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A precedent-making book will "be"publislw_d i October:,
the first popular-priced single volume featuring 23,

of the finest modern mystery stories to appear in over-
18 years of EQMM. You are invited to reserve first
edition copies with-this special pre-publication offer.,

{A7 E TAKE PRIDE in bringing you: .
advance news of the newest’
member of the EQMM family.
Coming to you in October will.
be ELLERY QUEEN’S 1960 AN-
THOLOGY, an all-star collection
of mystery masterpieces from
the pens of the greatest mystery:
writers of modern times.

'

Over 20 stories including 3 short
novels, over 140,000 words will
appear in this sensational one
volume containing no les$ than
320 pages, a full 2% times the
regular size of EQMM,

The Advance Reservation Cou-
pon below entitles you to reserve
copies of ELLERY ‘QUEEN’S 1960
ANTHOLOGY for yourself or’as -
gifts, for only $1.00. Copies-will
be mailed to you early in-Octo-
ber, several weeks before they
will appear on the nation’s
newsstands.

—— | ADVANCE RESERVATION FORM. MAIL TODAY |
DAVIS PUBLICATIONS, INC., 527 Madison Ave., New York 22, N. Y.

Please send me copy (s) of ELLERY QUEEN’S 1960 ANTHOLOGY as SOON.&85° = 1AMANEQMM
it is off press. I am enclosing $1.00 for each'copy(s). (PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY) SUBSCRIBER
NAME.

ADDRESS_—

CITY. — = _ZONE STATE._
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,Eﬂitor Ellery .Qﬁeen refers to

. the roster of names at the left as

“a who’s who of whodunits.” All

of them will appear in the forth-

coming spectacular ELLERY
QUEEN'’S 1960 ANTHOLOGY.

"It is one of the biggest and
best collections of modern sus-
pense and mystery thrillers ever

- published at popular prices. Or-
~ der your advance copies now—if
. you cannot wait until mid-Octo-
ber for your newsstand copies.

Price $1.00.

~ (convenient coupon on preced-
. ing page) ’
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A .u> llwwi' swry | by .
STANLEY ELLIN

The Day of the Bullet

It all started a lon, g time ago—a mutr rder
destined to occur with the mcwmbz[zty of

AUTHOR:
N TITLY:
~
N TYPE: “Crime Story
N LOCALI: Brooklyn
& - _ C
-' nm TIME: -1923
K
: COMMENTS:
~
]
R

.. Fate ztself.,But it took 35 years for the
predetermined budlet to be-fired . . .

=<

I BELIEVE . THAT IN EACH LIFETIME

. there is one day -of destiny. It
may be aday chosén. by the Fates
who sit clucking-and crooning over

a spinning wheel, or, perhaps, by .

the gods ‘whose mill grinds slow,
but grinds exccedingly fine, It may

be a day of sunshine or rain, .of heat.

or cold. It is probably a day which
none of us is aware of at the time,
or can even recall through hind-
sight.
But for every one .of us there is
that day. And when it leads to a
- bad end it’s better not to look back
and search it out. What you discov-

er may hurt, and it’s a futile hurt
because .nothmg can be done about

it'any longer. Nothing-at all.

1 realize that there is a certain il-
logic in believing this, somcthing
almost mystical. Certainly it would
win the ready disfavor of those
modern exorcisists and dabblers
with crystal balls, those psycholo-
gists and sociologists and case
workers who—using their own pe--
culiar language to express it—Dhe-
lieve that there may be a way of
controlling the, fantastic conjunc-

tion of time, place, and event that

we amust all meet at some invisible
crossroads on the Day. But they are .
wrong. Like the rest of us they .can’
only-be wise after the event. _
In this case—and the avord “case”
is particularly fitting here—the
event was the murder of a man.1
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had not seen for thirty-five years.
- Not sin¢e a summer day in 1923, or,
* 10 be even more cxact, the evening
of a summer day in 1923 when as
boys we faced each other on a street
in Brooklyn, and then went our
' ways, never to meet again.-
We were only twelvé years old
then, he and 1, but I remember the
date because the next day my family
" moved to Manhattan, an earth-
shaking event in itself. And with
dreadful clarity 1 remember the
. scene when we parted, and the last

.thing said there. I understand it
now, and know it was, that boy’s

Day. The Day of the Bullet it might

be called—although the bullet itself

was not to be ﬁrcd until 35 years.

later. _

~

I learned about the murder from
the front page of the newspaper my

wife was reading at the breakfast

table. She held the paper upright
and partly folded, but the fold
could not conceal from me the un-
appetizing picturc on the front
page, the photograph of a man
slumped behind the wheel of his
car, head clotted with blood, eyes
staring- and mouth gaping in the
throes of violent and horrifying
death,’

The picture meant nothing to me,
any more than did its shouting head-
line~RACKETS - BOSS SHOT
TO DEATH. All T thought, in
fact, was that there were pleas:mter
objects to starc at over one’s coffee
and toast.

Then my eye fell on the caption

- below the picture, and 1 almost -

dropped my cup of coffee. The
body of Ignace Kovac, said. the cap-
tion, Brooklyn rackets boss who
last night—

I took the paper from my wife’s
hand while she looked at me in as-
tonishment, and studied the picture
closely.” There -was no question
about it. I had not seen Ignace Ko:
vac since we were kids together,

~but I could not mistake him, even

in the guise of this dead and bloody
hulk. And the most terrible part of
it, perhaps, was that next to him,
resting "against the seat of the car,
was a bag of golf clubs. Those golf
clubs were all my memory nceded

" to work on.

I was called. back to the present
by my wife’s voice. “Well,” she said
with  good-natured  annoyance,
“considering .that I'm right in the
middle of Walter Winchell—"

I returned the paper to her. “I'm
sorry. I got a jolt when I saw that
picture. I used to know him.”

Her eyes lit up with the interest
of one who—even at second-hand—
finds herself in the presence of the
notorious. “You did? When?”

“Oh, when the folks still lived in

‘.Brooklyn We were kids togcther
‘He was my best friend.”

- My wife was an inveterate tease.

"‘Isn’t that something. I never knew

you hung around with juvenile de-

‘linquents when you were a kid,”

“He wasn’t a ]uvemle dchnquent
Matter of fact—"
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“If you aren't the serious one.”

She smiled at me in kindly dismis-
sal and went back ro Winchell who

clearly offered fresher and more ex- .

cmng udings than mine, “Any-
how,” she said, “I wouldn’t let it
bother me too much, dear. That
was a long time .ago.”

Tt was a long time ago. You could

play ball in the middle of the street
then; few automobiles were to be

seen in the far reaches of Brooklyn .

“in 1923. And Bath Beach, where I
lived, was one of the farthest reach-
es. It fronted on Gravesend Bay

with Coney Island to the east a few

minutes away by trolley car, and
Dyker Heights and its golf course
to the west a few minutes away by
foot. Each was an entity separated
from Bath -Beach by a wasteland
-of 'weed-grown lots which building
contractors had not yet discovered.

So, as I 'said, you could play ball
" derous power even as it stood therc

in the streéts withourt fear of traffic.
Or you could watch the gas-lighter
turning up the street lamps at dusk.
Or you could wait around the fire-
house on Eighteenth Avenue until,
if you were lucky enough, an alarm

would send .the three big horses’

there slewing the pump—engme out
into the street in a spray of sparks
" from iron-shod wheels. Or, miracle
of miracles, you could stand gaping
- up at the-sky to follow the flight of
. a biplane proudly racketing along
overhead.~
Those were the thmgs I did that

summer, “along with Iggy Kovac,

who was my best friend, and who

" automobile, a
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lived in the house next door.. It was
a two-story.frame house painted in
some sedate color, just as mine was.
Most of the houses in Bath Beach
were like that, each with a small

garden in front and yard in back.

*The only example of ostentatious
- architecture on our block was the

house on the corner owned by Mr,
Rose, a newcomer to the neighbor-
hood. It was huge and stuccoed; al-
most a mansion, surrounded by an
enormous lawn; and with-a stuc:
coed two-car garage at the end of
its driveway.

That driveway held a fascination
for Iggy and me. On it, now and
then, ‘would be ‘parked Mr. Rose’s
gray Packard, and it
was the car that drew us like 2 mag-
net. It was not only beautiful to
look at from the distance, but close

up it loomed over us like a loco--

motive, giving off an aura of thun-

quietly. And it had"#wo running-
boards, one mounted over the other
to make the climb into the tonneau

easter. No one else around had any-
thing like that on his car. In fact,

no one we knew had a car any-
where near as wondexful as that
Packard.

- So we would sneaL down the
driveway when it was parked there,
hoping for a chance to mount those
running-boards . without  being
caught. We nevér managed to do i,
It seemed that an endless vigil was
being kept-over that car, either by
Mr. Rose himself or by someone
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who lived in the rooms over the
garage. As soon as we were no more
than a few yards down the drive-
way a window would open in the

‘house or the garage, and a hoarse

voice would ‘bellow threats” at us,
Then we would turn tail and race
down the driveway and out of
_sight.

We had not always done that.
The first time we had seen the car
we had sauntered up to it quite
casually, all in the spirit of good

neighbors, and had not even under-.

stood the nature of the threats. We
only stood there and looked up in

" astonishment at Mr. Rose, until he’

- suddenly left the window and re-

appeared before us to grab Iggy's:

arm.

Iggy tried to’ pull away and
couldn’t. “Leggo of me!” he said in
.a high- pltched frightened voice,
“We weren’t doing anything to your
-ole car! Leggo of me, or I'll tell my
- father on you. Then youll see

-what'll happen!” :

This did not seem to impress Mr.
" Rose. He "shook Iggy back and
forth—not hard to do because Iggy
was small and skinny even for his
age—while I stood there, rooted to
the spot in horror..
~ There were some-cranky. people

in the neighborhood who would
chase us away when we made any
noise in front of their houses, but
nobody had ever handled either of
'us or. spoken to us the way Mr.
Rose was doing. I remember having
- some vague idea that it was because

-

he was new around here, he didn’t
know yet how people around here
were supposed to act,"and when 1
look back now I think.I may have
been surprisingly close to the truth.

- But whatever the exact reasons for

the storm he raised, it was enough
of a storm to have Iggy blubbering
out loud, and to make us approach
the Packard warily after that. It was

too much of a magnet to resist, but

once we were on Mr. Rose’s terri-
tory we were like a pair of rabbits
crossing open . ground during the
hunting season. And with ]ust

. about as much Tuck.

I don’t want to give the impres-

“sion by all this that we were bad

kids..-For myself, 1 was acutely
aware of the letter of the law, and
had early discovered that the best
course for anyone who was good- -
natured, pacific, and slow afoot—
all of which I was in extra meas-
ure—was to try and stay within
bounds. And Iggy’s vices were plain
high spirits and recklessness. He
was like quicksilver and was always
on the go and full of mischief. .
And smart. Those were-the days

whcn at the end of each school
week your marks were appraised
and you would be reseated accord-
ing to your, class standing—best
students in the first row, next best
in the second row, and so on. And
I think the thing that best explams
Iggy -was the way his position in
class would fluctuate between. the
first and-sixth rows. Most of us nev-
er moved more than one row either
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way at the end of the week; Iggy
would suddenly be shoved from the
first row to the ignominy of the

sixth, and then the Friday after .

would just as suddenly ascend the
heights back to the first row. That
was the sure sign that Mr. Kovac.
had got wind of the bad tidings
and had taken measures.

Not physical measures, éither. I
once asked Iggy about that, and he

said. “Nah, he don’t wallop me, but .

he kind of says don’t be so dumb,
and, well—you know—"

1 did know, because I suspect that

I shared a good deal of Iggy’s fecl-
ing for Mr. Kovac, a fervent hero
worshxp For one thing, most of the
fathers in the - neighborhood
“worked in the city”—to use the
Bath Beach ' phrase—meaning that
six days a week they ascended the
Eighteenth Avenue station of the
B.-M.T. and were borne off to desks
in Manhattan. Mr. Kovac, on the
other hand, wds a conductor on the
Bath Avenue trolley-car line, a pow-

erful and imposing figure in his of-

ficial cap and blue uniform with the
brass buttons on it. The cars on the
Bath "Avenue line were without
side walls, closely lined with bench-
es from front to back, and were
manned by conductors who had to
swing -along narrow platforms on

the outside to collect fares. It was™

something to see Mr. Kovac in ac-
tion. The only thing comparable
was the man who swung himself
around a Coney Island merry-go-
round to take your tickets.

"“THE BULLET , 9

. And for another thing, most. of
the fathers—at least when they had
reached the age mine had—were
not much on athletics, while Mr/
Kovac was a terrific baseball play-
er. Every fair Sunday afternoon
down at'the litde park by. the bay
there was a-pick-up ball game where
the young fellows of the neighbor-
hood played a regulation nine in-
nings on a marked-off diamond,

-and Mr. Kovac was always the star.

As far as Iggy and I were con--
cerned, he could pitch like Vance
and hit like Zack- Wheat, and no
more than that could be desxred It
was something to watch Iggy when
his father was at bat. He'd sit chew- -
ing his nails right through every
windup of the pitcher, and if Mr.
Kovac came through with a hit, Ig--
gy would be up and screaming so
loud you'd think your head was
coming off.

Then after the game was over
we'd hustle a case of pop over to
the team, and they. would sit
around on the park benches and
talk things over. Iggy was his fath-

_er’s shadow then; he’d be hanging

around that close to him, taking- it
all in and eating it up. I wasn’t so
very far away myself, but since I

_couldn’t claim possession as Iggy

could, I amiably kept at a proper
distance. And when I went home

".those afternoons it seemed to me

‘that " my father looked terribly
stodgy, sitting therc on the porch
the way he did, with loose pages of

- the Sunday paper around him.
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When T first learned that I was
going to have to leave all this, that
my family was going to move from
Brooklyn to Manhattan, I was com-
pletely dazed. Manhattan was a
“place where on occasional Saturday
afternoons you went, all dressed up
in your best suit, to shop with your
mother at Wanamakers or Macy’s,
or, with luck, went to the Hippo-
drome with your father, or maybe
to the Museum of Natural History.
It had never struck me as a place
where people lived.-

But as the days went by my feel-

.ings changed, became a sort of

prehensive excitment. After afl, .I
was doing something pretty heroic,
~ pushing off into the Unknown this

way, and the glamor of it was
brought home to me by the way the
kids on the block talked to me

about it. :

However, none of that . meant

. anything the day before we moved.

The house looked strange with ev-
erything in it packed and crated
and bundled together; my mother
and father were in a harried state
of mind; and the knowledge of im-
pending change—it was the first
time in my life I.had ever moved
from one house to another—now
had me scared stiff,

That was the mood I was in
when after an early supper I pushed
through the opening in the hedge
‘between our back -yard and “the

Kovac’s, and sat down on the steps-

before their kitchen door. Iggy
came out and sat.down beside me.

He could see how I felt, and it must

have made him uncomfortable.
“Jeez, don't be such a baby,” he

said. “It'll be great, living in the

"city. Look at all the: things you'll »

have to see there.”

-1 told h1m I didnt want to see
anything there.

“All right, then dont” he said.

“You want to read “something

"good? I got a new Tarzan, and I

got The Boy Allies at Jutland. You
can have your pick, and I'll take the
other one.” :

This was a more than generous
offer, but I said 1 didn’t feel like
reading, either.

“Well, we can't just sit here being
mopey,” Iggy said reasonably. “Let’s
do something. What do you want to
do P ”»

Tlus was the opening of the ritual
where by rejecting various possibili-
ties—it was too late to go swim-
ming, too hot to play ball, too early
to go into the house—we would ar-
rive at a choice. We dutifully went
through this. process of climination,
and it was Iggy as usual who came
up with the choice.. :

“I know,” he said. “Let’s go over
to Dyker Heights and fish for golf
balls. It’s pretty near the best time
now, anyhow.”

He was right about that, because
the ‘best time to fish for balls that

had been driven into the lone water

hazard of the course and never re-
covered by their owners was at sun-
set when, chances.were, the place

would be deserted but there would
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still be enough light tg see by, The
way we did this kind of fishing was
to pull off our sneakers and stock-
ings,
over our. knees, then slowly” and
speculatively wade through the
ooze of the pond, trying to feel out
sunken golf balls with our bare feet.
It was pleasant work, and occa-
sionally profitable, because the rnext
day any ball you found could be
sold to .a passing golfer for five
cents. I don’t remember how we

came to fix on the price of five

cents as a fair one, but there it was.
The golfers seemed to be satisfied
with.it, and we certainly were.

In all our fishing that summer I
don’t' believe we found more. than
a total of half a dozen balls, but
thirty cents was largesse in those
days. My share went fast enough for
anything that struck my fancy: Ig-
gy, however, had a great dream.
What "he wanted more than any-
thing else in the world was a golf
club, and every cent he could
scrape together was deposited in'a
tin cait with a hole punched in its
top and its seam bound with bicy-
cle tape.

He would never open the can, but
would shake it now and then toes-

timate its contents. It was his theory

that when the can was full to the
top it would hold just about enough
to pay for the putter he had picked
out in the window of Leo’s Sport-
ing ‘Goods - Store on 86th Street.
Two or thre¢ timés a week he
would have me walk with him

buckle our knickerbockers:

THE BULLET 11

down to Leo’s, so that we could see
the putter, and in between he would
talk about it-at length, and demon-

. strate the ‘proper grip for holding

it, and the way you have to line up
a long putt on a rolling green. Iggy
Kovac was the first person I knew.
~1I have known many since—who-
was really golf crazy. But I think
that his case was the most unique,
considering that at the time he had

“never in his life even had his h:mds

on a real club.

