other. They were up higher than my
head, but the clap-boards stuck out in

-lots of places and it was easy:to get a
toe-hold on them and hoist myself
up.-That wouldn’t work either. They
were all latched or nailed down tight
on “the inside.

Finally I higured T might'be able to
open one of the top-floor windows, so
I went around to the front again, spat
on my hands, and shinnied up one of
the porch posts. There were some old
vine stalks twisted around them, so.it

was pie getting up. It was so old the

whole thing shook bad, but I didn’t
weigh much, so nothing happened.
I started tugging at one of the win-
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dows that locked out over it. It was.
hard-to get it started because it hadn’t
been opened in so long, but T kept at
it, and finally it jarred up. The noise
kind of scared me, but.I swallowed

‘hard and stuck ‘my legs inside and

slid into the room. The place smelled
stuffy, and cobwebs tickled my face,
but i just brushed them off.

I couldn’t see much, just the gray
where the walls were and the black
where the door was. A -grown-up
would have had matches, but I had to
use my hands out in.front of me to
tell where I was going. . .

I didn’t bump into anythmg much,
because I guess the upstairs rooms
were all émpty and there was nothing
to bump into. But the floorboards
cracked and grunted under me. I had
a narrow escape from falling all the
way down the stairs and maybe break-
ing my neck, because they came
sooner than I thought they would.
After that [ went good and easy, tried
out cach one with my toe fust to
make sure it was there before I trusted
my whole foot down on it. Tt took a
long time getting down that way, but
at least I got down in one piece. Then
I started for where I thought the
front door was. I wanted to get out.

I don’t know what mixed me up,
whether there was an extra turn in
the stairs that I didn’t notice in the
dark, or I got my directions balled up
by tripping a couple of times dver
empty boxes and. picking myself up.
again. Anyway [ kept ‘groping in
what I thought was a straight line out
from the foot of the stairs, untl I
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came up against a closed door. I
thought it was the front door to the
house, of course. I tried it, and it
came right. open. That should have
told me ‘it wasn’t, because I'd seen
him lock it behind him when he left.
. The air was even worse on the other
side of it than on my side, all damp
and earthy like when you've been
burrowing under the ground, and it

was darker than ever-in front of me, -

so I knew I wasn’t looking out on the
porch. Instead of backing up I took
an extra step through it, just to make
sure what it was, and this time I did

fall — and, boy, how I fell! Over and
over, all the way down a steep flight

of brick steps that hurt like anythmg.

every time they hit me.

The only:thing that saved me was -

that at the bottor I landed on some-
thing soft. Not real soft’like a mat-
tress, but kind of soft and at the same
time stiff, if you know what I mean.
At first I thought it was a bag of some
kind, ‘filled with sawdust.

I was just starting to say to myself,
“Gee, it’s a. good thing that was
there!” 'when I put out my hand, to
brace myself for getting.up on my
feet again, and all of a sudden I turned
to ice all over.

My hand had landed rlght on top of

another hand — like it was waiting -

there to meet it! It wasn’t warm and
soft.like a hand,. it felt more like a
stiff leather glove that’s been soaked
in water, .but T knew what it was all
right. It .went on.up into a shoulder,

and that went up into'a neck, and -

that ended in a head..

- I.gavela yell, and jumped about a
foot in the-air and landed further over
on another part-of the floor. Then I
started.  scrambling around on my
hands and knees to get out of there

fast. -~ .
I couldn’t get at the stairs again

" without stepping over it at the foot

of-them, and -that kept me there a
minute or two longer, until T had
time to talk to myself. And I had to

-talk good and hard, believe me.

“He’s murdered, because when
dead ‘people die regular they’re
buried, not left to lie at the bottom of
cellar steps. -So you see, that Petersen
did murder someone, just like you "

- Been suspecting for two whole days.

And instead of being scared to death,
you ought to be glad you found him,
because .niow. you can help your old -
man just .like. you wanted to. No-
body knows about this yet, not even
the milkman or the letterman, and
he can have it all to himself.”

That braced me up a lot. I wiped
the wet off my forehead, and I pulled
my belt over to the fourth notch,
which was. the last one there was on
it. Then Iigot an idea how I could
look at him, and make sure he was
murdered. I didn’t have any matches,
but he was a grown-up, even-if he
was. dead, and he just might have -
one, in — in his pocket.

I started to crawl - straight back

" toward him, and  when I got there, I
-clenched my teeth together real hard,

and reached out ‘orie hand for about -
where his pocket.ought to.be. It shook
$0, -it was no. good . by- itself, but I
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steadied it by holding it with the
other hand, and got it in. Then I had
to go around to the other side of him
and try that one. He had three of
them in there, those long kind. My
hand got caught getting it out, and I
nearly went crazy for a minute, but I
finally pulled the pocket off it with
my other hand, and edged back.
Then 1 scraped one of them along
the floor. His face was the first thing 1
saw. Tt was all wrinkled and dry-like,
-and it had four black holes in it, one

more than it should have, The mouth

was a big wide hole, and the nostrils
of the nose were two small ones, and

thén there was another under one -

eyelid, or at least a sort of a hollow
place that was just like a hole. He'd
worn a glass eye in that socket, and it
was the very one I had'in my pocket
that very minute. I could see now
how he’d come to lose it.

He'd been choked to death with an
old web "belt, from behind when he

wasn’t looking. It was still around his.

neck, so t1ght and twisted you would
have had to cut through it to get it
off. It made ‘his other eye, which was
a real one, stand out all swollen like
“it was ready to pop out. And I guess
that was what really did happen with
the fake one. It got loose and dropped
out while he was still struggling, down
on the floor between the murderer’s
spread legs, and jumped into his
trouser-cuff without him even seeing
it. Then, when it was over, he either
didn’t notice it was missing from the
dead man’s face, or else thought it
had IoHed off into a corner and was

lying there. Instead it was in the cuff
of the suit he’d had cleaned to make
sure it wouldn’t have any susp1c1ous
dirt or stains on it.”

The match was all the way down to
my fingertips by now, so I had to
blow it out. It had told me all it
could. It didn’t tell me who the dead
old man was, or why that Petersen
fellow had killed him. Or what he was
after that made him come back again
like that. I crept up the brick cellar
steps in the dark, feeling like I could
never again be as scared as I had been
when I first felt that other hand under
mine. I was wrong, wait’ll you hear.

I found my way back to the front

-door without much_trouble. The real
front door, this time. Then I remem-

bered the two letters I'd seen him
crumple and throw away. They might
tell me who the dead man was. I had
to light one of the twd matches I had
left to look for them, but the door
had no glass in it, just a crack under
it, and Petersen must be all the way
back in town by now, so I figured it

“was safe if I didn’t keep it lit too long.

I found them right away, and just.
held the match long enough to
smooth them out and read who they
were sent to. -The dead old man was
Thomas Gregory, and that road out
there must still be called Decatur
Street even this far out, because they
said: 1017 Decatur Street, They were
just ads. One wanted to know if he
wanted to buy a car, the other one
wanted to know if he wanted to buy a

set of books.

"I blew the match out and stuck
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_them up under -the lining of my cap.

I wanted to take them home and
show them to my father, so he’d be-
lieve me when I told him I'd found.

* someone murdered way out here.
Otherwise he was liable to think I
was just making it up.

I found out I couldn’t get the door
open after all, even from the inside.
He’d locked it with Gregory’s key
and taken that with him. I found an-
other door at the back, but that
turned out to be even worse, it had a
padlock on it. This Gregory must
have been scared of people; or else
kind of a crazy hermit, to live all
locked up like that, with the win-
dows nailed down and everything.
I'd have to go all the way upstairs,
climb out, catwalk over that dan-
- gerously 'wobbly .porch,” and skin
down to the ground again.

I'd gotten back about as far as
where the stairs started up, and I'd
just put my foot on the bottom one, -

when I heard a scrunch outside. Then
someone stepped on the porch! There
was a slithering sound by the door,
"and a minute later a little whistle
went zweet! 1 nearly jumped out of
my skin. I don’t know which of the
three scared me most. T think it was
that whispering sound under the
door. The only reason I stayed where
I was and didn’t make a break up

the stairs was, I could hear steps

going away again outside.
I tiptoed to one of the front win-
dows and rubbed a clean spot in the

dust and squinted through it. I could -
see a man walking away from the

house back.- toward the road again.
He climbed on a bicycle and rode off.
It was.only-a special delivery mailman.

I waited until he’d rode from sight,
then- I groped my .way. back toward
the door, and 1 could see something:
white sticking through under it, even
in the dark. I got down and pinched
it between my thumb and finger, but
it wouldn’t come through, it seemed
to have gotten caught. He hadn’t
shoved it all the way in, and first I
thought maybe it was too thick or
had gotten snagged on a splinter.

I opened my fingers for a minute to
get a tighter grip, and right while I
was looking at.it, it started getting
smaller and smaller, like it was slip-
ping out the other way. I couldn’t
understand what was making it do
that, there was no tilt to the sill. -
When there was .only about an inch

cof it left, I grabbed at it quick, and

gave it a tug that brought it in again.

Then all of a sudden I let-go of it,
and stayed thére like T was, without
moving and with my heart starting to
pound like anything. Without hear-
ing a sound, something had told me
all at once that there was someone
out there on the other side of that
door! 1 was afraid to touch the letter
now, but the damage had already
been done. That jerk I'd given it was
enough to tell him there was someone
in here.

Plenty scared I plcked my way
back to the window again, as carcfully
as if T was walkmg on eggs, to try and
see if I could” get a side-look at the
porch _through,xlt Just as 1 got to it,
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one of those things like you see in the
movies happened, only this time it
wasn't funny. My face came right up
against somebody else’s. He was try-
ing to look in, while T was’trying to
ook our. Our two faces were right
smack up against each other, with
just a thin sheet of glass betwéen.
We both jumped together, and he
straightened up. He’d been’ bending

down low to look-in. Mine stayed:

down low where it was, and he could
tell T was a kid. It was Peteérsen, I
could recognize him even in the faint
light out there by the shape of his
hat and his pitcher-ears. He must
have been waiting around near-by,
and had seen the mailman’s bike.
We both whisked from the window
fast. He jumped for the door and
started to stab a key at it. I jumped
for the stairs and the -only way out
there was. Before I could get to them,
I went headfirst over an empty pack-
ing case. Then I was on them and
ﬂashmg up them. Just as I cleared the
last one, 1 heard the door swing in be-
low. I might be able to beat him out
of the house through the window up-
stairs, but I didn’t give much for my
chances of beating him down the road
in a straight run. My only hope was
“to be able to get into those weeds out
there ahead of him and then lose
myself, and I didn’t know how'I was
going to do it with him right behmd
me.
- I got to the upstairs window just as
he got to the bottom step of the stairs:
I didn’t wait to look, but I'think he’d
stopped to strike a light so that he

could make better time. I-straddled
the window sill in a big hurry, tearing
my pants on a nail as I did. A inin-
ute later something much worse hap-
pened. Just as I got one foot down on

‘the wooden shed over the porch, and

was bringing the other one through
the window after me, the two ends
went up higher, the middle sank
lower, and then the whole business
slid to the ground between the two
posts that had held it up. Luckily I
was still holding onto the window
frame with both arms. 1 pulled my-
self back just in time and got my leg
up on the sill again.

If there’d been a clear 'space under-
neath, I would have chanced it and
jumped from where I was, although it
wasa pretty high jump for a kid my

" size, but the way those jagged ends of

splintered wood were sticking up all
over, | knew one of them would stab
through me sure as anything if I tried
it. He’d run back to the door for a
minute — I guess-at first he thought
the whole house was coming down on
him — and when he saw that it was
just the porch shed, he stuck his head
out and around and looked up at me
where [ was, stranded up there on the
window frame.

All he said was, “All right, kid, I've
got you now,” but he said it in such a
calm, -quiet way that it scared you
more than if he’d cursed. )

He went in and started up the stairs’
again. I ran all around the three sides
of the room, looking for a way out,
and on the thirdside I finally found a
narrow brick fireplace. I jumped in
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through that and tried to climb up on

the inside. I fell back ‘again to the-
bottem just as he came into the room. *
He headed stralght over to the fire-
place and ‘bent down, -and “his' arm

“reached in for me and swept back and

forth Tt ‘missed me the first time, but

the sécond time it'got me. There was

nothing 1 could hang onto in there to~
keep from being pulled out. 1 came’

out kicking, and he straightened up
and held me by the throat, out where
I couldn’t reach him with my feet.
He let’ me'swing at his arm with
both my fists until I got all tired, and
then he said in that same quiet, deadly
way, “What're you doing around
here, son?”" -
“Just playin’,” I said.
“Don’t you think it’s a -funny

place and a funny time of night for a_

kid your age to be playing?” -
What was the use of answermg?
He said, “T've seen you before, son.

I saw you standing on the street look-"
ing up at my window last night. You'

seem to be crossing my path a lot

lately. What’s the 1dea?” He shook

me till my teeth darn near came out,
then he asked me a second time, real

slow: “What’s the idea?”

“Nothin’,” 1 drooled. My head
lolled all around on my shoulders,
dizzy from the shakmg

“I think there is.
father?”

“Frank Case.”

“Who’s Frank Case?” -

I knew my only chance was not to
tell him. I knew if I told him then
he’d never let me get out of Here

Who'’s ‘your

alive. But I couldn’t help telling him;- -

it made meglad to tell him, proud to -
tell' him; I didi’t” want-"any mercy « -
from h1m ““The -best damp dle mn-
town!” I spit out at him."

) “That s your finish;” he -said.: “So'«

you ’re a cop’s son.-Well, a cop’s son is :

“just a future cop. Squash' them while -
‘they’re little. Did your father teach

you how to go out bravely, kid?”
Gee, I hated him! My own voice:

got nearly a$ husky as if it was chang- - -

ing already, and it wasn’t yet. “My

" father don’t have to teach me that.‘ :

Just being his kid shows it to me.’

He lauglied. “Been down to the
cellar’yer, son?”

- I'didn’t answer. : ‘

“Well, we're going down there
now.’

I hated him so, I didn’t even re-
member to be scared much any more. -
You’re only scared when there’s a
chance of not getting hurt, anyway.
When there’s no chance of not getting
hurt, what’s the use of being scared? -
“And I'm not coming up again any
more, am 17" I said defiantly while-he -
fele his way down the stairs with me.

“No, you’re not commg up again'-
any more. Glad you know it.’ :

I said, “You can kill me like you did -
him, but I'm not afraid of you. My
pop and every cop in the city’ll get °
even on you, you dirty murderer,
you. You stink!” - -

We'd gotten down to the ﬁrst floor.
by now. It was better than the base- .
ment, anyway. I twisted my- head: .
around and got my : teeth ‘into -his
arm, just below the elbow. I kept
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it up-until-they-darn near came to-

* gether, throughhis.sleeve and. skin .
and muscle. T couldn’t even feel:him'

hitting- me," but I know he was; -be-

- cause all of a sudden I landed flat up .

against the wall all the way. across, the
room, and my. ears hummed.” . |

I-heard him'say, “You. copper—‘

whelp! If you want it that qullck here
it is!” The white of his shirt showed
for a minute, like he'd. pushed back
his coat to take-out something. Then
a long tube of fire jumped at-me, and

" there was a sound like thunder in the

room.’

I'd never heard a gun go off before .

It makes you kind of excited. It did
me, anyway. [ knew the wall was pale

in back of me-and that .was bad be-

cause I was outlined against it. I
dropped ‘down flat ‘on the floor, and
started to.shunt off sideways over it,
keeping my-face turned toward him.
I knew another of those tubes of light
was coming ‘any. second, this time
pomted right, pointed low.

He heard the slithering souﬁd my-

body was making across the floor. He
must have thought T was hit. but still
able to move. He said, “You’re hard
to finish, ain’t you, kid? Why ain’t
you whimpering? Don’t it hurt you?”
I just kept swimming sideways on the
floor: T heard him say: ,

““T'wo shots don’t make any more
noxse than one. I'll make sure this
time.” He took a step forward and

‘one knee dipped a little. I saw hisarm .

come out.and point down.at me.
I couldn’t help shutting my eyes
tight for a minute, there on the floor.

Then-T remembered I.was a detec-
tive’s son and I'opened them again
right away. Not for any murderer

~was T going to close my eyes. .~

The tube of light came again, and -
the thunder, and a lot of splmters,
jumped up. right-in front of my face.
One of them even caught in my lip "
and hurt like a-needle; T couldn’t keep

.quiet even if I wanted to; the way I

hated him made me say, real quiet,
like T was a grown-up talking to.an-

other grown up, not a kid who knew
-he was going to.die in another minute:

“Gee, -you're lousy, mlster, for a

murderer!”

That was all there was time for. All
of a sudden there was a sound like
someone ploughing through that mass
of wreckage-outside the door, and the
door swungin and hit back against
the wall; he hadn’t even locked it be-
hind him in his hurry to get his hands
on me. For a minute there was com-
plete silence — me flat on the ﬂoor,
him in the shadows.

- Then a low voice that I knew by
hea'rt whispered, “Don’t shoot, fel-
lows, ‘he. may have .my. kid in there
with him.”

-You could make him out against the -
lighter sky outside, but he had to have
light to see by, or I knew Petersen

_. would.get him sure. He was just hold-

ing his fire because he didn’t want to

. give away where he was. I had one

match left in my pocket from the dead

-man. But a match goes out if you try

to- throw it through the air. I got it

. out of my pocket, and I put its tip to

the floor-and held it there, ready.
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Then 1 drew my legs up under ‘me,
reared up on them, and ticked the
match off as I straightened. T held it
"way out across the room toward
Petersen, with my arm stretched as
far as it could reach,as it flamed, and

it showed him up in smoky orange

from head to foot. “Straight ahead of
you, Pop!” I yelled.

Petersen’s gun started around 'to-
ward me fast and angry, to put me

and my match both out at once, but -

there’s only one 'thing that can beat a
bullet, and that’s another bullet. The
_ doorway thundered, and my pop’s
bullet hit him so hard in the sidé of
the head that he kicked over sideways
like a drunk trying to dance, and went
nudging his shoulder all the way down
the wall to the floor, stll smoky-
orange from my match to the last.

I stood there holding it, like the
Statue of Liberty, until théy had a
chance to get over to him and make
sure he wouldn’t still shoot from
where he was lying.

But one of them camie stralght to
me, without bothering about” him,
and T knew which one it was all right,
dark or no dark. He said, “Frankie,
are you all right?”

I said, “Sure, I'm all right, Pop.”

And the funny part of it was, I still
was while I was saying it; I was sure
I could’ve gone on all mght yet. But
all of a sudden when I felt his hands
reaching out for me, 1"felt like I was
only twelve years old again and would
have to wait a long time yet before 1
could be a rcgular detective, and I
flopped up against him all loose and

went to sleep standing up or- some4~
‘thing. .

When I Woke up I was in a car'with
him and a couple of the others, riding
back downtown again. I started to talk
the minute my eyes were open, to
make sure he hadn’t missed any of it,
because I wanted to get him re
you know that word.

I said, “Pop, he killed an old
guy named Thomas Gregory, he s

L2l

down — .

“Yeah, we found him, Frankie.”
“And, Pop, there’s a letter under

-the front door, which is why he killed

him.”

“We found that too, Frankie.” He .
took it out of his pocket and showed
it to me. It wasn’t anything, just an
‘old scrap of pale blue paper.

“It’s a certified check for twelve
thousand dollars, in payment for a
claim ‘he had against a construction
company as a result of an accident.”

My father explained, almost like T
was a grown-up instead of a kid, “He

. was hit in the eye by a steel particle

‘while he was walking past one of their
buildings under construction. He had
to have the eye taken out. That was
five years ago. The suit dragged on
ever since, while he turned sour and .
led a hand-to-mouth existence in that
shack out there. They fought him to’,
the last ditch, but the higher court
made them pay damages in the end.
“The day the decision was handed
down, some of the papers ran little
squibs about it, space-fillers down it
the bottom of the page like they do.
One of these evidently caught Peter-
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sen’s eye, and he mistakenly thought
thatmeant the check had already come
in.and . the old man had.cashed it. He
went-out there, got himself admitted
or-forced his way in, probably tor-
tured Gregory first, and when he
couldn’t get anything out of him,
.ended up by killing him.
“He was too quick about it. The
check didn’t come in until tomght, as
you saw. He had to keep coming back,

watching for it. Once the old man’

was gone and the check still uncashed,
the only thing he could do was take a
desperate chance on forging his name
to it, and present it for payment,
backed up by some credentials taken
from Gregory

“He wasn’t very bright or he would
have known that he didn’t have a

¢hance i a thousand of getting away’

with anything like that. Banks don’t
honor checks for that amount, when
the payee isn’t known to them, with-

" out doing a little quiet investigating
first. But he wanted something out of
his murder. He’d killed the old man
for nothing. . But how in the
blazes did you —

So then I took out the 0“lass eye and
showed it to him, and told him how I
traced it back. I saw them give each
other looks and shake their heads sort
of surprised over it, and one of them
said, “‘Not bad! Not bad at all!”

“Not bad?” snapped my father. -

“How’d you know where I was?”

“In the first place,” he said, “your
mother caught right on that Scanny

was lying when he said you were

studying over at his house, because

in your excitement you kids over-

looked . .the- fact - that tomorrow’s- -
Thanksgiving and there’s no school to

study -for. She sent me over there, I
broke .Secanny down, and he showed
me where this room was you’d fol-
lowed -this fellow Petersen to earlier
in the day. -

“I -broke in, looked-it over, and
found a couple of those newspaper
items about this old man Gregory
that he’d taken the trouble to mark
off and clip out. I didn’t like the looks
of that to begin with, and your friend
Scanny had already mentioned some-
thing about a glass eye. Luckily they
gave the recluse’s address — which
was what had put Petersen onto him,
too — and when eleven-thirty came
and no sign of you, I rustled up a car
and chased out there fast.” ‘

We stopped off at Headquarters
first, so he could make out his report,
and he had me meet.some guy with
white hair who was his boss, T guess.
He clapped my shoulder right where
it hurt most from all those falls I'd
had, but I didn’t let him see that. I
saw my father wasn’t going to say
anything himself, so I piped up:
“The whole case is my father’s! Now
is he going to, get re-instituted ?”

I saw them wink at each other, and
then the man with white hair Iaughed
and said, “I think I can promise that.”
Then he looked at' me and added,

“You think a lot of your father, don’t
you?”

I stood- up stralght as anything and .
stuck my chin out and said, “He’s the
best damn dick in town!”



A great deal was known about Achmed Abdullah — or seemed to be —
but even more was shrouded.in.mystery and doubt. He appeared to be that
rare type of writer who first lived his stories, then wiote about them. Yet
no one avparently knew his.real name, or the real facts of his life and back-
ground — and this despite the publication in 1933 of his autobiography,
THE CAT HAD NINE LIVES. An adventurer and soldier-of-fortune in the
great tradition, he wrote from intimate knowledge of all parts of the world
— China, India, Tibet, Egypt, Mesopotamia — wherever romance
flourishes, according to our occidental minds. And tzlways his tales reveled
in intrigue and flashing color. '
Yet it has always scemed to us that Achmed Abdullal’s finest wor/( and
most serious work, were the short stories he wrote about New York's China- .
town. In Pell Street, that transplanted cul-de-sac of the Orient, Captain
Abdullah planted a real pare of kis heart. Different from Thomas Burke's
- LIMEHOUSE NIGHTS, yet belonging to the same genre, they have almost as
memorable a quality, and project almost as shocking a conviction of basic
truth. Yet the tales of Pell Street and its honorable gez;llemen are almost

forgonen today . ..

"THE

£ars later, ‘'when Tsing Yu-
Ych mg had ““resigned his dignities
and ascended the. dragon — which
was the priest Yu Ch’ang’s happy
euphemism for death; when his emaci-
ated body, dressed in twelve white
linen garments and enclosed in a red

lacquer coffin made . air-tight with .

cement to ward off the “little devils
who nag the soul,” had been shipped
from: New York to Canton; there
carried in state, with’ .ﬁfty hired
mourners in green and scarlet cloaks
accompanying the cortége, to the

HONORABLE GENTLEMAN

by ACHMED ABDULLAH

house of his honorable ancestors in the

Loo-man-tze Street; and finally but-

ied, together with his carved, inlaid
chopsticks, a bowl of rice and dried
bits ‘of . pork, and a roll of paper
money, in a charming and carefully

chosen spot where his spirit mxght
{ind esthetic delight in contemplatmg
running water and a grove of flowery,

feathery loong-yen trees — years later,
the members of the Tsing clan, which
pxospered from London to San Fran-
cisco, from Manila to Singapore, from
Pekin to Buenos: Aires, subscubed ten

Copynglxt, 1919, by G. P, Putnani’s Sons
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thousand taels gold with - which to
build a pailan — an honorary arch to
commemorate the exceeding right-
eousness of Tsing Yu-ch'ing, the
deceased Pell Street newspaper ed-
itor.

The pailan iwself is of plain, dull-
finished ivory, without any ornaments,
to prove to posterity the dead man’s
simplicity, honesty, and modesty.
But, as you pass through, you see on
the western, the lucky, side a carved,
chiseled, and fretted teakwood beam,
lit up from above by three enormous
paper lanterns that are shaped to re-
semble the pleasant features of the

Goddess of Mercy, a rich violet in -

color, and inscribed each with a dif-
ferent sentence in archaic- Mandarin
ideographs; extolling the character of
Tsing Yu-ch'ing.

The first reads: “The elements of
Tsing Yu-ch’ing's faith had their roots
in thé eternity of understanding.”

" The second: “Tsing Yu-ch'ing was
Just in aﬁ‘irmz'ng the permanency and
reality of trust. :

. And “the third: “Tsing Yu-ch'ing
was a wise man. Throug/z death did he
make love eternal.”’

On the teakwood beam itself is
carved a quotation from the Book of
the Unknown Philosopher, and it says
that the man who is departing on a
sad journey often .leaves his heart
under the door. But it is worth while
remembering -that the Chinese ideo-
graphs sin (heart) and menn (door)
when placed one above the other and
read together make a third word:
“melancholy”; which latter, by a pe-

culiar Mongol twist, is considered an
equivalent of “eternal love.”

And it was of eternal love that
Tsing - Yu-ch’ing dreamed one day,
twenty years carlier, as he walked
through the. viscous, sluttish reek of
Pell Street. Fastidiously, so as not to
muddy his socks which showed white
and silken above the padded, black
velvet ‘slippers, he stepped over a
broken pocket flask that was trying

“to drown its despair in a murky pud-
‘dle, turned into the Bowery, passed

beneath the spider’s web of the. Ele-
vated - that 'screamed down at him.
with sneering, strident lungs of steel,
and walked up two blocks.

A pawnbroker’s place, pinched in
north-by a ten-story, tubercular giant
of a house where tenement flats
mingled odorously with unclassified
home industries, and south by the
eight-sheet posters ofa Yiddish vaude-
ville- theatre, was his goal: a squat
building, moldy, acrid, red bedaubed,
crouching there like a beast of prey;
the showcases garish with the cheap,
heart-breaking luxuries of the’ poor,
and here and there-a bit of fine old

-Sheffield plate, an ancient mosaic and

filigree brooch, a piece of cerulean
Bristol glass, or a rose-cut diamond in

- an old-fashioned, black onyx setting

—-a passing, tragic tale in each of
them. The three balls above the door
twinkled ironically in the direction of
Mr. Bridn Neill~’s—saloon, as if to show
the way. .

The proprietress, Widow Levinsky,
née O’Grady, a short, heavy, square-
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shouldered, godd’loeking ‘woman of
forty, with straight nose, fitm, well-

shaped lips, and violet eyes, stood-in’

the ‘open door. She smlled when she
saw Tsing Yu-cl'ing. =+ - ©-30 -

“I .thought ye’d:never come,” she
greeted-him. -~ o

He bowed courteously and shook
hands.

“The weekly Chmeee newspaper
which [ publlsh goes to press today,”
he replied in his beautifully modu-
lated, slightly precious English which
he had learned at Harvard. “Few of
my countrymen can read thé Ameri-
can newspapers.- It I thexefore my
duty ”

“Yer duty? Say" Mm Ievmskv
obeyed the suggestion of the word.
She spoke with hectic, running ease.
“You —and "yer duty! It’s man’s
favorite excuse when he don’t want
to play the game none, 'see? Look

a-here, Tsing, did ye ever stop to

think wot’s ver duty to my httle
Minnic — in there?”

She pointed with thumb across
shoulder into the shop, and when
Tsing looked puzzled, she went on:

“Say! All men dre just the same, ain’t

they? Ain’t got no thought in yer
head ’xcept. yerself, have ye? Self-
ishness! That’s man’s middle name
— though —" she paused — “mebbe
it’s thou0htle<sneés ‘ more’n' selfish-
ness.’

“My ’dear Mrs: Levmsky, I assure
you ——"

Tsing had no ldea of What he was
going to assure the belligerent Irish:
woman. Nor did she give him time.

- learned,

She waved a pudgy and dermve
hand. - RETERRY

- “Aw!” she cned Come o(fn yer
perch ‘Don’t try and play the. little
blue-eyed angel all dressed up “in
white innercence and floppy wings.
and never a bad thought in‘yer pump-
kin! Ye know.what I mean, all right.”

*I do not.” Tsing Yu-ch’ing: stiff-
ened: His Chinesé dlvmty was begin-
ning to bridle.

‘But it was lost on Mes. Levmsl\y

“If ve don’t know it’s high time ye
" she countered. “‘D’ye ever
consider.what a goil ‘thinks when a

feller calls on her night after night -

like you been doin’ on Minnie, for
over two years now — and brings her
candy and flowers and talks to.her soft
and mushy -like — as you do?”

A dull, blotchy red was beginning
to mantle the Chinese’s sallow ugly
features.

“Mrs. Levinsky!” he C\clauned ‘I
give you my word

“G’wan!"Keep yer word!. Xe may
need it some day! No use denyin’” that
ye're talkin’ tootsie-wootsie to. Min-
nie, young feller! I heard ye myself,
many’s the time, when ye thought 1
was asleep. | heard y€ tell ray daugh
ter ?

“Nothing that you sheuldn’t have :

“heard! I told her the little charming

fairy stories of my -own country;”’ he
defended himself. . . : '-‘

Mirs. Levinsky sniffed. -

“Git out! That don’t go down with
me none. Fairy stories— God! Min-
nie ain’t a baby in diapers no more.
She’s sixteen, see? And all the fairy
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stories she wants is a feller poppin’ the

question and doin’ the regular thing

with a wedding-ring and choich bells

and a flat furnished on the instalment
plan.”

- Tsing looked up, a strange light

eddying in his narrow-lidded eyes. His

breath came staccato, distinct. ,
“Do you mean to say,” he asked,
“that she is — he slurred and stopped.
“Sure! She’s stuck on yer — if
that’s what yer tryin’ to say. How can
. she help herself, eh? Ye’re the only

guy wot ever calls on her regular ex--

cept onct in a while her cousins and
them’s just roughneck bums and talk
of nuthin’ ’xcept baseball and gang
fights and mebbe a doity story or two.
Sure Mike! How can the poor little
kid help bein’ stuck on ye? You mush
all over her —and I told you she’s
sixteen!”

“I am sorry. Of course you are
right. T see that now. I —1 didn’t
mean — to i

“Don’t ye be sorry, my lad. Just

ye go in there and — well — pop the -
She interrupted = herself-

question.”
with a jolly, Irish laugh. “Say! Here
I'm matchmakin’ like a regular —
what do my Levinsky in-laws call it?
. Sure — schadchen — marriage - broker
~— that’s the woid.” She laughed
again and added: “I can’t say as I ad-

. mire Minnie’s taste none too much.

But — well — it’s her own funeral.”
© “You really mean that you won’t
ob]ect to ”?

« Tsing Yu-ch’ing made a helpless
gesture, quickly understood -by- the
sharp-eyed, intelligent woman.

-~ “Forget it, Tsing!” she said, with
somethmg almost like affection in her
voice.” “Sure” ye’re yeller and ye're
homely even for the likes of you —
with that long, thin mutt of your’n,
and them beady, woozy eyes, and
that mouth that looks more like a cel- -
lar door than a place to push feod in,
and them spidery legs and arms. But
—" she smiled — ‘“Minnie’s blind,
ain’t she? She don’t know the differ-
encel” L .
“Yes.” ‘The Chinese breathed
softly. “She is blind. She' doesn’t
know the — ah — difference —”
“I-thought I could make yer see
sense. And I'm glad I put it up to yer
straight. Yer see —) there was the,
suspicton of a break in her voice —
“Minnie’s my only child, and T just
know she’s-crazy about yer. There’s
more than one goil around here that’ll
toin up her nose at Minnie, I guess,
when she’s Mrs. Tsing. But wot the
devil? And so-Tsez: let’s fix it straight
and-regular with a ring and a weddin’-
cake. Sure I know wot my mother’s
family’ll- say,- livin’ all proper and
swell up in-the Bronx! But what do I

.care™They washed their hands off’n

me -when-I.married Jake —and ol’
Jake didn’t beat me up, as my father
beat up--my -mother. And T guess

theyill -do ‘the -same thing all over .

again when - Minnie marries yer.
‘Well —let: -’em!: »Their hands need
washm et

~She taiked on and on.. But Tsing

Yurchlifg hardly listened. to her.

t A great pain-wasin- his heart and,
t0o,-an all-pervading-sense of beauty
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and glory and sweetness; and he passed
through, the shop into the tiny back
garden where a few potted plants
* were making a brave, losing- fight
- against the dust and grime and reek
of the Bowery.