So that evcnmg, knowing how he
felt about - it, I said all right, if he
wanted to go fish for golf balls I -
would go with him. It wasn’t
much of a walk down Bath Ave-
nue; the only ‘hard part was when
we entered the course at its far side
where we had to climb over moun-

‘tains of -what was politely called

“fill.” It ‘made hot and smoky go-
ing, then there was a swampy
patch, and finally the course itself
and the water hazaid.

I've never been back there since -
that day, but not long ago I hap-
pened to read an article about the
Dyker Heights golf course in some
magazine or other. According to
the article, it was now the busiest
public golf course in the world. Its
eighteen well-kept greens were
packed with players from dawn to
dusk, and on week ends you had to
get in line at the clubhouse at three
or four o'clock in.the morning if
you wanted a’ chance to play a
round. ’
- Well, each to hlS own taste, but'it
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wasn’t like that when Iggy and I
“used to fish for golf balls there. For
one thing, I don’t think it had
eightcen holes; I seem to remember
" it as a nine-hole layout. For another
thing, it was usually pretty empty,
either because not many people in
Brooklyn played golf in those days,

or because it was not a very entic-

ing spot at best.

The fact i 1s, it smelled bad. They
were reclaiming the swampy land
all around it by Alling it with ref-
use, and thé smoldering fires in ‘the
refuse laid a black pall over the
place. No matter when you went
there, there was that dlrty haze in

the air around you, and in‘a few

minutes you'd find your eyes smart-
‘ing and your nose full of a curious
acrid smell, '

Not-that we minded it, Iggy and

- 1. We accepted it casually as part of
- the scenery, as much a part-as the
occasional Mack truck loaded with
trash that would rumble-along the
dirt-road to the swamp, its chain-
drive chattering and whining as it
went. The only thing we did mind
sometimes was the heat of the ref-

~use underfoot’ when we climbed .

over it. We never dared enter ‘the
course from the clubhouse side; the
attendant there had once caught us
in the pond trying to plunder his
preserve, and ‘we knew he had us
“ marked. The back entrance may
have been hotter, but it was the
more practical ‘way in:

When we reached. the’ pond there .

was no one else in sight. It was a

QUEEN’S MYSTERY
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hot, still evening with a flaming-
red sun now -dipping toward the
horizon, and once we had our
sheakers and stockings off—long,
black cotton stockings they were
—we wasted no time wading into
the water. It-felt good, too, as did
the slick texture of the mud oozing
up between my toes when I pressed
down. I suspect that I had the spir-

" it of the true fisherman in me then.

The pleasure lay in the activity, not
in the catch.
Still, the catch made a worthy ob-

jective, and the idea was to walk

along with slow, probing steps, and
to stop whenever you felt anything
small and solid underfoot. I had
just stopped short with the excited
feeling that I had pinned down a
golf ball in the muck when I heard

‘the sound of a motor moving along

the dirt track nearby. My first

* thought was that it was one of the

dump trucks carrying another load
to add to the mountain of fill, but
then I knew that it-didn’t sound

" like a Mack truck.

1 looked around to see what kind
of car it was, still keeping my foot
planted on my prize, but the row of
bunkers between the pond and the

“road blocked tay view. Then the

sound- of the motor suddenly
stopped, and that was all I needed
to send me splashing out of the wa-

“ter in a panic. All Iggy sieeded, too,
for ‘that matter. In one second we

had grabbed up our shoes and
stockings and headed around the
corner of the nearest bunker where
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we would be out of sight. In about
five more seconds we had our
stockings and shoes on without
even bothering to dry our legs,
ready to take flight if anyone ap-
proached.

The reason we moved so fast was
simply that we weren’t too clear
about our legal right to fish for golf
balls. Iggy and I had talked it over
a couple of times, and while he ve-
hemently maintained that we had
every right to—there were the balls,

with nobody but the dopey care- -

taker:doing" anything about it—he
admitted that the smart thing was
not to put the theory to the test, but
to work at our trade unobserved.

. And I am sure that when the car -
stopped nearby he had the same idea -

I did: somebody had reported us,
and now the long-hand of author-
ity was reaching out for us.

So - we - waited, crouching in

breathless silence against the grassy-

wall of the bunker, until Iggy could
not contain himself any longer. He
crawled on hands and knees to the
corner of the bunker and peered
around it toward the road. “Holy
smoke, look at that!” he whispered
in an awed voice, and waggled his
- hand at me to come over.

I looked over his shoulder, and
with shocked disbelief I saw a gray
-Packard, a car with double run-

ning-boards, one mounted over the -

other, the only car ‘of its-kind. I had
ever seen. There was no mistaking
it, and there was no mistaking Mr.
Rose who stood with two men near
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it, talking to the smaller one of
them, and making angry chopping
motions of his hand as he talked. -
Looking back now, I think that.
what made the scene such a strange
one was its setting. There was the
deserted golf course all around us,
and the piles of smoldering fill in
the distance, everything seeming so
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.raw and uncitylike and made crim-

son by the setting sun; and there in
the middle of it was this sleek car
and the three men with straw hats
-and jackets and neckties,. all look-
ing completely out of place.

Even more fascinating was the
smell of danger around them, be-
cause while I couldn’t hear what
was being said I could see that Mr.
Rose was in the same mood he had
been in when he caught Iggy and
me in his driveway. The big man
next to him said almost nothmg,
but the little man Mr. Rose was
talking to shook his head, tried to
answer, and kept backing away
slowly, so that Mr. Rose had to fol-
low him..Then suddenly the little
man wheeled around and ran right
toward the bunker where Iggy and
I were hidden. -

We ducked back, but he ran past
the far side of it, and he was almost -
past the pond when the big man’
caught. up with him and grabbed
him,  Mr. .Rose. running up after
them with his hat in his hand. That
is when we could have got away
without being seen, but.we didn’t.
We crouched there spellbound, -
watching something we would nev-
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er have dreamed of seeing—grown-
ups having it out right in front of
us the way it happens in the movies.

I was, as I have said, twelve years
old that summer. I can now mark
it as the time I learned that there
was a difference between: seemg
things in the movies and secing
them in real life. Because never in

- watching the most bruising movie,’

"~ with Tom Mix or Hoot Gibson or

any of my heroes, did 1 feel what I -

felt there watching what happened
to that little man. And I think that

Iggy must have felt it even more

acutely than I did, because he was
so small and skmny himself, and
while he. was tough in a ﬁght he
was always being outweighed and
.overpowered. He must have felt
that he was right there inside that
little man, his-arms pinned tight
behind his back by the bully who
had grabbed him, while Mr. Rose
hit him back and forth with an

. open hand across the face, snarhng_

at him all the while.

- “You dirty dog,” “Mr. Rose said."

“Do you know who I am? Do you
think I'm.one of those lousy small-
" ‘time bootleggers you double-cross

for the fun of it? This is who 1

am!” And with the little man
screaming and kicking out at him
he started punching away as hard
as he could at the belly and face until
the screaming and kicking sudden-
ly stopped. Then he jerked his"head
toward the pond, and his pal heaved

the straw hat flying off and bob-

bing- up and down in the water a

few feet away.

They stood -watching unul the
man in the water managed to-get
on his hands and knees, blowing
out dirty water, shaking his head "
in a daze, and thén without an-
other word they walked off toward
the, car. I heard its doors slam, and
the roar of the motor as it moved
off, and then the sound faded away.

‘All T wanted to do then was get
away from there. What I had just
seen was too much to comprehend
or even believe in; it was like wak-

.ing up from a nightmare to find

it real. Home was where I wanted
to be.

I stood up-cautiously, but before
I could scramble off to home and
safety, Iggy clutched the back of
my shirt. so hard that he almost
pulled me down on top of him.

“What're you doing?” he whis-
pcred hotly, “Where do you think
you’re going?”

I pulled myself frec. “Are you
crazy?” I whispered back. “You ex-
pect to hang around here all night?
I'm gomg home, that’s where I'm
going.’ ‘

Iggy’s face was ashy white, hlS
nostrils ﬂanng “But that guy’s
hurt. You just gonna let hml stay

.there?” -

“Sure T'm gonna let lnm stay
there.“What’s it my business?”
"“You saw what happened. You

think it’s right to beat up a guy like
the little man right into it headfirst, _

that?” -
> What he said and the way he said

~
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it in a tight, choked voice made me
wonder if he really had gone crazy
just then. I said weakly, “It’s none
of my business, that’s all. Anyhow,
I have to go homie. My folks’ll be
sore if I don’t get home on time.”

Iggy pointed an accusing finger

at me, “All right, if that’s the way
you feel!” he said, and then before
I could stop him he turned and
dashed out of concealment toward
the pond. Whether it was the sense
of being left alone in a hostile

world, or whether it was some wild -

streak ‘of loyalty that acted on me,
I don’t know. But I hesitated only
an instant and then ran after him.

He stood at the edge of the pond
looking at the man in it who was
still on his hands and knees and
shaking his head vaouely from side
to side. “Hey, mister,” Iggy said,
and there was none of the assur-

ance in his voice that there had .

_been before, “are you hurt?”

‘The man looked slowly around
at us, and his face was fearful to be-
hold. It was bruised and swollen
and glassy-eyed, and his dripping
hair hung in long strings down his

forehead. It was enough to make

Iggy and me back up a step, the
way he looked.

With a great effort he pushcd him-
self to his feet and stood there sway-

ing. Then he lurched forward, star--

ing at us blindly, and we hast:ly

backed up a few more steps. He.

stopped short and suddenly.reached
down and scooped up a handful of
mud from under the water. .
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“Get out of here!” he cried out
like a woman screaming. “Get out
of here, you little sneaks!”—and
without warning ﬂung the mud at
us.

It didn’t hit me, but it dldnt
have to: I let out one vell of panic
and ran wildly, my heart thudding,
my legs pumping as fast as they
could. Iggy was almost at my shoul- -
der—I could hear him gasping as
we climbed the smoldering hill of
refuse that barred the way to the -
avenue, slid down the-other side in
a cloud of dirt and ashes, and rdced
toward the avenue without looking
back. It was only when we
reached the first street-light that we
stopped and stood there trembling,
our mouths wide open, trying to
suck in air, our clothes fouled from
top to bottom. g

But the shock I had undergone
was nothing compared to what I
felt when Iggy finally got his wind-
back enough to speak up. ’

“Did you see that guy?” he said,

-still struggling for breath. “Did you
“see what' they- did to him? Come

on, I'm gonna tell the cops.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. “The
cops? What do you want to get
mixed up with the cops for? What
do you care what they did to him,
for Pete’s sake?”

“Because they beat him up, did-
n't they? “And the cops can stick
them in jail for fifty years if some-
body tells them, and I'm a wit-
ness. I saw what happened and 50
did you. So you’re a witness. too.”
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1 didnt like it. 1 certainly-had. -
no sympathy for the evil-looking.

apparition from which I had just
fled, .and, more than that, I balked
at -the idea of having anythmg to
do with the police. Not that I had
ever had any trouble with. them.
It was just that, like most.other kids
1 knew, I was nervous in.the pres-
ence of a police uniform. It left_me
even. more mystified by Iggy than
ever. The idea of any kid voluntar-
ily walking up to report something
to a policeman was beyond compre-
hension.

I said bitgerly, “All right, so ma
witness. But why can’t the guy that
got beat up go and tell the cops
- about it? Why do we have to go

~and do it?”

“Because ‘he wouldn’t tell any--

body about it. Didn’t you see the
way he was scared of Mr. Rose?

You think it’s all right for Mr. Rose

to go around like that, beating up
anybody- he wants to, and nobody
does anything about.it?”

Then I understood. Beneath all’

this weird talk, this sudden access
of nobility, was solid logic, some-
thing I could get hold of. It was not

the mian in the water Iggy was con-.

cerned with, it . was himself. Mr.
~ Rose had pushed Aim around, and

now he had a pcrfcct way. of gettmg

even.

T didi’t reveal  this’ thought to
Iggy, though, ‘becausé when your
best friend has be€n shoved around
and humiliated in front of you, you

~don’t want to remind him of it. But

- telling my -
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at least it put everything into-prop-

‘er perspective, Somebody hurts you,
so you hurt-him back, and that’s
‘all there is to it.

- It also made it much easier to go
along with Iggy in his plan. I was-
n't really being called on to ally my-
self with some stupid grownup
who had got into trouble with Mr.
Rose; 1 was being a good pal to
Iggy.

All of a sudden, the prospect of
walking into the police station and
story to somebody
seemed highly intriguing. And, the
reassuring thought went, far in
back of my head, none of this could
mean. trouble for ‘me later on, be-
cause tomorrow. I was moving to
Manhattan anyhow, wasn’t 1?

So I was right there, a step. be-
hind Iggy, when we walked up be-
tween the two green globes which
still 'seemed. vaguely menacing to
me,. and into the police station.
There was a tall desk there, like a
judge’s bench, at which a gray-
haired man sat writing, and at its

foot was another desk at which sat

a very fat uniformed man reading a

magazine. He put the magazine
‘down when we approached and

looked at us with raised eyebrows.
“Yeah?” he said. “What’s the
trouble?” o SR
I had been mentally rehearsing a
description of what I had seen back .
there on the golf course, but I never

had-a chance to speak my piece.

Iggy started off with a rush, and
there was no way of getting a word
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in, The fat man listened with a puz-
zled expression, every now and
then pinching his lower lip between
his thumb and forefinger. Then he

looked up at the one behind the tall’
“Hey, sergeant,

desk and said,
here’s a couple of kids say they saw
an assault over at Dyker Heights.
- You want to listen to this?” - -

The sergeant didn’t even look at

us, but kept on writing, “Why?” he
said. “What's wrong with your
ears?”

. The fat policeman.leaned back

in his chair and smiled. “I don’t .

know,” he said, “only it seems to
me some guy named Rose is mixed
up in this.”
The sergeant suddenly stopped
writing. “What’s that?” he said.
“Some guy named Rose,” the fat

policeman said, and he appeared to

be enjoying himself a good deal.
. “You know anybody with that

name who drives a big gray Pack-
ard?” -

The sergeant. motioned thh his’

head for us to come right up to the
platform his desk was on. “All

right, kid,” he said to Iggy, “what’s’

bothering you?” .

So Iggy went through it again,
and when he was finished the ser-
geant just sat there looking at him,
tapping his pen on the desk. He

" Jooked at him so long and kept tap-
ping that pen so steadily—tap, tap,
tap—that my skin started to crawl.
It didn’t surprise me¢ when he fi-
nally said to Iggy in a hard voice,
“You're a pretty wise kid.” -
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“What do you mean?” Iggy said.
“I saw 1t]” He pointed at me. “He
saw it, too. He'll tell you!”

I braced myself for the worst and.
then noted with relief that the ser-
geant was paying no attefition”to
‘me. He shook his head at Iggy and
said, “I do the telling around here,
kid. And I'm telling you you’ve got -
an awful big mouth for someone
your size. Don’t you have more
sense than to go around trying to
get people into trouble?”

This, I thought, was the time to ~
get away from there, because if I
ever needed proof that you don’t
mix into grownup business I had
it now. But Iggy didn’t budge. He
was always pretty good at arguing
himself out of spots where he was
wrong; now that he knew he was
right he was getting hot with out-
raged virtue, -

“Don’t you believe me?” he de-
manded. “For Pete’s sake, I was
right there when it happened' I
was this close!™

The sergeant looked like a thun-
dercloud. “All right, you were that
close,” he-said. “Now -beat it, kid,
and keep that big mouth shut. I got
no time to fool around any more.
Go on, get out of here.”

Iggy was so enraged that not
even the big gold badge a foot from
his nose could intimidate him now.
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“T don't care if you don’t believe

mel” he said. “There’s plenty other
people’ll believe me. Wait'll 1 tell
my father. You'll see!”

I could hear my ecars ringing in
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the silence that followed.. The ser-
geant sat staring at Iggy, and Iggy,
a little scared by his own outburst,
stared back. He must have had the
same idea I did then. Yelling at:a

cop was probably as bad as hitting

one, and we’d both-end up in jail
for the rest of our lives. Not for a
second did T feel any of the right-

eous indignation Iggy did. As far
as I was conceriied, he had led me-

into this trap; and I was going to
pay for his lunacy. I guess T hated

 him then even more th;m the ser- - -
. geant did.

© It didn’t help any when the ser-
geant finally turned to the fat po-
‘1iceman, with the air of a man who
had made up his mind. *
“Take the car and drive over to
Rose’s place,” he said. “You can
explain all this to him, and ask him
to come along back with you. Oh

-yes, and get this kid’s name and’

address, and bring hls father along,
_ too. Then we’ll see.”

So I had my first and only expe- -

rience of sitting on a bench in a
police station watching the pendu-
“lum of the big clock on the wall
“swinging back: and forth, and re-

- counting all my past sins to myself. -

It comdnt have.been more than a
half hour before the fat_policeman
walked in with Mr. Rose and Iggy’s
father, but it seemed like a ‘year.
And a long, miserable year at that.

- The surprising thing was the way

Mr. Rose looked. I had haif expect-

ed them to bring him in fighting’

and struggling, because while. the
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sergeant may not have believed Ig-
gy’s story Mr. Rose-would know it
was so. o

"But far from struggling, Mr,

-Rose looked-as if he had dropped

in for .a friendly visit. He was
dressed in a fine summer suit and
sporty-lookmg black and -white.
shoes and he was smoking a cigar.

“He was_perfectly calm and pleas-

ant, and, in someé strange way, he
almost gave the impression that he
was in charge there. .