'Minnie Levinsky was one of those
purely and exclusively American mir-

acles by the strength of which; all-

theories of eugenics to the contrary,
two underfed, underbred, atavistically
inimical races mix their pitiful seed
and produce a perfect human body.
Tall she was, and round breasted, but
with a delicate,. boyish touch in her
narrow hips that tapered down to yet
narrower ankles and the feet of a
Cinderella. Her hair was like golden,
curled sunlight, her nose small and
straight with nervous, flaring nostrils,
her tragic, unseeing eyes were sca-
green beneath the audacious hood of
black lashes. )

There was a sweet curve to her
upper lip and a quick lift at the cor-
ners as she heard the soft, familiar
pad-pad-pad of Tsing’s felt-soled slip-

ers.

“Hello," Tsmg"’ she said, holdmg
out her hand.

“Hello, Plum Blossom!”

That was the name he had given
her two years earlier when, just out of
Harvard, he had come to Pell Street
to share with- his countrymen the

wisdom the West had taught him. His |

clan, typically Chinese in their ad-
miration for him, the- literatus, the
educated gentleman, had backed him
with capital for his enterprise, a

weekly newspaper which he called the
Eminent Elevation — with an ironically

democratic side-glance, the result of

American training, at the Empress.
Dowager Tzu Hsi. who, within the
crenelated: - battlements of Pekin’s
Tartar town, was known by the same
honorific title. But there was little
money in the newspaper, heavy ex-
penses, great risks, and so one day he
had entered- the -pawnbroker’s place
on the Bowery and had exchanged
his gold watch for a small sum; enough
to tide him over for a week or two.

Behind the counter he had seen
Minnie, then a golden-haired child of
fourteen, and blind. .

“Plum Blossom,” he had called her,
in a surging, g\varm access of pity.
“Plum Blossom,” he called her now,
his pity given way to love. ‘

“I just adore to have you call me
Plum Blossom,”’ she said in her soft,
careful English, which -Miss Edith -
Rutter, the social settlement investi-
gator, had taught, her. .

“Do you?” He smiled. “And I
adore to call you that and — other
names.” _ -

He sat down by her side.

“For instance?” she asked, looking

-up radiantly, expectantly. And when

he did not reply, she went on with a.
little sigh: “Any more stories about
your own country?”’

“Yes, Plum Blossom.”

She sat up straight, eager, inter-
ested. For two years, - nearly every
day, he had called on her, and always
had he told her the stories of his own

land.
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- Stories of China! Stories of Asia!
- He -had woven the warp and woof
of them around her with adroit and
ardent hands. Nor can it be said that
he had- woven close to the loom of
lies. But his love for her had blended
with his love for China. Subtly they
had influenced each other; and thus
the China which he pictured to her
was a charming land of pale yellows
and exultant blues; a land that tinkled
with tiny silver pagoda bells through
the lotus-scented spring breezes; a
land that had the mellow patina of
ancient wisdom, ancient culture, an-
cient justice — and intolerance.

He showed it to her through his
yearning, poet’s eyes, and she — the
eyes -of her body blind — saw it all

through the eyes of her love for himj

love that had grown, steadily, day by
day.
“l wish I could see China,” she
would say, ‘“China and the Chinese.”
And he would shudder a little and
draw his bony hand across his re-
pulsive Mongol devil-mask of a face.
“Yes, Plum Blossom,”
reply. I wish you could see it.”
“Seeirig must be wonderful.”
“Feeling is even more wonderful.
And only the blind can feel — really
feel

Then, after Tsmg had been silent,

dreaming, she said:

“Why don’t you go on with your -

story?”

“Because my heart is too full for
words, Plum Blossom. Because I feel
both proud and humble in your pres-

ence. Because — oh —” he continued,.

he would

getting more stiffly, archaically Chi-
nese by the minute — “I taste in your
company the refined- and exquisite
happiness that was tasted by Tcheng
Tsi, the insignificant disciple, when,
with the zither singing under his
fingers, he accompanied with his timid
harmony the teaching of the great
Koung Tzeu. Because, Plum Blos-

132

som ———

“Tsing!”

Suddenly the girl 1ntenupted him,
her mother’s belligerent Celtic blood
breaking through the brooding pa-
tience which was her Semite heritage,

and just a faint shade of bitterness

bubbling amidst her words. :

“Tsing! Why don’t you tell me
straight out that you love me? Is it
because I am — blind? Tsing! Why
don’t-you tell me that you love me?
Why dorn’t your”

And he did.

He took her in his arms.

With the correct intonation of
Harvard, but the slightly fustian,
slightly stilted, entirely delicious
phraseology of China, he told her that
hers was the strength of his body, hers
the dreams of his soul, hers the pulsing
of his heart and the ambition of his
mind. He told her that he would
weave his love in a flower chain and
tie it gently about her wrist; that he
would change his love to a rose-red
pearl to hang in her little white ear.
Of love he talked, while the houses
that pinched in the dusty back garden
on all sides looked down like sardonic
sentinels, while the roofs flashed hard
and sinister under the naked tenuity
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of the -August.sun, while the Pell
Street litany- brushed in on strident,
stained pinions.

She snuggled close against him.

. “I love you, dear,” she said. “Lové
s wonderful, glorious! And —"
her 'voice splintered and.broke — *‘I
wish I could see you. I wish I could
understand what secing means, what
beauty means — to the eye! I wish I
could see — you! For I know that you
are beautiful, beautiful, Tsing! I just
know it!”

He gave a litt]e start.

Again he drew his bony hand across
his repulsive Mongol devil-mask of a
face. Again he told her that he loved
her; that his love was a strong and
. eternal thing; that it -would last for-
ever, through the days dripping with
golden sunlight, the starless nights
loud with pattering rain, and beyond.

“Everything shall I give to you,”

he said, “except sorrow.”

It was'a proper marriage with the
pealing of church bells, an enormous,
pink-iced - wedding-cake, and a gas-
gantuan banquet at the Great Shang-
hai Chop Suey Palace; the food fur-
nished free of charge by Mr. Nag
Hong Fah, the pouchy proprietor of
the restaurant, in honor of the liter-
atus,. the educated gentleman who
was the bridegroom, so as to gain face
for himself, his ancestors, and his
descendants with Faoh Poh, the God
of Learning, the Jewel of the Law; and
the beer and whiskey and green and

purple liqueurs for the ladies contrib-.

uted by Mr. Brian Neill, the saloon-

keeper, for the negative reason that,
a week earlier, he had had a fist fight
with Mr. Sarsfield O’Grady, Mrs.
Levinsky’s ‘brother, who had come
down from the aristocratic Bronx to-
tell off his sister, but instead had fallen
foul of the saloon-keeper over a ques-
tion, of Tammany politics.

Yet, forall the splendor-of the wed-
ding," Pell Street and the Bowery
whispered and sneered. If the whites
objected.. to the wunion on racial
grounds, because the bridegroom was
a Chinese, the .yellows objected on
physical grounds, because the bride
was blind. -

“I lou.fou sing — may the star of
good: fortune. protect: you!” piously
said Nag. Hop Fat, the soothsayer, to
Tsing Yu-ch’ing. “But, O wise and
older. brother, think left and think
right. Think-much. Remember what
is written in the. Kiou-li: “The blind

" rise and depart when the torches are

brought in!’ 7.,

“Love never. departs'” rephed Tsing
Yu-ch’ing. .

Thus the talk to and fro. Too,
though this was restricted to officious
and sincere-outsiders since Pell Street
knew Dbetter—and worse — there
was the usual babble of opium and
Chinese slavery and other resplend-
ently, romantically wicked things;
and Miss Rutter, the social settlement
invcstigétor, took it upon herself to
look inte the matter..

- Mrs. Levinsky would have boxed
her ears, had it not been for the close
proximity of Mr, Bill Devoy, Detec-
tive of the Second Branch. Instead she
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contented herself- with giving:-the-
well-meaning’ ‘amateur: socrologrst a

piece of her'mind. :
- “Getta hell outa here'” she sald

“Who asked ye to come here and stick-

yer UOIV snub nose in other people’s
pots? “Well —it ain’t my fault if ye
don’t like the smell, see? Bad luck to
ye and the likes.o” ye!”’ -

Then, her good nature getting the
better of her indignation as she saw
the hurt expression'on Miss: Rutter s
ingenuous features: :

“Gwan! 1. didn’t mean to’ hurt yer‘

feelmgs‘ .
. At which the other took fresh cour-
age and.returned to the attack:.

“My dear-Mrs. Levinsky — I know .

Tsing 1s an educated man; and he may
be a fine man. But ”

“He’s'yeller. Right ye are foist shot A

out' o’ the box. But, yeller or pea
green or black with white polka dots,
he’s a real gent-— get: that? And
Minnie’s my only child, and I got

rheumatiz of the heart, and she’ll be

all alone, and she’s blind — and Tsing
Il take care of her. I trast him.— see?
And there ain’t many— white or yel-
ler — that I trust around Pell Street.”

Yet, as the days grew into weeks
and months, and the young couple
kept house in a small flat above the
store of Yung Long, the grocer, it was
not Mrs. Levinsky’s tirade as much
as the testimony of her own €yes and
ears which convinced Miss Rutter
that, for once, there was here a mixed
marriage which was bringing -happi-
ness'and peace t0 both the yellow and
the white.

- Detective Bill Devoy put 1t In a
nutshell.
. “Sure!” he said. “He s a Chink
But he’s white, all right, all right. And
Mmme —say —she’s just an -an-
gel —” and he added; as a profane sop .
to his sentimentality: “Yep! A damned
lictle angel — that’s what she is!”-

. When, on the first day of each
month, the few local members of the
Tsing clan residing in New York met
at the Pell Street liquor store which
belonged to the Chin Sor Company
and was known as the Place of Sweet
Desire and Heavenly Entertainment,
and _talked over matters vital ‘to
Chinatown with the numerous’ clan
of their distant cousins, the Nags,
Tsing Yu-ch’ing’s married life, though
he himself was usually present, was a
topic of never ceasing interest to the
company.

It was Nag Hong Fah, the restau-
rant proprietor, rather than Tsing
Yat, the head of the clan of that ilk,
who occupied the seat of honor on
these occasions. .Not because of his
stout burgess wealth, "but because he
was considered an authority on mixed
unions since he himself had married a
half-caste — one Fanny Met Hi who,

- on a mysterious distaff side, was re-

lated to Mr. Brian Neill, 'the saloon-
keeper

Nag Hong Fah would lean” well
back in his chair, smoke a leisurely

- pipe of /i-un, fragrant with the acrid

sweetness of India’s scarlet poppy
fields, look dreamily at the wall which

was covered with yellow satin all em-
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broidered from- ceiling to floor with
phllosophrcal sentences scrawled ver-
tically in purple characters, and give
of his garnered wisdom.

“Happiness between the black-
haired and the red-haired race is pos--

~ sible,” he said sententiously, “if a few
simple rules be observed. Let the
woman open_to her husband not only
the door of her house, but also the

door of her heart. Let the man listen-

to the woman without answering; let
him listen to her advice and —" he
said it unsmilingly — “then- do the

opposite. Let them both unite in-

producing strong and healthy men
children, thus taking of the white
worhan’s feverish substance and gently

kneading it into a child of our own

strong, placid race.” .
With calm disapproval he looked
at Tsing Yu-ch’ing. For, since every-

thing from drawing teeth to shaving,

from birth to burial, is a matter of
communal interest to -the Chinese,
who do-not know the meaning of the

word privacy and have no objection’

to the most glaring publicity, it was
a scandal in the nostrils of all re-

spectable Pell Street householders

that Minnie « Tsing, married now
nearly three. years, had not as yet
brought a child into the world and
that there seemed no prospect of her
doing so.

“Given - obedrence to these few .

simple rules, chiefly the last one,”
Nag-Hong Fah.resumed, “happiness

between the black-haired and the red--
.. haired race is possible;” and. he sipped - .

his jasmine-flavored -tea noisily from

a precious cup of #ao ]ade while T smg~
Yu-ch’ing’ smiled: -
. "0 serene’ father of many -and
healthy children!” He:replied. “Hap-
piness zs-possibles But my rules differ
from yours. I say that-happiness de-
mands only one thing: love!”
“Love?’ .Yu Ch’ang, the priest,
picked up-the word like a battle gage
and tossed it- to the crowd. “Love is
an infidel-act: Love is the mental ref-
use of the very young and the very
old. Love —ju lai-che, chi-chu-har-
ru-i — Buddha alone is love and law’ !
Remember what ‘the book says!”
“The book?” Tsing laughed. “O
priest, what you cannot find in the
written book;-the brook will whisper
to you—=.the brook in the soul of the

‘loved.one —" and he pointed through

the window at his little snug flat across
the street that winked through the
malicious, faltering maze of Chma-
town with golden eyes.

“Such love,” brutally sard Tsmg
Yat, head of his clan, ““is the love of
the eye. And your honorable wife has
no oil in-her eyes” — using the Chi-
nese simile for a blind person.

“Indeed!”. gravely assented Tsing
Yu-ch’ing.-“She is blind.”

And: he added under his breath:-

“For which praised be the Goddess
of Mercy"’* :

“For which pmz.ced be the Goddess of
Mercy!l” .. S ‘
The prayer was always in hrs heart
often on-his lips when — since Hai-
vard had .not.touched the roots of his ’
life, . his_faith,-his: traditions; and an-
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cient racial inhibitions — he entered

the joss temple around the corner and .

burned there Hung Shu incense sticks
before the purple-faced image.
“Praised be the Goddess of Mercy!”
he mumbled when Minnie, 1n a sud-
den wild, choking lenging for the un-

attainable, would wave inarticulate, .

stammering arms and complain about
the hard fate which was hers: -

“If I could only see! Only for one
minute! If T could see your face! For

I know you are beautiful, beautiful —

my lover, my sweetheart, my hus-
band! As beautiful as your soul —
your heart!”

And she would take his face between
her white hands and touch the ugly,
flat nose, the thin eyebrows, the
broad, narrow-lipped gash of a mouth,
the high angular cheek-bones with the
sallomsh, yellow skin drawn . tight
across so that it looked like crackly
egg-shell porcelain, the ludicrous lan-
tern jaw, the skinny, emaciated neck
which supported the repulsive head
as a shmy stalk supports.an evﬂ
leering jungle flower,

“I know vou are beautiful, best be-
loved in all the world!” she repeated,
kissing his lips. “And I want to see
your ‘beautiful face — if only for a
minute!”

Then fear — nameless fear of the
unknown, unknowable — crept into
Tsing Yu-ch'ing’s heart on silent, un-
clean feet, and in all Pell Street there
were only two who understood him:
Tsing Yat; the head of his clan, and
Mls Levmsk\

The former would lmten pohtely

when his young cousin came to him
and clothed his brooding fear in
clumsy, stuttering words. He would
busy himself with his opium lay-out,
the tasseled ‘bamboo pipe that had
been colored a decp, golden brown~
by a “thousand and ten thousand
smokes,” as he put it, the box filled
with treacly chandoo, the yen-hok, and
the yen-shi-gow, and then reply
calmly: .

“Do not give wings to trouble, It
flies swiftly without them.”

Mrs. Levinsky told him the same
thing in her sllchtly more crisp
phraseology.

“Forget it,” she said. “It’ll all come
out in the wash. You'll cross that there
bridge when ye get to it —and ye
never will. Minnie is blind, ain’t she?
She’ll never see that ugly mutt of
your’n!”

On her very death-bed, a year
later, she repeated her advice:

“Cut it out! Don’t be a fool!”

And she passed from the mephitic
chaos of Pell Street into another
world, serene to-the last in her faith
that Tsing was all right and sure he’d
see to it that there wasn’t no sorrow
would éver come to her little blind
“goil”” — blessed be the dear Saints!

It was about a year later that Tsing
Yu-ch'ing, back from his newspaper
office, found Minnie in antmated con-

-versation with a visitor, an American,

who rose at his entry, slapped him

heartily on the back, and hailed him

by his old Harvard nickname:
““Well — old Tsingaloo! It’s a coon’s
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age since I've seen you. Five years, 1
wager.”

“Nearly six,” smlled Tsmg, shaklng
hands with the other, a tall, dark man
with a thin face ending ina projecting,
rather predatory chin and a domed
forehead furrowed by the abyss of
deep-set sparklingly intelligent eyes.
*I'm awfully glad you looked me up,
Hardwick. How did you find me?”

“Oh — what’s the chap’s name —
countryman of yours who went to
Chicago and became consul there
P”

“You mean Ma Li-k’un?”

“The same. I ran across him the
other day when I ran up to the Windy
City to see a patient. We spoke of old
times, including your noble self. He
gave me your address. And here I am
— and here you are! Regular married,

tired businessman, aren’t you? Com- -

pletely Americanized, eh? — with

mission furniture and a victrola and .

Axminster rugs and cold tea in the
ice chest and —” he laughed — “you
know I've always been a tactless
brute —a pretty little golden-haired
wifel”

Minnie smlled while Tsing in-
clined his head.

“T am all. you say, old man,” he
replied. “And what have you been
doing with yourself since T saw you
last, Hardwick?”

“I?” The other heaved a mock
dramat1c sigh. “Szc zransit!” he quoted
more or less appropriately. “Do you
mean to say. that Pell Street hasn’t

heard of me, the little boy wonder of

his chosen profess1on? That you have

not heard of Travers Hardwick,
the —7.

Suddenly he checked hlmself Af-
terwards he could have sworn that,
simultaneously with Minnie’s cry,
“You are the eye specialist — the
famous eye specialist!”” he heard a.
deep, sonorous, “Hush — for God’s -
sake, hush!” issuing from  between
Tsing’s tightly compressed lips. But
he was not looking at the latter, could
not read the brooding, sinister tragedy
in his heart. He only saw the tragedy
of Minnie’s unseeing, sea-green eyes
—a commingling of awe and fear and
hope — and then her words, flat, slur-
ring, hectic:

“Doctor — Doctor Hardwick —
please"’

And, a second later, Tsing’s voice
cutting in, even, clear, yet somehow

miarred and tainted by something un-

known, something racially unknown:

“Doctor — will you — oh ——?"
. “Of course. Let e see.” He con-
sulted a little notebook. “Yes. Come
to my office tomorrow at half-past
two. Here’s my card. I’ll make a thor-
ough examination —” and he launched
into cold, passionless, professional talk
while Minnie looked at him out of her
blind eyes as she might at her Saviour. -

“Perhaps, dear! Perhaps I shall see
— you! You— strong and fine and
beautiful!” she sobbed in her hus-
band’s arms after the doctor had left,
caressing_his repulsxve face with her
narrow hands

“Yes.” .« ... .

Tsing’s voice. was. _numb, like the
dull stroke of a. passmg bell. Then, in-
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congruously it seemed; hé' told her
again what he had said to her that
time when he had asked her to- marry
him, five years earlier: H

“Everything shall I give to you,v

(3]

CXCCpt SOrrow.

It ivas twenty-four hours later,’and
Tsing Yat, head of the Tsing clan, his
amorphous form wrapped in baby-
blue, embroidered satin, silently and
gently pushed the warin bamboo pipe
aside and substituted for ‘it one of
carved ivory with a burnished jade
tip. Leaning his left cheek against the
leather cushion, he looked hard at his
visitor, Tsing Yu-ch’ing.

“It is said in the Book of Meng
Tzeu,” he drawled dreamily, “that he
who cannot fulfill his charge must
resign it.’

Having spoken his ;udgment he
smoked two pipes one after the other.
The kindly drug poured a spirit of
tolerance into his soul, and he smiled.

“It is not the question of love being
right or wrong,” he continued, knead-
ing the amber opium cube over the
flame. '
old and fat believe that love is like
wings upon a cat, like rabbits’ horns,
like ropes made of tortoise hair. You,
being young, look for the impossible.
You look for flowers in the sky. You
put self-exertion above Fate.”

“One cannot argue about love,”
agreed the younger man. “It is or is
not. But, love or no love, I am a
literatus, a gentleman. I cannot break
the faith I have once given, nor the
trust. [ promised her that I would give

in heavy clouds over the mats.

“1, personally, being wise and.

everything' to her, except sorrow. 1
cannot lose face, O wise and older
brother.”

“Indeed.” Tsing' Yat reﬁlled his
pipe. The opium in the lamp boiled
over, and the opalescent smoke-rolled
“You

cannot lose face. For, if the precious

“vase be broken in pieces, shall not' the

treasure of ancient precepts be lost
forever? There are also your honorable
ancestors to be considered.”

For a.while he smoked in silence.
Then he asked: “You have thought

it out well?”

“Yes,” came Tsing Yu-ch’ing’s re-
ply, dry and passienless.
“You are sure the foreign doctor

.speaks the truth?”

“He says that, without doubt, the
operation will be successful. He has
already arranged for a room in the
hospital and a nurse. Inside of a
month, perhaps six weeks, she will see.
She will see —me!” he added in a
curiously lifeless voice.

“And then?” asked the other, re-
placing the ivory pipe with one of
speckled tortoise-shell; and, when his
cousin did not reply, he laughed,
rather gratingly, and went on: “You
think she will see you as you are —
and, O little brother, you are not
beautiful —and the love of her soul
will choke and die in the disgust of
her eyes!” .

Tsing Yu-ch’ing shrugged his lean
shoulders.

“I do not know,” he replied. “Per-
haps the love of her soul will be
stronger than the disgust of her eyes..
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Perhaps ﬁot; . Perhaps.— having al-
- -ways- thought: me . beautiful — the

. honey. of five years!. happiness. and.

peace- and- :sweetness: will -turn: into
bitter, stinking gall when her seeing

eyes show. her the living lie. I know-—""-

he spread his lean hands like the sticks
of a fan to show the futility of his
words, the futility .of life itself —
“nothing — except the immutability
of my honorable-oath that I shall give
- to her everything, but sorrow.”
“There 1s also the possibility of
your honorably committing suicide,”
calmly suggested Tsing Yat.  :
“Of that, too, have I thought For
suicide is fah-lien — approved in the
law. But if now, before the operation,
I through my own hands should

ascend the dragon the shock of it.

might kill her and her last hours
would then be hours of sorrow. If I
should wait until after the operation,
she will see me on my death-bed, per-
haps in my coffin while the last rites
are being celebrated. And then again,
perhaps, seeing me as 1 am — me,
whom. she thought beautiful — the
honey of the past years will turn into
the gall of disgust — of hatred.” -
Tsing Yat raised himself on his
elbow and looked closely at his visitor,
~ his almond eyes, almost hidden be-

neath the opium-swollen lids, flashing

a look that was strangely mocking and
strangely pitying.

“You have decided, little brother?”
he asked.

“Yes.” . .

. Tsing:Yu- b ing made a great. ges-
ture. It: was.more:than a- mere moving
of hand-and. arm. It seemed like an
incident which cut through the brown,
smoke-wreathed stillness like a tragic-
shadow. - Pell :Street, America, the
white man’s law and prejudices and

-inhibitions, ‘seemed very. far away at

that moment.
“There is.only one way,’ he con-
tinued. ‘T myself shall carry the bur-

den of sorrow and unhappiness and

loneliness through .the many years.
Without her, my life shall be an
empty, meaningless shell. But there
is my henorable love, my honorable.
promise. Too, there is her love for me.
I shall make it eternal. I shall kill her
— lest her eyes see the living lie of
my repulsive face.”

“Ah,” gently breathed Tsing Yat
kneadmg the opium cube against his
pipe. “Presently I shall rise and speak
to Lu Hsi,. the hatchetman. He has a-
poison which leaves no trace. You can
give it to your wife tonight,.n a cup:
of hot tea. The white devils will never
know.” ‘
Then, after a pause:
“Will you smoke?”” — courteously -

- indicating the carved ivory toey filled:

with opium.
“Yes,” replied Tsmg Yu-chi 1ng,-
with equal courtesy. - '
Qutside, the w1cked saturnine-
lights of- Pell Street . h1ccoughedv
through the tralhng dusk

‘o



DEPARTMENT. OF **FIRST STORIES”’

Henry E. Giles’s * The Sheriff Went to Cincinnati” is one of the eight *‘first
stories” which won special aiwards in EQMM’s Fifth Annual Contest. '
It is what might be called a hillbilly-regional-dialect story, and a good one
— with the slow draw! of the hills in every sentence and an earthy authen-
ticity in every word. One of the miracles of this tale is that the author never
even tried to write before; but his wife is a writer, and a man can try to
bmld a better mouuseirap than his wife, can’t he?

" Henry Giles is in his mid-thirties. He was born and raised on the ridge
in Kentucky which bears his family's name — Giles Ridge. There have

- been Gileses living on that ridge for the past 150 years — ever since the first
one came through the Cumberland Gap from Virginia in 1805 to settle on
the 610 acres of hills and hollows which were grﬂﬁté’d to the ﬁm‘ American
Giles as pay for his services in the Rez/olunonary War.

The Gileses were always farmers, and so is Henry. True, he took time
out to spend five years in the Army, two of them with the 2915t Combat
Engineers in Europe; Henry was handed his honorable discharge on Oc-
tober 10, 1945, and he got married the very next day.

Henry guesses that writing is contagious. He has watched his wife ‘‘fool
around with 1t so much” that he got a hankering to try it too. The hills of
his childhood; the hills of home, are full of yarns, and about all Henry has
to do is start remembering; the hill speech is his native tongue — *“it drops
from his lips as slow and as sweet as molasses.”

Now Mr. and Mrs. Giles farm a little, hunt a litile, fish a little, wrire a
little— and live a lot. That's real living — down-to-carth. living. And
some mighty good stories can come out of it . . . :

THE SHERIFF WENT TO CINCINNATI
by HENRY E. GILES

HE old man was tall, bony, and spoke. “Right tasty, ma’am,” he said,
lean as a lath. He folded his legs  “‘most wimmin leaves it cook too
under my dining table and forked long.” And then to chry, “Yer
himself a cob of corn. He chiseled a  woman’s a good cook, boy.”
neat row down its side .before he If I'd been. our dog, Honey, Id
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have waggcd my,tail. I'm a sucker
for compliments {rom menfolLs Even
on my cooking.

Henry and Thad j just bought a farm
down on Persimmon Ridge. Or what
passed for a farm. It was forty acres of
scrub and brush with a three-room

house thrown in for good measure,

and we were shoestringing along until
our first book hit the market. It was
in page-proof before we had the nerve
to cut the strings to our jobs in the
city and head for the tall timber.

Henry, being always a precise sort
of person, couldn’t rest until he had
the boundaries of our piece of hog-
back surveyed. So he had gone to the
county seat and brought the surveyor
back -with him. My job consisted of
feeding. the man, and out of our
rackety little garden I had scraped up,
the last of the sweet corn, a right
good mess of pole beans, some toma-
toes and squash, and then I had prayed
for a light hand with the apple dump-
lings. On Persimmon Ridge that’s a
pretty good heal.

I didn’t catch the old fellow’s name.
Henry has a way of mushing his words
in his throat and I'm just a-little deaf
in one ear. So I didn’t bother. It
didn’t matter anyhow. The old man
was _here to survey the boundaries,
and T'd never see him again. I was in-
terested only in seeing that he filled
himself up. Which he did.

When he had finished he shoved his
chair back and took out an old corn-
cob pipe. “With yore permission,
ma’am,” he said, in a courtly, old-
fashioned manner. 1. nodded with
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what T hoped was a queenly gesture.
Then I proceeded to roll me a home-
made out of Henry’s sack of Duke’s.
We were down to that, waiting on the
dratted book!

The old man lit his pipe and held
the match for me. Out of the corner
-of one eye I watched to see if he was
going to snicker over my clumsy
makeshift. When I build a cigarette
it always bulges in the middle. But he
kept a straight face, whatever he was
thinking. He blew a couple of smoke
rings and then pointed his pipe at
Henry. “You’ve got a right nice place
here,” he said. “Leastways hit will be
some day. Hit'll take work, but I allus
figgered that when a man works fer
hisself he don’t mind sweatin’.”

Henry sucked on his own pipe and
blew a fraternal ring back at the old
man. I always like to see a couple of
guys get chummy over their pipes.
1t’s as if they belonged to the same
lodge and had given the secret pass-
word. I've often wished I could join.

The old man went on talking.
“This here’s good country. Ain’t no
better nowheres. And they ain’t no
better folks, neither. You'll make out
all right here. Time was, though,
when this here ridge was purty mean
country. Back in the old days. Hit’s
right fur back in the hills, and them
days the roads wasn’t much more’n
cow trails. They wasn’t much of a way
to git in, less’'n you was borned in,
and they wasn't no better way to git
out. They was many a man livin’ on
this ridge hadn’t never been offen it.
And hit’s a quare thing, but seems like
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bein’ bottled up like that without no
way to let off steam they was a heap
more meanness them days. Yessir,
this ridge got itself a right bad name
oncet. I mind the time . ..” He
stopped and drew on his pipe. Then
he settled himself lower in his chair.
You could tell a story was brewing.

Now, writers are a different breed of

people from the average human be-
ings. In a sense, they’re not even peo-

ple. They’re sort of walking sponges, -

go'ng around soaking up everythmg
they see and hear to'use in a story.
I looked at Henry. His eyes had that
squinty look they get when he’s on
the ball, so I relaxed to enjoy the
story. If it was worth enjoying. And
I thought it would be. I liked the dry
way the old man talked, and I'm a fool
for this hill dialect. It dropped from
. the cld fellow’s lips as slow and as
sweet as molasses. .. .

I mind the time (the old man said),
forty, forty-five year ago, when the
young bucks in these here hills was
purty wild. Nowadays come a Satiddy
night they kin pile in their cars and
go into the county seat and have a
right decent time, quiet-like.” But
them days they couldn’t do nothin’
but throw a blanket over their old
Beck mule and head off down the
holler to the old log school and buy
’em a bottle of moonshine. Good roads
has shore made a heap of diffrunce.

They was a goodly passel of boys
them days. Folks had bigger families,
I reckon. But I recollect four, es-
pecial. Silas Tucker, Ab Barnes, Sim

Parker, and Walt Higgins. They was
all purty good friends. All about the
same age, all borned and raised right
here in the hills, all went to school
together, fished and hunted together,
and .in gineral pranked around to-
gether. Wasn’t a mean streak in ary
one of ’em then, but they was full of
life. T reckon you might say they was
the ringleaders in most of the mis-
chief done around the county.

Silas; he was a big, black-headed
feller, strong as an ox, but not much
on looks. Ab was a short, roly-poly
feller, allus a-laughin’ and jokin’. Best
natured feller I ever knowed. Sim, he
was sorta quiet-like. Right shy most
times. Hit was Walt I reckon you'd
call the handsomest one of the lot.
Tall, whippy boy with curly yaller
hair. Wide-shouldered and slim-
hipped he was, and he come clost to
bein’ right down purty. Reckon he
was the most reckless of the lot, too.
Leastways hit appeared so, fer in time
him and his pa takened to moonshinin’
back up their holler.

When they all got through school,
Silas and Ab set to work helpin’ their
folks on the farm. Sim, he went into
the county seat and got hisself a job.
And like 1 said, Walt and his pa had
’em a still somewheres back up in
the hills. You'll have to understand,
they wasn’t much law in these parts

“them days. Everybody on the ridge

knowed Enos and Walt had "em a still
hid back- in the woods. But they
reckoned hit wasn’t none of their busi-
ness. A man could do with his corn
what he had a mind to. They never
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helt Wlth it, mind, but they wouldn’t
of dreamt of turnin’ ’em in, even if
they’d knowed where the still was at.

Which they never. Folks didn’t hold .

much with mixin’ with the law them
days. :
Well, Sim bein’ in town a-workin’,
and Walt bein’ back up the holler,
sorta left Silas and Ab by theirselves.
Course Sim, he’d come home of a
Satiddy night, and Walt, he’d come
down from the holler with his pa,
bringin’ their week’s run to them that
wanted to buy, and the four boys'd
git together might nigh ever Satiddy
night. But they was some diffrunce.
And hit was about that time Silas
and Ab started- likin’ the same girl.
Liza "Simunons, that was. She was
three, four year younger’n them,
and hadn’t none of the boys pald her
no mind when they was growin® up.
But when she turned sixteen I reckon
she was about the sightliest leetle girl
in these here-hills. Big, black eyes,

long black curls a-flowin’ down her

back, and a dimple at-the corner of her
mouth made her look like she was
allus jist goin’ to laugh. She was a
leetle bitty girl, no bigger’n a minnit,
but curved like the flanks of old Lo
and Behold Mountain. She was a
precious treasure. She was that. =~
Hit seemed like the two boys
takened it-good-natured, both of ’em
likin® her thataway. "They’d joke one
another about it, threatenin’ like, but
bein’ awful keerful jist the same not
to cut in on one another. Silas, he
went to see her of a Friday night, and
Ab, he went on Sundays. Wouldn’t

neither go on a Satiddy night, fer that
was the night the boys allus got -to-.
gether.

Hit might be if old man Slmmons

“hadn’t takened a hand in it, Liza
would of made her pick and nothin’

wouldn’t of happened. But, like I
said, Satiddy nights the boys'd git to- -
gether, the whole shootin’ match,
Silas and Ab and Sim and Walt and
the rest, and they’d whoop it up-con-
siderable. Enos and Walt, they made
a likker that was dynamite. One
swaller was enough to take the linin’
outen a man’s throat. Gentlemen, I
mean to tell you hit was pure light-
nin’. Hit plumb bounced when it hit
yer stummick! Well, now, you fill
wyoung bucks up with that there stuff
and hit wasn’t to be wondered they’'d
ride the Tidges and hollers a-shootin’
and yellin’ fit to kill. The boys never
meant no meanness, though. They’d
jist git a leetle likkered up.and have
theirselves a good time.