It was different “with Iggy’s fa-
ther. Mr. Kovac must have been
reading the paper out on the porch
in his undershirt, because his regu-
lar shirt had been stuffed into 'his

- pants carelessly and part of it hung

out. And from his manner youd

" think that he was the one who had

done something wrong. He kept
swallowing hard, and twisting his
neck in his collar, and now and
then glancing netvously at Mr.

Rose. He didn't look at all impres- -

sive as he did at other times.
The sergeant pointed at- Iggy. .
“All right, kid,” he said, “now tell
everybody -here what you told me,
Stand up so we can all hear it.”
Since Iggy had .already told it
twice he really had it down pat
now, and he told it withotit a break
from start to finish, no one inter-

- rupting him. And all the while Mr.

Rose stood there listening politely,
and Mr. . Kovac- kept twisting his
neck in his collar. ‘
When Iggy was finished the ser-
geant said, “I'll put it to you straight
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out, Mr. Rose. Were you near that
golf course today?”

Mr. Rose smiled. “I was not,” he
said. : :

“Of course not,” said the ser-
geant. “But you can see what we’re
up against here

“Sure T can,”

. went over to Iggy and put a hand
 on his shoulder. “And you know
what?” he said. “I don’t even blame

" the kid for trying this trick. He and .

I had a little trouble some time back
about the way he was always climb-
ing over my car, and I guess. he’s
just trying to get square with me.
I'd say he’s got a lot of spirit in him.
Don’t you, sonny?” he asked,
squeezing Igg) s shoulder in a
friendly way.

1 was stunned by the accuracy of
this- shot, but Iggy reacted like a
firecracker going off. He pulled

away from Mr. Rose’s hand and -

ran over to his father. “I'm not 1y-
ing!” he said desperately and
grabbed Mr. Kovac’s shirt, tugging
at it. “Honest to God, pop, we both

"’

saw it. Honest to God, pop!

Mr. Kovac looked down at him -

and then leoked around-at all of
us. When his eyes were on Mr. Rose
it seemed as if his collar were tight-
er than ever. Meanwhile, Iggy was
pulling at this shirt, yelling that we
saw it, we saw it, and he wasn’
lying, until Mr. Kovac shook him
once, very hard, and that shut him
up. .
“Iggy,” said Mr. Kovac, “I don’t
want you to go around telling sto-

axd Mzr. Rose. He
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ries about people. Do you hearme?”
Iggy heard him, all right. He
stepped back as if he had been
walloped across the face, and then
stood - there looking at Mr. Kovac
in a funny way. He didn’t say any-
thing, didn’t even move when Mr.
Rose came up and put a hand on
his shoulder again. '
“You heard - your father, didn’t
you, kid?” Mr. Rose said. -
Iggy still didn’t say anything.
“Sure you did,” Mr. Rose said.
“And you and I understand each
other a lot better now, kiddo, so.
there’s no hard feelings. Matter ot
fact, afly time you want to come’
over to the house you come on over,
and- Il bet there’s plenty of odd
jobs you can do-there. I pay good )

' 00, so don’t-you worry about that.”

He reached into his pocket and
took out a bill. “Here,” he said,
stuffing it into Iggy’s hand, “this’ll
give you an idea. Now go on out

“and have yourself some fun”

Tggy looked at the money like a
sleepwalker. T 'was baffled by that,
As far as I could see, this was the
business, and. here -was Iggy in a
daze, instead of openly rejoicing. It
was only when the sergeant spoke
to us that he seemed to wake up.
- “All rlght, you - kids,” the ser-
geant said, “beat it home now. The.
rest of us got some thmgs to talk
over.”

I didn’t need a second invitation.
I got out of there in a hurry and
went down the street fast, with Ig-

"gy tagging along behind me not
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saying a ) word. It was three blocks

down and one block over, and T’

didn’t slow down until I was in
" front of my house again. I had
never appreciated those familiar
outlines and the lights in the win-
dows any more than I did at that
moment. But I didn’t go right in. It
suddenly struck me. that this was
the last time I’d be sceing Iggy, so
I waited there awkwardly. I was
never very good at saying goodbyes.

"“That was all right,” 1 said fi-
nally. “I mean Mr. Rose giving you

that dollar. That’s as-good as twen-:

ty golf balls.”

" “Yeah?” said Iggy, and he was
looking at me in the same funny
way he had looked at his father.
“Pll bet it’s as good as a whole

new golf club. Come on down - to

Leo’s with me, and I'll show you.”

I wanted to, but I wanted to get
inside the-house even more. “Ahh,
my folks’ll be sore if I stay out too
late tonight,” I said. “Anyhow, you
~can’t buy a club for a dollar. You'll
- need way more than that.”

“You think so?” Iggy said, and .

then held out his hand and slowly

opened it so that I could see what:

he was holding. It was not.a one
dollar bill. It was, to my awe, a. ﬁve
dollar bxll

That, as.my wife said, was a long
time ago. Thirty-five years before a

photograph was taken of little Ig-
nace Kovac, a man wise in'the way
of the rackets, slumped in a death

" agony over the wheel of his big car,

a bullet hole in the middle of his
forehead, a bag of golf clubs lean-
ing against the seat next. to. him.
Thirty-five years before 1 under-
stood thé meaning of the last things -
said and done when we faced each

other on a street in Brooklyn, and ™

then went off, each in his own di-
rection.
-1 gaped at the money in Iggys

‘hand. It was the hoard of Croesus,

and_its very magnitude alarmed

- mc,

“Hey,” I said. “That’s five bucks.
That’s a lot of money! You better

‘give it to your old  man, or he’ll real-

ly jump on you.”
Then I saw to my surprise that -

_the hand holding the money was

shaking. Iggy was suddenly shud-
dering all over as if he has just
plunged into icy water.

“My old man?” he yelled wildly .
at me, and his lips drew back show-
ing his teeth .clenched. together
hard, as if that could stop the shud-

“dering. “You know what I'll do if

my old man tries anything? I'll tell

Mt. Rose.on him, that s what! Then '

you'll seel”

And wheeled and ran' blindly
away from me down the street to
his dcstmy :

. cot ‘ '
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\HE UNLATCHED DOOR SWUNG IN-
when I knocked. I

‘Bushy black eyebrows almost hid
her eyes. A walrus mustache brack-

walked into the studio, which was « eted her mouth, and a thick beard

as high and dim as a hayloft The

‘big north window in the opposite

wall was hung with monk’s-cloth

drapes that shut out the morning .

light. I found the switch next to the
door and snapped it on. Several
- fluorescent tubes suspended from
the mnaked rafteis flickered and
burned blue-white. ,

‘A strange woman faced me un-
der the cruel light. She was only a
charcoal sketch .on an easel, but she
gave me a chill. Her nude body,
posed casually on a chair, was slim
and round and pleasant to look at.

But-her face wasn’t pleasant at all. -

‘fanned down over her torso.

The “door creaked behind me.
The girl who appeared in-the door-
way wore a starched white uni-
form. Her face had a little starch
in -it, too, though not enough to
spoil her good looks. Her black
hair was drawn back scverely

“May I.ask what you're doing
here?” she said brusquely. - '

“You may ask. I'm looking. for
Mr. Western.”

“Really? Have you med looking
behind- the pictures?” )

“Does he spend much of his time
there?” :

© 1948 by Kenneth Millar; oviginally titled “The Bearded Lady”
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“No, and another thing he doesn’t
do—he doesn’t receive  visitors in
“his studio when he isn’t here him-
self.”.

walked in.”
" “You can now' reverse the' pro--
cess.” : o

“Just @  minute. ‘Hugh isn’t
sick?”

‘She glanced down at her whxte
uniform,. then shook her head.

“Are you a friend of his?” I said.

“1 ury to be.” She smiled slightly.
“Itisn’t always easy, with a sib. I'm
his sister.’

“Not the one he was always t,alk-
ing about?”

“I’m the only one he has.”

1 reached back into my-mental

grab bag of war _souvenirs, “Mary.

The name was Mary.”

- “Ie still is Mary. Are youa friend.

of Hugh’s?”

“I guess | qualify.. I used to be.”
. “When?” The
sharp. I got the impression  she
didn’t approve of Hugh’s frxends,
or some of them. .

“In the Phxhppmes. He was at-

tached to’my group as a combat’
artist. My name is Archer, by the -

way—Lew Archer
“Oh. Of course.”
Her disapproval didn’t extend to

- me—at-least, not yet. She gave me.
her hand. It was cool and firm, 'and

went with her steady gaze.
“Hugh gave -me the wrong im-

pression of you,” T said, “I thought

you were still a kid -in school.”

“Sorry. Thc door was open, 50 I

quesuon was -

“That was four years ago, re-.
member. People grow up in four
years. Anyway, some of them do.”

She was a very serious girl for

"her age. I changed thé subject. “I

saw the announcement of his onc-

.man show in the L.A. papers. 'm

driving through to San Francisco,
and I thought I'd look him up.”
“I know he’ll be glad: to see you.

I'll go and wake him. He keeps the

most dreadful hours. Sit down,
won’t you, Mr. Archer?”

I had been standing with my
back to the bearded nude, more or
less consciously shielding her from
it. When .1 moved aside and she

“saw it, she didn’t turn a hair.

“What next?” was all she said.

But I couldn’t help wondering -
what had happened to Hugh West-
ern’s sense of humor. I looked
around the room for something that .
might explain the ugly sketch.

It was a typical workmg—arnsts
studio. The tables and benches were

cluttered with things that are used

to make pictures: palettes * and
daubed shects of glass, sketch pads,
scratchboards, bleeding  tubes of
paint. Pictures in half a dozen me-
diums and half a dozen stages of
completion hung on or E‘.a‘ned

against the burlap-covered walls.
Some of them looked wild and
queer to me, but none so wild and
queer as the sketch on the easel.
. There was one puzzling thing in

. the room, besides the pictures. The

wooden door frame was scarred
with a row of deep round indenta-
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tions, four of them. They were new, ¢
and about on a level with my eyes. .

They looked as.if an incredible fist

had struck the wood a superhuman

blow.
- “He isn’t in his room,” the girl
said from the doorway. Her voice
was very carefully controlled.
“Maybe he got up early.”
“His bed hasn’t been slept in.
He's been out all night”

“I wouldn’t worry. After all, he’s -

an adult.”

“Yes, but he doesnt always act
like one.” A deep feeling buzzed
under her calm tone. 1 couldn’t tell
if it was fear or anger. “He’s
‘twelve years older than I am, and

siill a boy at heart. A middle-aging

boy.”

“I know what you mean. 1 was
his unofficial keeper for a while. I
guess he’s a ‘genius, or pretty close
to it, but-he needs somebody to tell
him to come in out of the rain.”

“Thank you for informing me. I

didn’c know.”
“Now don’t get peeved at me.’
“r m sorry. 1 ‘suppose Pma httlc
upset.”
“Has he been-giving you a bad

time?”

“Not really. Not lately, that is.

He’s come down to earth since he
got engaged to Alice. But he still

makes the weirdest friends. He can:

tell a fake Van Gogh with his eyes
shut, -literally, .but he .has no dis-
crimination about pcople at all.”

“You wouldn’t be talking about
mer -
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fice till nine.

“No.” She smiled again. I liked
her smile.
suspicious when I walked in on you.
Some pretty dubious characters.
come to see him.”

“Anyone in particular?” T said it
lightly. Just above her head I could

~ see the-giant fist-mark on the door

frame.
- Before she could answer, a siren
bayed in the distance. She tilted her
head. “Ten to one it’s for me.
“Police?”
“Ambulance. The pohce sirens
have a different tone. I am an x-ray

_technician at the hospital, so I've

learned to listen for the ambulance.
And I'm on call this morning.”

I followed her into the hall.
“Hugh’s show opens tonight. He’s

“bound to. come back for that.”

She turned at the opposite door,
her face brightening. “You know,

" he may have spent the night, work-

ing in the gallery. He’s awfully fus-
sy .about how his pictures’ are

v hung

“Why don’s I phone the gallery?”
“There’s never anybody in the of-.
’ She looked at her un-
feminine 'steel wrist watch. “It’s
twenty to.”
~“When did you last see him?”

“At dinner last night. We ate
early. He went back to the gallery
after-dinner. He said he was only
going to: work a couple of hours.”

“And you stayed here?”

“Until about eight, when T was
c"llled to-the hospital. T didn’t get
home until qmtc late, and T thought

“I guess I acted terribly
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he was in.bed.” She looked at me
uncertainly, with a little wrinkle of
doubt between her straight eye-
brows. “Could you be cross-ques-
_tioning me?”

“Sorry It's my occupatlonal dis-
ease.

" “What do you do in real hfe?”

“Isn’t this real?” -

. “I mean now you’re out of the
Army. Are you a lawyer?"’

“A private detective.” -

“Oh. Isee.” The wrinkle between
her eyebrows deepened. .

" “But I'm on vacation,” .I" said
hopefully.

‘A phone burred behmd her apart-
ment door. She went to answer it,
and came back wearing a coat, “It
was for me. Somebody fell out of a
loquat tree and broke a leg. You’ll

have to excuse me, Mr. Archer.”

“Wait a second. If you'll tell me

where the art gallery is, I'll see 1f
Hughs ‘there now.”

“Of course, you don’t know San
Marcos.”

She led me-to the French win-
dows at the rear end of the hall.
They opened on a blacktop parking
space which was overshadowed on
" the far side by a large stucco build-

~ ing, the shape of a flattened cube. .
Qutside the windows was a bal--

cony from -which a concrete stair-

case slanted down to the parkmg ,

lot. She stepped outside and pomt,-
~ ed-to the stucco cube: -

*~ “That’s the gallery. You can take
a shortcut down the alley to the
front
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A tall young man in a black leo-
tard was ‘polishing a red converti-
ble in the parking lot.-He struck a
pose, 'in ‘the fifth position, and
waved his hand: “Bon jour, Marie.”

" “Bon jour, my phony French-
man.” There was an edge of con-
tempt in her good humor. “Have
you seen Hugh this morning?”
“Not I. Is the prodigal missing

again?”

“I wouldn’t say mlssmg—
“I was wondering where your car

‘was. It’s not in the garage.” His

voice was much. too musical.

“Who’s he?” I asked in an un-
dertone. °

“Hilary Todd He runs the art
shop, downstairs. If the car’s gone,
Hugh can’t be at the gallery. I'll
have to take a t.l\l to the hospital.”
““I'll drive you.” .

“I wouldn’t think of it. Theres a
cabstand - across the street.” She
added over her-shoulder, “Call me

~at the hospital if you find Hugh.”

I went down' the stairs to the
parking lot. Hilary Todd was still
polishing the hood of his conver-
tible, though it’shone like a mirror.
His shoulders were broad and
packed with shifting. muscle. Some
of the ballet boys were stiong and
could be dangerous. Not that -he

~was a.boy, exactly; He had a litde

round-bald spot-that gleamed like a

.51lver dollar on the top-of his head.

~“Bon_jour,” 1 said to-his back.
“YCSP,’ .
My French: appeared to- offend

his ears. He turned and straight-
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ened. I saw. how tall he was—tall
" enough to make me feel squat,
though 1 was over six feet. He had
compensated for the bald spot .by

growing sideburns. In combination .

with his liquid eyes they gave him a
sort of Latin look.

“Do you know Hugh VVestem
pretty well?”

“If’ 1ts any concern of yours.”
It is)

“Now why would that be?”

“I asked the question, sonny. An-

swer it.”
He blushed and lowered his eyes,

as if I had been reading his evil -

thoughts. He stuttered a little. “I—
well, I've lived below him for a
couple of years. I've sold a few of
his pictures. Why?”

“T thought you might know
where he 1is, even, 1f his sister
doesn’t.”

“How should I know where he
is? Are you a pohcemanf”’

“Not exactly.”

“Not at all, you ‘mean?” He re-
“Then' you have
no right to take this-overbearing '
attitude. I know absolutely noth.

gained his poise.

ing about Hugh. And Im- very
busy.”

He turned -abruptly and con-
tinued his polishing job, -his fine
“useless muscles writhing under the
leotard.

I walked down the narrow alley

which led to the street. Through.

the cypress hedge on the left I
caught a glimpse of umbrella-tables
growing like giant multicolored

mushrooms in a restaurant patio.
In' the other side was the wall of
the gallery, its white blankness bro-
ken by a single iron-barred window
above the level of my head.

The front of the gallery was
Greek-masked by a high-pillared
porch. A broad flight of concrete
steps rose to it from the street. A
girl was standing at the head of the
steps, half leanm<T on one of the

* pillars.

She- turned toward me, and thel
slanting sunlight aureoled. her bare
head. She had a startling kind of
beauty: yellow hair, light hazel
eyes, brown skin. She filled her .
tailored suit like sand in a sack—

_solidly.

“Good morning,” T said,

She pretended not to hear. Her
right foot was tapping the pave-
ment impatiently. I crossed the

_porch to the high bronze door and

pushed. It didn’t give.

“There’s nobody here -yet,” she
said. “The gallery doesn’t open un-
til ten.”

“Then what are you domg here?” :

“I happen to work here.”

“Why. don’t you open up?”

“I have no key. In any case,” she
added -primly, we don’t allow visi-
tors before ten.”

“I'm not a tourist—at least, not at
the moment. ‘I came to see Mr.
Western.”

“Hugh?” She looked at me di-
rectly for the first time. “Hugh’s
not here. He lives around the cor-
ner on Rubio Street.”
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“I just came from there.”