But one Satiddy night they set fire
to old man Simmons’s haystacks. -
Liza’s pa. Hit'd rained that day and
they was jist wet enough to smoulder
along. Hit was two, three days before
they actual lit up. But they wasn’t no
puttin’ ’em out when they done so.
They burnt plumb to the ground.

They ain’t no denym that was a
mean’trick. And hit was the first time -
the boys had ever damaged ary per-
son’s property. Hit didn’t go so good
with folks, and théy was a heap of

_talk about it. And old man Simmons

rightfully had his dander up. Hit set
him back a right smart.



THE SHERIFF WENT TO CINCINNATI . 69

Hit got rumored around that it was
Ab’s idee, and Walt Higgins told Sim
Parker that he hadn’t never liked the
idee from the time Ab named it to
him. Wasn’t nobody could actual
prove it was Ab thought of it, but one
way or another he got the blame fer it,
and hit went a leetle like him, him

“bein’ so high-spirited and good-

natured. Anyways, old man Simmons -

forbid Ab the house, and told him
he’d shoot on sight if he ever seen
him come around Liza agin.

Course that give Silas the inside
track with Liza, and I reckon hit
wasn’t but human fer him to take it.
And I reckon hit wasn’t but human
fer things to change betwixt him and
Ab a leetle. Not overly much in the

beginnin’. They was still friends, but

seemed like they takened to needlin’
one another aright smart, and not so
good-natured, neither. But - things
. -went along purty much the same.
And then hit seemed like her pa
favorin’ Silas put Liza in the/mmd of
favorin’ Ab. Hit’s a r1sky thing to
forbid a woman ary thing. Hit’ll turn
out nine times outta ten to be jist
what she sets her head on, as doubtless
you've found out. Well, anyways,
Liza started ‘meetin’ Ab on the sly.
Sly from her pa, that is. Everybody
else knowed what was goin’ on, in-
cludin’ Silas. And hit never set well
with him atall. Course he still had the
inside track, seein’ as he could go
right up to the house to see her, but I
reckon he figgered hit never done him
a heap of good if she was goin’ to slip
out and meet Ab down in the holler.

Which she done nigh about ever'day.

Silas takened to goin’ -around
scowly and thundery lookin’, and him
and Ab spoke awful short to one an-
other. When they spoke, that is.
Facts is, they never was together no
more, except on Satiddy nights with
the rest of the boys. And couldn’t
nobody help noticin’- they was bad
blood betwixt ’em.

Then come the Satiddy night the
boys high-lifed Zeb Barnes’ coon
hounds. Zeb was Ab’s pa, and he had
him a pack of coon hounds they
wasn’t no equal to up and down the
ridge. He was real proud of ’em and
awful pertickler with ’em. Which
he’d ort to of been. But them boys
tied that whole endurin’ pack to-
gether that night and high-lifed ’em.
You never heard sich screechin’ and
hollerin’ in yer whole life! Them dogs
lit out through Zeb’s backyard a-
takin’ on like they was on fire. Which
doubtless they was. They circled the
well and tore down the housin’. Then
they streaked off to the terbaccer
patch a-rollin” and yellin’. I don’t
have to tell you what nine dogs tied
together kin do to a patch of waist-
high terbaccer. They might nigh
ruint a whole acre! Hit was laid as low
as if a mowin’ machine had run over
! :
Themdogs headed fer the barn then,
a-takin’ the bob-war fence with ’em.
Zeb had left his wagon in the open,
and they highrailed it right fer the
wagon. They got theirselves and that
bob-war tangled up together with the
back wheels and started the wagon
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_rollin” off down the hill, them with
_1t. The whole shootin’ match ended
up in the creek down in the holler
with the wagon busted six ways to

thunder and two of the dogs mashed-

flatter’'n a flapjack under it! Man,
that was the ungodllest mess I ever
hope to see!

Old Zeb, he come out in his long
drawers, his old twelve-gauge a-
belchin’, jist in timie to see the wagon
headin’ fer the holler. He was fit to
kill. Stood there in the yard a-shoot-
in’ that old twelve-gauge, and dancin’
and jumpin’ up and down like he had
springs in him. Bounced the hatch of
them drawers plumb open, and had
to quit shootin’ long enough to-but-
* ton up! He was real provoked, he was.
He allowed he’d have the law on the
boys that time. But hadn’t nobody
seen ary soul, and next day wasn’t ary
person knowed a thing about it.

Some said Silas had thought up
that trick to git even with Ab fer
stealin’ Liza away from him. But hit
didn’t hardly go right that Silas
would of played sich a mean trick on
Ab’s pa, him not havin’ nothin’ to do
with Ab takin’ Liza away from him.
But I reckon Ab believed it, fer after
that he never agin spoke one word to
Silas, and he takened to goin’ around
with Walt Higgins and to drinkin’
heavier than usual. He wasn’t hardly
like hisself no more. Jist set around
glum and sour and broody. Hardly
ever laughed or joked.

(The old man stretched out his long
legs and flexed his knees. He knocked
out his pipe and refilled it.)

Put together, I reckon hit was two,
three months things rocked along
without nothin’ else happenin’. Then

. the ‘boys busted loose agin, and this

time they done about the durndest
thing they ever done. Hit was to paint
the outhouses down at the meetin’-.
house. T allus said they built them out-
houses too clost to the-church, but -

“wouldn’t nobody listen to me.

“Well, sir, come that Sunday morn-

“in’ and folks started gatherin’ fer

meetin’, and there was them out-

‘houses pamted a real bright orange.

Jist a plumb punkin yaller, they was.
And to make it a heap worse, them
boys had painted “pointer” and “set-
ter’” in big black letters acrost the
front of ’em. Them was the funniest
lookin’ things ever I seen! There was
the meetin’-house, white and clean,
and like a pair of big yaller moons a
flankin’ ’em was them two outhouses!
Man alive, if that didn’t git up the
backs of the sistern and brethern!
They was mortified to death! "Pon
my word and honor, you’d a thought
they hadn’t never takened notice be-’
fore the way the Lord had made 'em!
The wimmin got off to one side and
whispered and buzzed around, and
the men stood-first on one foot and
then the other’n a-snickerin’ a leetle
and tryin’ not to. But they wiped the
grins offen their faces quick enough
when the wimmin got busy, I'll tell
you! Nossir! Them Wwimmin wasn’t
aimin’ to ask the Lord’s blessin’ on
them yaller outhouses. They marched

“ theirselves home, got on their aperns,

and made their menfolks git into their
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overhalls, and they set to work on them
outhouses and had 'em as clean and
white as the meetin’-house before they
quit. Takened ’em all day, too, fer hit
takened a sight of paint to cover up
all that bright orange.

(The old man laid his pipe down

and took off his glasses. He breathed -

on them and whipped out a red ban-
dana.)

That’s why they never found Ab
Barnes ’uil late in the afternoon.
Wasn’t nobody went inside the church
atall 'til they was through with them
outhouses. And then hit was Ab’s own
ma stepped inside to set down a spell
and found him.

He was lyin’ on the back bench,
stretched out like he was asleep. But
he was cut might nigh to pieces, and
he was stiff and cold. Hit was a awful
shock to his pore ma, findin’ him that-
away. She jist give .one mighty
screech and fainted away, and fer a
time folks thought they was. goin’ to
have two corpses on their hands. But
she come to, and they takened her
home, a-weepin’ and a-wailin’. With
good cause, too, fer Ab was her oldest,
and everbody knows how a mother’s
heart is allus tied special-like to her
oldest.

Right after that they found Silas
Tucker’s mule tied in the grove back
of the church, and they was blood
dried on the saddle blanket. Silas
never had no chancet when the law
made its investigation. Hit come out
that the boys had all been down to
the holler the night before, same as
usual. They said Ab drunk more’n ary

one of "em, and piled up asleep agin a

tree. The rest of ’em built;’em up a

fire and was a-sertin’ around playin’

cards when somebody had the idee of
paintin’ the outhouses. Couldn’t no- -
body recollect who it was, but Walt

Higgins owned up hit was probably

him. Said he’d been drinkin’ purty

heavy hisself or he wouldn’t never of
done it. Reckon that question at the

inquiry sorta sweated Walt. I recollect

he was all broke out with sweat on his

forehead. But he owned up to it quick

enough. And hit could of been the

room was jist so hot. And him with

his coat on.

Anyways, whoever had the idee,
hit takened holt and the boys started
gittin’ their mules. Some of 'em went
over and tried to rouse Ab, but he
wouldn’t stir, so they figgered he’d
be all right and they jist left him to
sleep it off. That was the last ary per-
son seen of him alive.

They all rode along together up the
ridge, but at the crossroads Silas left
’em. Said he didn’t feel so good and
was goin’ home. He vowed and de-
clared to the last that’s where he went,
t0o.-Said he stabled his mule and went
right upstairs to bed. But the pore
feller couldn’t prove it, his folks bein’
all asleep, and his mule bein’ found in
the grove.

Well, the upshot of it was he was
convicted and sent to the penitentiary
at Frankfort. On account of it bein’
circumstantial evidence, the judge let
him off the death penalty, but he
might as well of give it to him, fer
pore Silas died the first year he was
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there. Of pneumony, they give out.
But folks around here said hit was jist
bein’ shet up in that place.

(The old fellow stretched and folded
his hands back of his head. His voice
was very soft now.)

Hit was about six months T reckon
before Liza and Walt got married.
Walt, he was sick fer a while. Had
blood poison in his arm where he
ripped it open on a piece of copper.
Facts is, he might nigh died, fer he
wouldn’t see a doctor with, it. Well,
when he got over it, he come down
outta the holler and claimed he was
through stillin’. Said he aimed to
farm, and him and Liza takened to
goin’ around together. Like I said,
Walt was a handsome boy, and except
fer his stillin’ wasn’t nothin’ helt agin
him. Folks was willin’ to chancet him,
but I reckon they never actual ex-
pected hit to last.

- Him‘and Liza got married and Walt
rented him a leetle farm near the set-
tlement and they set up housekeepin’
there. But folks was right, fer in

less’n a year he takened Liza back up

the holler with him, and him and Enos
went to stillin” agin.

That was the year folks was so
tetchy around here, what with the
Barneses and the Tuckers a-swearin’
to shoot on sight. And they was sev-
eral shots exchanged at that. Ever-

body takened to packin’ a gun, and-

takin’ -potshots at shadders in the
woods. What with one thing and an-
" other, the ridge got itself a purty
bad name. But hit wasn’t noways true
they was feudin’ like the Hatfields and

the McCoys! Course, it got s a body

needn’t more’n say he was from Per-
simmon Ridge fer folks to duck outta
sight. Like as if everbody on the ridge
packed a_gun in the crook of his arm.
Which they done, on the ridge. But’
wouldn t nobody of thought of pack-
in’ a gun into the county seat. Out in
the open, that is. ,

But hit’s: untellin’ what mlght of
happened hadn’t come election year.
Not that the ridge folks helt with
havin’ ary thing to do with the law.
They never. Fer seein’ as they felt
the way they done, they wasn’t ary
man would of made his mark to put
the Angel of the Lord in office, usual.
But things was gom from bad to
worse, and gittin’ so’s folks was
skeered to go to the outhouse even
of a daytime. So they went to buzzin’
amongst theirselves and decided
they’d git ’em a law they could .put
some faith in.

They picked on’Sim Parker. He'd
been doin’ right good in town, but
the main thing was he was one of their
own folks. Course, he’d trailed around
with the boys, but outside of a leetle
mischief he hadn’t never been knowed
to do no harm, and I reckon on ac-
count of he’d been a workin’ at the
county seat they allowed he was the
best suited fer the job. I ain’t sayin’
how he was elected, but they’s a
powerful lot of persuasion in the busi-

- ness end of a-double-barreled shotgun.

Not_ that there was ary shot fired,
mind. Hit wasn’t necessary.

. Anyways, Sim Parker takened office
nd went to wearin’ the badge. He was
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a tall, lean, springy young feller them
days. Built like a saplin’, he was. He
takened it easy the first three, four
months. Never showed his hand or
talked too much. Jist rode that bay
mare of his’n up and down the hills,
stoppin’ to take the night wherever
he lit, béin’ pleasant-like with folks.
He never ast no questions. He knowed
they wasn’t no use astin’ questions.
Folks expected him to-do whatever
he seen to do .without troublin’ them
none. Had he been a-troublin’, them,
ever hand on the ridge would of been
set agin him, and he knowed it, So
he jist ambled ‘around, gittin’ the feel
of things.

I reckon hit was nigh onto six
months after Sim was swore in, be-
fore he named his undertakin’. He
come plain out then, pint-blank, and
says he was gittin’ Enos and Walt.
Jist in case you never knowed, this
county’s been dry sincet the year one.
Sim, he laid most of the trouble to
their moonshine, and allowed he was
goin’ to put a stop to their stillin’
oncet and fer all. That was the way he
done it. Jist come plain out and said
" what he aimed to do. Jist said his say
before a bunch of men down at the
mill one day, and left out straightway.

Well, sir, the news traveled fast,
and the whole ridge and all the hollers
jist laid back their ears and waited to
see what was goin’ to happen. They

was more’n a leetle terbaccer laid

down on Sim’s chances of gittin’
Enos and Walt. They was sly as foxes.
But I reckon everbody was a hopin’
he would. Fer nearly all wanted ’em

cleaned out. Folks was tired of havin’
these Kentucky hills named as trou-
blesome.

Like I said, they was sly as foxes.
Lived way back up Possum Holler,
might nigh at the head of the creek.
Hit was a reg’lar bottleneck. Wasn’t
but one way to git up there, and that
was to take right up the creek bed and
foller it 'til you come to the house.
A wagon couldn’t noways git near the
place. Best way to git in was to ride a-

* horseback, and hit had best be a sure-

footed animal at thag. But fer his pur-
poses hit was the best place Enos
could of picked. He had a hundred
foot clift at his back, and the whole
holler a stret¢hin’ out in front of him.
Couldn’t nobody git up there without
him knowin’ they was comin’. Walt
and Liza lived with the old man, and
Liza, she done fer ’em both.

Sim, he tried his hand open, first
off. Rode right up the holler on that
bay mare of his'n, and tied her to the
gate and lit. Enos allus kept three,
four dogs that’d set the hills to ringin
when ary person come yp. Acted like
they was goin’ to chaw ‘the ears right
offen a feller. But Sim, he never let
on he even heared ’em. Jist opened
the gate, kicked ’em outen the way, .
and walked right through ’em. Bein’
allus mannerly he stopped at the porch
and give his halloo. He had to holler
two, three times and then Liza come
to the door.

She was thinner’n she used to be,
but not much changed elsewise. Same

"big, black eyes that sparked quicker’n

a flash. Same long curly black hair a-
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ripplin’ down her back. Same dimple
in the corner of her mouth, only hit
was set sorta rigid-like now. She come
to the door, like I said, and when she
seen it was Sim she jist stood there.
She put her hand up to her throat
kinda skeered-like, and Sim seen they
was blue marks on the skin. Hit went
over him that folks was right, sayin’
Walt mistreated her.

“Howdy, Liza,” he said, takin’ his
hat off.

“Howdy, Sim,” she says.

“Enos and Walt around?” he ast.

She never said nothin’ fer a
minnit. Jist stood and eyed him.
Then, “They’ ve went to Cincinnati,””
she said.

Sim looked at her right straight,
but he never let on to question her
none. Jist give her a good, straight
look and put his hat back on.
“Thanks,” he says, and he went back
and crawled on his mare and rode off
down the holler.

About a weck later he rode back
up the holler agin. “Enos at home?”
he ast, like before.

And he got the same answer.
“They’ve went to Cincinnati.”

I disremember how many times he
rode up that there holler, but hit was
several. And Enos and Walt had allus
went to Cincinnati. Well, ary fool

would of knowed. they wasn’t goin’

to Cincinnati that reg’lar, and Sim,
he wasn’t nobody’s fool. He knowed
they was around somewheres. Folks
wondered why he kept makin’ that
trip up the holler jist to git the same

answer, but he was usin’ them trips -

to scan out the holler fer that still.
I reckon he knowed all along he’d
have to come up on ’em there. He'd
sometimes climb the ridge and come
out back of the house on top the clift,
but they wasn’t no way down from
there. He seen Enos oncet, and Walt
several times, but much good hit
done him. Usual, all he'd see was Liza
comin’ and goin’, doin’ up the work.

He searched that holler with a fine-
toothed comb. He never left a stone,
nor a cove, nor a grove untetched. He
knowed fer certain they wasn’t no
still hid out nowheres in that there
holler. Which had him doin’ some fig-
gerin’. He takened to settin’ up on

~that there clift, watchin’ to_ see if

Enos or Walt’d come in from ary spe-
cial direction. But they’d come and
go down the holler, which didn’t help
him ary bit. He was gittin’ a leetle
mite discouraged.

He was settin’-up there one day
studyin’ over the whole thing. He
allowed Liza was lyin’ fer ’em when
she said they’d went to Cincinnati. -
But hit didn’t go right to him that
Liza’d lie fer Walt, seein’ as. hit was
said he was so mean to her. Hit didn’t’
appear like she’d do that much fer
him. Looked like she’d be glad to git
shut of him. Leastways, Sim ﬁggered
it thataway. Hit’s a piece missin’
somewheres, he told hisself, and he got
to find the piece..

Hit was gitun’ on toward dusky
dark and he was jist a thinkin’ he’d
better be headin’ home when a whip-
poor-will flew down and lit on a stump
clost by. Sim was a lyin’ still, so hit
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clucked a time or two, then started
callin’, “Whip-poor-will, whip-poor-
will, whip-poor-will,” over and over.
Reckon you know how it goes. Sim,
he was a watchin’ it, and listenin’,
without payin’ much attention, when
all of a sudden hit seemed like the
bird was a sayin’, “Cincinnati, Cincin-
nati, Cincinnati.”

Well, Sim set up straighter’'n a
ramrod. Cincinnati, he said to hisself.
Cincinnati! What if Liza hadn’d been
lyin’ to him? What if she’d been tryin’
to tell him something! But what could
she be tryin’ to tell him? He knuckled
his.skull tryin’ to think. What would
she be tryin’ to tell him thataway?
Where they was at? At the still,
likely. But what did the still have to
do with Cincinnati?

He sorta squared around due north,
the direction of Cincinnati, like as if
jist a-lookin’ that way’d help, and
then hit come to him. Due north!
That’s what she was tryin’ to tell him.
The still was due north from the
house! But that was acrost the holler,
over on the other ridge! Over to-
wards Lo and Behold! He grabbed his

gun and lit out, cussin’ hisself fer a

fool fer thinkin’ like everbody else-
done that the still was somewheres

down Possum Holler!

Hit was moon-up time he made his
way down and acrost the holler and
- started to climb up the Sawtooth
ridge. Lo and Behold was straight
ahead, and oncet he got his bearin’s
he headed fer it and helt right onto it.
They wasn’t no trail, and the goin’
was purty rough. Sawtooth’s a might

rocky old ridge, and hit’s sides is well
nigh straight up and down. But Sim
hadn’t coon-hunted that whole coun-
try fer nothin’. He knew how to git
through.

Lo and Behold sets nght in the mid-
dle of the ridge, about four mile from
Possum Holler. But Sim takened it
easy and his wind was still good when
he come around the first flank of the
mountain. Due north, he kept in his
mind all the time, and sir, to make a
long story short, he come up on a
leetle cabin hid in a woodsy cove jist
under the second flank. He come
might nigh missin’ it at that, fer hit
was well hid in a beech grove.

Hit was jist a plain leetle old cabin,
about ten by twelve. He could see
right good by the moon, so he circled
it careful-like. He seen hit never had
no winders, and only the one door,
which he takened note was padlocked.
He wasn’t lookin’ fer ’em to be there,
and when he seen the padlock he
wasn’t surprised none. But he rea-
soned this was shorely the still, and
they’d be comin’ soon or late. He
scanned out the lay of the land best
he could, and found a leetle spring
off in the grove. He bedded down in a
pile of leaves in the edge of the trees
where he could keep the cabin in
sight and set hisself to wait ’em out.
Be it one day or ten, he never aimed
to leave out of there without Enos
and Walt. He knowed in reason they’d
be comin’. A couple days went by.
He never slept, except in cat-naps.

(“*Wait a minute,” I put in, “what
did he eat?” The old man’s eyes
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twinkled. “Ma’am, he néver. Nothin’
except some leetle old swiveled up
berries. He couldn’t risk firin’ his
gun to kill a squirrel, fer fear they’d
be comin’ and hear his gun, and even
if he’d risked that, he knowed they
could smell a cook fire a mile aways.
So he jist made out on them leetle old
berries. Hit was fortunate they was a
spring handy, or he'd of thirsted
mightily. He got powerful hungry, I
kin tell you that.’ )

Well, the mornin’ of the third day
he was to the place he was thinkin’
he’d jist have to git him somethin’ to
cat. He'd jist have to risk firin” his
gun at a squirrel. He was jist fixin’ to
mosey around on yon s1de the cabin
when a sort of weak-like voice called
out. “Sim,” hit said, ‘“Sim, is that
you?” ,

He whirled around to look down
the path. “We’re inside,” the voice
said, and he recognized it as Walt’s.
“We’re inside the cabin, Sim. You’ ve
done starvcd us out. We're comin’
out now.’

Sim leveled his gun and drawed a
bead on the door, bein’ skeered of
tricks. “Come a-reachin’, or a-shoot-
in’,” he says. “I’ve got you covered.”

And they come a-reachin’. First,
* the chain and the padlock fell to the
ground, and then the door opened
slow-like. Next Enos sidled out with
his hands up, and right behind him
come Walt. Reckon hit must of been
mighty hot in that leetle cabin, fer
both men was stripped down to their
undershirts.

When they was outside, Sim walked

over and searched ’em. When he run
his hand down Walt’s arm, Walt sorta
flinched away. “That old scar still
tender, Wale?” Sim said, movin’ on
to Enos. “Hit must of been right bad
when you cut it that time.”

“Hit was,” Walt said. -

Then Sim walked over and eyed

- that padlock, and he seen why it had

fooled him. The real padlock was on -
the inside. That there door would allus
look padlocked from the outside. Ary
person wanderin’ up would allus think
they wasn’t nobody there.
~ “That’s a right cute idee,” Sim
said.

Walt laughed. “‘Hit’s fooled more’n
you,” he said. ) '
~ Well, Sim, he takened ’em into the
county seat. And when he walked ’em

‘inside, the county attorney’s eyes

bugged out. “Goddlemighty, Sim,”.
he says, “where you been?”

Sim had a three-day growth of
whiskers on his chin, and he was. as
gant as a razorback. His eyes was red
from not sleepin’ much, and his
clothes was all dirty and mussed 1p.
He looked like a old he-coon, and
they wasn’t no doubts about it. He
let hisself down easy-like in a cheer
before his legs give way under him.
“I been to Cincinnati,” he says, right

‘dry-like. “And I want Walt Higgins

fer the murder of Abner Barnes.”

(I realized I had been holding my
breath, and I blew 1t out gustlly
“Now wait,” I.said, “now wait a
minute! How'd he figure that one
out?” The old man’s mouth crinkled”
at the corners and he drooped one
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eye at Henry. “Why, ma’am,” "he
said,
begun to put two and'two together.”)
Well, ma’am, the first thing put
Sim to thinkin® was Walt and Liza
gittin’ married. He .couldn’t help
thinkin” how convenient hit was that
Silas and Ab was both outta Walt’s
way. Hic did look as if everthing had
worked out fer him right well. Course,
Liza might of picked Walt anyhow,
but she hadn’t never takened no no-
tice of him ’til Silas and Ab was both
gone.
~ Sim studied and studied on it, and
he couldn’t fergit Silas a-swearin’ to
the last that he’d went straight home
and to bed. He got to thinkin’ about
how the boys started feudin’, and he
remembered hit was Walt had told
him Ab thought of firin’ old man Sim-
mons’ haystacks. That was the start
of it, and hit seemed likely to him
Walt lay behindst it. And then he
remembered Ab had takened up with
Walt after Zeb’s coon hounds was
high-lifed, and Silas was blamed fer
that. He thought might be Walt had
said somethin’ to Ab made him think
so. And he recollected hit was Walt’s
idee to paint the outhouses. And he
couldn’t noways swear Walt had been
along with the crowd the whole time
they was paintin’ ’em. He ast hisself
why couldn’t Walt of sneaked off and
stole Silas’s mule and rode back to
the holler, kilt Ab and slung him ov er
the mule and hid him in the church.

Hit wouldn’t of takened more’'n a -

. hour, and with all the millin’ around
he wouldn’t of been missed. Special if

“hit was easy énough when he .
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he come back and takened back his.
part. :
When he vot that fur in his stud) in’

he’d jist about convinced hisself hit
was Walt, and he figgered:that rip in-
Walt’s arm hadn’t been done by a
piece of copper atall. He figgered Ab
must of roused up enough to fight a
leetle, and give Walt one good slash

"in the arm before Walt kilt him. He

recollected Walt a-wearin’ his coat at
the inquiry, even though hit was a
right warm day fer fall, and how he
sweated. He says to hisself, that arm
must of been painin’ him considerable.
And he chose to have blood poison
ruther than to have a doctor see it.
Sim . figgered a doctor would of
knowed hit was a knife had slashed

* him.

He was purry shore when he’d got
it studied down to that, but he didn’t
want to let on. He had plenty of rea-
sons fer takin’ Enos and Walt inon a
moonshine charge, so he give it out a
purpose he was lookin’ fer 'em on that
account. He knowed Walt wouldn’t
be too skeered of that, but he’d likely
leave the county if he thought Sim
suspicioned him otherwise. So that’s
the way he done it. And when he seen
the scar on Walt’s arm he knowed he
was right, fer hit wasn’t noways the
kind of scar a jagged piece of copper
would of left. And Walt wouldn’t of
been so flinchy about it. Hit come out
jist like Sim figgered when W. alt con-
fessed. .

There were still some things 1

didn’t understand. “Why did Liza
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try to tell him where the still was?” 1
asked. * Dld she suspect Walt of the

murder?”

The old man shook his head. “No,

ma’am, she never. But Walt had been-

mistreatin’ her, and he’d gone back
to stillin’ after promisin’ her he
wouldn’t. So that she’d come to hate
him might nigh. She figgered . they
was only one way out fer her, and that
was fer Walt to be took in.” He
rubbed his stomach contentedly.

“Then why didn’t she come right
out and tell Sim? Why be so mys-
terious about it?”

“Because they was one or the other
of ’em right there in the house ever
time he come. Hit wasn’t ’til he quit
comin’ and takened to watchin’ from
the clift, which they never knowed,
that they both left the house at oncet.
They had give her orders allus to say
they was away somewheres, if ary
person come to the house. They never
paid no heed to where she said they

was at. And hit was jist her smartness
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. made her think of Cincinnati bein’
due north.”

“And Sim Parker’s smartness for
figuring it out!”

“Well, I reckon you could give him
credit fer that.” And the old man un-
folded his long legs and eased his
spare frame up out of the chair.
“We'd best be gittin’ back to that
tripod and tape, boy,” he said.
“Ma’am, that dinner was sure mighty
fine.”

“But wait,” T said, “you’ve not
finished yet! And could we use this in
a story of our own?”

He clapped his battered old felt
over his bald spot and chuckled.
“Why, use it and welcome, ma’ain.
As fer the end of the story, whyn’t
you and the boy here come into town
and take the day with me and the
missis some Sunday? Jist ast ary per-
son you happen to see on the square
where Sim Parker lives and they kin
tell you the way. Liza, she’d be mighty-
proud to have you, too, I'll be bound.”




-PAINLESS

[;y MacKINLAY KANTOR

HE last that Dr. William Wall had

heard over the radio, the Gila
Monster was reported in the town of
Brewster, nearly three hundred miles
away.

Yet here he was in Sun City. And
it was four o’clock of a hot, desert
afternoon, and old Dr. Wall was alone
in his dental office when the man ap-
peared. He had come in quietly and
he had a gun pointed at Dr. Wall’s
middle.

“Listen,”” said Luis Gila;
you know who I am.”

“Yes,” whispered old Dr. Wall.

“O. K.,” said the Gila Monster.
“You heard about what happened to
that other dentist at the pen?”’

William Wall nodded. He had
heard, in the press and on the air.
He remembered — probably every-
one in nearby states knew — how the
Gila Monster had torn himself out
of the penitentiary at Las Montanas.
-Luis Gila was in the infirmary, and he
waited until the prison dentist had
put his gutta-percha into those tooth
cavities. Then the hidden automatic
had come into play . .. two men
dead in the infirmary. The warden’s
niece carried outside as a shield, and
left dangerously wounded beside the
road a few miles away. And then —
Cartago. Dr. Wall didn’t liketo think
of Cartago

1 guess

“What,” asked the dentist, ‘
want me to do?”’

“I got hell on both 51des, said the
Gila Monster. “That soft filling never
stayed in. I guess maybe the holes was
too big. Don’t you try no tricks. I've
been in a lot of dentists’ chairs, and 1
know what you got to do. You fill
these teeth, but first you give me a
couple of shots with the needle. Don’t
try to give me no Mickey Finns. If
1 feel myself slipping, I'll let you have
this whole clip right where it will do
the most good. Just take it easy.”

Luis Gila put his head back against
the padded rest; his eyes remained
open, unblinking, unwavering.

The dentist withdrew the mirror.
“Four cavities,” he said. He was sur-
prised to learn how calm his voice
sounded.

Gila winced and snarled when the

‘do you

‘needle went in — upper right, then

lower left. Soon he reported a heavi-
ness in his jaw and a prickling of his
tongue.

The old dentist cleaned all four
cavities with his drill, going deeper
and deeper, working as fast as he
might, driven by the pressure of the
automatic pistol. All the time, he was
thinking of Cartago. Cartago was a
lictle town, and the Gila Monster
had gone through there on Tuesday.
The Gila Monster was speeding to
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avoid pursuers, and in that town
there were little boys and girls play-
ing in .the road. Well, two of them
would never play again; and if the
. others played, they would have to

play a sedentary game, one of those

" games that crippled children play
pathetically forever.
At last Dr. Wall packed amalgam
. fillings into the Gila Monster’s four
cavities and made the surfaces smooth.
“Rinse out your mouth,” said Dr.
Wall, “I'm through now. You can

"

go.

At seven o’clock the dentist’s wife,
alarmed because Dr. Wall had not ap-
peared for supper, routed young Dr.
Johnson from his apartment down the
hall, and Dr. Johnson called a police-
man and citizens from the street be-
low. They caved in the office door,
and -plucked the gag out of the old
dentist’s mouth, untied him, and gave
him a drink of his own whisky.

When Dr. Wall told them the iden-
tity of his afternoon’s patient they
were disbelieving.

“But he’s dead, Doc. He’s dead, out
by Big Fork, a good fifty miles south
of here. We ]ust got it on the tele-
phone.”

“Yes,” whispered Dr. Wall. “I

-killed him.”

They expostulated, quite unable to
understand. “He killed himself, Doc!

"People saw him walking up and down

the road beside his car, acting crazy.
He tried to shoot at the state police
when they came up; but he couldn’t
hit a thing. Then he shot himself
through the head.”

Dr. Wall nodded. “I killed him. 1

kept thinking of Cartago. I was afraid

there might be more children, some-
where else, playing in the road.”
“Good heavens!” exploded young
Dr. Johnson. “What did you do?”’
“Four fillings,” said old William
Wall, “under anesthesia. By the time

the anesthesia wore off, I knew he . .

would be alone out there on the desert,
and no dentist — no one within reach.
Nothing he could do. I put mercury
and silver into the horns of the
pulp — deep into the pulp chamber
in every case. Four nerves— and
there was the mercury and silver
packed against them. I kind of
thought — when the pain finally hit-
him, I thought that probably he’d —”

Young Dr. Johnson wiped his fore-
head. “Yes,” he said, ‘I guess you did
kill him.”

a©;



Lord Dunszmy $ “Two Bottle: of Relish’’ is the foztrteenz/z story of THE
_GOLDEN TWENTY — the twenty best detective-crime short stories, by twenty
di ﬁ"erenz autlzors, as selected by a speaal panel of critics, connoisseurs, and "~

~ constant 7eaders In your-Editors’ opinion, “‘Tewo Botiles of Relu/z z: one
of the twelve-best detective stories ever written.

- We first came upon Lord Dunsany’s masterpiece in an obscure an/h/z
a;zt/zology called 'POWERS OF DARKNESS: A COLLECTION OF UNEASY
TALES, pitblished in 1934. We still have the comment we wrote on the

< flyleaf of that small green book: “‘the ﬁnesf example of a ;ﬁnz-dctective--
horror short .story we- lqnow ~— g classic.” We next came-across the story in
the February. 1936 issue of “‘Story” magazznc, edited by Whit Burnett and -

Martha Foley. Whit Burnett once wrote: “I have always sought the socially

'\ meaningful in fiction, but I must say that whenever a story came to me like

“Two Bottles of Relish,’ I droppc'd everything else unul I /zaa' en]oyea’ . 1

don’t.think 1 am crazy either.” ’
_ Then we ourselves included. the story in 101 YEARS' ENTERTAINMENT,

- published in 1941 10 commemorate the hundredih anntversary-of the birth
of the detective story. This was the first book-appearance of “ Two Bottles
of Relish™ in the United-States. At that time — ten years ago — we warned

 -the reader: “‘Read this only when someone is in the house with you.”

In 1943 it became the title-story in an anthology edited by Whit Burnett,
and of it Mr. Burnett-said: *“. . . but here, curiously enough, is a more
realistic Lord Dunsany than we have known in the past. Here is no-fairy

-princess in.a mythical realm, but a good substantial story told in a straight,

" broad Londonese aboutra . . . :/zoc/(zng London happening.”

 We can only repeat;-as a friendly warning: Don't be alone when you
read Lord Durzmny s conmbutlon 10 the créme du crime . . .

TWO BOTTLES OF RELISH

by LORD DUNS/INY

MITHERS IS . my name. I'm what
S you'might calla. small man and in
a-small way of business. I travel for
Num-numo, ‘4 relish- for. meats and
savories — the world-famous relish, [

ought to sqy It's rcally quite good,

no deleterious acids in it, and- does
not affect the heart; so it is quite
easy to push. I wouldn’t have got the

-job if it werent. But I hope some day
N ' Co;zynght 1936, by Story Magazine, Inc.
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to get something that’s harder to push,
as of ‘course the harder they are to
push, .the better the pay. At present
I can just rhake my way; with nothing
at all over; but then I live in a very

expensive flat. It-happened like this,’

and that brings me to my story.
And it isn't the story you’d expect
from.a small man like me, yet there’s
nobody else to tell it. Those that
know anything of it besides me are
all for hushing.it up.

- Well, I was looking for a room to
l1vc in in London-when first I got my
" job.- It had to be in London, to be
central;and I went to a block of build-
ings, -very gloomy. they looked, and
saw the man that ran them and asked
him _for what I wanted. Flats they
called them; just a bedroom and a
sort of acupboard. Well, he was show-
ing a man round at the time who was

a ‘gent, in fact more than that, so he .

didn’t take much notice of me — the
man that ran all those flats didn’t, 1
mean. So I just ran behind for a bit,
seeing all sorts of rooms and waiting
till T could be shown my class of
thing. We came to a very nice flat, a
sitting room, bedroom, and bathroom,
- and a sort of little place that they
called a hall: And that’s how I came
to know Mr. Linley. He was the bloke
that was being shown round.

“Bit expensive,” he said.

And the man that ran the flats
turned away to the window and
picked his teeth. It’s funny how much
:you .can show by a thing like' that.
What he meant to say was that he had

hundreds of_,ﬂa_ts like 1t, and thou-

sands;of people looking for them, and
he didn’t care "who had them or
whether they all went' on looking.
There . was no mistaking him, some-
how.- And yet he never. said a word,
only looked away. out of the window
and picked his teeth. And I ventured
to speak to Mr. Linley then; and I
said, “How about it; sir, if | paid half,
and shared it? I wouldn’t be in the
way, and I'm out all day, and what-
ever you said would go, and really 1
wouldn’t be no more in your way than
a cat.’

-You may be surprised at my doing
it; and you’ll be much more surprised
at him accepting 1t — at least, you
would"if you knew me, just a small
man in.a small way of business. And
yet 1 could see at once that he was -
taking to me more than he was taking '
to the man at the window.

“But theres only one bedroom,”

“he said.

“T could make up my bed easy in
that little room there,” 1 said.

“The Hall,” said the man, looking
round from the window, without
taking his toothpick out. .

“And I'd have the bed out of the
way and. hid in the cupboard by any
hour you like,” I said. ~

He looked thoughtful, and .the
other man looked out over London;
and i -the-end, do you "know, he ac-
cepted. :

**Friend - of yoursP” said the flac.

‘man.

“Yes, ‘answcred Mr Linley.
It was really very nice of him.

Pll-tell you why I did it. Able to
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afford it? Of course not. But I
heard him tell the flat man that he
had just come down from Oxford
and wanted to live for a few months
in London. It turned out he wanted
just to be comfortable and do nothing
for a bit while he looked things over
and chose a job, or probably just as
long as he could afford it.- Well, I
said to myself, what’s: the Oxford
manner worth in:business, especially
a business like mine? Why, simply
everything you've got. If I picked up
only a quarter of it from this Mr.
Linley I'd be able to-double my sales,
and that would “soon mean I'd be
given something a lot harder to push,
with perhaps treble the pay. Worth it
every time. And you can make a
quarter of an education go twice as
far again, if you're careful with it. I
mean you don’t have to quote the
whole of the Inferno to show that
you've read Mllton half a line may do
it. -
Well, about that-story I have to
tell. And you mightn’t -think that
a little man like:me could make you
.shudder. Well, I soon forgot about
the Oxford manner when we settled
down in our flat.'I forgot it in the
sheer wonder of the man-himself. He
had a mind like .an:acrobat’s body,
like a bird’s body: It didn’t want
education. You didn’t notice whether
he was educated or not. Ideas were
always leaping up in him, things you’d
never have thought of. And not only
that, but if any ‘ideas were about, he’d
sort of .catch them. Time and again
I've found him knowing just”what I

was going to say. Not thought reading,
but what they call intuition. I used
to try to learn a bit about chess, just
to take my thoughts off Num-numo

_in the evening, when I'd done with it:

But problems I never could do. Yet
he’d come along and. glance at my
problem and say, “You probably
move that piece first,” and 1'd say,
“But where?” and he'd say, “Oh,
one of those three squares.” And I'd
say, “But it will be taken on all of
them.” And the piece a queen all the
time, mind you. And he’d say, “Yes,
it’s doing no good there you're prob-
ably meant to lose it.’

. And, do you know, he’d be right:

You see, he'd been following out
what the other man had been think-

.ing. That’s what he’'d been doing.

Well, one day there was that ghastly
murder at Unge. I don’t know if you
remember 1t. But Steeger had gone
down to live with a girl in a bungalow
on the North Downs, and that was
the first we had heard of him.

The girl had £200, and he got every
penny of it, and she utterly disap-
peared. And Scotland Yard. couldn t

find her.

Well, . I'd happened to’ read that

Steeger had bought two- bottles of

Num-numo; for the Otherthorpe:
police had found out everything about
him, except what he did -with the
girl; and that of course attracted my
attention, or I should -have never
thought again about the case or said
a word of it to Linley. Num-numo
was always on my mind, as I always
spent every day pushing it, and that
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kept ‘me from forgetting the other
thing;:And so one.day I said to Linley,

“I ‘wonder with all that knack you.

have for seeing ‘through a chess prob-
lem, and thinking.of one thing and
another,.that you don’t have a go at
‘that Qtherthorpe mystery.- It’s a
problem as much as chess,” I said.
“There’s not the mystery.in ten
murders that there is.in one game of

chess,” he answered.

~“T¢’s beaten Scotland Yard,” T said.
“Has it?”’ he asked. .
“Knocked them endwise,” T said.

“Tt shouldn’t have done that,” he "

said. And almost immediately after
he said, “What are the facts?” .
- We were both sitting at supper, and
I told him the facts, as I had them
straight from the papers. She was a
pretty blonde, she was small, shie was
called Nancy Elth, she had £200,
they lived at the bungalow for five
days. After that he stayed there for

another fortnight, but nobody ever

saw her alive again. Steeger said she
had gone to South America, but later
said he had never said South America,
-but South Africa. None of her money
remained in the bank where she had
kept it, and Steeger was shown to
have come by at least ‘£150 just at
that time. Then Steeger turned out

~to be-a vegetarian, getting all his’

food from the greengrocer, and that
made the constable in the village of
Unge 'suspicious of him, for a vege-
tartan ‘was' something new to the
constable. He watched Steeger after
“that, and it’s well he did, for there’
~was nothing that Scotland Yard

-

QUEEN’S MVYSTERY MAGAZINE

asked him; that he couldn’t tell them -
about him, except-of course. the one
thing.“And. he. told the . police . at

‘Otherthorpe -five.or. six miles away,
_-and they came and took a hand at it

too." They were able to say for one
thing that he never went outside the
bungalow and .its tidy garden ever
since she disappeared. You see, the
more -they . watched him the more
suspxcxous they got, as you naturally-
do if you're watching a man; so that

very soon they were watching every

move he made, but if it hadn™t been
for his being a vegetarian they’d never.
have started to suspect him, and there
wouldn’t have been enough evidence
even for Linley. Not that they found
out anything much against him, ex-
cept that £150 dropping in from no-

where, and it was Scotland Yard that
found ‘that, not the police of Other-

thorpe. No, ‘what the constable of
Unge found out was about the larch
trees, and - that beat. Scotland Yard
utterly, and beat Linley up to the

-very last, and of course it beat me.

" There were ten larch. trees in the
bit of a garden, and he’d made some

‘sort of an arrangement with the land-

lord, Steeger had, before he took the
bungalow, by which he could do what
he liked with the larch trees. And
then from about the time that little
Nancy Elth must have died he cut

-every one of them down. Three times

a day he wen't at it for nearly a week,
and when they were all down he cut

:them all up into logs no more than

two feet long and laid them all in neat

‘heaps: You never saw such work. And
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what for? To give an excuse for the
axe ‘'was one theory “But-the excuse
was bigger than the axe; it took him a
fortnight, hard work every day. And

-he could have killed a little thing like.
Nancy Elth without an axe, and: cut’

her up too. Another. theory-was that

“he wanted firewood, to make- away-

with the body. But he never used it.

He left 1t all standing: thefe‘in those-

neat stacks: It fairly beat everybody.

Well, those are the facts I:told Lin-
ley. Oh, yes; and ‘he bought a big
butcher’s knife. Funny thing, they all
do. And yet it isn’t so funny after all;
if you 've got-to cut:a woman -up,
you ve got to cut her up;.and you
" can’t do that without a knife.-Then,
there were some negative facts. He
hadn’t burned-her. Only had a fire in
the small stove now -and then, and
only used it for cooking. They got on
to that pretty smartly; -the -Unge
constable did, and the men that were
lending. him a hand from : Other-
thorpe. There were some little woody
places lying round, shaws they call
them in that part of the country, the

country people do, and they -could.

climb a tree handy .and- unobserved
and get a sniff at the smoke in almost
any direction it might be- blowing.
- They did that now and' then, and
there was no.smell of. flesh burning,

just ordinary cooking. Pretty smart

of the Otherthorpe .police that was,
though- of course it didn’t help to
hang Steeger. Then :later ‘on - the
Scotland Yard men went dewn and
got another fact—:negative, -but
narrowing things down. all the while.

And that was-that the chalk under the.
bungalow and under the little garden
had none of it been disturbed. And
he’d never been outside it since Nancy
disappeared. .Oh, yes, and he had a
big file besides thé knife. But there
was no sign of any ground bones found
on the file, or any blood on the knife.
He'd washed them of course. I told all
thdt to Linley.

Now I ought to warn you before I
go any further. I am a small man my-
self and you probably ‘don’t expect
anything horrible. from me. But I
ought to warn you this man was a
murderer, or at any rate somebody

. was; the woman had been made away

with, a nice pretty little girl too, and
the man that had done that wasn’t
necessarily going to stop at things you
might think he’d stop at. With the
mind to do a thing like that, and with
the long thin shadow of the rope to
drive him further, you' can’t say
what he’ll stop at. Murder tales seem
nice things sometimes for a lady to
sit and read all by herself by the fire.
But murder isn’t a nice thing, and
when a murderer’s desperate and
trying to hide his tracks he isn’t even
as nice as he was before. I'll ask-you
to bear that in mind. Well, I've
warned you. ,

So I'says to Linley, “And what do
you make of it?”

. “Drains?” said Linley.

“No,” 1 says, “you’re wrong there.
Scotland Yard has .been into. that.
And the Otherthorpe people before
them. They’ve had a look in the
drains, such as they are, a little thing.
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running ‘into a. cesspool beyond the
garden; and nothing has gone .down
- nothmg that oughtn t to have, I
mean.’

tions,  but Scotland Yard had been
before him in every case. That’s really
the crab of my story, if you’ll excuse

the expression. You want a man who.

sets out to be a detective to take his
magnifying glass and ‘go down to the
spot; to go to the spot before every-

thing;and then to measure the foot- -

miarks and pick up the clues and find
the knife that the police have over-
looked. But Linley never-even went

near the place, and he hadn’t got.a

magnifying glass, not as I ever saw,
and Scotland Yard were before him
every time. -

+In fact; they had ‘more clues than"

anybody could make head or tail of.
Every kind of clue to show that he’d
murdered the poor little girl; every
kind of clue to show that he hadn’t
disposed  of the body; and yet the
body wasn’t there. It wasn’t in South
America either, and not much more

likely in-South Africa. And all the

time, mind you, that enormous bunch
of chopped larchwood, a ¢lue that was
staring everyone in the face and lead-

ing nowhere. No, we didn’t seem to-

want any more clues, and Linley never

went near the place. The ‘trouble was’
to deal with the clues we'd got. I was-

completely mystified; so was Scotland
Yard; and Linley seemed to be getting
no- forwarder and allthe while the

mystery was hanging on ‘me. I meéan-

if ivwerenot for the trifle I'd chanced

‘He: made one or two othcr.sugges—-

to remember; and if it were not for
one chancé word 1+said to Linley, that
mystery would have gone the way of”
all the other mysteries that men have
made ‘nothing of, a darkness, a httle
patch of ‘night in history.

Well, the fact was Linley dldn t
take much interest in it at first, but

T was so absolutely sure that he could

do it that I kept him to the idea.

“You can'do chess problems,” I said.
- “That’s ten times harder,” he said.
“““Then why don’t you do this?” |

said.

" “Then go and take a look at the

board for me,”said Linley.

That was his way of talking. . We'd
been a fortnight together, and I knew
it by now. He meant to go down to
the bungalow at Unge. 1 know you'll
say why didn’t he go himself; but the
plain truth of it is that if-he'd been
tearing about the countryside he’'d
never have~been thinking, whereas
sitting there in his chair by the fire in’
our flat' theré was no limit to the
ground he could cover, if you follow -
my méaning. So down I went by train
next day; and got out at Unge station.
And there wére the North Downs ris-
ing up before me, somehow like music.

- “It’sup there isn t 1t”’ I'said to the
porter: 7

“That’s- rlght,” he sard “Up there
by the lané; and mind to turn to your
right when 'you ‘get to' the old yew.
tree, a very big tree, you can’t mistake
it; and-then .. and hé told me the
way so that I ‘¢ouldn’t go wrong. I
found" them all like’ that very nice
and helpful: ‘You-see, it 'was Unge’s



. TWO BOTTLES OF RELISH 87

day at last. Everyone had heard of
Unge now; you could have gat a letter
- ‘there any time just { then without put-
ting the county, or post, town; and.
‘this was what Unge had. ‘to. show 1
daresay if you tried to, find Unge now

.. .well, anyway, they were makmg
*:hay while the sun shone.’ '

Well, there.the: hill. was, hgbmg up -

into sunhght going: up like :a song.
You don’t want to hear:about the
spring,.and .all the may rioting, and
the color that came down over every-
thing later on in the day, and all those
birds; but I thought,- “What a' nice
place to bring a girl:to.”
when I thought,that he’d. killed her

there, well I'm only a small man, as I

said, but when-I.thought. of her on .

that hill with all the birds singing, I
said to myself, “Wouldn’t it be odd
if it turned out to be me after all that
got that man killed, if he did-murder
her.” So I'soon found my. way up to
the bungalow. and began . prying
about, looking over the hedge into
“the garden. And I didn’t find much,
and I found nothing at all that the
police hadn’t found-already,-but there
‘were those heaps of larch. logs staring
me in the face and looking.queer.
I did a lot .of .thinking, . leamng
_against the hedge, breathing . the
smell of the may, and.looking over
the top of it at the larch-logs, and the
neat little bungalow_the other. side of
the garden. Lots of theories I.thought
of, till I came to the best thought of
all; and that was that if I left the
thinking to Linley,.with his Oxford-
and-Cambridge education,. and only

And then-

,brought-.him. the facts, as he had told .

me, I should be doing more good in
my way than if I tried-to do any.big
thinking. I forgot -to tell you that.I
had . gone .to Scotland . Yard in “the
morning. Well, there wasn’t really.
much to :tell. What. they.asked me
was what I wanted. And, not having
an- answer. exactly. ready, I didn’t:

find out very much. from: them. But,

it was quite different at Unge; every-
one was most .obliging; it was their
day there, as I said. The constable let
me go indoors, so long as I didn’t
touch anything, and he gave me a
look at the garden from the. inside.

And I.saw the stumps of the .ten

larch trees, and I noticed ‘one thing
that Linley said was very observant

of me, not that it turned out to be,

any use, but anyway I was. doing
my best: I noticed that the stumps
had been all. chopped anyhow. And
from that I thought that the man that:

did it didn’t know much about chop-
ping. The constable said .that was a.

deduction. So then I said that the axe

“was blunt when he used it; and that -

certainly made the constable think,
though he didn’t-actually say.I was

right this time.

.Did T tell you that Steeger never
went outdoors, except to the:little
garden . to chop wood, . ever. since-

Nancy. disappeared? .1 think I ‘did..

Well, it was perfectly -true. . They’d
‘watched him night and day,. one or

another of them, and .the Unge
constable told me. that himself. That.
limited things a good deal. The only
thing I didn’t like about it was that I

/
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felt Linley ought to have found all

that out instead of ordinary police-
men, and I felt that he could have too.
There’d have been romance in a story
like that. And they’d never have

done it if the news hadn’t gone round -

. that the man was a vegetarian and

only dealt at the greengrocer’s. Likely
" as not even that was only started out
of pique by the butcher. It’s queer
what little things may trip-a man up.
Best to keep straight is my motto.

But perhaps I'm straying a bit away -

from my story. I should like to do that
forever — forget that it ever was; but
I can’t.

Well, I picked up all sorts of infor-'

mation; clues I suppose I should call
it in a story like this, though they
none of them seemed to lead any-
where. For instance, I found out ev-
erything he ever bought at the village.
I could even tell you the kind of salt
he bought, quite plain with no phos-
phates in it, that they sometimes put
in to make it tidy. And then he got
ice from the fishmonger’s; and plenty
of -vegetables, as I said, from the
greengrocer, Mergin & Sons. And I
had a bit of talk over it all with the
constable, Slugger. he said his name
was. I wondered. why he hadn’t
come in and searched the place as

soon as the girl was missing. “Well,

you can’t do that,” he said. “And
besides, we didn’t suspect at once,
not about the girl, that is. We only

suspected there was something. wrong
about him on account of him being a’

vegetarian. He stayed a good fortnight
after the last that‘_was seen of her.

‘theories about -that,

And then we slipped in like a knife.
But, you see, no one had been inquir-
ing about her, there was no warrant
out.’

“And what did you find?”’ T asked
Slugger, “when you went in?”’

“Just a big file,” he said, “and the
knife and the axe that he must have-

+ got to chop her up with.”

“But he got the axe to chop trees
with,” 1 said.

“Well, yes,” he said, but rather

: rudgmgly

“And what did he chop them for?”
I asked.

“Well, of course, my superiors has
” he said, “that
they mightn’t tell to everybody.”

You see, it was those logs that. were
beating them. .

“But did- he cut her up at all?” 1

“asked.

“Well, he said that she was gomg to
South America,” he answered. Which
was really very fair-minded of him.

- I don’t remember now much else
that he told me. Steeger left the
plates and dishes all washed up and
very neat, he said.

Well, I'brought all this back to Lin-
ley, going up by the train that started
just about sunset. I'd like to tell you
about the late spring evening, so calm
over that grim bungalow, closing in

‘with a glory all round it as though

it were blessing it; but you’ll want to
hear of the, murder. Well, T told
Linley everything, though much of it
didn’t seem to me to be worth the
telling. The trouble was that the mo-
ment I began to leave anything out,
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he’d know it, and make ‘me drag it in.
“You can’t tell what may be vital,”
he’d say. “A tin tack swept away bya
housemaid might hang a man.” -
All very well; but be coisistent,
even if you are educated at Eton
and Harrow, and whenever T men-
tioned Num-numo,  which -after all
was the beginning of the whole story;
because he wouldn’t have heard of it

if it hadn’t been for me; and my .’

noticing that Steeger had bought
two bottles of it, why then ‘he said
that things like that were' trivial and

we should keep to the main issues.

I naturally talked a bit about Num-
numo, because only' that day I had
pushed close on fifty- bottles of it in

_ Unge.”A murdér certainly stimulates

people’s minds, and Steeger’s’ two
bottles gave me an’ opportunity ' that

only a fool could have failed to make

something of. But of course ‘all that
was nothing at all to Linley."

You can’t see ‘a man’s thoughts,
and you can’t look 1nto his mind,
so that all the most exciting things
in the world can never’' be told of.

But what I think happened all that

evening \vuh Linley, while I talked
to him before supper, and ‘all through
supper, and sitting smoking after-
wards in front of our fire, was that his
thoughts were stuck at a barrier there
was no getting over. And the barrier
wasn’t the difficulty of finding ways
and means by which’ Steeger might
have made away with the body, but
the impossibility of findihg why he
chopped those masses of wood -every
day for a fortnight, and paid, as I'd

just found out, £25 to his landlord to
be allowed to do it. That’s what was
beating Linley. As for the ways by

. which Steeger. might have hidden the

body, it seemed to me that every way
was blocked by the police. If you said
he buried it, they said the chalk was
undisturbed; if you-said he carried it -
away, they said he neverleft the place;
if-you said he burned it, they said no
smell of burning was ever noticed
when. the smoke blew low, and when-it
didn’t they climbed trees after it. I'd
taken to Linley wonderfully, and I
didn’t have to be educated to see
there was something big in a mind like
his, and I thought that he could have
done it. When I saw the police getting
in before him like that, and no way
that T could see of getting past them,
I felt real sorry.

Did anyone come to the house, he
asked me once or twice. Did anyone

-take anything away from it? But we

couldn’t account for it that way.
Then perhaps I made some suggestion
that was no good, or perhaps I started
talking of Num-numo again, and he
interrupted me rather sharply.

“But what would you do, Smith-
ers?”’ he said. “What would you do
yourself?”’

“If I'd murdered poor Nancy
Eith?” T asked.

“Yes,” he said.

“I can’t ever imagine domg such a
thing,” I told him.

He sighed at that, as though it were
somethmg against me.

“I suppose I should never be a-de-

- tective,” I'said. He just shook his head.
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 Then he looked broodingly into. the .-

. fire for what:secemed':an:-hour. And
 then he shook his head agam We both
went to-bed after that.:

-I'shall rememiber the’next day all:

“my life. I was till-evening, as'usual;

- pushing. 'Num-numo:-*And .»we' ‘sat-
-You’
-+ couldn’t ;get things-cooked at -those
flats, so of course 'we had.it.cold: And
Linley began with a salad: I can see it

- down “to “supper’ about " nine.

now, every bit of it. Well;: I was still-a
bit -full of what I'd “done in Unge,
pushing Num-numo: Only a: fool, I
know, would "have been -unable to
push it there; but still; T sad pushed
 it; and about ﬁfty bottles, forty-eight
to be exact, are something in a-small

village, whatever the circumstances.

So I'was talking about it -a bit; and
then all of a sudden. T realized :that
Numm:numo was nothing to' Linley,
and I pulled myself up with a‘jerk. Tt
was really very kind -of him; do you
know "what he did? He must have
known at once why I stopped talking,
and he just stretched out 2 hand and
said, Would you give me a little of
your Num-numo for my salad?*"

I was so touched I nearly -gave it
to him. But of course you don’t take
Num-numo~ with salad:" Only for
meats and savories.: That s onthe
bottle.

- So* I just sa1d to h1m Only for.~

meats and.savories.’ Though T don’t
" know what savortcs are Never had
any. ’ ' T
I never saw a mans face go hke.
‘that before. - .
He seemed still for'a whole minute;

_ for vegetables, eh?”

it. Then he was quite silent. =+

And nothing speaking about.him but

‘that expression. Like a man'that!sscen,

a. ghost one is: tempted to write., But, -

- it wasn’t really at all: Pl tell-you.what.

he Jooked like. Liike'a man that’s seen -~
something that no-oné has everlooked: -

_at before; somethmg he ' thought o

couldn t be.

" “And then he said‘in a.voice that.was-
all quite changed, more low and gen-'
tle .and- quiet it seemed, No good

“Not a bit,” I'said.- -
And at that he.gave a kmd of sob
in his throat. I hadn’t thought he:

" could feel things like that:" Of course -

I didn’t-know what it was all about; -+
but, whatever it wioy I thought all

that sort of thing would have been
knocked out of him at Eton and Har-
row, an educated mar like that: Theré~ .-
were no tears in-his-eyes, but he was:

feeling something horribly. -

- And then he began to speak with
big spaces-between his words, saying;
“A man might make a mistake per-' -
haps, and use Num-numo with vege—
tables.”

“Not twice,”
could I say?

And he repeated - that aftervme as

1 Sald What else

“though I had told .of the end of the™

world, and adding ‘an awful emphasis

to my words, till they seemed all-

‘clammy with ‘some -frightful 51gn1ﬁ-~ 2

cance, and shaking his head-as he satd

“What is it?” I asked
“Smlthers,” he said. -
“Yes,” 1 said.
“Smithers,” said he.
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-And I.said, “Well?™.

i “Look. here, Smithers,”
“you must phone down to the grocer
at Unge and find this out flom him.”

“Yes?” Tsaid. -

¢ “Whether Steeger - bought: thoqe
two bottles, as I expect he did, on the

same day, and not a few days apart.

He couldn’t have done that.”

I waited to see if any more was com-
ing, and then I ran out and did what
I was told. It took me some time, be-
ing after nine o’clock, and only then
with the help of the police. About six
days apart, they said; and so [ came
back and told Linley.-He looked up

at ‘me so hopefully when I came in,.

but I.saw that it was the wrong an-
swer. by his eyes.' -

You can’t. take things to heart like
that without being ill, and ‘when™ he
didn’t speak 1 said, “What you want
isa good brandy;and go to bed carly.”

.And he said, “No. I must see some-

one from Scotland Yard. Phone round

to them. Say-here at once.”

But I said, *

this hour.”

- His eyes were all lit up.

.“Then tell them,” he said, “they’ll
never find Nancy Elth. Tell one of

them:to come here, and I’ll tell him -

why.” And he added, T think only for
, “They must watch Steeger, till
one. day they get him over something
else.”
And, do you know he came. In-
spector Ulton; he came himself. -
While we were waiting 1 tried to
tatk to Linley: Pardy curiosity, I

he said; :

‘I can’t get an inspector’
from Scotland Yard to call on us at

admit. But I didn’t want to leave him
to- those thoughts of his, brooding
away by the fire. I tried to ask bim
what it was all about. But he wouldn’t
tell me. “Murder is horrible,” is all
he would say. “And as a man covers
his tracks up it only gets worse.’

He wouldn’t tell me. “There are
tales,” he said, “that one never wants
to.héar.”

That’s true cnough I wish I'd never
heard this one. I never did actually.
But I guessed it from Linley’s last
words to Inspector Ulton, the only
ones that I overheard. And perhaps
this is the point at which to stop
reading my story, so that you don’t,
guess it too; even if you think you
want murder stories.. For don’t. you
rather want a murder story with.a bit
of a romantic twist, and not a story
about real foul murder? Well, just as
you like. . :

“In came Inspector Ulton, and Lin-
ley shook hands in silence, and pointed
the way to his bedroom; dnd they
went ‘in there and talked in low .
voices, and I never heard a word.

A fairly hearty-looking man was the
inspector when they went into that
room.

‘They. walked thlouch our 51tt1ng

.room in silence when Lhey cane out,

and together they went into the hall,
and there [ heard the only words they
said 1o each other.- It was the in-
spector that first broke that silence.

“But why,” he said, ““did he cut
down the trees?”’.

“Solely,” said Linley,
get an appetite.”

“In order to
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 authdiof ¢ “The Lady and the ‘Drdgon’ and credtor'of that deeply perceptive ™ * A

'Sout/z /lfnmn detectzl/e, Rolf le: Roux'? Well, Mr. Godfrey, who has a l

© great talent and for whom' e predzct a bright a’etectwe—story Sfuture, is a o

fair- haired, b/ue -eyed.South Afrzmn of European descent, six Jeet two .
his stocl(znged feet, and a good 230 pounds, if he tweighs an oince, frz.ends' N
have told him that his face betrays a slightly soulful expression, which he -
- questions, but there is:no-questioning the slightly cauliflower ear.

Peter Godfrey fought-hard against being a writer — but more of that in
a later issue. Once he did become a writer, he fought equally hard for the
life-in-print of Rolf le Roux. When he first conceived the character, every-
one except-his wife a’zscouragea’ him. Indeed, Mrs. Godfrey sztpported her
husband’s obstinacy even aftér a “‘world-renowned literary figure,”" to
whom Mr. Godfrey expounided the idea, delivered the verdict: * Forget it.
You'll never sell a smg/e Rolf le Roux story " (We can’t help wondering
who that “world-renowned.literary figure” is!) :

Here is the very first Oom Rolf story written by Peter Godlfrey. It is one-
part “miracle problem,”” one-part ‘‘impossible crime,”’ and one-part “‘locked
room” — a ratiocinative recipe whose ingredients, in the proper propor-’
tions, produce a detectival dish that is always /zam’ to beat . .

A DAGGER OF THE MIND

by PETER GODFREY

“Art thou not, fatal z/i;ioh, senstble
To feeling as to sight? Or art thou but
A dagger of the mind, a false creation;
Proceeding  from the lzcat-oppressed

bram?”
— MacBeTH

vator to the fourth floor. He
kept on telling himself that.-Snyder
would give him his chance; ke did not
suspect him. Sometime -during - the

CORDING took the automatic ele-

table.

interview Snyder would turn his back
and then.

His opportunity came earlier than
he expected. Snyder was seated at his
He looked round to see who .
had entered.

“Get out!” he -said, and turncd
back to his writing. ..

Cording drew the blade with- a
practised gesture. Three swift, silent
steps brought Him to his victim.’ As..
he lifted Snyder’s he'ld by the han‘,

' Copyright, 1946 by Publicitas
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the keen steel sliced through the
jugular vein in an ear-to-ear cut. He
let the hair go, and the face slumped
down onto the blood-saturated writ-
ing pad.

There was no sound, thought Cord-
ing, and there was no blood on him.
That was what he had planned. He
moved to the other side of the room
and calmly wiped his weapon on- the
window .curtain.

He stayed a minute or two longer,
checkmg his appearance before the
mirror over the imitation fireplace,
then turned to go. His hand, reaching
for the door-knob, suddenly felt it
turning beneath his fingers. A thick-
set man, whom he recognized as the
caretaker of the building, walked into
the room.

Even in the horrible unexpected-
ness of the moment, Cording did not
entirely lose his head. “There’s been
a murder here!” ‘he said u1gently

“Quick! Fetch the police!”

His stratagem did not succeed.
With a surprising swiftness the thick-
sct man dodged through the door,
slammed i, and locked it flom the
outside.

- Cording experlenccd momentary
. panic, then his brain, ice-cold and
-logical, again tock command. He
walked to the window, looked at the
s window opposite and the windows on

each side of the square forming the

-walls of the open court below. He
smiled cynically at the irony of the
idea that so impossibie an exit would,
in.fact, provide him-with an indirect
means of escape.-He sat down on the
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studio - couch, and waited for the
police. | )

He. dld not wait many minutes; it
does not take long in a fast car from

Caledon Square to Sea Pomt

~ Inspector Dirk Joubert headed the
police party. With him were the
medical examiner; Dr. McGregor, a
lizard-faced sergeant in uniform, and
Johnson and - Botha, photographer

and fingerprint expert respectively.

Each went to his appomted task with

“the experience born only of long

practice..

On Joubert’s instructions, the ser-

geant called in the carctaker, who
was hovering outside the door of the
roomt. :
His story was simple. Snyder 1ad
asked him a.week before to keep an
eye open for-a person of Cording’s
description, and not allow him access
to Snyder. He had noticed Cording in
the lobby, but a few minutes passed
before he realized that Cording might
be the man Snyder had spoken about.
He went to the fourth floor, and
found Cording in the -room with
Snyder’s body.

Joubert turned and asked Cording
for his name. At the answer, his eye-
brows lifted. “What do you know
about this affair?”’ he asked.

Cording smiled. “I know the &ir-
cumstances may look rather suspi-
cious, Inspector,” he said, “but my
story is nearly the same as the care-
taker’s. I came to see Snyder on busi-
ness. When [ arrived, 1 found him
lying with his throat cut.”
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“As he is lying nowP" v
“YCS ”» . .
HHe's not the only ong;”

- said
Joubert. '
Cording asked, ““What do “you

mean?” but there was a strange lack
of either anger or anxiety in his tone.

“Exactly what I said,” went on
Joubert. “You're another one who'’s
lying. You see, Cording, this-is not
the first time I have heard your fairly
uncommon name. Three- weeks ago I
received a message from the Sydney
pohce, warning me to keep an eye on
you.’

“Oh, yes,” said Cording, ‘“the
police were rather attentive in Aus-
tralia. Bit of a coincidence, isn’t’it,
walking into another murder here in
Cape Town?” '

“Not a comcrdence, said- Ioubert
“A mistake — perhaps a fatal mis-.
take.”

Cording'stood up and spoke wrth
clear incisiveness.
Inspector, I refuse to submit-again to
the same browbeating without-evi-
dence I was forced to submit:to in
Sydney. I will admit the circum-
stances are suspicious, but proof: of
my innocence or otherwise is easily
ascertainable. There lies a man -with
his throat cut. I have been locked- in
here without any ‘means of escape. If
I am guilty, you will find the weapon
either on my person, or in. this room.
If you fail to find it, you-must accept
my story as correét.”” - - o e

He paused for a moment and then

.went on.-“And I st téll>you this, -

Inspector: if the police-'in - Australia

“Now look here;

failed to inform you of the fact, I am -
a business man of considerable-finan-
cial and social standing ‘in at-least
three continents. My boat is due to-
sail from Cape Town in exactly three
hours. I warn you, if you prevent me -
from taking passage, it will mean the
loss ‘of several thousands to me. In
such circumstances I will certainly-
seek redress through legal channels,
both from the South African police
and from you personally.”