“Well, he'isn’t here.” She gave the

“There’s

word a curious emphasis. *

nobody here but me. And I'wont -

be here much longer if Dr. Silliman
doesn’t come. ~

“Silliman "

“Dr. Silliman is our curator.” She
made it sound as if she owned the
gallery. After a while she said in a

softer voice, “Why are you looking.
- for Hugh? Do you have some busx- '

ness with him?”
“Western’s
mine.”
“Really?”
She suddenly Jost interest in the
conversation. We stood together in
silence for several minutes. I
watched  the  Saturday-morning
crowd on the strect: women in

slacks, women in shorts.and dirndls,.

a few men in ten-gallon hats, a
few in berets. Nearly half the cars
in -the road carried out-of-state Li-
censes. San Marcos was a unique
blend of ‘western border town,
ocean resort, and artists’ colony.
A small man in a-purple cordu-
roy jacket detached himsclf from
the crowd and bounded up the

steps. His movements were quick as:

+a monkey’s. His lined’ face had a
‘'simian look, too. A brush of friz-

inches to his height. .

“I'm sorry if I kcpt you waiting;’

Alice.”
- She made a nada gesture. “It’s

perfectly all right. Tlns gcntleman :

is a friend of Hugl’s’

an old friend of

He turned to' me. ‘His smile went -

“on and off. “Good morning, sir.

‘What was the name?” -

I'told him. He shook my hand
His fingers were like thin steel
hooks.
~ “Western ought to be here at any
minute. Have you tried his flac?” .

“Yés. His sister thought he might
have’spent the night in the gallery.”

“Oh, but ‘that’s impossible. You
mean he didnt come home last:

~night?”

© “Apparently not.”

“You ‘didn’t tell me -that,”
blonde girl said. :

“I didn’t know you were intcr-

the .

_ested.”.

“Alice has every- rlght to be in-
terested.” Silliman’s eyes glowed
with a gossip’s second-hand pleas-

~ure. “She and Hugh are going to

be married. Next. month,’ isn’t it,
Alice? Do you know Miss Turner,
by the way, Mr. Archer?”” .

- “Hello, Mr. Archer.” Her voice
was shallow and hostile. I gathered
that Silliman had somehow embar-

“rassed her.

“I'm sure he’ll be along shortly,”
he said reassuringly. “We still have
somme work to do on the program
for the' private showing tonight.

" Will you come’in and wait?” .
zled gray hair added about three | '

I said 1 would.

He took a heavy key nng out of
his jacket pocket and unlocked the
bronze door, ‘relocking it behind
us. Alice Turner touched a-switch
which lit up the high-ceilinged lob-

by and the Greek statues standing
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like frozen sentinels along the walls.
There were several nymphs and

Venuses in marble, but I was more

interested in Alice, She had every-
thing the Venuses had, and the add-
ed advantage of being alive. She
also had Hugh Western, it seémed,
and that surprised- me. He was a

little old for her, and a little used.

She didn’t look like one of. those
girls who'd have to settle for an ag-
ing bachelor. But then Hugh West-
ern had talent.

_ She removed a bundle of letters
from the mailbox and took them
into the office which opened off the
lobby. Silliman turned to me with
another monkey grin.

“She’s. quite a girl, isn’t sheP
And she comes from a very good
family, an excellent family. Her
father, the Admiral, is one of our
trustees, you know, and Alice has
inherited his interests in the arts, Of
course she has a more personal in-

terest now. Had you known of their-

engagement?”

“I haven’t seen Hugh for years—
not since the war.”’

“Then .1 should have held my

tongue and let him tell you him-

self” © -

As we were talking-he led me
through the central gallery, which
ran the length of the building like
the nave of:-a church..To the left
and right, in what would have been
the aisles, the walls of smaller ex-
hibition rooms rose halfway to the
ceiling. ‘Above them was a mezza-
nine réached by an open staircase.

He started up it, still talking. “If
you haven’t. seen Hugh since the

war, you'll be interested in the work.
he’s ‘been doing lately.” :

I was interested though not for
artistic reasons. The wall of the
mezzanine was hung with twenty- -
odd paintings: landscapes, por-
traits, groups of semi-abstract fig-
ures, and more abstract still lifes. I
recognized some of the scenes he
had - sketched . in the Philippine
jungle, transposcd into the' perman-
ence of oil. In the central position
there was a portrait of a bearded
man whom I'd hardly have known
without the . label, Self-Portrait.
- Hugh had changed. He had put
on weight and lost his youth en-
tirely. There were vertical lines in .
his forehead, gray flecks in his hair

"and beard. The light-colored- eyes

seemed to' be smiling sardonically.
But when I looked at them from
another angle, they were bleak and
somber. It was a face a man might
see in his bathroom mirror on a

cold gray hangover morning.

I turned to- the curator -hovering
at my elbow. “When did he raise
the beard?” -

A couple of years ago, I beheve,
shortly after hc ]omed us as resi-
dent painter.” ..

- “Is he obsessed with bcards?”

“I dont qmtc know what you

mean.”’
. “Neither do I. ButI came across
a funny thing in his, studio: this
morning. A sketch of a woman, a
nude, with a heavy black beard.
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Does that make any sense to you?”

The old man smiled. “I've long
since given up trying to make sense
out of Hugh. He has his own es-
thetic logic, I suppose. But I'd have
to see this sketch before 1 could
- form an opinion. He may have sim-
- ply been’ doodlmg

“I doubt it. It was big, and care-
fully done.” I brought out the ques-
tion that had beeir nagging at the

back of my mind. “Is there some--

thing the matter with him—I
mean, emotionally ?” :

His answer was positive. “Cer-
tamly not! He’s simply Wrapped
up in his work, and he lives by im-
pulse. He'’s never on time for ap-
pointments.” He looked at his
watch. “He promised last night to
meet me here this mornmg at fiine
and it’s almost nine thirty.”

“When did you see. him last
night?” "

“I left the key of the gallery with
him when T went home for dinner.

He wanted to change some of the

‘paintings. About eight or a little
later he walked over to my house
to return the key~We have only the

one key, since we cant aﬁ‘ord a.

~watchman.”

“Did he say where he was going

- after that?”
“He had an appointment, but he

- didn’t say with whom. It seemed to

be urgent, since he wouldn’t stop
for a drink. Well.” He glanced at
his watch again. “I suppose I'd bet-
ter be getting down to work, Hugh
Western or. no ‘Hugh Western.”
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Alice was waiting for us at the
foot of the stairs. Both her hands

" gripped the wrought-iron -bannis-

ter as if she needed it to hold ‘her
up. Her voice was no more than a
whisper, but” it séemed to fill the
great room with leaden echocs. -
“Dr. Silliman. The -Chardin’s
gone.” .
He stopped so suddenly I nearly
ran him down. “That’s impossible.”
“I know. But it’s gone, frame and
all.”
He bounded down the remain-
ing steps and disappeared into one
of the smaller roorhs under the mez-

. zanine. Alice followed him more

slowly. T caught up with her,
“There’s-a picture missing?”
“Father’s best picture, one of the

best Chardins in the ‘country. He

lent it to the gallery for a month.”
“Is it worth a lot of money?”

" “Yes, it’'s very valuable. But it

means a lot more to father than the

money—" She turned inthe door-

way. and gave me a closed look, as
if she'd realized she was telling hex
family secrets to a stranger. '

Silliman was standing. with his
back to us, staring at a blank space’
on. the. opposite wall. He looked
badly . shaken when he turned
around.

“I told the Bmtd that 'we should
install a burglar alarm—the insur-
ance people recommended it. But
Admiral “Turner was the only one
who supported me. Now of - course
they’ll be blaming me.” His nervous
eyes roved around and paused on

n
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~ Alice. “And what is your father 8o
ing to: say?”

“He’ll be sick.” She looked 51ck
herself.

They were getting nowhere, so I
cut in, “When did you see it last?”

Silliman - answered. “Yesterday
afternoon, about five thirty. I
showed it to a visttor just before we
closed. We check the visitors very
carefully- from- the office, since we
- have no guards.” '

-“Who was the visitor?”-

“A lady—an elderly lady from
Pasadena. She’s above suspicion, of
course. I escorted her out myself,
and she ‘was the last one in.-I know
that for a fact.”

“Aren't you forgetting Hugh?”-’

. “By George, I was. He-was here
- until eight last night. But you sure-
ly don’t suggest that Western took
. it? He’s our resident pamter, he’s
devoted to the gallery.”

“He might have been careless. If
he was working on the mezzanine
and left the door unlocked—"

“He always kept it locked,” Alice
said coldly.
about the things that matter.”

“Is there another entrance?” :

“No,” Silliman said. “The build-
ing was planned for ~security.
* There’s only the one window in my
office, and it’s heavily barred. We do
have an air-conditioning system,

but the inlets are- much too small

- for anyone to get through.”

“Let’s have a look at the win-
dow.”

The old man was too upset to

“Hugh isn’t careless
. with him.”

question 'my authority. He led me
through a storercom stacked with
old ' gilt-framed pictures- whose
painters deserved to be “hung,” if
the pictures didn’t. The single case-
ment in the office. was shut and
bolted behind a venetian blind. I
pulled the cord. and peered out -
through the dusty glass. The verti-
cal bars outside the window were

no more than three inches apart.

None of them looked as if it had
been tampered with, Across the al-
ley I could see a few tourists eating .
breakfast behind the
hedge.

Silliman was leanmg on the desk,
one hand on the cradle of the
phone. Indecision was twisting his
face. “I do hate to call the police in
a matter like this. I suppose I must,
though, mustn’t I?” - :

Alice covered his-hand with hers,
the line of her back a taut curve
across the desk. “Hadn’t you bet-
ter talk to father first? He was here

~with Hugh last night—I should

have remembered before. It’s. barely
possible he took the Chardm home

“Really? You really think so?”
Silliman let go of the telephone and
clasped his hands under his chin.

“It wouldn’t be ke father to do

- that without letting you know. But

the month is nearly up, isn’t it?”
* “Three more days.” His hand re-

turned to the phone. “Is the Admir-

al at home?”
“He’ll be down at the club by

now. Do you have your car?”

restaurant -
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“Not this morning.”

I made one of my famous quxck

- decisions, the kind you wake up in

the middle of the night regretting

five years later. San Francisco could
wait. My curiosity was- touched,.

and something deeper than’ curiosi-
ty. Something of the responsibility

I'd felt for Hugh in the Philippines,

when I was the practical one and
he was the evergreen adolescent
who thought the jungle was as safe
as a scene by Le Douanier Rous-
seau, Though we were nearly the
same age, T'd felt like his elder

" brother. I still did.

“My car’s around the corner, I

o Asaxd “Tll be glad to drive you.”

e

The San Marcos Beach Club was |

a long low building painted an un-
obtrusive green and standing well
back from the road. Everything

about it was unobtrusive, including

the private policeman who stood in-

side the plate-glass. doors and

watched us come up the walk.
“Looking for the Admiral, Miss

 Turner? T think hes ‘up on the
worth deck.? -~
- We crossed a tlled lanzu shaded‘

with potted- palms, climbed a flight

of stairsto-a sun deck lined w1th_

cabanas. I could see the mountains

that walled the city off from the
desert in the northeast, and the'sea
' zles.‘f‘And-'who the hell are you?”.

- below with' its waves- glmtmg like

- blue fish-scales. The swimming pool-

on the lee side of the deck was still
and clear.
Admiral Turner was takmg the

sun in a canvas chair, He stood up
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when he saw us, a big old man in

shorts and a sleeveless shirt. Sun

-and wind had reddened his face

and crinkled the flesh: around his
eyes. Age had slackened his body,

“but there was nothing aged or in-

firm about his voice. It still held
the brazen echo of command. .

“What’s “this, *Alice? 1 thought
you were at work.” :

“We came to ask you a question,
Admiral.”  Silliman  hesitated,
coughing behind his - hand. He -
looked at Alice.

“Speak out, man. Why is cvexy
body looking so green around the
gills?” :

Silliman forced the words out.
“Did. you take the Chardin home
with you last night?”

“I did' not. Is it gone?”

“It’s missing from -the gallery,”
Alice said. She held herself uncer-
tainly, -as ‘though ‘the old man
frightened her a little. “We thought
you might have taken it” .
-“Me take it? That’s absurd! Ab-

- solutely “absurd and preposterous!”

The short white hair bristled on

his head. “When was it taken?”
“We don’t know exactly. It was

gone when we opened the gallery.”

" “Damn it, what's going on?” He

glared at her, then he glared at me’

from eyes like round blue gun muz-

- He was only a retired admiral,

"and I'd been. out. of uniform fo1 ’

years;. still he gave me a qualm.
Alice "explained: “A friend of
Hugh’s, Father. Mr. Archer.”
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He didn’t offer his hand. I looked
" away. A woman in a white bathing
suit was poised on the ten-foot
board at the end of the pool. She
took three quick steps and a bounce.
Her body hung jackknifed in the
air, straightencd and dropped, then
cut the water with hardly a splash.

“Where is Hugh?” the Admiral
~ said petulantly. “If this-is some of
his carelessness, I'll 'ream that son-
of-a~" o

“Father!”

“Don’t father me. Where is he,
Allie? You ought to know if any-
one does.”

“But 1 don't.” She -added in a

small voice, “He’s been gone. all
night.”
“He has, has he?” The old man

-sat down suddenly, as if his legs
were too weak to bear the weight -
“He didn’t say -

of. his emotions.
anything to me about going away.”
The woman in the white bathing
suit came up the steps behind h1m
“Whos gone?” she said.
The Admiral craned his wattled

neck to look at her. She was worth’
the effort from anyone, though she -

wouldn’t see thirty again. Her drip-

ping body was tanned and. disci--

plined, full in the right places and
narrow in the others. I didn’t re-
member her face, but -her shape
seemed familiar. Silliman
duced her as Admiral Turner’s
wife. When she pulled off her rub-

ber cap, her red hair flared hkc a.

minor conﬂagratxon
“You won't believe \Vh’lt thcy ve

intro-

‘been telling me, Sam My Chardin’s
been stolen.” -

“Which one?” ’

“I only havc one. The Apple o a
Table.”

She turned on Sllhman like a
pouncing cat. “Is it insured?”
~“For twenty-five. thousand dol-
lars. But I'm afraid it’s 1rreplace—
able.” N
. “And who’s goneP” : :

“Hugh,” Alice said. “Of course .
it’s nothing to do with the picture.”

“You're sure?” She turned to her

~husband with an intensity that

made her almost ungainly. “Hugh
was at the gallery ‘when you

- dropped . in there last night. You

told me so yourself. And hasn’t he
been trying to buy the Chardin?”
. “lI don’t belicve it,” Alice said
flatly. “He didn’t have the money.”
“I know that perfectly well,” Sara
said. “He was acting as agent for
someone. Wasn’t he, Johnston?”
““Yes,” the old man admitted. “He
wouldn’t tell me who -his principal
was, which is one of the reasons I
wouldn’t listen to the offer. Still,
it’s foolish to jump to ¢onclusions

-about-Hugh. I was with him when

he left the gallery; and I know for
a fact he didn’t have the Chardin
then. It was the last thing I looked -
at before we left.”

““What time did he leave you?”
- “Some time around eight—I
don’t remember exactly.” - He
scemed to be growing older and

“smaller under her questioning. “He

walked with me as far as my car.”
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“There. was nothing to prevent -

him from walking nghn back, was
there?”

“I don’t know what you’re trymg
_ to prove,” Alice said.

. The older woman smiled poison--
ously. “I'm simply- trying ‘to bring -

out the facts, so we'll know what to
do. I notice that no one has sug-
gested calling. “thé " police.”
looked at each of the othérs in turn.
“Well? Do we call them? Or.do we

assume as a ‘working . hypothesis -

that dear Hugh took the picture?”

Nobody . answered ‘her for a.

while. The Admiral ﬁnally broke

“the ugly silence.*“We can’t bring in -

the authorities if Hugh’s involved.

He’s v1rtually a member of the

family.”

Alice put a grateful hand on hxs.

shoulder, but S1lhman said uneas-
ily, “We’ll have to take some steps.

If we don’t make.an effort 1o recov-

er it, we may not be able to .collect
the insurance.”. .

“I realize that,” the Admiral said.
“But we’ll have to'take that.chance.”

" Sara Turner smiled with tight-’

hpped complacency.'She'd ‘won her
- point, though I still -wasn’t sure
what her point was. Durmg the
family argument I'd moved a few
feet away, leaning on the railing at
the head of the stairs.

- She moved toward .me now, her
narrow. eyes -appraising. me ‘s if

maleness was a. commodxty she”

prized.
* “And who are you?” she said, her
_shqlp stinile \Vldenmg '

MYSTERY!

~She*’
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I identified myself, but I didn't

smile back. She came up very close

to me. I could smell the chlorine
on her, and under it the not so very
:subtle .odor of sex.

“You. look uncomfortable, she
:said. “Why don't you come swim-

ming. with ime?”

“My hydrophobm won't let me.
Sorry.” .

“What a pity. 1 h'tte ‘to do thmgs
alone.”

Silliman nudged me gcntly He
said in anwndertone, “I really must
. be getting back to the gallery. I can
call a cab if you prefer.”

“No, Tl drive you.” I wanted a
chance to-talk to him in private.

‘There were quick footsteps :in
ithe patio below. I looked down :and
saw thie partly-naked crown-of Hil-
ary  Todd’s head. At almost the
same instant he glanced up at us,
- turned abruptly, and started to walk
away; then he changed his mind

" when Silliman called -down:

“Hello there. Are you rlook'ing for
ithe Turners?”
““As a marter of fact, I am.

From the corner of ‘my eye I no-
ticed Sara Turner’s reaction to the
~sound- of his ‘voice. She stiffened,
and-her hand went up to her flam-
mg hair.
- “They’re up here,” Silliman said.