Joubert shrugged and turned ‘to”
McGregor. “Well, Doc, what was it
done with?” -

“A sharrp instrument,” said Mc-
Gregor; “a verra sharrp instrument,
but no’ a razor. It wasna’ tapered —
the blade was flat and thin. Length at
least five inches — wi’ the handle in-
cluded, I should say erght or nrne
inches over all.” :

Johnson pointed to the blood-smear
on the curtain. “This gives you the
width of the blade,” he said, and:
measured it with a pocket rule: “A
fraction over half an inch wrde,” he'
told the gathering. :

They waited until the camera and
the insufflator had done their work,
and then Joubert turned to his men. .

“You all know what you're looking
for,” he said. “A knife, eight or nine
inches long, the blade five or more
inches in length and a half an mch in -
width. Find 1t.” -

They looked. They prodded the
furniture, lifted the carpet, emptied
the bookshelf. By the time the sér-
geant lifted his lizard nose “from a
close scrutiny of the last possible place
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.of concealment, the room and furni-
ture held no secrets from the police.
. But they did not find the knife.

. Joubert had personally and vainly
searched Cording. Now, with a flash
.of inspiration, he ran practised hands
over the corpse. The glint in his eyes
soon dulled into disappointment.

It .must be hidden somewhere,”
he said slowly.

“Unless, Inspector, my . story is
true,” said Cording,-and Joubert felt
his hackles rise at the other’s amused
tone. ,

“T prefer to work on the supposi-
tion of your guilt,” he said stiffly.

“What memories of Australia you
brmg back!” said Cording lightly, and

added: “Don’t worry about the pas-
sage of time, Inspector. My baggage-

is already on board. All I ask is, if you
delay me more than another hour and
a half, you give me a lift in your car
direct to the docks.”

He moved after ]oubert to the win-
dow. “Joking apart,” he said, ‘I am
getting a bit fed up with being kept
here. You've searched everything in
this room and found nothing. To my
mind, there is only one possibility you
have left unexplored. Perhaps the
murderer threw the knife out of the
window. If he did, it will certainly
prove very awkward for me, but if
you fail to find that knife on any out-
side projection of the building or in
the courtyard below, then I will really
begin to thmk this has gone far
enough. .

]oubert turned “Search the room
again, sergeant, and make a thorough
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job of it this time. Botha, come outside
with me to look at the courtyard.”
They went: downstalrs “This is a
nice spot to be In,” said Joubert.
“The. ;man’s -guilty — I know he’s
guilty. But he’s also right. I've got no
grounds to hold him unless the knife
is found.” - . :
- “And I take it you don’t. expect to
find it in.the courtyard?” said Botha.
“No. He was much too cocksure
about his. suggestion. T'll look, of

" course, but I haven t any hopes.”

Joubert paused. “It seems to ‘me
there’s just one chance for us; John-
son. [ want. you to take the car and
fetch.

“Oom Rolf"’ Botha finished for

Him. “You're right, Dirk. Perhaps
the old man  may just see some-
thing —
. “And. he may not. Oh, I'll admit
he’s got-a tremendous knowledgc of
human .nature, but this time we've
got the criminal. It’s his weapon we’re
after.. But I'm ready to catch at any
straw. now.”

Johnson left. When he returned
with Qom Rolf, Joubert was waiting
at the entrance to the building.
~ Rolf le .Roux’s pipe was puffing
cherry-red, and seemed in imminent

~ danger of igniting his bushy whiskers.

“Good day,: Dirk,” he said. “Johnson
has, told me of your trouble. Did you
find the knife in the yard?”

Joubert shook his head They took
the elevator.”..
~As they entered the room, Cording

glanced at_them cynically. He put a
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«cigarette between his. hps. -and-lit. it
~ with ;the- l1ghter bu1lt ANto : hlS ,ex-
quisitely chased: gold cigarette, case.

" Rolf walked to-the' body and stood
-over it for a moment.
a knife was 1t
Gregor told him. -

“I 'wonder,” said Rolf..

McGregor ‘stood - on., hlS profes-
sional dignity. “What do you, mean? ’
..he asked tartly.

HLook,- Doctor, -said | Rolf “1t 1s

. not only a knife that will make sucha
cut; I remember ‘now, many  years .

_ago on my farm. The wagon. was

. loaded and the oxen were pullmg--
My boss boy, Adoons, cracked the.

- whip.—and the lash-caught a pick-
. aninnyon theé leg. It shced his calf
like a butcher’s knife. . ..

“No,” said McGrcgor “that wound

was, made wi” a knife. A verra sharp

knife. The wound shows that.”
“You misuniderstand me, my friend,”

said Rolf. “When you see a cut, a:
thin eut, .you think of a knife. But.

there are other things that could have
made such a cut. A piece of gut, for
-instance, held taut and drawn with

.. force . and speed ~across . a man’s

1y

throat..

. McGrevor shook “his head em- .
: phatlcally and pointed to: the body.:

he . said.

HThere.-are other .signs,”

“Some of . the ‘hair has been pulled
out by the roots. The murderer came -

up behind him, pulled up his head by
‘the hair-with his left hand and cut his

.concluded triumphantly. -

“What kind of
he asked and- Mc-
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- “Apart . from

-that,” - interposed
Iohnson,

“these are_ deﬁmte knife

, malks on . the curtam

Rolf . bristled.: You .are. foollsh ”
he. said. “When is a knife nota. kmfe?
If. 1.hid my pipe in this room, it
would not' fake- 'you tem.minutes .to

. find.it."But you have looked for an

hour,.and youstill cannot find-a solid,

.

i rigid. steel ob]ect at least nine mches

slong:. .
“We haven’t found a14- foot wagon
whip either,” said Johnson. '

.. Rolf turned away from him abruptly,
and walked across to Cording. He ex-
tended his hand. “ELe Roux,” he in-
-troduced. himself, and sat down next
to . Cording on-the studio couch. He
allowed himself to tense and relax
two. or.- three times. -“Too soft,” he
said.-“It.is like sitting on a feather,

bed: I like to feel that I am sitting.’

*It.1s'a bed of sorts,” said Cordmg,
amused. It is not just-a settee — it
can be;converted into two single beds
or-a double bed. Personally, I think
it’s both comfortable and useful —
particularly in a flat.”

“You have one of your.own?” .

. “Yes,.in my flatin London.”

-+ Rolf Jeaned.over and tapped him
on -the.:leg “I must - tell’ you why I
am-here,” .he said. “The police are
puzzled. Once before I was able to
help them:. Now thcy think I may be
able to.do it again.

.Cording smiled: Exactly what sort

-of an expert are you?” he asked.
throat with his right hand. He couldna’ .
ha’;used a piece of gut.like that,” he .

Rolf puffed: at-his:-pipe and his
.eyes twinkled.- *No .expert,” he said.
“It.1s merely ‘that-I-have an under-
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:standing of- people Will you tell me
your story?”’ he asked. -

Cording repedted what he had told
~ Joubert. “My. boat leaves in"exactly
one” hour,” ‘
.phasized his point by showing his
-wrist-watch to Uncle Rolf. - -

. “That is'a nice watch,” said Rolf,

++“but- there ‘are things about it-that ~
are strange to me: That hand that™+

goes round and round, and the extra

- .knob: near the wmder~—what are

they?”
“Astop- -watch attachment It meas-
- ures time in fifths of a second.”

- ““And. that other hand that does-

- not move?”’

A" compass 'needle.'
" to hisifeet. “Now look here, Inspector,
- I must really ask you to let me leave.
- It ‘is quite- obvious that you: will
The murderer
. probably took it away on his person.”

“You are partially right,” said Rolf.

“The murderer has.the knife on his

away —oh, nel”

“What da you mean?’ askedv

Cotding. -

“Sit: down ‘again and T will explam ~

‘There.is only one real mystery here,

" vmy friend. We all know you are'guilty:

- of this crime. All that puzzles us is
what you did:with the weapon:
- “No,:don’t speak yet. Let me go

on. I know you- have hidden the -
- .weapon; but I also know that you are -

a careful man, just because it is hidden

- sb-well:-A careful man.is a man who -
* -weighs " alternatives —a- man who -

reasons. Would such.a-man hide the

~he concluded, and em-

things.- I say to myself,

Cordmg rose

* weapon: in the room? No. He would

realize if it was éver found aftér he
had gone; he could be sent for again

- —lyes, ‘even’ from England He ‘must
-at-all costs take the weapon with

him: That-is why T-knosw you have it
hidden on your person. . .
“Now' I' will tell you why, even

,when you were searched; the weapon

was not. found."The doctor is certain
the dead ‘man was killed with a‘knife.

'When 'he' and the others think of a
- knife, they. think of something rigid
-~and -sharp — that is their experience

But I think of ether
‘rigid and
sharp; yes, that is the perfect descrip-
tion of a: stabbing weapon, a dagger.
But a cutting weapon need not neces-
sarily " be rlgld it need only be

with. ' knives.

-sharp® .

“So it is that when I came to sit
next' to: you, my mind was open. I
spoketo you to find a way in which
your mind ‘worked, a pattern,” that

- person, ‘but he is not going to take it ~would':show- me Where the weapon

was hidden. The pattern was not hard
to find. :
“When I came into the room, you

-used:a cigaretté case that was also a

lighter, your watch also measures

“time in fractions’ and ‘is a compass,
“and you-like a- couch which can be

made into :two beds at night. That

+is:the main’ pattern of your mind,

my friend — you prefer ob}ects which
have -morethan one use.

¢ Rolf leaned “forward conﬁdennally

-to=Cording.-“You are¢ a clever man,’

he said; " “and- - thidk- you realize the
game is up. You will-also see that vio-
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lence will not hclp you now,” he

added.

He applied ‘another match to his |
“It is there-’

pipe béfore he went on.
fore obvious to me the knife is con-
cealed on your person in an object
which normally serves another pur-
pose. Is there anything you wear
which could conceal the kind of knife
the police think of? No. But there.is
one object that could conceal the
kind.of knife I think of.”

He reached forward, 1gnored Cord-
ing’s movement of protest, and re-
moved the latter’s belt. His stubby
finger indicated to Joubert the fact
that' the buckle was not stitched to
the leather. Under the pressure of his
thumbnail, the snap fasteners which
took the place of stitches opened, and
he pulled the buckle away from, the
belt.. :
Then they saw the buckle was not

“only a buckle, but the haft of 16
inches of thin shining steel that shid
easily.. from the sht in' the sheath

» which’ was also a leather belr.

For a second the scene was a tab-
leau, then' Joubert moved. Handcuffs
snapped on Cording’s wrists.

* Rolf picked a shred of tobacco
from his well-worn pouch, and neatly
cut it in half by running it lightly
over the edge of the blade.

“For cutting,” he said conversa-
tionally to Johnson. “It is like a razor
— as hard and as sharp as a razor.
But as a stabbing weapon — oh, no!”
With his forefinger he easily bent the
point over until it touched the
buckle. ““Much too flexible,” he said,
and pulled his forefinger away.

The thin steel shot straight with a
twang - that subsided into a faint
vibrational humming.

“‘The crack of the whip,” said Rolf.

FOR MYSTERY FANS — these swrftly paced mystery thrlllers are now on sale -

at your newsstand: -

A MERCURY Mystery — “Drop Dead,”

.'the

by George Bagby “Refreshmg

yarn is lrvely, comments The New York Times.

BestseLLer Mystery — “Kill To Fit,”” by Bruno'Fischer. “Definitely up to the
standard, says the Louispille Journal-Courier.

A ]ONATHAN Press Mystery — “Death Against Venus,” by Dana Chambers.
“A fast and expert job,” reports The New Yorf(ér’ ' :

These volumes, published by Mercury PusLicarions, which .also publishes
.ELLERY QuEEN’s MYbTERY Macazing, have been carefully chosen and edited by
_a staff of mystery experts. Fans everywhere acclarm Mercury Mystery books as
‘ tops”'



Did you know that every year the Hospitalized Veterans Writing Profect —
a volunteer organization in Chicago, working with VA's Special Services —
sponsors a writing contest for patients in Veterans Administration hospitals
throughout the country? The fourth annual contest has just had its winners
announced, and we are thrilled to report that EQMM helped in a small
way to make this fourth contest an outstanding success. '

Last year the HVWP asked EQMM to sponsor a mystery-story de-
partment. We were happy and honored, and arranged to give five cash
prizes and three honorable mentions of subscriptions to EQMM. The
mystery-story depariment was only one of twelve different categories in
which the hospitalized veterans competed; other categories included the
Short Story and the Article (David C. Cook I11, donor and judge), Story
or Cartoon Book (Rand McNally and Viking Press, donors), Serious Poetry -
(Louise R. Parker, donor, and the late Clement Wood, judge), and
Humorous Poetry (American Legzon Auxiliary No. 299 of Yoikers, N.- Y ’
donor, and QOgden-Nash, judge).

In our opinion.the best mystery-crime short story submitted was “The . .
Miracle,” by Charles A. Shea. Mr. Shea sent his story from Ward 1-B,
Room 233, VA Hospital, Albuquerque, New Mexico, where he has been
hospitalized since 1947, his home is in Hartford, Conn. Mr. Shea served
in the U. S. Navy, on destroyer duty in the Pacific. His current interest is
writing, and while he has published an article, titled “Operation Come-
back,” in the New Mexico Western College Magazine, his prize-winning
story is the first fiction he has ever had published. Good luck, Charlie,
and congratulations! — and double-good-luck to all the others! Keep
punching, fellow: — you'll get there; and if the HVWP wants EOMM to
participate in future annual contests, we are ready, willing, and able.

THE MIRACLE
" by CHARLES A. SHEA.

HERE'S liable to be a brawl any in, too. That’s kind of a favorite sport
TSaturday night in the El Som- with the natives down this way. But
brero Cafe. More times than not it was a Tuesday night that I looked
there’ll be a lot of knife-play thrown up from a table near the office, in the
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‘rear of the half-filled joint, and knew.

‘we tere in for something that would
make any Saturday. night riot look
like a-dancing-school recital: For com-
ing-through-the front'door, dressed in
a T-shirt and black trousers, was a
gay  the local folks called *“The
Padre.” And ‘when ‘a guy like that

‘comes-into a dive-like this, you have .

-the perfect recipe for trouble.

- The Pddre pulled into town a cou-
ple of weeks' before and was living in
an old ruin, known as the San.Vin-
cente Mission. There was some talk
going around that he was here to re-
store it. For my dough that was a job
that' would ‘make putting Humpty
Dumpty together again look like a

cinch. - The odds around town were_ -

three to ‘one he wouldn’t last six
weeks. In the sun-baked Southwest
guys who worked alone seldom did.

Red-haired and sunburned, The
Padre was heading for the office.
‘As he cut his way through the smoke
‘haze toward my table, I put out a
hand and said, “Just a minute.” He
stopped and looked me over. “Who
are you?” he wanted to know in a
voice that wasn’t kidding.

“My name is Thompson,” T said,
and when'I stood up to shake hands

with him, T realized he topped my

five-nine by a neat four inches: Then
"I'told him I was the general factotum
around- the place.. ‘

“I'm Father Quinn,” he. mtroduccd
“himself.

“Have a‘seat

-““Thank you.”

* As we sat down, Manuel the waxter

\
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eased .over ‘to the table. I ordered a
beer and :The Padre .took the same.
Then he told me he wanted.to see the
boss. = o e

“He’s'not in' ]ust now.Is there any-
thing I can do for you?” These kind of
people always wanted something, and
I was trying to find out how much.

“I'd-rather see him,” he said, and

his sea-green: eyes looked question-

ingly atithe office door.
- “Heshould be here any time now,”

T stalled. .

The beers came, and for a while we
talked about th: weather. (The na-
tives said ‘it was the driest July they’d
had in-30 years. But they said. that
every year.)

Then he. asked
long?” :

- “About. two years.”

“You must like this country.”
~*“Yeah.”
tell him about my fresh-air mania —

“Been out ‘here

" how T like fresh air, even if it is cow-

town air, much better than the musty
old air of any prison they’ve got back

that side of the Mississippi. But in-

stead I asked him if this was his fifst
]unket west.
“Yes, except “for the Pac1ﬁc when

T was in the service.”

That’s probably where he learned

the trick-of making an ordinary pair-
‘of shoulders look like something that

got loose from a pro-grid squad. “Oh,
were you in the Army?”

“No, the Navy. 1 was Chaplain
aboard the U: S. S. Dearborn.”

That naime lit a light on my mental
switchboard, but just then I couldn’t

I thought maybe I should

'
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- plug in the connection;-because .then
“The Padre threw a slow-curve..
. “How’s business?”” he*asked. -
I was just about te tell him-when:a

fevel voice- murmured,. “Why ‘don’t -

you ask me?” .

We looked up to see. Duke Barton
smiling down at us:.He had a smile
that would make an angel sing-and it

“also made many fall-guys believe he
was the nicest sharpster that ever
fleeced them. “Don’t get up,” he
said, sliding into a chair. Noticing the
empty glasses, he signaled Manuel to
bring another round. ‘“This July heat
is good for business,”: Duke said,
nodding to the tables, nearly all of
which were full. e

Manuel hustled- over with the
drinks and as he was putting them-on
the table, he said something.to Duke,
and shoved off. hoee
. “Four poker games and -seven
blackjack — we might break even
this week,” Duke remarked. Then
he asked The Padre, “You on the
town tonight?”

And that’s when the ﬁre hlt the
powdet-keg. :

For The Padre answered “Not
exactly. You sce — I' came. down to
get your donation: I’m here to rebuild
the old Mission. The.estimate. shows
1t'll cost around ten thousand dollars,
I'm counting on you for-about half.”
And he said 1t like he was readmg the
Gospel. -

I figured he must have escaped
from some ‘place’ where- they -keep
guys whose heads aren’t: Workmg
right. T z :

. told him he should donate.
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Duke mumbled, “Oh,'—f and pushed

‘his black hair into place, like he was in

Boston and hadn’t heard what- was.

“said. It was as if somebody nudged

him with a sledge-hammer, and I
didn’t blame him for .being groggy.
Even in Chicago, where the shake- .
down was a major industry, nobody
walked into one of Duke’s places and
True,
somebody did tell the.cops back there
that our roulette wheels had brakes on
them, and so we left West Madison
Street in a hurry. Still that wasn’t
a good reason for a character to breeze
in as cool as an April Morn and think
he could touch the boss for five grand.

When I came to, The Padre was
saying, “We could even put your
name on one of the Chapel windows
in remembrance of your gift.”

The fog must have lifted from
Duke about that time, because he spit
out the words like a tommy-gun.
“What makes you think that all of a
sudden I'm going to start building
churches?”

“Well, I think that it's only the
fair thing for you to do. My people
come here to drink and gamble.
They’re the mainstay of your busi-
ness. Now next Sunday, if I should
tell them not to come here, where
would you be?”’

Duke banged his fist on the table
and shouted, “I could run you out
of town by suarise!”

The jabbering in the room suddenly
ceased. The customers knew some-

.thing was brewing, and they had a
-bad habit of being too curious. They
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started edgmg -toward our table- in -

time to- hear The. Padre say soft-like,. .
“You're a gambler, Duke. Why don’t'.. _
-, sometime.’

you give me a gambler’s chance?” .
“Are you, w1llmg to take one?”
‘(Yes bR :

hand of poker. If you win, I'll donate
a hundred bucks'a week for a year.

That'll pay half your expenses. 1f you"

lose, you hit the tlad tommrow Is
that all right with you?

“It’s-all - nghr \\uh me, if 1t’s all.

right with you.
To the boss, who knew what the
_ace of spades. was before he learned

the alphabet, " this. was duck soup.-

He operated on the old platitude,
“Never chedt a friend; but .never
give a sucker an even break.”

“Let’s go,” said Duke.

When Manuel brought over a new
deck, I opened and shuffled-it. Then
Duke and The Padre cut for the deal,
and The Padre drew high. So he
riffled the cards, gave the boss a cut,
and let them fly like he'd just gradu-
ated with honors from a Reno Card
House."

By now there was a whole -mob
gathered around:the table. .

Duke looked at his hand, and asked.

for one card. He glanced atit, smiled,

-'a year”
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and turned over a nineshigh stralght '

flush in spades..'So" long, Padre, I
hope we fun, into each. other again

The. Padre‘s.tood up and said, “We

i W111 Duke at least once a week for ~-

Duke: thought a_blt. Then he said, -
“Tell you what, Padre. We'll play’a--

" Then he turned up his hand.
A vas a royal flush“in spades!
He said something. about the Lord

“being his‘Shepherd and he should not

want, and he pushed his way out
through the crowd.

Lfigure.that’s the sort. of thmg that
could happen by accident just about
once in a lifetime..But this was the
second time I'd seen. it come up. A

" guy named Hylo McCarthy pulled it

out of the hat one night when he got

" behind with a 'big shot  from - St

Louis."The last 1 heard of ‘him was in
"42. It seéms he-ran out of funds just

- when he was supposed to pay off a
- debt of honor to Nick:Marino. When

Hylo heard Nick was feeling unhappy
about it, he joined the Navy.

The more 1 think about it, the
surer I am. that The Padre’s flush
wasn't quite the miracle it seemed.
It took me nearly two weeks to get
the hook-up, but then I remembered.,
Hylo McCarthy, past-master of the:

- pasteboards, wound up.as Chaplain’s ,

Assistant, aboard the U S S. Dear- .

borﬂ e

N . R L. .. : .‘ .-.v ) .
: T R L R B



<2

The late Sinclazr Léu)is,ﬁrst'A merican winner of the Nobel Prize for litera-

ture, author of MAIN STREET, BABBITT, ARROWSMITH, and DODSWORTH, - -
and one of thé most famom writers in the world; needs fio introduction
20" the reaa’ers of any magazme ‘Nevertheless, the Sinclair Lewis: short™ '
story which ¢ we how bring to you will come as a startling surprzse cvento . "
Mr. Lewis's most. a’evoted follower; The story first appeared in “ The’ Cen-

tury A{agazme one year afier the publication of MAIN STREET, and Jor.
nearly thirty-years it has been gathering the dust of obscnrzty
At.is a-curious:experience. to thumb through. the. issue of ! Century .
in which-this unknown story by Sinclair. Lewis first saw the. lzg/zz of print. . .
Glenn Frank was the editor-in: those forgotten days, and the issue con-. .
taining the Lewis story -also contained a serial-installment- by Phyllis -
‘Bottonie, @ short story-by ‘Anzia Yezierska, verse by Conrad Aiken and:
‘William Rose Benét, and iravel memoirs by Charles Hanson Towne. Per— -
hapss those were the good old days. . '
You will find the Smclazr Lears story both provocative and disturb-
ing. The ﬁmf /mlf is serzou: satzre —in 1921 Blanché Colton Wzllzams( '
commented that The Po.st Mortem Murder” the “doctorate degrc'c' '
method is satirized. so ‘bitterly. as.to challenge wonder”;
of the story is almost.slapstick satire. But surely, for our. purposes, the .
narrator is @ detective ——in--a cyriously biterary way — and the crime is
“thar of mm‘der —=z}z;a curz'omly'litemry way . . . Cer

THE POST MORTEM MURDER

bySINCLAIR LEWIS Ce e L

; the second half '

WENT tO I\ennuxt to- be qulet

I

sociate professor, and f had "to: finish
my “Life of Ben*Jonsori.” ‘Certainly
‘the last thing T “desired *:was- that
dying man in the:hot room-and the
‘pile of scrawled booklets:* -+
I"boarded with Mrs. Nxckerso’n in

-a cottage ofsilver- gray shmgles under -

through " the -summer “vacation: I -
~was tired after my first yéarvas-as-

silver-gray pophrs, hcard only the
harsh fiddling of locusts -and the dis-
-tant rage of the surf,-looked out on-a :
yard-of bright wild grass and a jolly
windmill weather-vane, and made"
notes about Ben Jonson. I was .as:
secluded and happy as old- Thoreau -
raising beans and feehng superlor ‘at -
Walden. ’ o
My fiancée — Quinta Gates, sxster’

Cupvr/eﬁ! 1921 by T/:e Cen/ury "Co. Capyrzg/'r, 1949, by Appleton- Cenmry-Croﬁ_», Ine.
* Reprinted by permission of the author .
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of Professor Gates, and lovelier than
ever in the delicate culture she had
attained: at -thirty-seven «— Quinta
urged me to join them at Fleet Har-
bor. It is agreeable to be with Quinta.
While I cannot say that we'are stirred
to such absurd manifestations as kiss-
ing and hand-holding — why any sen-
sible person should care to hold a
damp female hand is beyond me —
we do find each other inspiriting. But
Fleet Harbor would be full of “sum-
merites,” dreadful young people 'in
white ﬂannels, smgmg their jazz bal-
lads.

No, at thought of my spacious,
leafy freedom I wriggled with luxury
and settled down ‘to -an absorbed
period when night and -day- glided
into one ecstasy of dreaming study:
Naturally, then, I was angry when I
heard a puckery voice outside in the
tiny hallway:

“Well, if he’s a professor, I got to
see him.”

A knock. -1 affected to ignore
It was irritatingly repeated untll I
roared, ‘“‘Well, well, well?”’ T am nor-
mally, T trust, a gentle person, but I
desired to give them the 1mpresswn
of annoyance.

Mrs Nickerson blllowed in, squeak-
in :
“Mis’ White - fr’om Lobster - Pot
Neck wants to see you.”

Past her wriggled a pinch-faced,

humorléss-looking woman. She glared -

at Mrs. Nickerson, thrust her out, and
shut the door. I could hear Mrs.
Nickerson protestm “Well, upon
my ‘word!”’ 4 : '
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I believe I rose and did the -usual
civilities. I’ remember this woman,
Miss or Mrs. White, immédiately ask-
ing me, with extraordmary earnest-
ness: :
_ “Are you a professor?” -

“I teach English.”

“You write books?” o .

I pointed to a box of manuscript: -
_ “Then, please, you got to help us.
Byron Sanders is dying. He says he’s
got to see a learned man to give him
some important papers.” Doubtless
I betrayed hesitation, for I can re-
member her voice rising in creepy
ululation: “Please! He’s dying — that -
good old man that never hurt no-
body!” '

I ﬂuttered about the room td’ ﬁnd
my cap. I fretted that heisilly phrase
of “important papers” sounded like a
melodrama, with maps of buried treas-
ure, or with long-lost proofs that the
chore boy is really the kidnaped son
of royalty. But these' unconscious
defenses against the compulsion ex-
pressed in her face, with its taut and
terrified oval of open mouth; were in
vain. She mooned at me, she impa-

tiently waited. T dabbled at my collar

and lapels with my fingers, instead of
decently brushing off the stains of
smoking and scribbling. I came stum-
bling and breathless after her:

-She walked rapidly, unspeaking, in-
tense, and I followed six inches behind;
bespelled by her red-and-blackging-
ham waist and her chip of a brow hat.
We slipped among the gray houses of
the town, stumped into country stilly

" and shimmering with laté afternoon:
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By a trail among long salty grasses
we passed an inlet where: sandpipers
sprinted and horseshoe-crabs bobbed
on the crisping ripples. We crossed a
moorland to a glorious point of blow-
ing grasses and sharp salt odor, with
the waves of the harbor flickering be-
yond. In that resolute place my em-
barrassed awe was diluted, and I al-
most laughed as I wondered:

“What is this story-book errand?
Ho, for the buried treasure! I'll it up
a fleet, out of the six hundred dollars I
have in the savings bank, and find the
pirates’ skellingtons. ‘Important pa-
pers!” I'll comfort the poor dying
gentleman, and be :back, in.time for
another page before supper. The har-
bor is enchanting. I really .must have
a sail this summer-or. go swimming.”

My liveliness, uneasy at best in the

presence of that frightened, . fleeing
woman, wavered when we had dipped
down through a cranberry-bog and
entered a still, hot :woods of dying
pines. They were dying, I tell you, as
that old man in there was dying. The
leaves were of a-dry.color of brick
dust; they had fallen in heaps that
crunched beneath my feet; the trunks

were lean and black, with an irritation _

of branches; and all, the. dim alleys
" were choking with a dusty odor of
decay. It was hot and. hushed, and
my throat tickled, my limbs dragged
in a hopeless languor.

Through ugly trunks and red nee-
dles we came to a restrained dooryard
and an ancient, irregular house, a dark
house, very sullen.: No one had

laughed there these many years. The -
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windows were draped. The low porch

-between the main structure and a sag-

ging ell was drifted with the . pine- -
needles. My companion’s, tread was
startling and indecent on the flapping
planks. She held open the door. 1
hesitated. I was not annoyed .now;
I was afraid, and I knew not of What I
was afraid.

Prickly with unknown dlsqmetude,
I entered. We traversed a hall choked
with relics of the old shipping days of

* Kennuit: a whale’s vertebra, a crib-

bage-board carved in a walrus-tusk, a
Chinese screen of washed-out gold pa-
godas on faded, weary black. We
climbed a narrow stair over which
jutted, like a secret trap-door, ‘the
corner of a mysterious chamber above,
My companion opened a door in the
upper hall and croaked, “In there.”

I went in slowly. I am not sure
now, after two years, but I think I
planned to run out again, to flee
downstairs, to defend myself with
that ivory tusk if I should be attacked
by — whatever was lurking in that
shadowy, silent place. As I edged in;
about me crept an odor of stale air
and vile medicines and ancient linen.
The shutters were fast; the light was
grudging. I was actually relieved when
I saw in the four-poster bed a pitiful,
vellum-faced old-man, and the worst
monster I had to face was normal
illness. - . '

I have learned that Byron Sanders
was only seventy-one then, but he
seemed ninety. He was efdormous.
He must have been hard to care: for.
His shoulders, in the mended linen
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nightgown thrust up above the patch-
-work comforter, were bulky his.neck,

" was thick; his head a shmy dome —
-an Olympian, ma]estrc even.in disso-
lution.

The- room: had been lrved in’ too
long. It was a whirl of useless things:

staggering chairs; _clothes. in ‘piles,
greasy- medicine- bottles, and -a vast
writing-desk pouring out papers, and

dingy books with bindings of speckled.

brown. Amid the litter, so still that

she seemed part of it, I was startled to’

discern another woman. Who she may
have been I have never learned.

The man was ponderOUSly ‘turning
in bed; peering at me through the
shaky light. E

“You are a professor?”’ he wheezed.

“That depends 'upen ; what you
mean, sir.
not —

“You. understand poetry, essays,'

-

lrterary history?”
“T am supposed to.” . .
“I'm_ kmd of a colleague of yours.

Byron — * He stopped, choked fright-

fully. The repressed - woman . beside.

the bed, movmg with stingy patlence,
wiped. his lips. “My name.is Byron
Sanders. For forty years, till a year
ago, T edited the ‘Kennuit Beacon.”.”

The nauseating vanity.of man! In
that. reverent hour, listening .to- the
entreaties of a dying man,.I was yet
. piqued at having my stripped ath-

letic scholarshrp Compared to editing.

the ¢

‘Beacon,” “wth . ies’ ‘patent- “medi-

cine advertisements, its two straggly.

‘columns of news about:John.Brown’s
cow and-Jim White’s dory..

I. teach English. 1 am.
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-His eyes trusrmg me, Byron Sanders ‘
wenton: .. S

“Can’t last long 1¢'s come qurcker
—no time to plan. I want you. to,
take the literary remains of my father.
He was not a good man, .but he was a

genius.. I have his.poetry here, and

the letters. T haven’t read them for -

years; and. — too late — grve them to. .

bal

world. You must —
He was desperately choklng The,

still woman crept up, thrust into. my, .

hands a box of papers and a pile of .
notebooks which had been lymg on

‘the bed.

" “You must go,” she muttered
“Say, Yes and go. He-can’c stand,
any-more.’
“Will you?” the broken grant walled,
to'me, a stranger! ;
“Yes, yes, indeed; I'll give them to,
the world,” 1 mumbled ‘while the °
woman pushed me toward the door. .
I fled down the stairs, through the
coppery pine-woods, up to the blithe
headland that was swept by the sea-
breeze. .
I knew, of course, what the;
“poetry”” of that poor ‘‘genius’-his.
father would be — Christmas - 'dog-.
gerel and ditties- about. “love” and‘
“dove,” “heart”. and” {must- part
I was, to be honest, 1rr1tated I.wanted.
to take this debris back .toMr:.
Sanders, and that was the, one thmg:

-1 could not.do. For. once I.was sensi-,

ble: I took it home and. trred to forget
it. T
In the next week’s .“Kenn‘urt"B‘ea-.
con,” discovered on Mrs. Nickerson’s:
parlor-table, crowning.a plush album,
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I read that Byron Sanders, “the foun-
der and for many years the highly"és'—’
teemed ed1tor of thlS paper,” had
died. "~

T sought relatxves to- whom I could
turn over his father’s oddments. There
was no one; he was a widower and
childless. For months the bothersome
papers were lost in'my desk, back at
the university. On the opening day
of the ‘Christmas vdcation I remem-
befed that I had not read a word of
them. ] was to go to Quinta Gates’s
for tea atv a quarter to five, and to her
serene companionship I looked for-
ward as,’in a tired, after-term desul-
toriness, I sat down to glance at Jason
‘Sanders’s caterwaulings. That was at
four; It: was after ninewhen ‘the
flabby sensation ofhunger brought me
Back to my room and the dead fire.
“In those five hours T had discovered
a genius. The poetry at which I had
SO abommably sneered was minted
glory:

I'stood up, and in that deserted dor-
mitory I shouted, and listened to the
tremor of the lone sound and deﬁantly
shouted ‘agdin. That T was “excited”
1$ 'too pallld a word. My life of Jonson
could go hang!' was selfish about itr
it meant fame for me. But I think
something hxgher than selfishness -had
already ‘come’ into" my devotion "to
Jason Sanders; something of the crea-
tor’s passion and'the father’s pride.