- Todd climbed the stairs with ob-
wvious.reluctance. We passed him go-
ing down. In a pastel shirt .and
matching tie under a bright tweed
jacket he looked wery «elegant, and
very sclf-conscious and tense. Sara
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Turner met him at the head of the-

stairs, I wanted to linger a bit, but
Silliman hustled me out..
“Mrs. Turner seems very much

aware of . Todd,” 1 said to him' in_

~ the car. “Do they have things in
common?”

He answered tart;ly, “I've never
considered the question. They’re no
-more than casual acquaintances, so
far as I know.”

“What about Hugh? Is he just a
casual acquaintance of hers, too?”
" He studied me for a minute as
the convertible picked up speed.
“You notice things, don’t you?”
“Nomemg things is my business.”

“Just what is your business?
You're not an artist?”

“Hardly. I'm a private detective.”

“A detective?” He jumped in the
seat, as if I had .threatened to.bite
him. “You’re not a friend of West-
ern’s then? Are you from the in-
surance company?”

“Not me. I'm a friend of Hugh’s,

and that’s my only interest in this -

case. I more or less stumbled into
lt ”
“T see.” But he sounded a httle
dubious. _
“Getting back to Mrs. Turncr,

she didn’t make that scene with her

husband for fun. She must have had
‘reason. Love or hate?”

Silliman held his tongue for a
minute, but -he couldn’t resist the
chance to gossip. I expect it’s a
mixture of love and hate. She’s been
interested in Hugh ever since the

Admiral -brought her here. She’s
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not a San Marcos girl, you know.”

He scemed to take comfort from
that. “She was a Wave ofhcer in
Washington during the war. The
Admiral noticed her—Sara knows
how to make herself conspicuous—

"and added her to his personal staff.

When he retired he married her and

"came here to live in hisfamily home.

Alice’s mother has been dead for
many years, Well, Sara hadn’t been
here two months before she was
making eyes at Hugh.” He pressed

(his lips together in spinsterly disap-

proval. “The rest is local history,”

“They had an affair?”.

“A rather one-sided affair, so far
as I could judge. She was quite in-
sane about him.’I don’t believe he
resporided, except in the physical -
sense. Your friend is quite'a demon.
with the ladies.” There was a whis-

_per of envy in Slllxman s disapprov-

al.

“But 1 understood he was going
to marry Alice.”

“Oh, he is, he is. At Ieast he cer-
tainly was until this dreadful busi-
ness came up. His—ah—involve-
ment with Sara occurred before he
knew Alice. She was away at art
school until a few months ago.”

“Does Alice. know about his af-
fair with her stepmother?”

- “I suppose she does. I hear the
two women don’t get along at all
well, though there may be other
reasons for that. Alice refuses to
live in the same house—she’s moved

‘into the gardener’s cottage behind

the Turner house. I think her trou-
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ble with Sara is one reason why she
came to work. for me. Of course,
there’s the money consideration,
-teo. The Turners aren’t well .off.”

“I thought they were rolling in
it,” I said, “from the way he
‘brushed off the matter of ‘the in-
surance, Twenty-five thousand -dol-
lars, did you say?”

“Yes. He's quite fond of Hugh.”

“If he’s not well heeled, how -does
he happen to have such a valuable
puntm g?”

“It was -a gift, when he marr:ed

his first wife. Her father ‘was in the

French Embassy in Washington,
.and he gave them the Chardin as a

.wedding  present. You can under-

stand. the Admlral’s attachment to
‘lt k3]

“Better than ‘I can his ‘decision
1ot to call in the police. How do
you feel about that, Docter?”

He didn’t answer for a while.
We were nearing the center ‘of ‘the
city and I had to watch the trafhc.
T couldn’t keep track of what went
* on in his face.’

“After all it.7shis plcture,” he said
carefully ‘And his prospectwe son-
in-law.” .

- “You don’t think Hugh s respon-
sible, though?”

“I don't know what to thmk I'm

thoroughly confused.’ And I, won’t.
know what to think until I have a

chance to talkto Western.” He gave
me a sharp look. “Are you going to
make .a search for him?”

“Somebody ‘has to.] seem to'be
elected.”

-X-ray
_stages of dilapidation and disrepair.
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When I let him out in front of
the gallery, Lasked him where Mary
Western worked.

* “The City Hospital.” He told me
howito find it. “But you will be dis-

‘creet, Mr. Archer? You won’t do ot

say anything rash ? I'm in a very
delicate ‘position.”

- “Pllbe very suave and bland.” But
1 slammed the door hard in his
face.

There were several patients in the
"waiting roem, in various

The plump blonde at the reception
‘desk told me Miss-Western was in

“the dark room. Would I wait? I 'sat

down and admired the way her
'sunburned - shoulders | glowed
through -her nylon uniform. In a
few minutes Mary came into the
room, starched and controlled and
cfficient-looking. She blinked in the
strong light from the window. I got
a quick :impression that there ‘was
a Jost child hidden within her. '
"~ “Have you seen Hugh?" she
asked.

““No. Come out for a minute.” I
took her elbow and drew her into

. the .corrider.

“Wihat s it?” Her voice was quiet
but it had.risen in ;pitch. “Has some-
thing happened "to him?”

“Not o -him. Admiral Turner’s
picture’s been stolen from the gal-
_lery. The one they all call the Char-
" din.”

“But how does Hugh come into

_ this?”
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“Somebody seems to think -he
took .it.”

“Somebody?”

“Mrs. Turner, to be specific.”
" “Saral She’d say anything to get
back at him for ditching her.”

I filed that one away. “Maybe so.
The fact is, the Admiral seems to

suspect him, too. So much so that_

he’s keeping the police out of it.”
“Admiral Turner is a senile fool.

If Hugh were here to defend him- -

self—"

“But that’s the pomt He isn’t.”

“I've got to find him.” She tumed
toward the door.

“It may not be so easy.”

She looked back in quick anger,
her round chin promment “You
suspect him, too.

“I do not. But a crime’s been
committed, remembcr Cnmes often
come in pairs.”

She turned, her eyes large and
wvery dark. “You do think something
- has happened to my brother.”

“I don’t think anything. But if 1.
was certain that he’s all right, I'd be

on my way to San Francisco now.”

“You believe it’s as bad as that,”

she said in a whxsper “I've got to
_go to the police.”

“It's up to you. You'll want to
keep them out of it, though, if
there’s the slightest chance—" 1 left
the sentence unfinished.

She finished it: “That Hugh is a
thief? There isn’t. But T'll tell you
what we'll do. He may be up at his
shack in the mountains. He’s gone
off there before without telling any-

-one. Will you drive up with me?”

She laid a light hand on my arm. “I

- can go myself 1f you have to-get

away .
“I'm - sticking around,” T ‘said.
“Can you get time off?”

“I'm taking it. All they can do is
fire me, and there aren’t enough
good technicians to go around.
Anyway, I put in three hours over-
time last mght Be with you in two
minutes,’

1 put the top of the convertible

-down. As we drove ous of the city

the wind blew away her smooth
glaze. of efficiency, colored her
cheeks, and loosened her sleek hair.
" “You should do this oftener," I
said. )

“Do what?” - -~ -

“Get out in.the country and re-
lax.”

“I'm not exactly relaxed, with my
brother accused of theft—and miss-
ing.”

: ‘Anyway, you’re not woerg.
Has it ever -occurred to you that-
perhaps you work too hard?”

_ “Has it ever occurred to'you that
somebody has to work or nothing
will get done? You and Hugh are
more alike than I thought.”

“In some ways that’s a compli-
ment. But you make it sound like
an insult.”

~“I didn’t mean it that way. But

Hugh and I are so different. I ad-

mit he works hard at his painting,
but he’s never tried to make a steady
living. Since I left school, I've had
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to look after the bread and butter

for both us. His salary as resident

_painter keeps him in artist’s sup-

pliés, -and that’s about all.”

“ thought he was doing well, His
show’s had a big advance buildup
in the L.A. papers.”

-“Critics don’t buy pictures,” “she
said bluntly. “He’s having the show

to try and sell-some paintings, so
* he can afford to get married. Hugh
has suddenly realized that money
is one of the essentials,” She added

with some bitterness, “The realiza--

tion came a little late.”

“He’s” been doing some -outside
work, though, hasn’t he? Isn’t he a
part-time agent or something?”

“For Hendryx, yes.” She made
the name sound like a dirty word.
“I'd just ds soon he didn’t take any
of that man’s money.”

“Who's Hendry‘{P”-

“A man.” .

“I gathéred that. What' s the mat-
ter with his money?”

“I really don’t know. I fha,ve no

idea where it comes from. But he.

has it—plenty of it.”

“You don’t like him?”

“No. I don’t like him and.I don’t
like the men who work for him.

“ They look like a gang of thugs to-

me. But Hugh wouldn’t notice that,

.He’s horribly dense where people-

“are concerned. I don’t mean that
‘Hugh'’s done axiyth’ing -wrong,” she
-added quickly. ¢

.pamtmgs for Hendryx on commis-

- sion.

- T see.” But I didn’t hLe what 1

MYSTERY
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saw. “The Admiral said something
about Hugh trying to buy the Char-
din for an unnamed purchaser.
Would that be Hendryx?”

. “It could be,” she said.

“Tell me more about Hendryx.”

“I don’t know any more. I only -
met him once. That was enough. I
know that he’s an evil old man, , and
he hasa bodyguard who carries him
upstairs.”

“Carries him upstaxrs?”

.+ “Yes. He’s crippled. As a matter
of fact, he offered me a job.”

“Carrying him upstairs?”

“He didn’t specify my duties. He
didn’t get that far.” Her voice was
so. chilly it quick-froze the conver-
sation. “Now could we ‘drop the
subject, Mr. Archer?”

The road had begun to rise to-
ward the mountains. Yellow and
black Slide Area signs sprung up
along the shoulders. By holding the

.gas pedal nearly to the floor, T kept

our speed around fifty.
“You've-had quite a busy morn-
mg,’ Mary said -after a while,

. “meeting the-Turners and all.”

“Social’ moblhty is ‘my stock in
trade.”

“Did you meet Ahce, too?”
- I nodded..

“And. what did you thmk of_

her?”

“I. shouldnt say it to anothcr glrl

_but she’sa lovely .one.”

© “Vanity isn’t one of - -my vices,”
Mary said. “She’s beautiful.” And
she’s really devoted to Hugh.”.
-~ “I gathered - that.”
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"“T don’t think Alice has ever been

in love before. And painting means
almost as much to her as it does to
him.”

. “He’s a lucky man.” I remem-
bered the disillusioned. eyes in
Hugh's self-portrait, and hoped his
luck was holding.

The road twisted and climbed
through red clay cut banks and
fields of dry chaparral.

“How long does this go on?” I
asked. .

“Another two miles.”

We zigzagged up the mountain-
side for ten or twelve minutes more.
Finally the road began to level out.
I was watching its edge so closely
that I didn’t see the cabin until we
were almost on top of it. It was a
one-story frame building standing
in a little hollow at the edge of the
high mesa. Attached to one side
was an open tarpaulin’shelter from
which theé rear end of a gray coupe
protruded. I.looked at Mary.

"She nodded. “It’s our car.”
voice was bright with relief.

I stopped the convertible in the

Her

lane in front of the cabin. As soon-

as the engine died, the silence be-
gan. A single hawk-high over our
heads swung round and round on
his.invisible wire. Apart from that,
the entire world scemed empty. As
we walked down the ill-kept gravel
drive, I was startled by the sound
of my own footsteps. -

The door was unlocked. The cab-

in had only one room: It was a

bachelor hodgepodge, untouched

by the human hand for months at a
time. Cooking utensils, paint-
stained dungarees, painter’s tools,
and soiled bedding were scattered
on the floor and furniture. There
was an‘open bottle of whiskey, half
empty, on the kitchen table in the

- center of the room. It would have *

been just another mountain shack -
if it hadn’t been for the watercolors
on the walls, like brilliant little win-
dows, and the one big window
which’ opened on the sky. :

Mary had crossed to the window
and was looking out. I moved up
to her shoulder. Blue "space fell |
away in front-of us all the way
down to the sea, and beyond to the
curved horizon. San Marcos and its
suburbs were spread out like an air-
map betweén the sea and the moun-
tains.

“T wonder where he can be,” she
said. “Perhaps he’s gone for a walk.
After all, he doesn’t know we’re
looking for him.”

I looked down the mountainside, -
which fell almost sheer from the.
window. .

“No,” I said. “He doesn’t.”

The red clay slope was sown
with boulders. Nothing grew there
except a few dust-colored moun-
tain-bushes . . . and a foot, wear-
ing a man’s shbe, which projccted '

from a cleft between two rocks.

I went out without a word. A
path led round the cabin to the’
edge of the slope. Hugh Western
was there, attached to. the solitary
foot. He was lying, or hanging,
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head down, with his face in the
clay, about twenty feet below the
edge. One of his legs was doubled
under him. The other was caught
between “the boulders.

to look at his head. A
The right temple was smashed.

"The face was smashed—1I raised the

~ rigid body to look at it. He had

been dead for hours, but the sharp.

strong odor of whiskey still hung
arc}und him.

A tny gravel avalanche rattled
past me. Mary was at the top of the
slope.

“Don’t come down here.” -

She paid no attention to the warn-

ing. I stayed where I was, crouched_

over the body, trying to hide the
ruined head from her. She leaned
over the boulder and looked down,
_her eyes bright-black in her drained
face. I moved to one side. “She took

I climbed .

around the rocks and bent down.
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her brother’s head in her hands.
“If you pass out,” I said, “I don’ ¢
know whether I can carry you up.”
“I won’t pass out.
She lifted the body by the shoul-

ders to look at the face. It was a

little unsettling to see how strong

she was. Her fingers moved gently
over the wounded temple. “This
is what killed him. It looks like a
blow from a*fist.’

I kneeled down beside her and
saw the row of rounded indenta-
tions in the skull.

“He must have fallen,” she said,
“and struck his head on the rocks.
Nobody could have hit him that
hard” | '

“I'm

.afraid somebcidy' did,

- though.” Somebody whose fist was

hard enough to leave its mark in
wood.

(continued on page 60)
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- There’s ab;olutel'y no q;testio'n about it:

it's dangerous for a pretty girl to take
a shower in a strange man's apartment . . ,

HE RAIN THAT HAD BEEN THREAT-

Tening all afternoon hit the city-

“ment, and rcturncd the key to its

streets at-four thirty; just as Alan

Marsh left the taxi.. A quick dive
took him across the sidewalk to the
“shelter of the street-level entrance
with no moré than a few rain spots

on his jacket; and then, finding the-

glass-paneled outer door” unlocked,
as Tom. Bennett had said it »\ould
be, he started chmbmg to the sec-
- ond-floor. :

" Here twin doors faced each other

hiding place before he entered.
The narrow living room scemed
pleasantly comfortable after the
September heat that had been blan-
keting the northeast, and when he
had slipped out of -his jacket he
took his suitcase into the bedroom.

It- was then that he heard the

shower going in the adjoining

“bath. ‘This surprised him for a mo-
" ment but an explanation soon came

across the narrow hall. Alan put.

his overnight bag next~to the one
on the left, then continued to the

broom closet at the rear. He found.

“the key on-the rim-of the casing-

over the door, unlocked the apart-

to .him and now, stepping up, he
opened the bathroom door.

- “Hey, Tom,” he called.

- But as he started to enter he stif-
fened, his mouth half ‘open, and
his gaze shocked and incredulous
when it fastened on the girl. -

_ © 1958 by George Harmon Coxe
39
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Somehow his body recoiled even
whllc he began to apologize. He
got the bathroom door closed and
stood ¢clinging to the knob, his
breath caught and sudden tension

holding his body still. His first im-

;pulse was to get out of there fast.
What stopped him was the intuitive
certdinty that something was hor-
ribly wrong.

He could still he"tr the drum-“_
ming of the shower spray on the

half-open curtain and the picture
“he had seen remained vivid in his
* -mind: the pretty girl on her knees,
“her head, shoulders, and arms fold-
ed. into the tub”as though in an
attitude of prayer, her. nakedness
complete except for the yellow plas-
tic_ shower cap. .~

As his 1magmauon rounded out

the picture he felt sure she must_

have slipped and fallen. Suppose
she was badly hurt? Or suppose she
was merely stunned, and when he
went back to help she started
screaming? He shivered uncon-
sciously, and because-his intuitive
fears remained more powerful than
the personal -risk, he opened the

bathroom door again, cautlously‘

and not very far: -
“Heyl” he yclled “Are you all
right?”

When there” was no answer he

wxdcned the gap. He moved tenta-
tively forward, ‘his eyes ‘busy as
they took in the bra, panties, and
robe .on- the bathstool, - the towel
which lay nearby. The girl’s knees
were centered in 2 small pool of

water and there was a second pool
nearer the stool. A heavy glass bot-
tle of some toilet preparation,” un-
broken and with the cap still on,
had dropped near the radiator.
The girl did not stir when he
called again and he -reached
through the spray to turn off the
water, first the hot, then the cold.
His sleeve was soaked to the elbow -

" when the silence finally came, and

he wiped his wet hand on his trou-
sers before "he touched the girl’s
shoulder. The soft skin was moist
and-warm and now, with the spray

_nolonger, rinsing the yellow cap,

he saw a thin trickle of blood be-
hind- one ear.

Again some impulse told hxm to
get out—and he obeyed it until he
reached the living room. There he
stopped and tried to bring some
order to the chaos in his mind.

When he.had called - Tom Bennett

~ from ‘Boston the night before, Tom

had said he would- be in Philadel-
phia for the day and would not be
back until early evening. So who
was the girl-and what was she do-
ing in Tom's bathroom? .

Finding ‘no answers, his mind

. probed backward, to his last trip .

to New York. That was a month
ago. He'd learned then that Tom’s
marriage was shaky, that his wife

~ had gone tothe Cape for the sum-

mer, not as an official trial separa-

-tion but simply to give them both

a-chance to take stock and measure
certaini values. He had no thought
that Tom had been playing around
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but it was during that trip that he

had- learned about the three girls

in the first floor: apartment.

- The one he had met briefly—her

name was Mary Jordan—had so
impressed him that he had written
Tom to see if he could fix up a
date. When he had phoned last
night Tom told him he was all set.
But the girl in the bathroom was
not Mary: Jordan.

. Suddenly he knew he could not
run out. The .girl might be badly
hurt, she might even be dead.
That she needed. help was more
important than his own awkward
predicament,- so he turned to the
_telephone near the front windows.

Because he knew no doctors,. he -

dialed the operator and asked for
the police.

Outside the . rain had slackened
somewhat and the late afternoon
sun had begun' to finger the cor-
- nices of the building -across the
street and bring the promise of a
pleasant evening. He thought re-
gretfully of his date as he hung up,
then caught his breath and whcelcd
toward the door. -

He had heard the scratch of a
kcy, the click of the bolt. The
woman who entered was humming
softly as she replaced the key in her

oversized handbag. She was. a

smallish, deeply tanned woman in
a beige, tropical-weight suit that
~ was smartly tailored. She did not
see him until she had closed the
door; then the humming stopped
and she gasped audibly.’

“Hello, Mrs. Bennett,” Alan said
quickly. “I'm Alan Mrsh, We met
last spring, remember?” -

- He saw with relief the gleam of
recognition in the dark eyes. One
hand touched her bosom as her
body relaxed, and she offered a ten-

tative smile. ‘
. “Oh—yes. Of course I rcmember :
You.startled me. I chdnt thmk-—-xs

Tom here?”

Alan said no and explained his.
presence. “Didn’t Tom know you
were coming?” he asked.

“No. I flew down this afternoon.
I thought I'd spend the night, do
some shopping in the morning,
and then fly back.” She hesitated,
head tipping, her gaze speculative.
“Why? I - mean—you look so

strange. Is something wrong?”

“There’s a gxrl in the bathroom. -

" She's: bleeding.

“A girl? What girl? Bleeding?”
“I don’t know who she is, Mrs.
Bennett.”. He explained how he
had come in and what he had seen.

“Will you look at her,. please?”
She was moving before he fin-
ished, tossing her bag on the sofa
and striding quickly through the -
bedroom. When she reappeared a
few moments later, her small face

was palé and her eyes were trou- - -

. bled. -

“Do you: know her?” he asked.
She shook her head. “There are

three girls on the first floor,” she

said. “They moved in about a . week
before I left for the Cape. I never
actually met them and this could
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be one of them but- why—— She
broke off, her tone rising. “Why
would she be taking a batthere?”
Then, as though expccting no an-
swer, she asked, “Have you called
- doctor?”

“I don’t know a doctor,
said. “I called the police.”

He moved to the hall-door and
listened. When he heard someone

Alan

on the stairs he -turned the knob

and saw them climbing up, two
uniformed officers, apparently from
a radio car. After they had glanced
about the room they looked at the
woman, then back at Alan.- '

“You the one who called in?”

“What's the trouble?” the second
one said.

He told them and they started

_ for the bathroom, one going in, the
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“That’s all you did?” He nodded
wheén Alan  replied, then said,
“There’ll be someone here from the
precinct in a minute, so you might
as well sit down and wait.”.

- 'The reinforcements consisted of a .

" 'middle-aged lieutenant named Por-

other waiting at the doorway. Pres-

ently the second one turned and
asked for the telephone. When he

had his number he spoke in clipped -

phrases and by the time he had
finished his partner was back. He
took off ‘his cap and scratched
thick, graying hair. He tucked the
cap under his-arm and found a
:notebook in one of his pockets.

“You live here?”

“No,” Alan said.

“It's my apartment,” Ethel Ben-

nett said. “I'm Mrs. Bennett.”
. “Is there a Mr. Bennett?”

"He - asked other questions -and
‘then”looked at Alan. “How’d you
get your sleeve wet?”

“When I saw she was unconscious
T turned off the shower.”

- jacket.

‘the doctor said,

ter and a younger, black-browed-.
man who was introduced as Detec-
tive Hagan. There was a conference
as the uniformed men filled Porter
in ‘and then withdrew, There was
a second conference when the doc-
tor came and the verdict was that
the girl was alive but badly hurt.

“That laceration is superficial,”
_ “and T don’t think
she just fell. I think she was hit,
either' by a fist or maybe one of
those toilet bottles. The glass is
heavy and probably wouldn’t break
~—jyour lab men should be able to
tell”

“But- she fell after she was hlt :
Lieutenant Porter said.
~ “Oh, she fell all right. The way
her pupils react to light I'd say there
was a hemorrhage, possibly. sub-
dural. The only thing to do is get
her to a’hospital and in the hands of

-a neuro-surgeon.”

“When’ll she be conscious?”
"“An  hour, a week—maybe
never.” The doctor slipped on his -
“If she regains conscious-
ness shelll have a fighting chance.”

The ambulance men arrived as
he finished and he gave them jn-
structions before they went into the
bathroom. . Then ' the apartment
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door opeued and a plainclothesman
came in with a slender, neatly
rounded girl with medium-blonde
hair and dark-blue eyes: Alan
could not see the color from where
he sat but he still remembered those
eyes from his first meeting. He
started to rise, but thought better

of it as the plainclothesman said,

“This is Miss Jordan, Lieutenant.
I stopped her when she came in.

She has ‘an apartment on thc first .

floor—
- He broke off as thc ambulancc
- men came from the bedroom with

a blanket-covered stretcher. Only -

the pale face was exposed and Mary
Jordan uttered 'a small frlghtened
cry as she saw it.

“Lois!” she saxd glancing help-
lessly “from the licutenant to the
doctor. “What happened? What’s
wrong with her?”

The doctor spoke comfortmgly
~ as the ambulance attendants left the
room . with the stretcher. He said
Lois had had a bad fall and that it

was important to get her to the

hospital as soon as possible. As she
stood helplessly, the tears welling

up in her eyes, Alan stepped up and

touched her arm.

“I found her, Mary. 1 heard the
shower and thought it was Tom
Bennett.”

She recognized him but was too
choked up to reply. The lieutenant
said to Alan, “You know each
other?”

. Alan nodded, and Porter spoke
thoughtfully to the girl. He said he

knew how upset she must feel but
that he’d have to ask some ques-
tons.

“Perhaps you can help us,” he
said. “Why don’t you sit down?”

He motioned toward the sofa as
Alan took her arm. She went quiet-
ly. Alan sat down with her and
Ethel Bennett moved over; they
watched Mary open her handbag
and take out a handkerchief. :

“What’s the rest of her name,
Miss Jordan?” Porter sald “Lois
what?™ '

“Lois Carey.” |

“She was your roommateP”

“One of them.”

“And what was she domg in this
apartment?”

“Why—takipg a bath.™

“T know,” Porter said patiently.
“But why? Is. your bathtub out of
order?” -

“Oh,” the g1r1 said understand-

-ingly. “Yes, it is.” She dabbed at

her eyes and swallowed to clear

her throat. “The, draln got plugged .

)’

u :

“When was thlsP”

- “Wednesday night. We talked to
the janitor the next morning—"

“That was yesterday.”

“—but as. usual he was drunk.
Maybe not drunk, but tipsy. We
could never get him to do anything.
He said he’'d look after it but it
probably wouldn’t get fixed before
Monday.” She blew her nose and
said, “We were arguing in the front

. hall when Mr. Bennett came down

on his way to work and he said
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why dxdn t we use his bathroom.”
“You were fnendly wnth Mr
Bennetw?”
“We thought he was very nice.”

“Did any of you go out with

hlm ?”

“No.” Her glancc slid sideways o
Ethel Bennett. “We knew he was

married. But we had to bathe
somewhere and he always ate
dinner before he came home and
he said he’d leave a key over the
broom closet and if we were out
of his place by seven thirty and
brought -our own towels we could
use his bath. So-we did. Last night
. anyway. And. Lois—well, she must
_have got off early this afternoon
and—"

She hesitated as a’ new thought '
came to her and her eyes regarded .

him with suspicion.

“Why does it matter?” she asked
“If Lois slipped—" ‘

“It may not be that simple,” LICU—
tenant Porter- cut- in. “We think
someone struck her first—someone

who ‘walked in on her.”

- “Idon’tbelieve it!”. §

Porter. ignored the protest and
spoke of .the other. tenants. .- .

“The Mannmgs have the whole
third floor,” Mary said, “but they’re
on vacation..» Mr.- Davis.—hc’s. a
writer—lives-across the hall, and

Mr. ng has the’ apartment oppo- :

site us. :
-Porter . thought it over, “Dxd you

~ever date. either:Davis or King?”:

. Mary hesitated, her gaze still
- troubled. “Loxs dxd She went out

" with. Mr Davis a few timies. But not

lately.?

“She stopped seeing him, huh?
Do you know why? Did they have

‘a fighe?”

“I don’t think there was any

fight. She just decided she didn’t

want to see him any more. She
said he was—well, difficult.”
“What about King?” :
“We never went out with him.”
“Did he.ask any of you?”
“Constantly.”
“Any special reason you re-
fused?”
“Oh”—she tipped one - hand— -

““‘none-of us happened to like him,

that’s all. We thought he was a sort
of pest, always trying to get one of
us in for a drink. He'd keep his

.door ajar and pop into the hall if -

he heard one of us come in or out.”
.. Porter turned to Ethel Bennett.
“Do you know either Davis or
King?”

Mrs. Bennett had unbuttoncd the
jacket of her immaculate suit and
had been following the questions
with interest. She had smoked her
cigarette nearly down to the filter
and now she leaned forward to stub -
it out, :

- “l know Mr. Davts, she ,said.
“He moved in over a year ago. I'm-
not sure about the-other .one.” She
glanced at’ Mary.. “Small wears
glasses, gcttmg bald? . .. Yes, I've
seen him,” she said to Portcr, “but
I don’t know him.”

Porter, drew Hagan to one 51dc o

and spoke softly. When Hagan nod-
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- ded and weat out, Porter pulled at
one ear and considered Mary
thoughtfully. ‘

“You say that King had his door
ajar frequently,” he said. “This talk
with Mr. Bennett about using the
bath here was in "the hall down-
stairs, right? -King could have
heard you, nght?” ‘

“I suppose so.’ :

“This guy across the hall-—here
on the second floor—he might have
seen one or the other of you come
in here.. What I mean is, I don’t
think anyone just walked in here.”
He stopped to study Alan. “Unless
it was you. You're sure you got
that wet sleeve turning off the
shower and not reaching for her.”

His tone suggested this was a
routine question rather than ‘an ac-
‘cusation. Alan sdid, “I told " you
what I did.”

The reappearance of Hagan
stopped further discussion, -and
with him was a tall, well-built man

with a crew cut. He might have
been thirty and he was clad in-

wrinkled khaki trousers, slippers,
and a colorfully patterned sports
shirt. He wore it outside his trou-

sers and it gaped above the single -

button that fastencd it, revealing a
-hairy chest.

“This is Davis flom across the
hall, Licutenant,” Hagan said and
ducked out again.

Alan followed the lieutenant’s
questions, aware that if the prod-
ding disturbed Davis the writer did
not show it. He admitted having

dated Lois Carey, admitted annoy-

ance when she refused to see him
any more. He said he normally
made his own meals ‘because he
was not, as yet, a very successful.

‘writer; he had not been out of his

apartment that day-and no, he cer-
tainly had not been in this apart--
ment at any time.

Hagan' came back as Davxs fin-
ished, shaking his head. “Nothmg

over thcre that’s wet, Lieutenant.”

“Again Hagan withdrew and now
Alan understood the dominant-idea
in Porter's mind. So did Davis.

“If somebody dragged Lois out
of that shower, or into it,” he said,
“he’d have to get wet. I dont have
anything wet.’

“You could have taken your
shirt off first,” Porter said. “Ic

“would be the smart thing to do

. « . Go over there and sit down,”

‘he said and jerked a.thumb at a

chair in the corner. -

When Hagan returned he was
accompanied by a small, wiry-look-
ing man with thinning brown hair
that was fast receding, dark-rimmed
glasses, and a small mustache. His
face .was angular and narrow, and
Alan, recalling what Mary had said,
could understand why- most wom-
en might think him unattractive.

“This is King,” Hagan said. He
took the -coat and trousers of a
light-weight blue suit from his arm
and put them on the table. “I found -
these in a closet. They’re still prccty
dam ” N
Porter told I\mg what had hap—
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'pened “You might as well come

clean,” he said: “The girl isn’t dead

and it's just a question of umc be-
fore she fingers you anyway.’

“I don’t Lnow anythmg abOlixth

"

it.
Porter pretended he had not

heard. “You've been making a pest .

of yourself. The girls kept brushing
you off. It burned, didn’t it? Fi-
nally got under your skin. You
overheard the bathroom deal be-
tween Mr. Bennett and the girls
and you knew where the key would
be. This afternoon you saw Miss

Carey come up here in her robe

and ‘underwear and you waited
just long euough for her to get
into the shower.”

King wet his lips and his mus-
tache twitched. “I’ve never been in
this place before.”

“How'd you get your suit wet?”

“It was raining when 1 came
home.”

“When was that?” .

“About twenty-five of five.”

“Very convenient, that rain.
How're you so sure of the time?”

“I got a cab just as the rain start-

- ed. It was -four thirty then and it
was only a five minute drive.”
““You rode in a cab yet you got
. soaked?”
“The driver had to double park
- outside. It was raining hard then.
I got wet just gettmg from the cab
to the front door.” S

The lieutenant was not im-
pressed. Neither was Alan. Part of
-his mind had been occupied with

_here, - Licutenant.

“man at the door.”
. and took a breath. “Okay. I'll see

other things as King told his story
and somehow the obvious conclu-
sion did not quite fit the facts as he
knew them. Before he could put his
fingers on the discrepancies -the
door opened again. This time the -

man who entered had a bulky

equipment case and from what-
Lieutenant Porter said, it was ap-
parent the newcomer was a special-
ist in fingerprints, photography, or

both. On impulse Alan leaned for-

ward.

“It’s gcttmg sort of crowded -
Couldn’t Miss
Jordan and I wait for you in her
place?” -

Porter gave him a long, st,eady
look that seeméd to weigh not only
the question but also-his character.
Such direct inspection brought a

flush to Alan’s cheeks and he said,

“I’'m.not going to run out.”
“I know \you’re not. I've ‘got a
Porter shrugged -

you later.” .
Alan took Marys hand as they

left the Bennett apartment, She

made no comment while they were
going down the stairs. Her apart--
ment door was unlocked and he

“followed her into a small sitting

room. The furniture looked second-

‘hand but the room was neat and
homey, and when the girl dropped.

wearily ‘on the studio ‘couch he sat

‘down beside her and offered a cig-

arette, N
“You don’t smoke?" he asked

when she shook her head.
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“bomcumes But only a few a
day.”

He lit his own and dropped the
match into the glass ashtray beside
the single butt that lay there. She

did not look “at him but sat very

still, her hands limp in her lap, her

head slightly bowed, her loveliness -

all the more appealing. He under-
stood how 'distressed she was and
“wanted to comfort her, but did not
know how.

Because of what had happened
upstairs the evening he had planned
- had been washed out. Unless the
licutenant found a solution, there
might be hours of questioning in
some grubby precinct station. This

thought depressed him even more

-and so, still goaded by the thought

that had come to him upstairs—
that somehow the conclusiens
“drawn from the facts were not
quite right—he began to question
Mary about the third roommate.

Her name was Sally something-
or-other and she had gone to Con-

necticut for the week-end, leaving -

the girls’ apartment early and tak-
ing her bag to the office so she
could go directly to the station
after work. When silence settled on
them again he asked how they di-
vided the household- duties.

" “I do' the cooking,” Mary said,

and this time she managed a small .-

smile. “They talked me into think-
*ing I'm best at it . . . and I really
don’t mind. Just dinners—break-

fast is sort of everyone-for-herself—

and they take turns with the dishes.

We all pitch in to clean house, gen-

- -erally Saturday mornings, and we

take turns dusting this room and -
tidying it up before we go to work.”

When she saw he did not under-
stand - she explained, “We like to
leave this room’ neat because some-
times one of us will bring someone
in after work for a drink, and
mornings are the only time we can
be sure it will look all right.”

“Who did it this mormng?”

“I did. Does it look all right?”

“It looks fine.”

'He hesitated, wondering how he

-could ‘get-at this‘thing that kept

bothering him. The half-formed
notion in his mind nagged and
nagged at him, and because it
would ‘not let go, he said, “Was.
Lois what you'd call a nice girl?”

“Of course she was!” Mary said
indignantly. -~ - '
- “All right.” Alan grinned at her.
“I'm not just asking for curiosity’s
sake. J—well, I have a reason for
wanting to know. Did she smokcP "

"NO ” .

“Drink?”

“A lide. I never saw her take
more than two. And 1 never saw
her high.” "

“Boy friends?”

“I've met two or three. She was-
n't in love with ari'yohe if that’s
what you're driving at.”

“The door .must have been un-
locked when he came in. You see

that, don’t you?”