T-was hungry enough, but I walked
the room contemptuous of it. I felt
unreal. 1918 was fantastically unreal.
I had for hours béen’ ventably back in
1850. Jt-was all there;-

manuscr 1pts -

oy
which - had ‘not been ' touched since
1850, which still held in their wrinkles
the very air of seventy years ago: a
diary; ‘daguerreotypes; -and letters,

‘preserved like new in’ the darkness,

from Poe, Emerson, Thoreau, Haw-
thorne; and’ the young Tennyson!

The diary had been intermittently
kept for fifteen years.. It was outline
enough for me'to reconstruct the story
of ]ason Sanders, born at Kennuit in
1825, probably diedin Greece in 1853.

“ Between Cape Cod and,the ocean is
a war sinister and Incessant. Here
and there the ocean has gulped a farm,
or a lighthouse reared-on a cliff, but
at Kennuit the land has been the
victor. Today ‘there are sandy flats
and tepid channels where a hundred
years ago was an open harbor brilliant’
with a hundred sails, crackling with
tidings from the Banks, proud of
whalers back from years of cruising off
Siberia and of West Indiamen pom-
pous with rum and sugar and the pest.

Captain 'Bethuel ‘Sanders, master
and owner of the Sally S., was on a’
voyage out of Kennuit to Pernam-
buco when™ ‘his only . child, Jasow

‘Sanders, 'was- born. He never came

back.* I ‘evéry Cape Cod burying-
ground, beside the' meeting-house,
there are: @ score of headstones ‘with
“Lost ‘at sea.” Theré is‘one, 1 know
now, at Kennuit for Béthuel Sanders.
- His widow, daughter of a man of
God who ‘for many years had been
pastor at Truro was ‘a’ tight, tidy,
capable woman;' Bethucl left her a
competence.’ "She' devoted herself to
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keeping house’ and tokecping herson
‘fromi going to'sea. He was niotto die
-as "his father had; perhaps aloné; last
man on a wave-siashed -brig. Theirs
was a neat, unkindly céttage with no
windows on the harbor side. The
sailors’ women-folks' did ot 'gréatly

estcem the view to sea, for thither

went the strong sons who would never
return. In a cottage with a low wall
blank toward" the harbor lived Mrs.
Sanders, ardently loving her son, bit-

terly restraining him. Jason ‘was ob-

sessed by her. She was mother, father,
sweetheart, teacher, tyrant. He stroked
her cheeks, and he feared her eye,

which was a frozen- coal when she
caught him lying.

In the first pages of Jason’s diary,
when he was only thirteen, he raged
that while llis'_sChoolmates were al-

ready off to the Banks or beholding,’

‘as cabin-boys, the shining Azores, he
was kept at his lessons, ‘unmanned,
in apron-strings. Resources of books
he had from ‘his -parson grandsire:
Milton, Jeremy Taylor, Pope. If the
returned adventurers-sneered at him,
he dusted their jackets. He must have

been hardy and reasonably ‘vicious.

He curtly records that he beat Peter
Wllhams, son of the Réverend Abner
Williams, “till he could scarce move,”
and that for this ferocity hé was read
out of meeting He became a hermit,
the village “‘bad-boy.” '

He was at once seorned as'a softy
by his mates because he did ‘ot go
to sea, dreaded by their kin-because
- he was a marking fighter,‘bombarded
by his Uncle Ira because hie would not
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become a grocér, and chided by his
mother because he had no calling to -
the inidistry. - Nobody; “apparently, .

- took the‘trouble to-understand ‘Kim:

The combination of reading and soli- -
tude led him inevitably to scribbling.
Onnew-washed Cape Cod afternoons,
when grasses rustled on the cream-

" shadowed dunes, he sat looking out to

sea, chin in hand, staring at-ardent
little waves and lovely sails that

-bloomed and vanished as the schoon-

ers tacked; and through evenings
rhythmic with the surf he sought with
words which should make him envi-
able to justify himself and his mocked
courage.
- At twenty he ran off to'sca on a
fishing schooner. '
Twenty he was and strong, but
when he returned his mother larruped
him. Apparently he submitted; hls
comment in the famous dlary
“Mother kissed me in welcome, then,
being a woman of whimsies somewhat
distasteful to -a man of my sober
nature, she stripped off my jacket
and lashed 'me with a strip of whale-
bone long and surprisingly fanged.

I shall never go a-whaling if so very

littde of a whale can be so. very
unamiable.”

This process neatly finished, Mrs.
Sandérs — she was a swift and diligent

. woman “— immediately ' married the

young bandit off to a neighbor woman
four years his senior, a comely woman,
pious, and gifted with dullness. Within -
the year was born a son, thé Byron
Sanders whom 1 saw dying as a cor- -
pulent elder.
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That- was 'in’ 184/, and Jason was
.twenty two. . .‘

He went to work — dreammg and
the painful carving of beautiful words
not being work — in the Mammoth
Store. and : Seamen’s Outhtters. - He
was- discharged -for, imprimis, being
drunk and abusive; further, stealing a
knife of the value of two shillings. For
five or stx years he toiled in a sail-loft.
I .fancy that between stitchings of
thick canvas he read poetry, a small
book hidden in the folds of a topsail,
and ‘with a four-inch ncedle he
scratched on shingles a plan of Troy.
He was discharged now and then for
roistering, and now and then was
grudgingly hired again.

I hope that nothing I have said
implies that I consider Jason a young
man of virtue. T do dot. He drank
Jamatea rum, he stole strawberries,
his ways with the village girls were
neither commendable nor in the least
commended, and his temper was such
that he occasionally helped himself to
a fight with sailors, and regularly,

with or without purpose, thrashed the .

unfortunate Peter Williams, son. of

-the Reverend Abner.

-Once he betrayed a vice far meaner. -
A certain Boston matron, consort of a -

highly esteemed merchant, came sum-
mering to Kennuit, {irst of the tennis-
-yelping hordes- who .now infest the
cape.and’ interrupt the meditations
of . associate professors. This worthy
lady was literary, and doubtless_musi-
cal and arustic. She discovered that
Iason was a-poet. She tried to patron-
1ze him; in a highfalutin way she com-
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manded.him to appear next Sunday,

-to read aloud and divert her cousins

from Boston. For this she would give

-him a shilling and what was left of the

baked chicken. He gravely notes: “I
told her to go to the devil. She seemed
put out.” The joke is that three weeks
later he approached the good matron

-with a petition to be permitted to do
-what he had scorned. She rlghtly, he

records, without comment, ‘“‘showed
me the door.”
No, he was virtuous save in belh-

cose courage, and he was altogether

casual about deserting his wife and

child when, the year after his mother

-died, he ran away to the Crimean

War. But I think one understands
that better in examining, as I have
examined with microscope and aching
eye, the daguerreotypes of Jason and
his wife and boy. .

- Straight-nosed and strong-lipped

.was ]ason at twenty- siX Or -seven.

Over his right temple hung an impa-
tient lock. He wore the high, but
open and flaring, collar of the day, the
space in front filled with the soft folds
of a.stock. A fluff of side-whiskers
along the jaw set off his resoluteness of
chin: and brow. His coat was long-
skirted and heavy, with great collar

-and, wide lapels, a cumbrous -garment,
_yet on him as graceful as a cloak. But

his wife! Her eyes stared, and her
lips, though for misery and passionate
prayer they had dark power, secem in
the. mirrory old picture to have had
no trace, of smiles. Their son was
dumpy. As:I saw him dying there

- in the.pine woods, Byron Sanders ap-
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peared a godly ‘man and intelligent;
but at six or séven he ' was pudding-
faced, probably with a trick” of howl-

ing. In any case, with or ‘without

reason, Jason foully deserted thern.
In 1853, at the beginning of the
struggle between Russia and Turkey

that was to develop into the Crimean -

War, Greece planned to invade Tut-
key. Later, to prevent alliance be-
tween Greece and Russia, thé French
and English forces:held Pirzeus; but
for a time Greece seemed liberated.
Jason’s diary ‘closes with a note:
Tomorrow 1 leave this place of sand
and sandy brains; make by friend Bearse’s
porgy boat for ‘Long Island, thente to
New York and ship for: Pireeus, for: the
glory of Greece and the memory of
Byron. How better can a man die? And
perhaps some person of intelligence there

will comprehend 'me. Thank' fortune my

amiable spouse knows naught. If ever she
finds this, may ‘she grant forglvencss, as_
I grancit to her! .

That is all —all save a chppmg
from the “Lynmouth News Letter”
of seven years later-anhouncing that

as no word of Mr. Jason:Sanders had

come since his evanishment, his widow
was petitioning the court to declare
him legally dead: .

This is the pinchbeck hfe of ]ason

Sanders. He lived not -in-life, -but in

his writing, andthat is tinct- with .

genius. Five years-before Whitman
was known he was composing- what
today we call “free verse.” There are
in it impressions - astoundingly like
Amy Lowell."The:beauty -of a- bitter
tide-scourged garden and-of a bitter
sea-scourged woman who walks daily
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in that sterile daintiness is one of his
themes, and the poem is as 1ad1ant
and as hard as ice.

Then the letters. Co

Jason had sent his manuscripts to
the great men of the day. From most -
of them he had noncommittal ac-
knowledgments. His only encourage-
ment came from Edgar Allan Poe,
who in 1849, out of the depths of his
own last discouragement, wiote mth
sympathy:

I pledge you my heart that you can have

talent. You will go far if you can eddure
- hatred and disgust, forgetfulness and bitter

bread, blame for your most valorous and

for your weakness and meekness, the
praise of matrons and the ladylike.

That letter was the last thing.T read
before dawn on Christmas day.

On the first train after Christmas
I hastened down to the winter-
clutched cape.

As Jason had died sixty-five years
before, none but persons of eighty or
more would remember him. One
woman of eighty-six I found, but be-
yond, “Heh? Whas sat?” she confided
only: “Jassy Sanders was a terror to
snakes. Run away from his family,
that’s what he done! Poetry? Him -
write poetry? Why, he was a- sail-
maker!”

I heard- then of Ablathar Gould

_eighty-seven years old, and already

become a myth streaked. with. blood
and the rust of copper bottoms. He
had been a wrecker, suspected of lur-

-ing ships ashore with:false lights-in

order that he might plunder them
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with his roaring. mates. He had had

courage enoughy, plunging ir his whale- -

boat through the long swells after a
storm, but mercy he had not known.
He was not in Kennuit itself; he lived
down by the Judas Shoals, on a lean
spit of sand running seven miles below
Lobster Pot Neck.

How could one reach him? I asked
Mrs. Nickerson. _

Oh, that was easy enough: one
could walk! Yes, and one did walk,
five miles against a blast whirling with
snow, grinding with teeth of sand. 1
cursed with surprising bitterness, and
planned to give up cigarettes and to
" do patent chest exercises. I wore Mr.
Aaron Bloomer’s coonskin coat, Mrs.
Nickerson’s .gray flannel muffler,
David Dill’s- fishing-boots, and Mrs:
Antonia’ Sparrow’s red flannel mit-
tens; but, by the gods, the spectacles
were my own, and mine -the puffing,

the cramped calves, and the breath.

that froze white on ‘that itchy collar!
Past an inlet- with grasses caught in
the snow-drifted ice; along the frozen
beach, which stung my feet at every
pounding step; among sand-dunes,
which - for: a- moment gave blessed
shelter; out again into the sweep of
foam-slavering ‘wind, the bellow of
the surf, I went.

I sank all winded on the icy step of
Captain Ablathar Gould’s bachelor
shack. »

He was not deaf and he was not dull
at eighty-seven. He came to the door,
looked down on me, and grunted:

“What do you want? D’ yuh bring
me any hootch?”

ITI

I hadn’t. There was much con-
versation bearing on that point while

I broiled ‘and discovered new muscles
by his stove. He had only one bunk, a

swirl of coiled blankets and com-
forters and strips of gunny-sacking.
I did not care to spend’ the night;
I had to be back. I opened:

“Cap’n, you: knew Jason Sanders?”

-“Sanders? I knew Byron Sanders,
and Gideon Sanders of Wellfleet and
Cephas Sanders of Falmouth and
Bessie Sanders, but.I,never knew no
Jason —oh, wa'n’t he Byron’s pa?
Sure I remember him. Eight or nine
years old ’'n I was. Died in foreign
parts. I was a boy on the Dancing
Jig when he went fishing. Only time
he ever weént. Wa'n’t much of a
fisherman,”

“Yes, but ‘what do you remem-
ber —”

““Don’t remember nothing. Jassy
never went with us fellows; had his
nose in a book. Some said he was a
good fighter; I dunno.” .

“But didn't you—how did he
talk, for instance?” ..

“Talk? Talked like other folks, 1
suppose. But he waln’t a fisherman,
like the rest of us. Oh, one time he
tanned :my hide. for ‘tearing up some
papers with writin” on ’em that I
swiped for gun-wadding.”

“What did he say then?” '

“He said —"7

-On second thought it 'may not be
discreet to'report what Jason said.

Beyond that Captam Gould testi- -
fied only::

“Guess I kind of get hxm mixed up
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with the other fellows;“good:-many
years ago.But* ke tbrighténéd —

“I recollect hie ‘wa'n’t handy round-a -
schooner. No, he Wan t much of a’

P

fisherman.”
When' I got back fo’ Kennmt my
nose was frozen: -

- No newspaper-had- bcen piiblished -

in Kennuit before 18%7;°and™ I un-
_earthed norhmg more. Yet thi§ very

‘ blankiess made Jason Sanders my-own:

provincé. I knew incomparably more
about hiri than any Gther llvmg soul:

He was at-once my work, my spiritual -

ancestor, and my- beloved son. I.had
a sense of the importance and nobility
of all:human life such-as — T'acknowl-
edge sadly — I-had never’acquired in
dealing with cubbish undergraduates.
I wondered how many Jasons might

be lost in- the- routine of: my own

classes. I forgot my studies of Ben
Jonson. I was obsessed by Jason.

~ Quiinta ‘Gates—1 doii’'t know —
when' I met her at the president’s re-

ceptiont in February, she said I had-

been neglecting her. ‘At -the time I
supposed that she was merely tedsing;
but I wonder now. She was — oh, too
cool; she hadn’t ‘quite the frankness I
had come to :depend on' in her.

don’t care. Striding the dunes with
Jason, I couldn’t return. to” Quinta
and the discussion “of sonatas in a
lavendér twilight over thin tea-cups.

1 gavc ]ason Sanders fo. the world
in a thumping:: artlcle in “The. Weekly
Gonfalon.” -

" Much of it was reprmted in the
New York “Courier’s”

i
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“calls you,

Sunddy lit- .

14 .

~erary sectlon, with; Iasons plCtUI‘C,
“and—1"flote it modestly — with

mine, the; rathet interesting’ picture
of me in.-knickers sitting “beside
Qumta s-tennis court. Then the New
York “Gem” took him up. It did not -

" mention me or my. article. It- took

Jason under its own saffron’ wing and

“crowed, -at the head of a full -page
- Sunday article:

VICIOUS EUROPEAN CON-

VSPIRACY HIDES DEATH OF

GREATEST A M ERI CAN BARD

I was. plqued by their theft, but I
was also-amused to see the creation of
a new mythical national hero. “The
Gem” had.Jason sailing nine of the
seven seas, and leading his crew to
rescue a most unfortunate -Christian
maiden who had been ‘kidnaped by
the Turks —at Tangier! About the
little matter of deserting his wife and
son “The Gem” was absent-minded.
According .to them, Jason’s weeping
helpmate bade him, “Go where duty
” whereupon ‘he kissed her,
left her an agreeable fortune, and de-
parted with banners and' bands. But
“The Gem’s” masterpiece was the

I intérview with :Captain Abiathar

Gould, whose- conyersational graces I
have portrayed. In “The Gem” Cap—
tain Gould rhapsodizes: - !

. We boys was a wild lot, satling on them
reckless ships. But Captain Jason Sanders

T was; well, sir, he'was like a god to'us. Not
- one-of the crew would have dared, like he
* done, -to spring ovérboard in a wintry
blast to.rescue the poor devils capsized in

a dory, and yet he was so quiet and
scholqu\, '11\\"1)'5 a-reading at his poetry
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books between - watches.” Oh, them was
wonderful days on the barkantine Dancing

Jig!

“The Gem” reporter. must have
taken down to Abiathar some of the
“hootch” I failed to bring with me.

I was — to be honest, I was un-
academically. peeved. My hero was
going out of my hands, and I wanted
him back. T got him back. No one
knew what had happened to Jason
after he went to Greece, but I found
out. With a friend in the European
history department I,searched all
available records of Greek history in
1853-54. I had faith that the wild
youngster would tear his way through
the dryest pages of reports.

We discovered that in 54, when the
French and English occupied Pirzeus,
a mysterious. Lieutenant Jasmin San-
dec appeared as a popular hero in
Athens. Do you.see the resemblance?
Jasmin Sandec — Jason-Sanders. The
romantic boy ‘had colored his drab
Yankee name. Nobody quite knew
who Licutenant Sandec was. He was
not Greek. The French' said he was
English; the English said he was
French. He led a foray. of rollicking
young Athenians against the French
"lines; he was captured and incon-
tinently shot. After his death an
American sea.captain identified Licu-
tenant Sandec as a cousin of his! He
testified that Sandec was not his name,
though what his name was the skipper
did not declare. He ended with:

“My cousin comes from the town of
Kennebunkport, and has by many
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people been thought to be insane.”

Need I point out how easily the
Greek scribe confused Kennebunk-
port with Kennuit? As easily as the
miserable cousinly captain confused
insanity with genius.

Do you see the picture of Jason’s
death? Was it not an end more fit-
ting than molding away in a sail-loft,
or becoming a grezer,'a parson, an
associate professor? The Grecian af-
ternoon sun glaring on whitewashed
wall, the wine-dark sea, the marble-
studded hills of Sappho, and a youth,
perhaps in a crazy uniform, French
shako and crimson British coat, Cape
Cod breeches and Grecian boots,
lounging dreamily, not quite under-

_standing; a line of soldiers with long
muskets; a volley, and that fiery flesh
united to kindred dust from the bright
body of Helen and the thews of Ajax.

The report of these facts about
Jason’s fate I gave in my second arti-
cle in “The .Gonfalon.” By this time
people were everywhere discussing
Jason. ' :

It was time for my book.

Briefly, it was a year’s work. It
contained all his writing and the lives
of three generations of Sanderses. It
had a reasonable success, and it made
of Jason’s notoriety a solid fame. So,
in 1919, sixty-five years after his
death, he began to live.

An enterprising company published
his - picture in a large carbon print
which appeared on school-room walls
beside portraits of Longfellow, Lowell,
and Washington. So veritably was
he living that I saw him! In New
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York, at a pageant representing the -
great men of America, he was enacted.
by a clever young:man made-up to the

life, and’ shown' as+talking to Poe.
‘That, of course, was inaccurate. Then
he ‘appearedas a:character in a novel;
he was condescendingly mentioned by
a celebrated visiting English poet; his
death was made the subject-of a paint-
ing; a motion-pictare person inquired
as to the possibilities of - “filming”

him, and he was,.in that surging tide.

of new lrvmg, suddenly murdered’

The p01son whrch krlled ]ason the
second time was-in-a letter to ““The
.Gonfalon™ from Whitney A. Edger-
ton, Ph.D., adjunct professor of Eng-
lish- hrerarure e Melanchthon Col-
lege.

Though I had never met Edgerton,
we were old combatants:: The dislike
had started with my:stern, but just,
review of' his' edition ‘of Herrick:
" Edgerton had: been the:-only man

who had dared to sneér at Jason. In a
- previous letter in: “The Gonfalon”
he had hinted that Jason had stolen
his- imagery  from Chinese: lyrics, a
- pretty notion, since . Jason  probably
never knew that the Chinese had any
literature save lauadry “checks.. But
now I quote-hisleteer: »: - -~
I have seen reproductlons of a very bad
pamtmg called “The Death of Jason Sand-
efs,” portraying ‘thit -admirable young

person as being: shot .in~Greece. It hap-
pens that Mr. Sanders, was.not shot in

Greece. He deserved to be but he wasn’t. -

" Jason Sandéfs was not " Jasniin Sandec

“The changing of his‘'own honest fame to -

such’ sugar-candy.:was the 'sort of . thing
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“he would have-done. But he didn’t do.it.
What kept Jason from heroically dying in
~-Greece in 1854 was the misfortune that
. from December; ’53,’to April,”58;-he was
doing time in the Delaware State Peni- -
tentiary for the proved -crimes of -arson
.and.assault with intent to kill. His poetic
cell in Dela\varc was, ‘the nearest he ever,
in his entire hfc, came to Greece Yours,
ctc
' WhrrNey EpGerTon,

The editor of “The Gonfalon” tele-
graphed me the contents of the letter
just too late for me to prevent its

‘printing, and one hour later I was

bound for Delaware, forgcttmg, 1 am
afraid, that Quinta had invited me to
dinner. I knew that I would ‘show
up” this Edgerton.’ '

The warden of the penitentiary was
interested. He helped me. He brought
out old registers. We were thorough.
We were too thorough. We read that
Jason Sanders of Kennuit, Massichu-
setts, married, profession sarlmaker
was committed to the. penitentiary in
December, 1853, for arson and mur-
derous assault, and that he was incar-
cerated for over four years.

In the ermmgton hbrary, in the

files of a newspaper long defunct, I

found an item dated, November,

1853:

, What appears to have been a pxccc of
wretched scoundrelism was perpetrated at
‘the house of Mr. Palatinus, a highly
. esteemed farmer residing near Christians-
“burg, last Thursday. Mr. Palatinus gave
food and shelter to a tramp calling himself
Sanders, in return for, some slight labor.
The second evening the fellow found some
spirits concealed 10 the bafn,” bécaine
intoxicated, demanded -money from Mr.

" Palatinus, struck him,.cast the lamp .upon
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tlie floor; and:set fire"to the dwelling.
.He has béen arrested-and is held for trial.
" He is belleved ‘to havc bcen a saxlor on
=Capc Cod ' :

I did not make any especnal haste .
to communicate my discoveries.

1t was'a'New York “Gem” corre-
spondent who did that. His account
was copied rather widely.

The pictures of Jason were takcn
down from school -room walls.

"I réturned to the university. 1 was’
sustained only by Quinta’s faith. As
she sat by 1 the fire, chin restmg against’
fragile ﬁngers, she asserted Perhaps
there has becn some -mistake.” That
inspired me. I left her, too hastily, it
may be, but'she is ever one to under-
stand and forglve Ifled to my rooms,
stopping only ‘to teléphone to my
friend. of the. history department. He.
asstired' me that there was'a common
Greek fam1ly name, Palatainos. You
will noté its résemblance to Palatinus!
At 'this'T jigged in the drug-store
telephorie-booth and joyfllly beat on’
the resoundmg walls, and looked out’
to sce one of miy own students, pur-
chasmg a bar of chocolate, indecently
grinning at me. T sought to stalk out,
but I could not' quiet my rejoicing
feet.

1 began my new letter to “The Gon-
falon” at-ten in ‘the evening. I fin-
ished ‘it at five of a.cold morning. I
remember myself as prowling through
the room with: né6 dignity, balancmg
myself ridiculously onthe brass bar at
the foot of my bed; beating my desk
with my . fists, llghrmg and hurling
down: cigarettes.
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- In my letter:Ipointed-out — I vir-
tually proved ~ that: the Delaware
fasmer’s.naime was not Palatinus, but
Palatainos, He:was a Greek. He could
not have: sheltered Jason *‘in return
for some slight-labor,” because this’
was ‘December, - when farm-work was,
slackest. : No; .this ;Palatainos was an
agent: of ithe: Greek revolutionists.
Jason was sent-from-New York, to see.
him. Can you not visualize it?

- The: ardent- youngster arrives, is
willing. to:stake from; Palatainos any
orders, however desperate. And he
finds that Paldtainos.is a traitor, is in
the pay of-the! Turks! Sitting in the
kitchen, by a fireplace of whitewashed
bricks, Palatainos leers upon the hor-
rified Yankee lad-with. the poisonous
sophistication of an international spy.
He bids Jason-spy upon the Greeks in
America. Staggered; Jason goes feebly
up to bed. All nextday he resists the
traitor’s beguilemént. Palatainos plies
him with brandy. The poet sits brood-
ing; suddenly he, springs up, right-
~ eously-attacks Palatainos, the lamp 1s
upset,- the:house partly burned, and
Jason, .a: stranger. and friendless, is
arrested by. the besotted country con-
stable. He was, in.prison, as truly a
martyr -to freedom as if he had veri- -
tably been shot.in a.tender-colored.
Grecian afternoon!

My reconstiuction of the history
was — though now'I was so distressed
that I could-take but little pride in it

= much’ qyoted ' ‘from “The Gon-
falon” "not’ only in America, but
abroad, The, “Mercuré, de France”
mentioned it; mexcusably misspelling
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my name. I turned: to the tracing of
Jason’s history after -his release from
the penitentiary; since now I did not
know when and where he actually had

died. T was making plans when:thére -
appeared anotherletter from -Whit-

ney Edgerton; the secret ‘assassin of
Jason. He snarled ‘ that Palatinus’s
name ‘was' not ‘Palatdinos. It was
Palatinus. He was not a -Greek; he
was a Swede. ¢

I wrote to Edgerton, demianded his
proofs, his sources for all'this informa-
tion. He did not answer. He an-
swered none of my half*dozen letters.

“The Gonfalon” announced that it
had been deceived in regard to Jason,
that it would publish nothing more
about him. So for the third time
Jason Sanders-'was. killed, -and - this
time he . seemed hkely to remain
dead.

Shaky, 1mpoverlshed by my ex-
plorations on:Cape Cod and in Dela-
ware, warned by the .dean that I
. should do well to stick to my teaching
and cease “‘these unfortunate attempts
to gain notoriety,” I slunk into quiet
classwork, seemingly defeated. Yet all
the while I longed to know when and
where Jason really had died. Might
he not have served valorously in the
»American Civil War? But how was [
to know? Then came. my most_ex-
traordinary adventure in the service
of Jason Sanders.

I went to Quinta,’s for tea. I have
wondered sometimes if Quinta may
not have become a, bit weary of my
speculations, about- Jason: I did not
. mean to bore her; I tried not to: but I
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could think of nothing else, and she

alone was patient with me. ~ -
“How'— how-— how can I force

Edgerton to tell all he knows?” I.

v'said with a sigh.

“Go see hxm” Qumta was im-

‘patient.

“Why, you know I can’t afford to,

‘with all my savings gone, and Edger-

ton way out in Nebraska.”,

She shocked me- by quitting the

. room. She came back holding out a

check — for three hundred dollars!
The Gateses are wealthy, but na-
turally. I could not take this. I shook
my head.

“Please!”
get it over.”

I was suddenly hopeful.

“Then you do believe in Jason?
Id thought you were almost indiffer-
ent to him.”

“T—" It flared out, that sound
She went on compactly: “Let’s not
talk about it, please. Now~tell me,
didn’t you think they made a mistake

she said sharply. “Let’s

at the symphony —”

I had a not at all pleasant confer-
ence with the dean before I took my
train for Melanchthon, Nebraska.

I had a .plan. This was toward the
end of the academic year 1919-20. I
would pretend to be a chap who, after
working in offices, that sort of thing,
desired to begin graduate work in
English, but had first to-make up for
the courses he-had forgotten since
college. I wanted the celebrated Dr.
Whitney Edgerton to. tutor -me. I
would lure him into -boarding me at
his house; a young professor like
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Edgerton would' be able to use the
money. Once dwelling there, it-would
- be easy .enough to search his study,
to find what historics or letters had
furnished his secret knowledge of
Jason.

I adopted as nom de guerre the name
Smith. That was, perhaps, rather in-
genious, since it is a common name,
and therefore unlikely to arouse at-
tention. It was all reasonable, and
should. have been casy.

But when, in Melanchthon, I was
directed to Edgerton’s house, I per-
ceived that, instead of being a poor
devil, he was uncomfortably rich.
His was a monstrous Georgian, house,
all white columns and dormers and
iron window-railings and brick terrace
and formal gardens. Reluctantly, I
gained entrance, and -addressed my-
self to Edgerton. -

He was a -square-built, pompous,
rimless-eyeglassed, youngish man. His
study was luxurious, with velvet cur-

tains at the windows, with a vast.

desk, with built-in cases containing

books I yearned to possess; a vast

apartment, all white and tender blue,
against which my two patchy rooms in

Hendrik Hall seemed beggary. 1 had

expected to have to conceal hatred,

but instead I was embarrassed. Yet.

by the gods it was I, the shabby
scholar, who had created Jason, and
this silken, sulky dilettante who with-
out reason Had stabbed him!

While I peeped about, 1 was telling
Edgerton, .perhaps less deftly than I
had planned, of my desire to be
tutored.
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He answered:
- “You're very. comphmentaxy, P'm
sure,-but. 'm- afraid it’s impossible.
I'll recommend you to someone —

-By the way, what was your college?”

Heaven knows how it popped into
my head, but 1 recalled an obscure
and provincial school, Titus College,
of which I knew,. nothmg

~ He lightened. -

“Oh, reallyP Did you know I had

my. first instructorship in Titus?

Haven’t had:any news from there -
for years. How, is Prestdent Dolson,
and Mrs. Siebel? Oh, and how is dear
old Cassaworthy?”.

May the: trustees of Titus College

forgive me! I had President Dolson

sick of a fever, and Cassaworthy —
professor, jasitor, village undertaker,
or whatever -he was— taking to golf.
As for Mrs. Siebel, she’d given me a
cup of tea only afew months ago.
Edgerton seemed astonished. T have
often wondered whether Mrs. Siebel
would actually be most likely to
serve tea, gin, or. vitriol. -

- Edgerton got rid of me. He amiably

_kicked me out. He smiled, gave me

the name of a “suitable tutor,” mes-
merized me toward the door, and did
not. invite ‘me to return. I sat on a
bench in thé Melanchthon station.
Apparently T had -come from' the Ac-
lantic seaboard to. Nebraska to -sit
on this broken bench and watch an
undesirable citizen splt at a box of
sawdust. .

I spent the mght at a not agreeable
tavern or hotel, and next day I again
called on Edgerton. :I 'had surmised
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that he would be bored by the sight of
me. He was.- T begged him to permit

me to look .over his library. Impa-

tiently, he left me alone, hinting,
“When you go out, be sure and close
the front door.”

With the chance of someone enter-
ing, it would not-have-been safe to
scurry through his desk and his ingen-
ious cabinets in search of data regard-
ing Jason. :But while. I stood appar-
ently reading; with a pen-knife T so
loosened the screws in a window-catch
that the window' could be thrust up
from outside.

I was goingto burglarize the study.

That night; somewhat after twelve,
I left my room ‘in the hotel, yawned
about the office, pretended to glance
at the ragged magazines, sighed to the

drowsy night clerk, “I think I'll have .

some fresh: air before I retire,” and
sauntered out. In my inner pocket
were a screw-driver-and a small elec-
tric torch-which I had that afternoon
purckased at a hardware shop. I knew
from the fiction into which*I had
sometimes dipped-that burglars find
these torches -and screw-drivers, or
“jimmies,” of value in: their work.

I endeavored,: as. I stole about the
streets, to dssume -an expression of

ferocity, to intimidate whoever might.

endeavor: to ‘interrupt -me. For this
purpose I placed my spectacles in my
pocket and disarrayed my.bow-tie.

I was, perhaps, thrown off my nor-
mal balance. For . the. good name of
Jason Sanders I would risk all of serene
repute that had been precious to me.
So I, who had been a lecturer to re-
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spectful students, edged beneath the
cottonwoods, slipped across a lawn,
crawled over a wire fence, and stood
in the garden of Whitney Edgerton. It
was fenced and walled on all sides'save

-toward the street. That way, then, I

should have to fun in case of eruption
—out into the illumination of a street
lamp. I might be very prettily trapped.
Suddenly I was a-tremble, utterly in-
credulous that I should be here.

I couldn’t do it. ‘

I was menaced from every side.
Wasn’t that someone peering from an
upper window of the house? Didn’t a
curtain move in the study? What was
that creak behind me? I, who had
never in my life spoken toa policeman
save to ask a direction, had thrust my-
self in here, an intruder, to be treated
like a common vagrant, to be shamed
and roughly handled. As I grudgingly
swayed toward the 'study windows I
was uneasy before imaginary eyes. I

“do dot remember a fear of being shot.

It was something vaguer and more en-

-feebling: it was the staring disapproval

of all my civilization,schools, churches,
banks, the courts, and Quinta. But I
ciame to the central window of the
study, the window -whose catch I had

loosened.

I couldn’t do it. ¢

It had seemed so easy in fiction;
but crawl in there? Into the darkness? .
Face the unknown? Shin over the
sill like a freshman? Sneak and pilfer
like a mucker? :

I touched the: wmdow I think I
tried to push it up It was beyond my
strength. : :
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Disgust galvanized me: I to thieve
from the thief who, had-slain Jason
Sanders? Never! I had a nght to
know his information; I had a right.
By heavens! I'd shake it out of him;
I’d face, beat, kill that snobbish
hound. T remember running about
the corner of the house, jabbing the
button of the bell, bumping the door
panels with sore palms.

A light, and Edgerton’s voice:

“What is 1t? What is 1t?” ‘

“Quick! A man hurt! Motor acci-
dent!” 1 bellowed.

He opened the door. 1 was on him,

pushing him back-into-the hall, de-.

mandmg
“I want everything you have about
Jason Sanders!” I noticed then. that
he had a revolver. I am afraid T hurt
his wrist. Somewhat after, when I
had placed him in a chair in the study,
I'said: “Where did you get your data?
And where did Sanders die?””
“You must be this idiot that’s been

responsible for the Sanders folderol,” -

he was gasping.