“Naturally. Lois unlocked it. Shc
was early—probably ‘the office let
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‘her out because of the heat—and
she wanted a shower, so she un-
dressed and put on a robe. My good-
ness, she only expected to be gone
five or ten minutes!”

The door opened and Ethel Ben- .

nett stepped into: the- room. “The
Licutenant said 1 could wait here
- too,” she said. “May 1 join you?”
- She came forward,: leaving the
door open. She took a chair oppo-
site Alan, found a filter-tipped ciga-
rette in her bag, and when she had
it lit offered some words of sym-
pathy to Mary. Alan let her finish

but his mind was still working—

and now an odd and unaccountable
excitement was begmnmg to stir'in
him.

“Lois was draped over the tub,”™

he said, continuing to talk to Mary
“There was a little water on the
floor by her knees. There was an-
other puddle off to one side . . :
Suppose,” he said, “that you'd been
taking the shower and some man
had walked in on you. What would
you have done?”

-1 would have yelled ‘at him to-

get out.”

“And if he didn’t? If he had
started to-reach for you?” -

“I—1 guess I -would have
screamed.” - ‘

“What else?”

“I'd grab the shower curtain
around me and pull back.” .

“Sure. But if it was a woran
you- wouldn’t have to be quite so
modest. You might step out and
reach for the towel.”

“A couple of things

“But—there ‘'was no woman.”

“I think there was.” Alan looked
at Ethel Bennett. She still held the
cigarette but her eyes were now
half closed. “Wasn’t there, Mrs,
Bennett?”

For another long second her nar-
rowed gaze held his. Then she
laughed, " an abrupt disdainful
sound,

“I haven’t the faintest idea of

what you're talking about.”

- “I - think you have,” Alan -said.
“The shower curtain was pulled
aside, as though Lois had done it.
I think she stepped out to talk to

‘you—otherwise - there would have

been no second puddle on the floor.”
- The woman started to reply and
then her gaze slid beyond him.

When Alan’s head came round,
" Lieutenant Porter was in the door- -

way.

“You got any. facts to back up
that idea, Mr, Marsh?” the lieuten- -
ant snapped. - .

‘Alan  swallowed as- Porter ad-
vanced and then, knowing he could
not quit now,'.his jaw tightened.
He took a
breath and said, “Mrs. Bennett did-

_ n’t come in when she said she did.”

“How did you know that?”
- “It was still raining- when I called
the police. Not as hard but hard
enough to spot.up a suit of that
color.” He glanced at the woman
and the still immaculate beige suit.
“There were. no spots, so I say she
came here before’l did, before the
rain started. I think shc walked in
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on the girl, not knowing who she
was or why she should be there,
and lost her head. I think Lois
stepped out of the tub to explain
and never got a chance.” -

“Go ahead,” Porter said when

Alan paused. “Then what?”

“I don’t know whether she hit
Lois with the bottle that was on the
floor, but Lois fell, and before Mrs.
Bennett could get out she-heard me
unlock the door.”

- He explained how he had re-
placed the key before entering. He
said, “She stepped into a closet and

-ducked out when I went into the

bedroom. But when she reached the
front door she saw she was trapped.
It was pouring. If she walked out
she’d be soaked; she’d be conspicu-
- ous. And I think there was some-
. thing else, even more important. If
King told the truth I think he -ar-
rived at just that -time. There’s a
glass panel in the outer door and
when she. saw him get out of the
cab and cross the walk she had no
place to go—no place but to come
here into this apartment. This door
was unlocked because Lois left it
that way and that gave Mrs, Ben-
nett the break she needed. She
stayed here until she got her nerves
under control and then—it was still

almng—she played it cool and
walked in on me.

“What utter rot!” Ethel Bennett
had leaned forward, cheekbones
white, her mouth stiff. “He can't
accuse me like that;-Lieutenant, If
you don’t—"

and  unreasoning

“Just a minute, Mrs. Bennew.”
Porter thought it over. “It could
have happened that way,” he said

‘finally. “If you could prove she

came here—zo this apartment. Can
you, Mr. Marsh?” .

Alan pointed to the single ciga-
rette butt in the glass ashtray. He |
spoke quickly of the housckeeping
habits' in the girls’ apartment and
how Mary had cleaned the room
that morning.

“Lois Carey. doesn'’t. smoke. Mary
never had a chance to come in this
afternoon  because your man
stopped her. -So how did that ciga-
rette butt get there? Can a labora-
tory expert tell if the lipstick on
that filter tip is the same as the one
Mrs. Bennett is smoking: and. the .
one she smoked upstairs?”

“They-can do better than that,”
Lieutenant Porter said, “They can

even do things with saliva tests.”

He looked at the woman, then
walked over to salvage the cigarette
butt. “If you smoked this, Mrs.
Bennett the thing for you to do is
tell-the ‘truth and then pray that
that girl in the hospital doesnt -

‘die.”

That challenge broke the wom-
an’s icy reserve and her face crum-
bled. While Alan sat close to Mary,
the words tumbled out and they

“listened as Ethel Bennett told how

she bad found Lois, how sudden
jealousy. had
gripped her and destroyed her ca-
pacity to. think. Even when Lois

" had stepped from the tub and tried
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to explain, the emotional blindness-

had persisted. She had tried to
strike out in her fury but Lois, who

was larger and stronger, held her .
off. In desperation then, she had :

reached for the bottle and struck,
and the girl had fallen agamst the
edge of the tub.

Porter heard her out before he
stepped into the hall and called
Hagan. “We'll have to go down to
the precinct house,” he said. “We'll
need some: statements.” He glanced
at Alan and Mary. “For you two it
shouldn’t take too long.”

‘she nodded.

her hands and she let  him hold
them. He said that when the state-
ments had been given they would
need a drink and they had to eat
sometime, didn’t they?

“And afterwards,” he said, “we
can go to the hospital and see how

Lois is doing. She’ll make it—I'm

sure she will. And there’s still ‘to-
morrow for us, isn’t there?”

She had been watching him as
he spoke and the dark-blue eyes
were soft -with understanding as -
“There’s

“Yes, Alan,” she said.

Alan turned to Mary. He took still tomorrow.”

,"-Ole :

What the critics think of EQMM stories ces

“If there is an ‘indispensable’ book in the mystery and suspense category
it must surely be ELLERY QUEEN’s ANNUAL . . . Small wonder that Ellery
Queen’s Mystery Magazine, even with some v1gorous rivals, is the one
really and happlly unavoidable mystery magazine among them all.”
—]ames Sandoe, New York Herald Tribune

“It’s clear that, even without pnze contests, Queen’s taste-and editorial -
skill and the prestxge of his magazine will attract the best.crime stories
now bemg written.’ _

. —Anthony Boucher, New York Times

“Seems impossible to improve on thcse collections, but Ellery Queen has'

done it again .. topnotchers at their expert best, and not a dull line

in the thmeen stones . «- Best of all shorts.” o
’ : " .. —Avis DeVoto, Boston Sunday Globe



THE MURDER MEMOIRS OF JONAS P. JOiVAS o

THE CASE

OF THE

BLUE BOWL

"4y E. X. FERRARS

ELL, IF YOU AREN'T INTER-

ested in’ murder,” said my
husband’s ”uncle, Jonas P. ]onaé,
“perhaps you're interested in birds.”

By then I knew him well enough
to recognize the gambit. Even if
the story that was coming began
with birds, it would not take long to
get to the bloodshed.

In his retirement Uncle Jonas
lived on nostalgic memories of
crime ‘and criminals, and the hope
* that some day he might convert
these memories into - something
more substantial to live on. But for
this he needed the assistance of
someone with the habit of putting
words on paper, and .ever since I
had married into the family he had
been trying in all sorts of ways to
overcome ‘my resistance to accept-
ing the part of collaborator.

“The extraordinary thing about
‘birds is the way they learn things,”
he went on craftily. “Look at the
way they learned about milk bot-
tles. When I was a boy you could
leave a milk bottle on the doorstep
all day, but what happens if you do

know about the first bird that
thought of doing it?”

“Yes, I think I should,” T said.

“Can you tell me?”

“Oh, I don’t mean that [ know,”
Uncle Jonas said. “I don’t even

- know when it first began to happen.

But I remember when I first heard
about it. It was when I was investi-

. gating- the disappearance of Emily

Toombs, the-old woman who’d ap-
parently remembered to stop the
milk before. she vanished but for-
gotten to stop the newspapers . . .

“No, don’t worry, my dear, it’s
the birds I want to tell you about;
not the murder. I know it’s the
birds that’ll interest you most, be-
cause the murder was just a sordid
affair of a poor old woman killed
for the imaginary thousands she
was supposed to have sewn up in
her mattress. They weren’t there, of
course, but 'you know how that sort
of story gets around.

“Old Mrs. Toombs lived alone in
a rdther poor sort of cottage, and
she used to be visited from time

to time by a nephew who arrived in

that now? Some bird pounces on ~

- it the minute it’s been put down,
jabs its beak through the top, and
guzzles up the cream. Isn’t that
amazing? Wouldn’t you like to
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an expensive car and wore expen-
sive clothes. They weren’t prepared :
in the village to believe that it was
just because he was fond of her. As
it turned out, they were quite right



52 . ELLERY QUEEN’

about that ‘too. The nephew had "

other excellent reasons. .
" “It was the nephew who brought
- me into the case. He came into my
office one-day and asked me to go
down at once to this village. He
couldn’t go himself, he-said, because
there was an important sale coming
off at Sotheby’s. He was an antique
. dealer, he told me, and hé didn’t
want to mess up his own affairs if,
in fact, there was nothing wrong.
But he-was anxious about his aunt,
because he’d just been rung up by
one of het neighbors who'd told
him that no one had seen the old

woman around for a week, and she
. hadn’t stopped her newspapers or

- left a forwarding address at the post
office.

“She had stopped her milk, how-
ever. She'd left a little note on the
doorstep, saying, No- More Milk
Till Further Notice.” So it was a
mystery what had" actually hap—

pened to her, and as she. wasn’t in -

the habit of going away, people
were beginning to talk.

“Well, I drove down to the vil-
lage, went to the cottage, and took

a look around. The windows -were’

small and. all covered up with lace

curtains, o you couldn’t see in; but

you could see in through the sht of
the letter-box in the front door, and
there on the floor just-inside was a
heap of newspapers and letters
which ‘had plainly been pllmg up
for days. -

“WhenT'd seen that I went round
to the back door and there T found
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the notice she'd put out to stop ‘the
milk. The milkman hadn’t removed

.it, .and though there’d been rain

once or twice that week it-was still

" quite clear. It was writteu in pen-

cil in block letters, and it was on the
doorstep with a little blue bowl up-
side-down on it to keep-it there, ~ -

“That’s to say, that is what I
thought the bowl was there for. It
was a pretty thing, a sort of earth-
enware, and, as I said, a nice shade
of blue, and I wondered why. she’d
used it when she could have used
abit of stick or a stone.

“At that point I thought it was -
fairly clear that there wasn’t much
to worry about. She'd just gone
away for a holiday, I thought, and
hadn’t stopped the papers because

_she’d like to look at them when she

got home. But still it seemed to me
I'd better call on the neighbor-who'd

rung up the nephew. So I went

along, and there on her doorstep,
beside an empty milk bottle waiting
to be collected next day, I saw a
teacup, an-old cracked teacup.

“T was a bit puzzled, so when the
woman came, to the door I said,

-“Would you mind telling me why

you keep that teacup on your door-
step?’ It was then I learned about
the birds.” " -

. Uncle Jonas grinned at me. “Per-
haps you thought- I'd forgotten
about the birds; but I've just been

-putting in the background to. help

explain how I-first heard that now-
adays, the modern bird ‘being what
it is, you-always have to leave out
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. a cup or a bowl or something for
_.the milkman to put on top of the
‘milk bottle to stop the little beggars
getting at the milk.

“‘Amazing,’ I said to the neigh-

bor, when she’d explained it. She’

said, ‘It’s just evolution,” and then
she went on to say that she felt in
her bones that poor - old Mrs.

“Toombs had been murdered, and

that it was her nephew who'd done
it, because, as anyone could see, he

was. after the thousands sewn up in.

Mrs. Toombs’s mattress.

“Well, while she was talking
about that, I went on' thinking
-about the birds, and as soon as I
could get away, I went straight
back to Mrs. Toombs’s cottage; 1
took another look at the little blue
‘bowl, and then I looked carefully
all round; and I found. two other
very interesting things on the
ground nearby, :

“I found a splinter of broken
glass, as if from a broken milk bot-
tle, and I found the handle of a tea-
. cup, a very ordinary sort of cheap
white teacup. -

“So then I asked myself why a
woman who normally used a cheap
white teacup to” keep -the birds out
of the milk should put out such a
pretty litte blue bowl instead par-
- ticularly if she was going away f:or
just a week or so.

“I stood there thinking for a min-
ute or two. Then I went and got
some of the neighbors and the vil-
lage constable, and we broke into
thc cottage. And as I cxpected we
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found Mrs. Toombs  inside, with
her head battered in. And we found-
-that the mattress on. her bed had -
been slit up, and all the cushions
slashed to ribbons, and so on.
“The neighbors all said "that it
was bound to happen -sometime,
and that it was ‘the nephew who’d
done it. I told them it was the
nephew who’d sent me down to
find out what had happened to his
-aunt, but they thought that was just

“ his cunning. Besides, they said, he'd

been down to visit his aunt just be-
fore she vanished. o
“That worried me. .But still T

“somehow couldn’t believe that the

man who’d come to see me in my
office, 2 man who ran an antique
business in London, would have -
made a mistake like putting that
little blue bowl out on the door-

_step. Only someone very ignorant,
-1 thought, could have failed to no-

tice that it wasn’t just a cheap piece
of pottery, but something rather spe-
-cial.

“So I told the neighbors what I
thought, and about what had really
‘happened, and as a result the po-
lice arrested the milkman, and he
was tried and hanged for the mur-
der.”

I asked Uncle Ionas, “Why the
milkman?” ¢

" “Because of the bxrds, he sald

““There’d always been a cup out on
the doorstep for him to pop on top’
of the milk bottle when he deliv-
ered it, and he wanted things to go
on looking just as usual. But ‘when
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Mrs. Toombs opened the door and
réached for the milk, he smashed
an empty milk bottle down on her

head and she dropped . the cheap -

white cup she’d always used, and it
. got broken.

~ “That wouldn’t do, he thought ,

A notice stopping the milk, to ex-
plain why he hadn’t mcnnoned to

anyone that the bottles weren’t be-~

ing taken in, and an old cup. or
bowl as usual on the doorstep—
that was what was nceded. So he
scribbled a note. to himself and he
looked around in the cottage for
some old bowl to put out with it.

“Well, he found an ¢ld one all’
nght—-about a thousand years old.

_ It was something called Chiin ware,
1 learned later. “The blue of the sky
after rain,” is what the Chinese call

the nice color that I liked so much,
But he didn’t find any money. It -

N o
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was the nephew who got all that.
“But you said she hadn’t any,

" Uncle Jonas,” 1 protested.

"“T said nothing of the kind,” he

~replied tartly. “I said there wasn’t
" any in the mattress. It was on the
-walls and the floors, in- the drawers

and the cupboards—thousands of

‘pounds worth of furniture and chi-

na and silver. She’d been a well-
known antique dealer in her time,
and she taught her nephew, so he
told me, everything he knew. He
still came to her whenever he want-
ed advice, and always went by what
she said. He missed her very much,
and gave her a- very expensive fu
neral;

“But I still think it’s extraordl--
nary about the birds. How did the

_frst one find out about the milk

bottles, and how did he pass it-on
to the others?”

_' AGA’I‘HA CHRISTIE .
QUENTIN REYNOLDS -
JOHBN COLLIER .

" and .an unfamiliar story by

A. CORAN DOYLE '
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Are you a duck hunter? Thén you'll like
this story. particularly . . .

~don’t shoot ducks? Then perhaps you'll
like this story even more .« a - »

You say you

. 7 ! N .
T FIVE THIRTY, JUST AS THE SKY
was beginning to lighten in
_the east, he saw the yellow lights of

the car coming across the causeway..

For a moment he stood there, his
breath steaming in the icy air. Then

he slapped his gloved hands to-- -

gether, bent, and spun the flywheel.
The boat’s engine caught with a
sputtering roar. He throttled it
back. So._she hadn’t changcd her
mind. So she was coming after all.

He swung his booted legs over
the gunwale, feeling the skim ice

hired themselves out as duck
guides. He had made it'a’rule never -
to-do it himself. But there was an
exception to every rule. In this case,
the exception was female, blonde,
and eager.

He waited, turning the thought
over in his mind. Himself, Jed
Clayton, and one good-looking

-dame alone in a duck blind in the

break like glass. He moved up the

beach, onto ‘the road. He stood

there, face knifed into the wind. He
had no patience with baymen who -
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middle of nowhere, It could be an
interesting morning. Very.

A hundred yards away, the car
turned into the narrow road, its
headlights scything through the
dark. Odd, really, the way she had.
found him. Two afternoons ago. °
Just called him out of the tavern

.where he had been having a couple
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of beers. “You're Jed Clayton, aren’t
you?” Her eyes were gray and lev-
el. “How about taking me gunnmg
" one morning this week?”

He had stared at her, sitting there
behind the wheel of the car. She

looked more: like a fashion model .

than a duck hunter. He said, Why
pick on me?”

She said, “I like to hunt. Thcy tell
me you know more about the bay
and the birds than anybody will
you take me?” -

He had rasped onc hand across

his chin, trying to size her up, try-
ing to make up his’ mmd “You and
who else?”

“Nobody else.- Just myself ” She

hesitated for a fraction of a second.
“Won't that be enough?”