“Will you be so good as to listen? I
am going to kill you unless you give
me what I wish, and immediately.”

“Wh-what! See here!”

I don’t remember. It’s curious;
my head aches when I try to recall
that part. I think I must have struck
him, yet that seems strange, for cer-
tainly he was larger than I and better
fed. But I can hear him piping:

“This 1s an outrage! You’re insane!
But if you insist, I had all my facts
about Sanders from Peter Williams, a
clergyman out in Yancey, Colorado.”
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. “Let me see your letters from him.”

“Is that necessary?”

-“Do you think I'd trust you?” :

“Well, I have only one letter here.:
The others are- in my safe-deposit’
vault, Williams first wrote to me
when he read my letter criticizing your
articles. He has given me a good many
details. He apparently has some
reason to hate the memory of Sanders.
Here’s his-latest epistle, some more
facts about Sanders’s delightful poetic -
career.’

One glance showed me that this was
indeed the case. The sheet which
Edgerton handed me had inartistically
printed at the top, “Rev. Peter F.
Williams, Renewalist Brotherhood
Congregation, Yancey, Colo.,” and’
one sentence was, “‘Before this, San-
ders’s treatment of women in Kennuit.
was disgraceful — can’t be too strongly
condem’d.”

I had the serpent of whose venom
Edgerton was but the bearer!

I backed out, left Edgerton.: He:
said a silly thing, which shows that he-
was at least as flustered as T was:

“Goodbye, Lieutenant Sandec!” .

I was certain that he would have me
apprehended if I returned to my hotel,
even for so long as would be needed to
gather my effects. Instantly, I decided
to abandon my luggage, hasten out of
town. Fortunately, I had with me.
neither my other suit nor the fitted bag.
which Quinta had given me. Travers-
ing only side streets, I sped out of

- town by the rdilway track. Then I.

was glad -of the pocket flashlight’
which, outside the study window, had
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seemed absurd I saton 1 the railway
embankment. I-¢an’still feel the grit-
tiness of sharp-cornered cinders and
“cracked rock, still see the soggy p1le of

rotting logs beside -the embankment’

upon which my ﬂashhght cast 4 milky
beam as I switched it on in order that

I might study Peter Wllhams s letter '

‘Already I had-a:clue:’

Peter Williamis was. also the name =

of that son of the Reverend Abner

Williams of Kennuit whom Jason had

often trounced. I, wished that he had
trounced him" oftener and  more

roundly. The Reverénd ‘Abner had -

hurled Jason out of ‘his church. All

this would naturaﬂy institute a feud

between Jason and the Williamses.

There might have beer additional
causes, perchance rlvalry for a girl.

Welll The Reverénd Peter Wil-

- liams’s letter to Edgerton was' type-

written. That modermty would indi-
cate, in a vdlage pafson, a’ man not
over forty years old: Was it not logi-
cal to guess that Peter Willidms of
Colorado was the grandson of Peter
Williams of Kennuit, and that he had
utilized information long possessed by
the whole tribe of the Williamses

to destroy h1s grand31res enemy'

Jason? .

By dawn I was on a'way-train; in
the afternoon of the next day I was in
Yancey, Colorado R o

‘1 found the Renewa‘list parsonage,
residence of the Reverend Peteér Wil-
liamis, to be a small, dun-colored cot-
tage on a hill-crest. I strode thither,
vigorous with rage. I knocked. I

ELLERY QUEEN S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

faced -a -blank - Teutonic mald T de-
~ manded to:see Mr. Williams. -

I'was admitted to his rustic study.

I saw a-man not of forty,-as his letter
had suggested, but astoundingly old,

an - ancient’dominie, "as sturdy as a
bison, ‘with a.bursting immensity. of
white -beard. He was sitting in a
hollowed rocker close by the stove.
“Well?"said he.
“Is'this the Reverend Peter Wil-
liams?”
. “It b 1 ;

“May Tsit down?” i

“You'can.”

I sat calmly i in a small mean chair.
My rage was sated by perceiving that

'T had to deal not with'any grandson of

Jason's fo¢, but with the actual orig-
inal Peter Williams himself!. T was be-
holding one who had been honored by
the fists of Jason Sanders. He was too

. precious’ a serpent not to draw him

with cunning. Filially, I-pursied:

“T wa's' told —'1 once spent a sum-
mer on Capée Cod —

“Who are you, young man?”’

“Smith, William Smith.”

C“Well, well, let’s have it.”

“I was told you came from the
Cape — from Kennuit.”

“Well, what of 1t?” -

“I just wondered if you weren’t the
son of the Reverend. Abner Williams
who used to be pastor in Kennuit.”

- “I'be. T-am the son-in the spmt of
that man of holiness.”

-Cautiously,-oh; so cautxously, simu-
latmg veneratlon, I hinted:

“Then you inust have known this
fellow I've been reading about; this
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Jason — what was it? —.Sandwich?”
“Jason Sanders. Yes, sir, I knew
him well, too well- A- viler wretch
never- hved A wine-bibber, a man of
wrath, blind to the inner grace he was
all that I seck to destroy.” Williams’s
voice loomed like a; cathedral service.
I hated him, yet.I was 1mpressed I
ventured: :
“One thing T've: often wondered

They say this Sanders fellow didn’t

really die in Greece. I wonder when

and where he did die.”

The old man was laughing; he was

wrinkling his eyes.at me; he was

shaking.

“You're daft, but you have grit. I
know who -you be..Edgerton tele-
. graphed me you were coming. So you
like ]ason eh?” ‘

- “I do. ;

“He was a thief, a drunkard —

“And I tell you he was a genlllsf’

“You tell me! Huh!” ’

“See here, what reason has there
been for your dogging Jason? It
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wasn’t just your boyish fighting and

— how did you find out what became
of him after he left Kennuit?”

The old man lookéd at me as though

I were a bug. He answered slowly,

“with'a drawl maddening to my impa-

tience. |

“T know it because in his prlson —
he stopped yawned, rubbed his jaw
— “in his cell I wrestled w1th the cv1l
spirit in him.”" .+

“You won?”

“Idid.”

“But after that ——when dld he
die?” I asked.

“‘He didn’t.” -

. “You mean Jason is alive now —

“He’s ninety-five years old. You
see, 'm—T was till I' rechristened
myself Williams —I'm Jason ,Sand-
ers,” he rephed

Then for two. thousand miles, by
village street and way-train and lim-
ited, sitting unmoving in berths and
sdent in smoking-rooms, I fled to the
cool solace of Quinta Gates.

THE BLUE WASH MYSTERY

by

2

In its January issue, EQMM offered ten dollars to the first reader correctly to
" identify the author of The Blue Wash Mystery. Answers poured in, suggesting a
bewildering-variety of possibilities. Among other authors named were Frank
R. Stockton, O. Henry, Edgar Allan Poe, Mark Twain, and Charles Dickens —

not to mention such startling nominations as Horatio Alger, Franklin,Delano

Roosevelt, and Nathaniel Hawthorne. A few readers, too, sent in the right
answer, and the-one with. the earliest postmark was from.Mrs; Mabel Lovett,
of Boston, Mass. Congratulations, Mrs. Lovett, and to the rest of you who
knew that The Blue-Wash Mystery was written by — Anna Katharine Green!



Remember Ea’mzzm/ Crispur’s Laazmae Rerum '? — that brilliant ad-
venture in deduction which won @ Third Prize in EOMM M’s Fourth Annual
Contest — that mmlerly medley of music and. murder, featurmg detective
Gervase Fen, Professor of English Language and Liserature at the Uni-
versity of Oxford? Here is another exploit of the acute and ironic Oxford
Don, and again you will find Gervase Fen at the top of his form. Nothing
erudite or academic this time — just the little- maiter of a train engineer who
simply vanished into thin air while the train itself stood in the station at
Cloug/z impatient to move on — just the little matter of Fate performing a
conjuring trick in the shape of an outdoor locked-room. Bu Prof:?s:or Fen
knew a sirange sorz of mﬂz/zc’umlzc:

‘

NINE MINUS NINE EQUALS ONE

by EDMUND CRISPIN

waIsTLE blew, and with the
A swift, unobtrusive deference of
an expert lackey, the electric train
moved out of Borleston Junction,
past the blurred radiance of the tall
lamps in the marshaling-yard, - past
the diminishing constellations of the
town’s domestic. lighting, and so out
into the eight-mile wedge of darkness
"~ which lay between  Borleston and
Clough. At Borleston there had been
the usual substantial exodus, and the
few remaining passengers — whom
chance had left oddly, and; as it
turned out, significantly distributed
— were able at long last to stretch
their legs, to transfer hats, newspa-
.pers, and other impedimenta from
their laps to the vacated seats beside
them, and for the first time since leav-
ing Victoria Station to relax and be
completely comfortable. Mostly they
were somnolent at the approach of
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midnight, but between Borleston and
Clough.none of them actually slept.
Fate had a conjuring trick in prepara-
tion, and they were needed as wit-
nesses to it.

The station at Clough was not
large, nor prepossessing, nor, it ap-
peared, much frequented; but in spite
of this the train, once having stopped
there, evinced an unexpected reluc-"
tance to move on. The whistle’s first
confident blast having failed to shift
it, there ensued a moment’s offended
silence; then more whistling,” and
when that also failed, a peremptory,
unintelligible shouting. The train re-
mained inanimate, however. And

_ presently Gervase Fen, Professor of
- English Language and Literature in

the University of Oxford,. lowered
the window of his compartment and
put his head out, curious to know what
was amiss.
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~ Rain was falling indecisively. It
tattooed in weak, petulant spasms
against the station roof, and the wind
on which it rode liad a cutting edge.
Wan bulbs shone impartially on slot-
machines, timetables,. a - shuttered

newspaper-kiosk, on peeling green
paint and rust-stained iron. And near

the clock a small group of men stood:

engrossed in peev1sh altercation.

Gervase Fen eyed them with disap-
proval for a moment, and then spoke.
“Broken down?” he inquired un-
pleasantly. They swiveled round to
stare at him. “Lost the driver?”” he
asked. _

This second query was instantly ef-
fective. They hastened up to him in a
bunch, and one of them —a massive,
wall-eyed man who appeared to be
the station miaster — said: “For God’s
sake, sir, you ’aven’t seen ’'im, ’ave
you?”’

“Seen whom?”
mistrustfully.-*

“The engineer, sir. The driver.”

“No, of cotirse I'haven’t,” said Fen.
“What’s happened to him?”’

“E’s gorn, sir.”’Ooked it, some’ow
or other. ’E’s not 'in ’is cabin, nor we
can’t find ’imi anywhere on the sta-
tion, neither.””” :

“Then he has absconded,” said
Fen, “with valuablés of some de-
SCrlpthl’l or w1th some other engi-
neer’s wife.” ¢

© The station master shook his head
— less, it appéared, by way of con-
testing this hypothesis than as an
indication of his general perplexity —
and stared helplessly up and down the

‘ iFen' demanded
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deserted platform. “It’s a rum go,
sir,” he said, “‘and that’s a fact.”

“Well, there’s one good thing about
it, Mr. Maycock,” said the younger
of the two porters who were with him.
“’E can’t "ave got clear of the station,
not without having been seen.”

The station master took some time
to assimilate this, and even when he
had succeeded in doing so, did not
seem much enlightened by it. ““Ow
d’you make that out, Wally?” he
inquired.

“Well, after all, Mr. Maycock, the
place is surrounded, isn’t it?”"

“Surrounded, Wally?” Mr. May-
cock reiterated feebly. “What d’you
mean, surrounded?”’

Wally gaped at him. “Lord, M.
Maycock, didn’t you know? I thought
you’d ’a’ met the Inspector when you
came back from your supper.”

“Inspector, Wally?” Mr. Maycock
could scarcely have "been more be-
wildered if his underling had an-
nounced the presence of a gremlin or
a ghost. “What Inspector?””

“Scotland” Yard chap,” said- Wally
importantly. “And ’alf a dozen men
with ’im. They’re ‘after a burglar
they thought ’d be on this train.”

Mr. Maycock, clearly dazed by this -

‘melodramatic intelligence, took ref-

uge from his confusion behind a
hastily contrived breastwork of out-
raged dignity:. “And why,” he de-
manded 1in awful tones, “was I not

“hinformed of this ’ere?”’

“You ’ave bin informed,” snapped
the second porter, who was very old
indeed, and who appeated to be tem-
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-peramentally subject to that- vehe-
ment, unfocused rage which one as-
sociates with men who are trying to
give up smoking. “You ‘ave bin i in-
formed. We’ve just informed yer.”

Mr. Maycock ignored this. “Ifyou .

would be so-kind,” he said in a lofty
manner, “it would be ’elpful for me to
know at what time these persons of
.'oom you are speaking put in an ap-
pearance ‘ere.’

“About twénty to twclve i’d be
said Wally sulkily. “Ten minutes be-
fore this lot was due in.”"

“And 1t wouldn’t ’ave occurred to
vou, would 1t” — here Mr. Maycock
bent slightly at the knees, as though
the weight of his sarcasm was alto-
gether too much for his large frame to
support - comfortably — “to ’ave a
dekko in my room and see if I was
‘ere? Ho no. I'm only the station
master, that's all T am.”

“Well, I'm very sorry, Mr. May-

cock,” said Wally, in a tone of voice
which effectively canceled the apology
out,
back, was I? I told the Inspector you
was still at'your supper in the village.”

At this explanation . Mr. Maycock,
choosing to overlook the decided
resentment with which it had been de-
livered, became magnanimous.
well, there’s no great ’arm done, I
daresay,” he pronounced; "and the
dignity of his office having by now
been adequately paraded, he relapsed
to the level of common humanity
-again. “‘Burglar, eh? Was ’e on the
train? Did they get 'im?”.

Wally shook hns head. “Not them.

-which Gervase Fen' bawled,

“but I wasn’t to know you was-

“Ah, .

ELLERY QUEEN,S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

. False alarm, most. hkely They’re still

angin’ about, though.” He jerked.a
grimy thumb towards the exit barrier.
“That’s the.Insnector, there.”

~ Hitherto, no one had been visible
in the direction indicated. But -now
there appeared, beyond thé barrier, a
round, benign, clean-shaven face sur-
mounted by a gray Homburg hat, at
“Hum-
blebyi™ in immediate recognition.
And the. person thus addressed, hav-
ing delivered  the injunction, “Don’t
move from here, Millican,” to some-

* one in the gloom of the waiting room

behind. him, came onto the platform .
and in another moment had joined
them _
“My dear Professor Fen,” he said,
“this z5 a pleasure. . . And you, sir”
—he turned to Mr.. Maycock —
“will be, the station master.” .
““Ah,” said ‘Mr. Maycock affirma-
tively. “TI've ’eard why you're ’ere,

Inspector. These lads of mine "ave just

told me.”, .

-“Yes,” .said. Detective-Inspector
Humbleby - with native affability.
“You were away when I arrived, so I
took the hberty —

“That 1 wasn’t, sir,” Mr. Maycock
interrupted, anxious to vindicate
himself. “I was in me office all the

-time, only these lads didn’t think to

look there. .. .Ullo,. Mr. Foster.”
This last greeting was directed to the
harassed, conductor, who had clearly
been searching for the missing engi-
neer. “‘Any luck?” =

“Not a sign of ’im,” said the con-
ductor sombrely.. “Nothing like this
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“ere ’as ever appcned on one of my
trains before,” i - .

-“Tt 1s "Inkson, 1snt1t9" v

The conductot shook ‘his head “No,
Phil-Bailey.” - S

“Bailey P

“Ah.- Bailey ‘sometimes took over
fromy ’Inkson on this run:”> Here the
conductor glancéd “.uneasily at Fen
and Humbleby. “It’s - irregular,
course, but it don’t do no ’arm as: I
can see. Barley s ome’s at Bramber, at
the end o’ this lme, and ’e’d ’ave to
catch this train-any’ow-to get- to it,
so ’e  took over -sometimes when
"Inkson wanted. to stop inTown.

And now this ’as to-appen. There'll )

be trouble, you mark my words.”
Evidently the unfortunate conductor
expected to be visited wrth a substan-
tial share of it. »

“Well, I can’t old out no Ionger,
said Mr. Maycock. “I'l}’ ave to ring
"Eadquarters straight away.’

He ' departed in- order:to- do - this,
and Humbleby, who had only the

vaguest idea of what was going on,

asked the others to enlighten-him.

When they had done this: “One
thing’s certain,” he said, *and that is
that the missing enginéer-hasn’t left
the station. My men‘are ‘all found it,
and they had orders to detain-any-
. one who tried to get past them.”

At this stage' an elderly business
man, who. was sharing the same com-
partment with‘Fen and-with a dotty-
looking girl of the sort commonly
found in Food Offices, irritably in-
quired if Fen proposed keeping the
compartment window open all night.
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And Fen, acting on this hint, closed
‘the window and wenit out to the plat-
form.

“None the less,” he sard to Hum-
bleby, “it'll be as well to interview

~your people and confirm that Bailey

hasn’t left. I'll go the rounds with you,
and you can tell ‘me about your
burglar.”

They left the 'conductor and the
two porters exchanging theories about
Bailey’s dlsappeaxance and walked

-along the platform “Goggett is the

burglar’s name,” said Humbleby. .
“Alfred Goggett. He’s wanted for
quite a series of jobs, but for the last
few months he’s been lying low, and
we haven’t been able to put our
hands on him. Earlier this evening,
however, he was spotted in Soho by
a plainclothesman named, incon-
gruously enough, Diggett. . . .”

“Really, Humbleby. . . ".”

“. .. and Diggett chased him to
Victoria Station. Well, you know
what Victoria’s like. It’s rather a
rambling terminus, and apt to be full
of people. Anyway, Diggett lost his
man there. . . . Now, about mid-
day today one of our more reliable
narks -brought us the news that Gog-
gett had a hide-out here in Clough, so
this afternoon Millican and I drove
down here to look the place over. Of
course, the Yard rang up the police
here when they heard Goggett had
vanished at Victoria; and the police
here got hold of me; and here we all
are. There was obviously a very good
chance that Goggett would'catch this
train: Only unlucklly he didn’t.”
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+“No orie got off here?”

- ““No one ‘got-off or on.-And I un-
derstand this is the last train of the
day, so for the time being there’s
nothing more we can’do. But-sooner
or later; of course, he’ll turn up at his
cotrage" here;” and then we'll have
him.” - -~

“And in the meantime,” sald Fen
thoughtfully, there $ the problem of
Bailey.” : b

*In’ ‘the’ meantimé there s that.
Now, let’s see. ”

Tt proved that the six damp but
detcrmmed :men whom Humbleby
had culled from the local constabulary
had been so. placed about- the station
precincts as: to make it impossible for
even a mouse- to have left without
their - observing it; and -not even ‘a
mouse, they :stoutly -asserted, “had
done so. Humbleby told them to stay
where they were until further orders,
and returned with Fen to the down:
- platform.

" “No loophole thexe, he pro=
nounced. “And it’s an easy station to
-— umi—-nvest. If it had been a great
sprawling place like Borleston, now;,
I could have put a hundred men round’
it; and Goggett might still have got
clear. Of course, it’s quite possible
that Borleston’s where .he did leave
the train.” - :

“But -in ‘spite of you ‘and your
men,” said:Fen,"“‘this engineer must
at -least -have been able to leave his
cabin unobserved.” They were pass-

ing the cabin as he spoke, and he:

stopped'to peer at its vacant integior.’
“As you see, there’s no way -through
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1t into the' remainder of- the train.”
Humbleby considered the. dxsposr
tion. of his forces, and havingdone so:
“Yes;,” he admiitted, “he could have
left the * cabin’ ‘without being seen’
and for ‘that ‘matter; got to shelter
somewhere:in the station buildings.”
“Weren’t the porters.on the- plat-
form when ‘the train:came in?”
"“No, I'don’t think - they were.
We’d better make sure of it, though.”
- It turned out that the porters, hav-
ing be¢nénjoined by Humbleby to
keep out of the way, had retired im-
meédiately after the-arrival of the po-
lice to'the Porters’ Room and that it
was not until at least-half a minute

 after the trainthad stopped that Wally

had ‘ventured out-onto the- platform

. in pursuance of his: diitiés. As for Mr.

Maycock, he had remained in his of-
fice until the conductor had haled
him forth to take part in the se1rch

for Bailey. -

“Well, Balleys got to be in the‘

statlon somewhere,” ‘said Humbleby,

“so we'll have: another look —a sys-
tematic one;' this time.”

Systematic or-not, it turned out to
be singularly barren of resules. It es-
tablished~one. thing only, and- that
was, that beyond any shadow of
doubt,: the missing engineer was not
anywhere in; on, or under the station,
nor anywhete: in, -on, or under his
abandoned train.

* And,’ unfortunately, it was also es-
tablished that he could not, in the
nature of things, ‘be-anywhere else.

Fen took no part in this investiga-
tion, having -already - foreseen its
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.inevitable issue. Instead he retired to
.the ticket office,.and there telephoned
the station master at Borleston, repre-
senting himself; to,that official’s great
alarm, to be Sir- Eustace Missenden.
With  the .aid of .this gratuitous im-
.posture he elicited -the information
that Bailey, and no one but. Bailey,
had been driving the train when it
left Borleston.. The .station master’s
personal testimony to that fact could
be, and was, .independently corrob-
orated by two porters. Moreover,
the train had not, Fen remembered,
either stopped. or slowed down at any
.time between Borleston and Clough.

When Humbleby appeared to him,
.twenty minutes, later, he was dozing
by the ticket office fire; and Hum-
-bleby was not at all molhﬁed by his -
news.

“The thing’s.- 1mpossxble, he said
glumly. “Nothmg short..of impos-
51ble' I can’t 1magme what to do
next.’

“Not lmp0551ble
a yawn. “Rather a.simple device,
really. . . .” Then, .more soberly:
“But I'm afrald that what we have to
deal with is something .much more
serious. than a mere vanishing. In
fact . ..

The telephone rang, and after a
moment’s hesitatton Humbleby an-

‘swered, it. The call was for him, and’

when, several minutes later, he put
the receiver back on its hook his face
was grave.

' “They ve found. a dead man,” he
~said, “three miles: along.the line to-
wards Borleston. He’s got a knife

said Fen through -
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in his back and has obviously been
thrown out of a train. From their
description of the face and clothes,

‘it’s -quite certainly Goggett.. And
equally certainly, #2a#” — he nodded
towards the platform — “is the train

he fell out of.-. .. Well, my- first

.and most important job is to inter-

view the passengers. And anyone who
was alone in a compartment will have
a lot of explaining to do.”

Most of the passengers had by now
disembarked, and were standing about
in various -stages of bewilderment,
annoyance; and" futile inquiry. At
Humbleby’s command, and along
‘with the conductor, the porters, and
Mr. Maycock, they shuffled, feebly
protesting, -into the waiting room.
And there, with Fen as an interested
onlooker, a Grand Inquisition was set

in motion.-

Tts results were both baffling and
remarkable. -Apart from the engi-
neer, there had been nine people on
the train when it left Borleston and
there still were nine people on the

\

train when it arrived at Clough; and -

each of them had two others to attest

to.the fact that during the whole .

crucial period he (or she) had behaved

as innocently as a newborn infant.

“With Fen, there had been the elderly

business man and the dotty girl; in
another compartment there had like-
wise been three people, none of them

connected with the others by blood, .

‘acquaintance, or avocation; and even
the conductor had witnesses to his
“harmlessness, since. from Vi ictoria Sta-
tion onwards he had been accompa-
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nied in the baggage car by two melan-

choly men in cloth caps, whose mode:

of travel was explained by their being
in unremitting personal charge of sev-
eral doped-looking whippets. None of
these nine, until the first search for
Bailey was set on foot, had seen or
heard anything amiss. None of them
had had any opportunity of moving
out of sight of his or her two com-
panions. None. of them had slept.
And unless some unknown, traveling
in one of the many. empty compart-
ments, had disappeared in the same
fashion as Bailey.—a . supposition
which Humbleby . was by ‘No means
prepared to entertain — it seemed
. evident that Goggett must have
launched himself: into eternity un-
aided.

It was at about thls point in the
proceedmgs that Humbleby’s self-
possession began; to wear thin, and his
questions to become merely repeti-
tive; and Fen, perceiving this, slipped
out alone onto the platform. When
he returned, ten minutes later, he was
carrying a battered suitcase; and re-
gardless of Humbleby, who seemed
to be making some sort of speech, he
carried this impressively to the centre
table and. put 1t down there.

“In this suitcase,” he announced’
pleasantly, as Humbleby’s flow of
words petered out, “we shall find, I
think, the engineer’s uniform be-
longing to the luckless Bailey.” He

undid the catches. “And in addition,"

nodoubt . . . Stop him, Humbleby.”
The scuffle that followed was brief
and inglorious. Its protagonist, tackled
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round the knees by Humbleby, fell,
struck his head against the fender,
and lay still, the blood welling from a
cut above his left eye.

“Yes, that’s the culprit,” sald Fen.
“And it will take a better lawyer
than there is alive to save Aim from
a rope’s end.”

Later, as Humbleby drove him to
his destination through the Decem-

‘ber night, he said: “Yes, it had to be

Maycock. And Goggett and Bailey
had, of course, to be one and the same
person. But what about motive?”
Humbleby shrugged. “Obviously,
the money in that suitcase of Gog-
gett’s. There’s a lot of it, you know.
It’s a pretty clear case of thieves fall-
ing out. We’ve known for a long time
that Goggett had an accomplice, and
it’s now certain that that accomplice
was Maycock. Whereabouts in his
office did you find the suitcase?”
“Stuffed behind some lockers —
not a very good hiding place, I'm
afraid. Well, well, it can’t be said to
have been a specially difficult prob-
lem. Since Bailey wasn’t in the sta-
tion, and hadn’t left it, it was clear
he'd never entered. 1t. But someone
had driven the train in — and 'who
could it have been buz Maycock?
The two porters were accounted for
— by you; so were the conductor and
all the passengers — by one another;
and there just wasn’t anyone else.
“And then, of course, the finding
of Goggett’s body clinched it. He
hadn’t been thrown out of either the
occupied compartments, or the bag-
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gage car; he hadn’t-been thrown out
of any of the #noccupied compart-
ments, for the simple reason that
there was nobody to throw him.
Therefore, he was thrown out of the
engineer’s cabin. And since, as I've
demonstrated, Maycock was unques-
tionably 7z the. engineer’s cabin, it
was scarcely conceivable that May-
cock had not been 'the one to do the
throwing.

“Plainly, Maycock rode or drove
into Borleston "while he  was sup-
posed to be having his supper, and
boarded the train— that is, the engi-
neer’s cabin — there: He kept hidden
till the train.was'under way, and then
took over from Goggett Bailey while
Goggett-Bailey changed - into the
civilian clothes' he: ‘had with him.
By the way, I rather guess that May-
cock, to account-for his presence,
spun some fictional (as far as he knew)
tale about the police being on Gog-
gett-Bailey’s track, and that the

change was Goggett-Bailey’s idea; I

mean, that he had: some notion of its
assxstmg his esca pe
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Humbleby nodded. “That’s it, ap-
proximately. I'll send you a copy of
Maycock’s confession as soon as I can
get one made. It seems he wedged the
safety-handle which operates these-
trains, knifed Goggett-Bailey, and
chucked him out, and then drove the

train into Clough and there simply

disappeared, with the suitcase, into
his own office. It must have given him
a nasty turn to hear that the station
was surrounded.”

“It did,” said Fen. “ If your people
hadn’t been there, it would have
looked, of course, as if Bailey had just

“walked off into the night. But chance
. was against Maycock all along. Your
" siege, and the queer grouping of the

passengers, and the cloth- -capped men
in the baggage car — they were all
part of an accidental conspiracy — if
you can talk of such a thing — to de-
feat him; all part of a sort of fortuitous
conjuring trick. . . .” He yawned
prodigiously, and gazed out of the car
window. “Do you know, I believe it’s
the dawn. . . . Next time I want to
arrive anywhere, I'll travel by bus.”

NEXT MONTH ...
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THE MfAN WITH THE SNEER

5y ROY VI CI\ERS

‘yHobE GRENWOOD knew as well as
R any lawyer that motive is at
best no more than a clue for the
police and a clarification for the jury.
Yet he took great trouble to conceal
his motive for the murder: of Gerald
Raffen and no trouble at all to conceal
the murder itself, o

Grenwood.- was . a - well ‘to-do dis-
tributor in the newspaper trade, sup-
plying about a thousand shopkeepers
with newspapers, books, and station-
ery. He was thirty-five.in 1930 when
he murdered Raffen, who. was two
years younger. Grenwood was effi-
cient and progressive but ‘unadven-
turous — a’large man but well con-
tained, of athletic habits, socially a
good mixer in spite of a streak of
melancholy.

As boys they had been contempo-
raries at Charchester School and were -
there in the year of . the fire,- which
caused such a scandal. Raffen was in-
jured in the fire, and- for.this — as all:

“their mutual friends: knew — Gren-
wood had insisted 6n”blaming :him-
self. He had been prefect of the dor-
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.rmtory, responsible for the dlsc1plme

and safety of twenty younger boys.
The very public inquiry, courted by

" the school, gave Gretiwood a wholly

clean slate. When he persisted in his

“assertion that he was morally respon-

sible, the presndmg Jjudge told him

.sharpl_y that it was a form of conceit to

assert ‘that he could have done any-

thing more to protect Raffen."

-Hence, Raffen’s left leg was artifi-

_cial below the knee. In 1912, plastic

surgery had not yet got into its stride,

‘There was a two-inch scar on his left

cheek, a lift on his lip which gave
him a perpetual sneer; moreover, the
left side of his face was paralyzed and
vaguely out of focus. The total effect
was short of being repulsive — passing
him in"the street you would hardly
have noticed him — but one kept
one’s idle glance away from his face. -

After Raffen’s
strange friendship sprang up, intense
on Grenwood’s part. With 'something
approaching condescension," Raffen
accepted an invitation to spend part
of the summer holidays in the house

convalescence a
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on the Sussex Downs where- Gren-

wood lived with his father, his mother

having. died. some years previously.
After two more such visits Raffen
pleaded that he could not leave his
mother so . much  alone. So
Raffen was invited too, and accepted

~— largely out of compassion for the’

nervous uncase of Rhode Grenwood.
After the inquiry she had gorie out of
her way to emphasize that neither she
not her son held him in the remotest
degree responsible.

“At "heér seconid visit ‘Rhode sub- i

jected her —a widow — to an em-
barrassmeiit of a ndture ‘that is aston-
ishing ‘wher one remembers that he
was then an intelligent undergraduate
of ‘nineteen. Geérald Raffen, as usual,
had retired to the study after dinner
to'read. Rhode Grenwood joined the
two ‘elders in’ the drawing room, and
solemnly~—and  somewhat - pomp-
ously —'suggested that - his father
should propose marriage to - Mrs.
Raffen and that Mrs. Raffen should
accept, as’ this would make it so much
easier all round for him to keep an eye
on "Gerald. '
+ Mrs. Raffen-

recovered more

quickly than Grenwood senior.. v

“*At his age he thinks people of our
agé are so old that — that he doesn’t
evén suspect ' that he might have
made a fool of himself,” she said,

~when they were alone. "I'm woiried
about Rhode, Mr. Grenwood. He's

hysterically determined ‘to protect.

Gerald. And Gerald doesn’t want an
older brother. Something will snap
somewhere;” and  I'm afraid poor

WITH THE SNEER

"Mrs.
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Rhode will be the one to suffer: I feel

.that. something ought to be.done.”

The necessity for doing something
was shortly removed by the Kaiser’s
war, which swept Rhode Grenwood
into the Army. By the time the war
was over both parentswere dead. . . .

Rhode Grenwood had no talent

for soldiering.. After six months of.-

training he received "a commission,
by, virtue of his civil education. He
could’ manage the routine duties of
junior officer but, like many another,
he ‘was secretly “worried about his
nerve. He was all right the first time.
he went into action. The second
time,. 1t -was a very near thing indeed.
In those days it was called ‘hesuatxon
to obey an order in-the presence of
the enemy.” But before the papers
came through he was in action again’
and was cited for gallantry.

The citation brought him a Mifi-
tary Cross and he felt as if he had
stolen it. That sort of thing pertained
o “the boys-of the bulldog breed,”
to whose company he did not aspire.
to belong. He knew that, at the time,
he had been ‘wrestling with his own’
animal terror of an enemy he re-
garded as superior in all the relevant
talents. His nerves had played tricks.
A boyish voice, which he knew could
not be in' the trenches, was screaming
his name: “Grenwood! Grenwood!
Grenwood!” -He believed he had
screamed:too as he rushed at the Ger-
man’ machine-gun post, to escape
from the greater-fear. And the men
had- rushed ‘with him — which had

turned -the nightmare into a success.



132

As commonly ~ happens :in. such
cases, the whole: history -repeated it-
self some months later; only, instead
of a short rush, it was'a.five-hour job

and he was awarded 2 D.S.0. During .

the five hours; whenever he began
totting up the dangers, his nerves
produced the impossible voice, with

the same cry. He was physically ex- .

hausted when he got back to H.Q.:
waves of dizziness assailed him while
he was reporting .to the major.

“You had twenty men with you,
hadn’t you, Grenwood?”

“Yes, sir. I tell you, I counted
them as they came past me. How
could I possibly hear aboy.shouting
my name — with the woodwork. of
the cubicles crackling like the devil!”

“Wrong war, old boy!” said” the
major. “Have a drink.”” -

Every week he wrote to Raffen,
who replied at long, irregular inter-
vals. On his home leaves (96 hours
beginning and ending at the railway
terminus in London) he always sought

him out. On one such leave he tracked

him, with difficulty, to a cocktail
party, where he met Jill Wensley, the
grave-eyed daughter of a successful
barrister, who had become a nurse.
Besides the grave eyes, which looked
as if she understood everything he
wanted to say to ‘her, she had the

kind of voice he liked best and a-

physical beauty which, he . assured

himself, was far too md1v1dual to be

defined. N

Thereafter, he also wrote once a
week to Jill; when. time pressed, he
began to write to her_instead of to
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Raffen. Jill always wrote -back. She
told him, among other things, that

-‘Raffen and his mother had taken a

house .in the suburb of Rubington,
where she also lived. This was. good
news, because Jill -could keep him

_posted as to Raffen’s movements,

though, very soon, he was more in-
terested in Jill’s.

Jill in fact, seemed to have pulled
him out of his absorption. Jill and
his own decorations, which he began
to take seriously. The Army, after
all, did not dish out decorations for
nothing — the pose of the blushing
hero who pretended it was all luck
was being overworked. Why not ad-
mit to himself that he was — well, a
brave man! By the time he was
demobilized he had acquired a def-
initely appreciative view of his own
character. In a sense, he had almost
forgotten Raffen. He was in a great

“hurry to show himself to Jill in civil

clothing.
When he called on Jill at her fa-
ther’s house, Raffen was with her in

. the drawing-room. Grenwood’s mem-

ory had slurred the perpetual sneer,
so that it seemed to have acquired a
new sharpness. Raffen stayed for five
minutes and then, pleading urgency,
limped off. Jill was charming, but
Grenwood was inexplicably deflated.
Now and again, he glanced at himself
in a mirror, groping for the reas-
surance of the ribbons that no longer
decorated his chest. So he talked
about mutual friends and left early.
It took him a week of muddled
emotionalism to ask Jill to marry
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him. When she said she would,. he
very nearly cried with relief. Then he
‘braced himself. o

“I'm going straight round to col-
lect Gerald’s congratulations!”.

“Well, don’t look so fierce about it,
dalhng, or youll frighten the poor
boy,” said Jill. And Jill laughed as she
said it. An ordinary, happy laugh.

It was not ferocity at all. Twice,
during the ten minutes’ walk to Raf-
fen’s house, he came near to bolting
to the railway station. But he plowed

on, asking himself why he was making.

such a fuss about telling Gerald. It
would not be startling news — only a
" friendly courtesy.

Raffen had quahﬁed as a dentist.
His artificial leg left him a normal
ability ro stand. He was assistant to a
practitioner in Chelsea.

“You look thundering well pleased
with yourself, Rhode old man!” he
exclaimed — which made things no
easier for Grenwood. Remarks like
that were always difficult to interpret.

One was likely to forget that the .

sneer was perpetual — and the poor
chap’s voice was always a bit raspy,
-even when he was not feeling waspish.

“Well, the fact is — that is, Jill
and I " /

“Of coutse! But I had to wait until
you'd said it. Thank God, there’s
still a bottde of old brandy in the
sideboard!”

Coming from Raffen, it seemed a
little too hearty to be true. But the
strain eased with the aid of the old

brandy. Raffen asked if they were to

. be married soon.

WITIH
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“As soon as we can fix things. I
understand there’s a sort. of house
shortage.”

“It’s difficult to get a house within

fifty miles.of Town, but you needn’t

worry. This place has eight rooms
and half.an acre. [ live in two rooms
and never go in the garden. If you
think it would suit you, you can have
it at a valuation. In any case, I'm
going to-live over the shop. Talk it
over with Jill.””

He talked it over with her a couple
of hours later on the telephone. She
seemed to hesitate, and then agreed.

They were married within a month..
When asked to be best man, Raffen
propounded a dental conferénce in

.Scotland. "After their honeymoon-

they moved into the house that had
been Raffen’s. He did not come to
the housewarming. Later, he declined
invitations to dinner, with appro-
priate excuses. On the death of his
father, Grenwood had sold the house
in Sussex. For a month in the summer
they took a bungalow on. the coast
and asked Raffen for weekends, but in
vain. By Christmas, it had become
obvious that he would accept no
invitation.

Again Grenwood enjoyed a respite.
It lasted for nearly three years of con-
tentment and steady progress in-all
directions. In his eyes, Jill retained
her beauty, adding a jolly comrade-
ship. Once .more he found himself
able to take an appreciative view of
his own character.

The respite ended one morning at
breakfast. Jill was reading the paper.
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“Oh — it’s about Gerald!” she ex-
claimed. She read :on. “Drunk and
disorderly and using abusive language
...ina publlc house in Theobald’s
Road.”

“Good Lord! That s a ghastly quar-
ter at night — for a drink. Must have
been some tomfool party going
slumming —7 ,

“No, it wasn’t.” Jill’s voice was
sepulchral. “The magistrate makes an
inane joke about raising the price to
regular customers. “This time, Raffen,
it will cost you five' pounds.” Oh,
Rhode, what had we better do?”

That, he thought, was an extraordi-
narily silly ‘question. She was not
often silly. Perhaps it was some trick
of the light, but it almost looked as if
she were putting on weight. She
would lose her figure if she were not
careful.

“I don’t see that we can' do’any-
thing,” he said. “I don’t see how we
come into it at all.”- -

“But we must! Gettmg tight is one
thmg ‘But in a pub! And that magis-
trate’s beastly joke- about regular
. customers!”’

'The regular customer ]oke was cer-
tainly an obstacle. Grenwood gath-
ered his forces and rushed it.

“Probably the ‘reporter muddled
one case with  another. Anyhow,
there’s no cause for anxiety. Gerald
has his head screwed on the right way.
In spite of his misfortune — poor
chap! but most of us have something

to put up with - he’s. making. out.-

He’s gaining clinical experience. with
a well-established man. His mother
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“left him enough to buy a decent prac-

tice when he’s ready.”
In short, few men enjoyed so many
guarantees of a successful and happy

" life as did Gerald Raffen. In the mid-

dle of it all Grenwood lost his nerve
and dried up. .
T ll have to start for the ofﬁce
now,” he said. “We’ll talk about it
tonight.”

He was not, he told himself during
the day, Gerald Raffen’s keeper.

‘Gerald would: justifiably resent any

comment on his conduct as grossly
impertinent. He would explain all
that to Jill.

The explanation fell flat.

“I don’t understand, dear,” she
said patiently. “You used to be so

_concerned about him.”

“That was some time ago. In the
interval — well, he’s dropped us,
don’t you think?”

“You can’t apply ordinary stand
ards to Gerald. His disfigurement and
his leg — that sort of thing throws
a man out of the normal — especially
with women. And [ suppose he’s
made himself ‘a social outcast and -

- taken to drink and — the rest of it.”

He had 'the false impression -that
she was trying to make: him angry
and that somehow he had goaded her
into it. It was self-hatred that stung
him into asking:. - :

“I say, Jill, has Gerald some special
significance for you?” -

“That’s rather a funny question
for you to ask 'me, Rhode.” She

- paused, but he:made-no use of it.

“The. answer is— yes-and-no. As
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you know, I saw a great deal of him
while you were in the Army. I found
his, society very sumulating. With
me, he unbent, and 1 did the same.
That was obvious in my letters.”

“Were you about to tell me some-
thing that was not obvious?”
- “I'm not in the confessional box,
Rhode. T have nothing to confess to
you, as my husband. Oh, dear, we’re
both getting worked up, and it would
have been so much better to keep
everydayish!”

“No, no — we’re not worked up!”
It was not becausc he doubted her
fidelity that he must hear all she
could be induced to tell him . . .
“lesh it, dear, now you’ve started.”
A rather awful thing happened
she said. “We were in the drawing-
room. He was rambling — and he can
ramble beautifully when he unbends.
I had turned on the light and was
drawing the blinds. He didn’t do
anything suddenly — it was all part
of the ramble, in a 'way. He put his
arms round me. He intended to kiss
me and I intended to let him. And
then — God forgive me! — the light
was on his poor face and [ — I shud-

dered. He must have felt me shudder.’

“He did not kiss me — how I wish
he had! He put his head on my shoul-
der so that I couldn’t see his face, and
he said: ‘I was going to ask you to
marry me, but I'm not, now. Good-
bye, my darling.’

“He lit a cigarette and sat down,
and we both chattered a little to re-
store our nerve. Then' he said: ‘I
think Rhode will turn up in a minute
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or two. I'll just stay until he comes,
if T may.”:I thought he was raving.
But you did come — out of the war,

-You hadn’t wired or anything, you

know . . . I haven't seen Gerald
since then

Grenwood remamed silent. Gerald
could have found out about his move-
ments if he had made it his business to
do so.. That proposal had been timed.
There was some kind of system in 1t.

“That he proposed: to me — ob-
liquely, anyhow —is of no impor-
tance. That:] hurt a sensitive man’s
feelings is very.important indeed. So
you see, dear, when you ask whether
he has any special significance for. me,

I think the answer must be — yes.

"You aren’t upset, are you?”’

“Not about your part in it, JUL”

*He added sharply: “I’'m not upset at

all. Why should I be? I've not even
any complaint against him. You and
I were not engaged. He had a perfect
right to try his luck.”

And Gerald Raffen- had had no
luck. Because he had lost a leg and -
his face was disfigured.

“So you see,” added Jill, “T do
feel we ought to do something.”

During .the next day he elaborated
the argument about its being a gross
impertinence ‘to interfere with Raf-
fen. The day after that, he stopped
fooling himself and took a taxi to the
dentist in Chelsea and asked for Mr.
Raffen. He was imprisoned in the
waiting.reom for an hour. And then
the feather-headed receptionist took
him in to Raffen’s. ch1ef and he had
to explain. -
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- “But Raffen left' 'mé abouit two
years ago. T've no ided where he is

now.” The dentist was curt, but .re- .

- lented. “His professional conduct has

never been questioned. You tan ﬁnd

_ him through the Registef.”" -
The Register yrelded an address, in

the poorer part of Hampstead, which .
he found with great diffculty. Even- -

~tually he turned into a short alley'in
~which there was an external iron
staircase at the back .of a stable
of early eighteenth century design.
He knocked with his fist on an 1ll-
fitting modern door, . which was
opened by a blowsy woman in a
kimono..

“I am a friend of Mr Raffen s’

“He’s out now, dearie!” Grenwood
* did not believe her. “Couldn’t you
wrrte, 50 s he’d be at home when you

© came?’

“You are quite sure he is out?”
The woman looked more thot-

oughly at Grenwood -and- summed .

“him up with sufficient accuracy.
“Tell "you " what," sir. . You come

- back in half an hour and T'll have

him all tidied up for you. Make it a
good half-hour, mind.”

He made it three- quarters of an
hour. When he returned it was
Raffen who admitted him, Raffen in
- a decent lounge suit, lookmg very
little the worse. .

“Hullo, Rhode! 1:was expectmg
you, Come in, old ‘man. Lottie-the-
" slut has effaced herself.. This place

-used to be occupied by Wellington’s . -

head-groom. Not so bad, isit?”-
"It was indeed hot so bad. It was
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tastefully . decorated: some of the
furniture he recognized. -

“Thought I'd look you up ]111 is

. wondcrmg why you never come to see
.us.

‘ “And now. you can tell her' If you
do it tactfully, you can even. tell her
about -Lottie-the-slut. I think her
name’s -Lottie. They come and. go.
And you’d be surprised that most
of them are jolly good charwomen.”

. “Chuck it,.Gerald!” pleaded Gren-
wood. “What's been happening?”

“A natural .process. I have found
a milieu that suits me. But you're

_thinking of , the police court, of

course. [ like noisy pubs and T like

. drinking a lot.”

+ “Isn’t it bad for business?”
“Hardly — for my- business! I only
do locumy work, and a spot of technical
reviewing — which i1s all 1 want. As
I’ve‘.no_future, 1 prefer to be com-

" fortable.”

“Why have you no future?”

“Because.I wouldn’t know what to
do with it — because my -history
would repeat itself.”’ Grenwood
looked blank,. so Raffen explained:
“A few Years ago — try not to laugh,
old man! — 1 fell in love. Careless of

.me, but — she shared my slant on so
.‘many things. Each of us could light

up the dark:corners for the other.
You can fill in the color for yourself —

soul mates.in-a universe of two, with

the rest of humamty just background
figures.”

- He meant ]111 of course. Grenwood
was at a-loss. He ought to confess

that he knew. But Raffen had already
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* said énough to make it difficult. And
- there was no means of stopping him.
“I thought-that my scar and the

" rést of it 'wouldn’t count. And so did -
" than leaving him out of the conversa-

she — or she would never have made

it possible for e to touch her: When
1 did touch hér; hér nervous-system -

_ revolted. That was a shock for her
" as well as for ‘me. It broke us up.”

Raffen paused and added: “She mar- -

ried one of the background figures —

“a worthy, beefy fellow—and T bor—"‘

rowed the nearest Lottie.”

Grenvood went to the wmdow and
" stared down at the empty alley. Did
- Raffen suspect him of -knowing that
the girl was ]1llP There could be no
certainty.

“Isn’t it rather knock kneed Ger-

" ald, fo let everything rot because of a

romantic disappointment?”

“I don’t think -of it in romantic
“terms. To me the girlisa symbol —a
notice board. Keep Off ‘The Grass.
There is no place for me among my
' own kmd—and I no- longer want
one.’

Grenwood - was: stumped.’ A long
silence was broken.by a raspy chuckle
“from Raffen. - '

-~ “I can do nothmg to help you, -
"~ Rhode!”

The perpetual sneer gave
emphasis to the words. “And for
God s sake, stop trymg to help me!”
On his way “home, : Grenwood
" churned it over. He can do nothmg to
help mel!
His report to Jill escaped positive
* misrepresentation, . but contained no
- reference to Raffen s “‘romantic -dis-
" appointment.” ‘ '

‘a fortnight.

: he cried.
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© “We have done all we can,” pro-
nounced. Jill. - “We shall have to try
and forget that he ever existed.”.
To Grenwood that:mednt no more

tion. Raffen, he supposed, must be
dipping into his capital. Dipping, not

‘necessarily squandering. For a year’
- or s0, Grenwood:did nothing about it,

‘hoping + that « circumstances . would
-again‘alter the perspective and give
“him another:respite.- He began to lose
- weight. During 1927, he tried a series

of tortuous little ‘enterprises to-help
Raffeni: by . stealth;, all doomed to
futility:s There. was- an elaborate
mechanism by which a hard-up den-
tist was induced totemploy Raffen at
a salary, paid by Grenwood. It lasted
Frequently. he would
sneak’ out: to Hampstead to watch the
end of the alley. Twice during 1928
he saw. Raffen coming home but -

lacked: the ' courdge to accost. him.
" Now-and again, catching sight of his

reflection in a shop window, he would
pretend: that he:could see a scar on
his own: left cheek and. his lip lifted
in a petpetual sneer at himself.
“Darling, I'm afraid you'll have to
own up- that you re Wo1rymg about’
Gerald:” ,
“T: know. I'mr avfool.” . ‘
'.“A .very dear fool! .And a very
brave man who is frightened of a

shadow on the wall whlch he has

made himself.” T
“There’s no- shadow on any walll

“Whats behind all this,

'7,

il

Rhode, yoﬁ ve- been —ill — for
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a long time. You mutter in your
sleep.”

“What about?” ,

_ “That fire at Charchester.” . .

“What do I say about it? About —
the fire?”” She could feel the words
being dragged out of him.

“Nothing coherent.”

“Then what has Gerald been saymg
to your”

“Oh, Rhode' As if T would see
Gerald without telling you!” She
went on: “I've read the official re-
port. It told me only what I already
knew — that no one can tell me any-
thing about that fire except you—
and you can only tell me of —a
shadow on the wall. Why don’t you
tell me, Rhode? It would vamsh if
we looked at it together.”

Grenwood relaxed. The defensive
irritability dlsappeared
- “My dear girl, it’s nothing ‘as

claborate ‘as all that!” He laughed,
almost naturally. “Perhaps I am'a bit

-

of a sentimentalist. But — one’s past

is always a part of one’s present, if
you see what I mean. We were close

friends as boys. And I suppose I am -

haunted by what happened to him —
especially as he seems to be- makmg a
mess of his life.”

Two years later, Raffen’s name was
again in the papers, for the same
offense, but at a different court.

There was no joke by the magistrate

and the fine was only forty shillings.
The punch came in the last line.
Defendant asked Sor ume in which
to pay the fine: when this was refused
he was removed in custody to serve the
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alternative sentence of fourteen days.

So Raffen was penniless!

“I’'ve got him now!” le said to.
himself, hoping that Jill had .not read
the news report. But Jill had. .

“If he’s difficult about taking
money, you might be able to use the
fact that he could probably have got
a hundred or so more for the house,
if he had put it up for auction.”

By midday, Grenwood had paid
the fine and was waiting for Raffen
to be released. In due course, Raffen
appeared in the hall, unescorted. He
was unshaved and looked dusty. It
was a ‘very cold day, but he wore
neither overcoat nor gloves. The
perpetual sneer was lifted in a grin.

“Congratulations, old man!” said
Raffen. -

“Come and -have a spot of lunch,”
said Grenwood.
~ “Splendid!” They left the prison
together. “Easy there! You've forgot-

~ten I can’t walk as fast as you can.”

Over lunch, in a restaurant near
the prison, Raffen told a numbet of
waspish anecdotes about himself in
the prison. Grenwood, who was learn-
ing caution, contributed reminis- -
cences of the Army. As the meal
finished, Raffen lapsed into silence.

“Now we’ve stopped chattering,
we can talk,” said Grenwood.

‘“ ‘Little Tommy Tucker must sing
for his supper,’” chirped Raffen.
“We’ll adjourn to my place. And we
certainly can’t talk dry. My cellar,
unfortunately, is empty. Let’s see, T

‘owe you two.quid for the fine, ten
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bob for the costs: On Friday I shall
receive a check for a fiver for some
reviews. If you can oblige me with
the other two quid ten, I'll endorse
the check and post it to you.”
Grenwood paid for the taxi, but
Raffen directed it: It stopped outside
a wine merchant’s, where Raffen
bought two bottles of whiskey, which
Grenwood carried to the stable flat.
The first thing Grenwood noticed
was that the flat was:now very dirty
he stream- of Lotties had dried
up. Most -of Raffen’s furniture had
been replaced with second-hand gim-
crackery. They sat in upright chairs
at a ramshackle table. Raffen opened

one of the bettles. The glasses had to.

be washed before they could be used.

“Cheers!” exclaimed Raffen. Their
eyes met. Each became aware that,
after years of repression, the moment
of open hostility had arrived. “Rhode,
you’re crumpling’ up, old man! Why
don’t you take to drink, too? We've
got the same complaint. Both afraid

of what we mlght see'in the lookmg\

glass.” :
Grenwood dld not intend to be
diverted.

“When you offered me your house
at a valuation—"

“I remember! It was old brandy
then. You'liked it and T liked it. And
you liked telling me about Jill. That
was a very graceful fade-out, Rhode
— until youspoiled it.”

“If 1. had known ‘it was to be a
fade-out, T wouldn’t have "accepted
your offer of - the house. There’s
reason to believe that you could have

" to another, ‘I forgive you'—
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got another five hundred for it at
auction. In the circumstances, whether
you feel insulted or not, I must insist
on repaying the five hundred.”

Raffen laughed, drained his glass,
and filled up again. Grenwood dropped
an envelope on the table.

“In that envelope is a check for
five hundred pounds, and twenty
pounds in currency for your immedi-
ate needs. You can repay the twenty,
if you like, when you ve cleared the
check.”

“Jill put you up to that!” As
Grenwood made no answer, Raffen

added: “You're trying to buy. I have

nothmg to sell you. Drink up, old
man.
- “No, thanks. 'm gomg.

Grenwood stood up. He picked
up his hat, set it down while he put
on his gloves, then picked it up again,
and put it on.

“Don’t forget your luggage ” Raf-
fen pointed to the envelope lying on
the table. “If you leave it there, I
shall post it to Jill.”
. “You're broke,

Gerald. "You'll

- starve. They’ll put you away where

no one will- understand your sarcasm.
Why won’t you take the money?”
“Because, though a down-and-out,
I'm not a crook. Figure this out for
yourself, Rhode. When one man says

29

“Forgive me for ‘what?” cried
Grenwood :

— the words me.an only, ‘T will
not seek vengeance.” They can’t mean
anything else atall. [ knew it — when

I was fifteen.”
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“Forgwe. .me for what?” Gren-
wood’s-voice was dry and shrill.
“I'accuse you of,nothing. It’s you
who've plunged yourself ‘into an
automatic, selfstartmg hell. Good
Lord, man! You've got the woman

who would have .been mine if the

fire hadn’t turned me into a gargoyle.
gargoy

And because I get drunk about it,
you offer. me money. to-mumble some
maudlin abracadabra to free you
from the curse. You will never be
free.”

Grenwood put one . gloved hand
on the back of the chair, to steady
himself. His voice was quavery.

“You're quite right — except that -

it isn’t any mystical nonsense,” he
faltered. “Listen, Gerald, if you can!
I have a sort of nervous tic — a cloud
in my brain — about that fire: -You
can clear it up. I'm groveling to you
for ‘the truth, as. Ive groveled for
your frlendshlp —"

“Rats, laddie! If you’d had a cloud
in your brain you'd :have paid that
five hundred quid to a psychiatrist to
shiftit. I was wrong about the looking-
glass. You aren’t afraid of what you
might reveal to yourself. You're
afraid of what I mlght reveal to
others.”

“You must be drunk already, if
you can behevc that. The report
protects me —".

“Jill would beheve anything I told
" her about that fire.”
" “Leave Jill’s name out of it!”

“We can’t,” asserted Raffen: “You
forgot that fire during the war. But
you began to remember it again
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when you held my girl in-your arms.
Wait all T find.my hat — I'll come
with you. And you and T and Jill will
soon . shift that - cloud from your
brain.”” . .
- “L won't take you to Jill. You're -
not sober.”

“Let’s see — yes, I bave enough
for the taxi to Rubington. Drunk or

“sober — with you, or without you —

the result will be the same. She’ll have
a nervous revulsion against you, this

. time. Reaction in my favor . . . 1T

never thought of that. What a joke!
Jill! The last of the Lotties?”
Grenwood took in the words, but
he could see only the perpetual sneer,
which his hysteria magnified beyond
bearing. He snatched up the unopened
whiskey bottle as a mallet with
which to destroy the perpetual sneer.
He went on wielding the mallet until
the bottle: broke and the whiskey
splashed over the blood-soaked hair. -
He let the neck of the broken
bottle fall from his gloved hand. Then
he left the flat, shutting the ill-fitting
outer door behind him. He had to
walk for some five minutes before
he found a taxi, near the wine mer-
chant’s. He noticed that the wine
merchant’s clock said five past three.
In the taxi that was. taking him to
the office he smelled whxsl\ey Some
had splashed onto his shoes. He mbbcd
them on the mat. v
That evening. he gave Jill a sub-
stantially truthful account of his day, -
merely antedating his departure from
the flat by some three or four min-
utes. '
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“I left him ac¢heck for-five hun-
‘dred, but I doubt whether it will ever
be cashed. He was very spiteful.”

“About — the fire?" ‘asked Jill.

“Oh, no! N()thing about the fire!

Just sneermg at our attempts to help:

him.”

“Funny! T did hear that he had
been writing begging letters to peo-
ple he met at the tennis club here.”

“It doesn’t matter to us. I shall
never see him again. It will be easy
now to take your-advice —1 mean,
to forget that heever existed.”

The body was found the following -

Monday, five days later, by the rent

collector, the news-agent and milk-

man having suspended credit. Before
Inspector Karslake arrived on the
scene the local police -had discovered,
from gossip, that a “tall, well-dressed
gentleman” had _emerged with de-
ceased from a - taxi at the wine
merchant’s and * had * accompanied
him to the flat; leavmg it at-about
three o’clock. -

Karslake was at ' Grenwood’s office
in the early afternoon: The chéck
and the notes, though-an odd com-
bination, very strongly suggested
that Grenwood had "been paying
blackmail and ‘had- lost his head.
Karslake began by askmg if he knew
Raffen.

“Very welll A personal friend.”
He glanced at Karslake $ card “May
Ilask —?7 - :

“He has been 'murdered,” said
Karslake and watched the reaction.

There was, in effect, no reaction.

‘circumstances.
“the meeting at the prison; was precise

" face he went on:
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- Grenwood' sat at his - desk in total
“silence.

“When did you'last see Raffen?” .
“Last Tuesday. At his flat. But I
had better tell you ‘the whole unhappy
"’ Grenwood began with

about the sums of money, the call at
the wine merchant’s.

+“I was not there very long. Twenty
minutes, perhaps. Tt was abotit three
when T left.” -

The frankness of the report, cor-
roborated by his own information,

‘was disappointing to Karslake.

- “Had he demanded money of you
on any other occasion?”’

“Demanded money!” snapped Gren-
wood. ‘“He never did any such thing!
I thrust it on him, having grave
doubts whether he would cash the
check. T've been trying to help him
for years. I've had to resort to
benevolent trickery — and the trick-
ery failed.”

At the blank look on Karslake’s
“The poor fellow
had a great many disappointments.

_ He took to drink and messed up his

career. My wife and 1 tried hard to
find some way of helping him, but his

“social pride made it all impossible.

As to that check, we both regarded it
as almost a moral debt to him —"
Grenwood told him about the house.

Karslake left, with the rueful
reflection that the blackmail theory
had fallen down, especially as Gren-
wood had brought his wife into it.
The motive ‘obviously had not been

-robbery. "That' left only revenge.
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Raffen evidently’ had been’ not a. cxook

but a genteel waster. -

In a week .or two lie had rounded_z
up most of the Lotties, including the
one who had seeni Grenwood seven’

years ago. Gaining' nothing, he traced

Raffen, ‘with ‘some’ help from Gren-
wood, from' the time he sold the -

house in 1919, which seemed far back
enough. There was not-the ghost of a
motive against anyone nor the ghost
of a'trail. The only fingerprints in the
flat 'were those of deceased and Gren-
wood. There were no prints on the
neck of the broken whiskey bottle.
After -a month’s - adjourniment a
Coroner’s jury rcturned ‘murder by
a’ person unknown.” Grenwood - told
Karslake-that he would be responsible
for the funeral expenses and for any

other claims that might arise because, -

as the Inspector already knew, he

considered that he had morally owed

thc deceased £5oo

In 1932 — two years after the

death of Raffen — Detective Inspec-
tor Rason of the Department of Dead
Ends received a slip marked re Raffen,

attached to a visiting-card, Lzeu--

tenani- Commande; N. Waeﬂton

“I am a Naval officer,” explained
Waenton,  somewhat
“I've been on a foreign station- for
three years and didn’t know what had

happened to Raffen. I dropped.in on-
the chance that Scotland Yard would'
be good enough to gwe mc some in--

formatxon

“Depends on- what sort. of informa*

tion you want,”’
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&1 ‘can’t: find 'out - whether -Raffen’

‘left any money, and I thought. you:

might know. I'havé-a small claim
against any‘estate there is: I'wouldn’t
bother——only, as’'you've probably-
heard; "we're- always broke in the
Navy.”

“T can 't tell-you oﬂhand Rason

-produced a dossier and ‘rummaged in

it. He came upon Karslake’s note that.
Grenwood would be responsible for
reasonable claims and ‘expenses, won-
dering vaguely what it meant.

“‘As far'as we are concerned,” he
said grandly, “it' would depend on the
nature of the claim.- There is provi-
sional ~— er — prov1510n 1f you un-
derstand me.” .

*“It’s an L1.O.U.-for a- tenner.”
Waenton produced: a pocket case.
“And here’s the letter that came with
1t. He sent the IO u: before I sent
him the money.”

The letter began, Dear ola’ Waenton

“You knew Raffen: very well, Com-

mander?” :

“Not exactly. Ha’dn’t"seen him’
since we were boys at Charchester.
Sort of special bond, in a way. There
was a fire— we were in the same’
dormitory. The otherboys and 1 got
out safely, but Raffen was badly
scarred. Lost most of one leg, too.
As a mattetr of fact'I met another
man in: the East ~—a-planter — not
one who had -been. iii-the dormitory:.
Rdffen had ' ‘touched him for - £25.
I fancy he used an Old Boys hst and
wrote to everybody.”

“Shouldn’t  be surprised,” said_’
Rason untruthfully.: “If you' care to



- THE MAN

leave. this with us, Commander, Ican
let.you know shortly.” '

When his caller. had gone Rason

studied .the letter.. It was an educated
version of the usual begging letter,
with which he was familiar. Then he
dived into the dossier. . .
“Grenwood says.Raffen refused all
offers of money on account of his social
pride. He. proves.it by ‘quoting the
dentist, whe was’ to” pay.Raffen a
salary at Grenwood’s- cost.. . But
Raffen writes a begging letter, to
two men, on the. old-school-tie gag.
You might say. Grenwood begs
Raffen to beg from him and gets
turned down every.time. Why?”’
The next morning he called on the
dentist who had been approached by

Grenwood, and asked for confirma--

tion.

“The arrangement only lasted a
fortnight. Raffen said,.very bluntly,
‘You haven’t enough patients to need
an assistant. Grenwood put you up to
this.” I didn’t-admit it, but of course
he was right. 1 never saw Raffen
again.’

In the aftemoon Rason called at
Grenwood’s office.:

“I'm following- a money trail in
the Raffen case; Mr. Grenwood,” he
said, almosr as if he were speaking to a
colleague. “I see. a note: by Chief
Inspector Karslake . that you are
willing to pay all ‘claims,” whatever
that means. Are you. w1lhng to, meet
this?”’

" He showed him the I. O u. and the
begging letter..

“Good _ heavens! *This is. utterlv :
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' Rason.
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incredible! You can take it from me .
that letter’s a forgery.”” '

. “I" never thought.. of that,” said
“Meaning that man wasn’t
a naval officer at all?’ .

“No, I don’t! I mean that Raffen
was friendly with some “very low
types. When he was drunk he might
have spilled enough information for a- -
crook to be able to write that lecter.”

. “Thanks for the tip, Mr.. Gren-
wood,” said Rason, knowing well that
no professional forger would take-all
that trouble on the chance of receiv-
ing ten pounds. Also, the letter was
written from Raffen’s address.

So far, he had only the. naval
officer’s letter, the planter being too
nebulous to quote. He sent the letter,
with other specimens of Raffen’s
handwriting, to be tested for forgery.
Then he thought he might as well
try other old Charchester boys who.
happened to live in London.:

The difficulty was to get hold of an
Old Boys list. Charchester. was. a
couple of hours out of London, so he
took a chance and called on the head-
master, asking for a list and glvmg his
reason. .

“I admit that Raffen wrote to me
too — and that I made him a small
loan. Some of the other masters were
also importuned. But can this investi-
gation serve any purpose, now that
the unhappy man is dead?”

“We have to find out who killed.
him, sir. It’s most probable that he
was killed by a man he. had been
blackmailing.”

“Blackmail! I hope he dldn tsink to
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that. Cadging is bad enough. But to
blackmail an old schoolfellow would
be abominable. I feel sure you can put
that thought out of your mind.”
“Was there a contemporary of

Raffen’s here, sir, named Grenwood?”’ .

“Your train of thought is obvious.
And if T may say so, Inspector, as
obviously fallacious. There was no
possibility of his levying blackmail on
Greawood. " The report made- it
abundantly clear that no kind of
blame attached to Grenwood.”

Rason - agreed with enthusiasm,

not having the least idea what the
. headmaster was talking-about. He was
given an Old Boys list and a copy of
the report on the fire, which he read
on the way back. From his point of
view, it was a depressing document,
for Grenwood -emerged very credit-

ably.- Yet the headmaster had come
over very headmasterish about that’

fire. Might be worth shaking it up in
the lucky bag. .

So, back to the Original riddle:
Raffen had been cadging for fivers
and tenners from everybody except
Grenwood; and from Grenwood he
had turned down offets of hundreds.

Perhaps ‘because he was demand-
ing thousands? There could be, he
thought, no other explanation.

On his next call at Grenwood’s
office he took Chief Inspector Kars-
lake with him. ,

“Our experts: have certified that
this letter and 1.O.U. are not forger- ,
ies, Mr. Grenwood. Moreover, we
know that Raffen wrote similar letters
to the headmaster and other masters
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at Charchester. Will you admit that
you misled us as to Raffen’s-character,
admit that he had no social .pride?”

“I have to accept your statement,”’
said Grenwood. “I am utterly as-
tounded. I can only say that I misled
you in good faith —in the light of
my own experience with him.”

“Now, as we’ve agreed he had no
social pride, we want another explana-
-tion of why he refused to let you help
him in a big way.”

A long silence -told Rason he had
registered. Grenwood was racking his
brain for a credible lie. Why had
Raffen begged tenners from others

_and refused hundreds from him? The

sneer danced before his eyes.

“I have no explanation to offer

- “The jury will want one,” said
Rason.” “And they’ll probably like
to hear all we can tell ’em about that
fire!”

Grenwood felt panic rising. As in
the trenches long ago, his nerves
played him tricks. Again the boyish
voice that could not be there screamed
his name: Grenwood! Tell them you
heard me calling your name and you
wouldn’t turn back because you were
afmzd Jor your own skin. Tell then!
And “once again Grenwood rushed.
from the greater fear to an enemy

" superior in “all the relevant talents.

“He was blackmailing me because
he had found out I had been unfaith-
ful to my wife. He asked too much.
And T lost my -temper and hit him
with the bottle.” '

Again the sneer danced before his
eyes . . . :
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