He flicked a glance at her ring-
less hands “Sure,” he said, “Plenty,
Miss .

“You can call me Diana,” the girl

-had said.

They had settled on a price. He.

had told her where to meet him,
and now. he was here.

The car eased up beside him and

- pulled off the road. The girl' got

out, her face a silver blur under her.

cap. Hunting clothes made sorne
- women look bulky and unattrac-
tive. Not this one. He said; “So you
made it. I was afraid maybe you
wouldn't.” '

She said, “I wouldn’t ‘miss it for
the world.”
. From the car she took a gun in a
sheepskin case and handed it to
~ him. Twcnty-gauge: he could tell

by the weight. She passed him an
oblong metal shell-box and a can-
vas' thermos-container. She closed

- the car door and’ said, “All right.

Let’s go.”

“FIl put these' aboard, then come
back for you. Otherwxse you'll get
wet.”

She ShlVCer a little, then shook
her head. “I have boots,” she re-
plied. “T'll wade.”

They headed out into the chop-
py, steel-colored waters of the bay.
He pulled up the canvas spray-
hood. Even so, it was cold. The girl

sat on the engine-box, bracing het--

self as the boat bucked."
Light was pouring into the sky

‘now. Ahead of them a raft of

broadbill took off with a frantic
flurry of wings. High overhead a
wedge of canvasback went by. The -
girl watched them; saying nothing.
He studied the girl, checking his
course now and then. She seemed
calm enough, ‘but there was some-
thing guarded, - something wary

‘about-her. Was she trying to attract

him or wasn’t she? Take it _easy, he
said to hlmself there’s plenty of
time.

The 1sland rose out of the bay, a
strip “of marsh and sand dunes,
nothing more. The blind ‘he-plan'ne'd :
to use-was a narrow pit dug’

"into the frozen.mud at the south -.

end. It contaified a- woodén bench
and a‘shelf for shell-boxes. Nothing

“else. But-cozy enough, he thought,

out of the wind, ous of sight .
He eased the boat tato a cove
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formed by two projecting arms of
marsh grass. “You can get set in
. the bhnd " he told the girl. “I'll rig
out some decoys, then take the boat
down the beach a way. Better load
up-~you mighh get a shot before I
join you.’

She nodded, plckmg up her gun
and shell-box. He watched her
tramp through the frost-rimed

grass, come to the blind, and lower .

herself into it There was nothing,
then, but the immensity of sea and
marsh and sky. But she was there.
She would stay there until “he
joined her. There was nowhere for
her to go.

He kicked the boat into reverse,"

. swung out into the channel, and
rigged.a. dozen.decoys in front of
the blind. Usually he rigged more,

but not today, not with this impa-.

tience in him. Then he headed for
" a creek two hundred yards away
where the grass grew. tall. :
..As he made the boat fast, he
heard the flat bark of the girl’s

twenty-gauge. He looked up in’

time to sec a pintail come hurtling

out of the. sky and thud into the .

marsh behind the blind. A long
shot. Very. She could handle a gun,
all right, .

He opened a locLer and hesx-
tated, staring’at his own guns. In
- the end he chose a double-barreled
twelve-gauge, ignoring the automa-
tics. Maybe the girl would want to
do all the shooting. Well, he would
let her call thc shots ;... for a
while, :

He found her standmg in the far
corner of the blind, the twenty-
gauge cradled in her arms, shell-box
on the shelf in front of -her, the
dead pintail on the bench. The sun
had cleared the horizon by now,
and her face was golden in the taw-
ny light. He dropped down into
the other cofner. “I brought your
thermos bottle. Want some coffee?”

She nodded. He put his gun
down, unscrewed the thermos cap,

-and pourjcd two plastic cups full of

steaming liquid. He handed one to

‘“the girl and raised the other.

“Here’s to usl”
He" drank, but she did not. She
put the cup carefully down on the

shelf. Her face seemed pale, but -

perhaps it was just the cold. He -
said, “That was a good shot you
made just:now. Have you hunted
much?” :

“I used to,” she said. “But not this

“year. “What about you?”

He shrugged. ‘I kill a lot of
ducks. Every year.”

-~ “So they told me. Ever ‘have any

trouble’ with game wardens?”
‘He paused in the act of ralsmg
the cup. “No.”
Her gray eyes swept the marsh,
then the channel where the decoys
bobbed solemnly; finally the blind-

ing sun path on the water. “Wasn't

it .somewhere out here that they

~ found the body of that wardcn last

ycar?" '
- Over the rim of the cup, he

\watchcd ‘her, “They found him on

another island; about a mile from
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here. Fellow named Torgesson,, or
something like that. Silly fool had
managed to shoot himself.”
- “His gun had been fired, it’s true.

But I don’t think hc shot himself.”

“NOP” .

“No. I think you shot hlm

He turned to face her, his eyes
narrowed against the blast of light.
He kept his voice soft, almost cas-
ual. “Why on earth would I want
- to do a thing like that?” :

“Because he caught you slaugh-
“tering ‘ducks on the water at night.
You’re a market gunner, aren’t
you? Drift down on a raft of ducks
in the moonlight with two automa-
tics and. you might get forty, ffty

birds. That’s the sort of thlng Tor- -

gesson was paid.to prevent.

He made himself laugh softly-
“You must be crazy. I always gun
.around this _island. Torcessons

body was found a mile from here.”-
“It wént where the wind and the.

current took it. I know. I checked
‘the drift a dozen times this past
summer. I've done some checking
" on you, too. I know the places you
sell your xllegal birds.' I know you
were out in the bay the night Tor-

gesson was killed. I know he’

planned-to set a trap_for somébody

who was mght-gunnmg ducks
Don’t move!”

* He had reached for his twelve-

gauge, but the twin muzzles of the

twenty were staring straight into

his face. He bared his teeth in a-
mirthless grin. “Who-was Torges-

son? Your boy friend?”

“He . ..”

Cat-quick, he flung the coffee in
her face, lunged, twisted the shot-
gun away from her, and slammied
her back against the wall of the

‘blind. He said through his teeth,
_“Next time you try to hold a gun

on mie, sister, take the safety catch
off first!”
The anger in him exploded and

_ he. slapped her three times in the

face with his gloved hand. The im-
pact of the third blow left her hud-
dled in the corner. -

“Sure, I did it! Sure, I killed your
snooping lover-boy! But you’ll nev-
er prove it, and neither wxll anyone

elsel”

She did not answer him. She lay

. there, motionless, gray eyes watch-

ing him, a trickle of blood from a.
split’ lip moving slowly down her
chin. - A
-Abruptly he controlled himself.
“What are you trying to do? Make
me so mad that I'll kill you too?
Well, it won’t work. Get up. We're
going back!” -

She said nothing. All the way,

" back across the bay she said noth-

ing. He did not return her gun, and

“she did not ask for it. When the keel

grated on the sand, she took her

shell-box and the thermos bag and

waded- ashore.
But before she rc_ached her car,
two men moved .out from behind

it, their-shadows long on the sand.
The Sheriff was unarmed, but his
“deputy carried a 38 negligently in

one hand
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Jed Clayton came splashing
ashore quickly. -“Sheriff,” he said,
“this dame is crazy. Tried to shoot-
me out there! Accused me of all

* sorts of .

. “Shut up, you!” the Sheriff said.

“Well, Mrs. TorgessonP’ '

“It’s all right,” the g1r1 said. “It
worked out all right.” -

“Listen!” yelled Jed Clayton.
“You got no proof, none of you!
My words as good as hers! My
word .

But then he was_silent, because

the gir} had placed her shell-box on
the sand. She opened- its perfor-
ated lid, reached inside, and abrupt-
ly Jed Clayton heard his own voice,
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recorded but unmistakeable.

“I brought your thermos: bottle.
Want some coffee? A pause. Then,
“Here's to usl”

The girl switched the mechan-
ism off.-She said, “You'll find the
rest of it on the tape, Sheriff. A full

‘confession.”

“No,” said Jed Clayton hoarsely.

-“NO ' ”

The girl looked at him for a long
moment, her bruised face expres-
sionless. Then .she turned away.
The deputy tapped his prisoner
gently with the long blue barrel of
the 38.

“Come on, Clayton,” he said. -

" “You're a dead. duck.”

o
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MURDER IS A PUBLIC MATTER
by ROSS MACDONALD -

(contmued from page 38)

Two Jong hours later 1 parked my-
car in front of the ‘art shop on -

Rubio Street.
jammed - with Impressionist - and
Post-Impressionist  reproductions,

Its windows were

and one very bad original oil of surf

as stiff and static as whipped cream.
The sign above the windows was

lettered in flowing script: Chez Hil-

ary. The cardboard sign on the door
was simpler and to the pomt It sald
Closed.

The stairs and _hallway scemed
dark, but it was good to get out of
the sun. The sun remindid me of
what I had found at high, noon on

mountain to thc body. Photographs
were taken, the cabin.and its sur=
roundings - searched, and many
questions were asked Mary didn’t
mention the Chardin. Neither did 1.

Some of the questions were an-

_swered after the county coroner at-

_ the high mesa. Tt wasn’t the middle -

of the afternoon yet, but my nerves
felt stretched and scratchy, as
though it were late at night. And
my. eyes were aching.

Mary. unlocked the door of her

rived. Hugh Western had been dead
since eight or ten o'clock .the pre-
vious night; the coroner couldn’t
place the time more definitely be-
fore analyzing the stomach contents.
The blow on the temple had killed
him. The injuries to his face, which
had failed to bleed, had probably
been inflicted after- death.. Which
meant that he was. dead when his

body fell—or was throw n—down
-the mountainside.

apartment, stepped aside to let me

. pass. She paused at the door of her

room to tell me there was whiskey

on the sideboard. I offered to make
~ her a-drink. No, thanks, she never
- drank. The-door 'shut behind her.
I mixed a-whiskey and water and
tried-to relax-in an: easy chair..But
. I-couldn’t relax. My mind kept
playing back the questions and the

answers—and. the quesnons that*

- had no- answers.

- We had called the sheriff. from‘

- the ncarest fire warden’s post, led
him and his deputies back up the -
: 60

His clothes had been soaked-with
whiskey to make.it look like a
drunken accident: But the murdeter
had gone too, far in covering; and
had outwitted himself. The whiskey
bottle in the cabin showed no fin-
gerprints, not-even Western’s. And
there were no fingerprints on the
steering wheel of his coupe. Bottle .
and ‘wheel had been wiped clean. -

I stood up when.Mary came back -
into the room. She had brushed her.
black hair gléaming, and changed -
16 a dress of soft black jersey which -
fitted her like skin. A.thought raced .
through my mind like a nasty little

rodent. I wondered: what she would

look like with a beard.
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“Can I have another peek at the
studio? I'm interested in that
sketch.” )

She stared at me for a moment,
frowning a little dazedly. “Sketch?”

“The one of the lady with the
" beard.”

She crossed the hall ahead of me,
walking slowly and carefully as if
the floor was unsafe. The door of
the studio- was still unlocked. She
“held'it open for me and pressed the
light switch.,

When the fluorescent lights
blinked on, I saw that the-picture of
_ the bearded nude was gone. There
wis nothing left of her but four
torn corners of drawing paper
thumbtacked to the easel;

I turned to Mary. “Dxd you take
it down?”

“No. I haven’t been in the studxo
since this morning.”
© “Somebody’s stolen it  then. Is
there anythmg else mlssmgP

“I can’t-be sure, it’s such 'a mess
in here.” She ‘moved around the

_ room looking at the pictureson the -

walls and pausing finally by a table
in the corner. “There was a bronze

cast on this table. It isn’t here now.”

““What ‘sort of cast?”

“The cast of a fist. Hugh made

it from the fist of that man—that
dreadful man I told you about.”

“What dreadful man?”

“I think his name is Devlin. He's
Hendryx’ bodyguard Hugh's al-
ways been interested in hands, and
the man has enormous hands.”

Her eyes unfocused “suddenly. I

guessed she was thinking of the
same thing I was: the marks on the ~
side of Hugh’s head, which might -
have been made by-a giant fist.
“Look.” I pointed to the scars on

the. door frame. “Could the cast of

Devlin’s fist have made thése
marks?”

She felt the indentations with
trembling fingers. “I think so.” She"
turned to me with a dark question
in her eyes, :

“If that’'s what they are,” T said,

“it probably means that he was
killed in this studio. You should
tell the police about it. And I think

it’s time they knew about the Char-

d_ln "

She gave me a look of passwe re-

sistance. Then  she gave in. “Yes,
P'll have to tell them. They’ll find

out soon enough, anyway. But I'm-
surer now than ever that Hugh
didn’t take it.”

“What does the picture look hLe
If we could find it, we mloht find
the killer attached to it.” -

“You think so? Well, it’s a picture
of a little boy looking at an apple.
Wiit a minute—Hilary has-a copy.
It  was painted by one of the stu-
dents at the college, and it isn’t very -
expert. Itll give you an idea,
though; if you want to 80 down to -
his shop and -look at it.” :

" “The shop is.closed.” .

“He may be there anyway. He
has a little apartment at the back.”.

I started for the hall, but turned
before I got there. “]ust who is Hil-
ary- Todd?” B



" originally.- He was stationed. here .
during the war, ind simply stayed.
.on. His parents had money at one

- “You've ]ust been meeting the'

"~ had a woman ¥ith him. I knocked

13
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“I don’t know where he’s from

time, and he studied painting and
ballet in Paris, or so he claims.”

“Art scems to be the main in-

dustry in San Marcos.”

wrong people.”

I went down the cutside stairs to

the parking lot.- Todd’s convertible
stood near the mouth of the alley.
I knocked on the back door of the
art shop. There was no answer, but
behind the venetian-blinded. door 1
heard- 2 ‘murmur. of voices—a
growling and a wwittering. Todd

again..
After more dclay the door was
partly opened. Todd looked out

through the crack. He was wiping .
his mouth with a red-stained hand- -

kerchief. The stains.were too bright
to be blood. Above the handkerchief

_his eyes were bright and narrow,

like slivers of pohshcd agate. .
“Good afternoon.”
I moved forward as nhough I

fully expected to be let in. ‘He

opecned the door réluctantly under

the nudging pressure of my shoul:

der, backed into a narrow passage

between two wallboard partitions.

~“What can I do for you, Mr-——?
I don’t believe I know your name.’
Before 1 could answer, a. wom-

an’s voice -said. clearly, _“Its Mr. -

Archer, isn't it?” .
Sara Turncr appeared in the door-
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way behind him, carrying a high-
ball glass and looking freshly
groomed. Her red hair was unruf-

‘fled, her red mouth gleaming as. if
she had -just finished painting it.

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Turner.” -
“Good afternoon, Mr. Archer.”

‘She leaned in the doorway, almost

too much at ease. “Do you know
Hilary, Mr. ‘Archér? You should.
Everybody should. Hilary’s simply
loaded and dripping with charm,
aren’t you, dear?” Her mouth
curled in a thin smile.

Todd looked at her with opcn

: hatrcd then turned to me without

changing his look. “Did you wish

_to speak to me?”

“I did. You have a copy of Ad-
miral Turners Chardm?”

“A copy, yes.” ’ _

“Can I have a look at it?”

“What on earth for?”

“I wait to be able to identify the
original. It’s probably connected:
with the murder.”

1 watched them both as 1 saxd the’

‘word. Neither showed surprise.

“We heard about it on the radio,”
the woman said. “It must have been’

- dreadful for you

“Dreadful,” Todd echoed her, in-
jecting synthetic sympathy inte his
dark eyes. ‘
- “Worse for Western, I said, “and
for whoever did it. Do you still

* think he stole the :picture, Mrs

Turner?”
Todd glanced at her sharply. She
was embarrassed, as I'd. intended

her to be. She dunked her embar-



» " MURDER

rassment in her highball glass, swal-
.lowing deeply from it and leaving
a red half moon on its rim.

“I never thought he stole it,” her
wet mouth lied. “I merely suggested
the possibility.”

I see. Didn’t you say something

about Western trying to buy the pic-~

ture from your husband? That he
was acting as agent for somebody
CISCP,’

“I wasn'’t the one who said that. I
didn’t know'it.> -

“The Admiril said it then. It
would be interesting to know who
the other man was. He wanted the
Chardin, and it looks to me as if

-Hugh Western died because some-
-body wanted the Chardin.”

‘Todd had been listening hard 'and'

saying nothmg “I don’t see anﬁ
connection,” he said” “But if-you’

come in and sit down T'll show you

my. COpy

“You wouldn’t know who i it was -

that Western was acting for?”

He spread his palms outward in
a Continental gesture. “How would
- 1 know?”

“You're in the picture busmess.

“I was in the picture business.”
He turned abruptly and left the
room.

Sara Turner had crossed to a
portable bar in the corner. She was
splmtermg ice’ with a silver-hand-
led ice pick. “May I make you one,
Mr. Archer?”.

“No, thanks.” I sat down in a
cublstic chair designéd- for people
with square corners, and watched

’
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her take half of her fresh highball
in a single gulp. “What did- Todd
mean- when he said he was in the
picture business?. Doesn’t he run
this placer”

“He has to give it up. The bou-
tique’s gone broke, and he’s gomg
around testing shoulders to cry on.

“Yours?” A queer | kind of hostile
intimacy had risen between us, and
I tried to make the most of it.

“Where did you get that notion?”

“ thought he was a friend of
yours.’

“Did you?” Her 1augh was too”
loud to be pleasant.. “You ask a
great many questions, Mr. Archer.”

“They seem to be indicated. The"
cops in a town like this are pretty
backward about steppmg on peo-
ple's toes.” ’

“You’re not.”

“No. I'm just passing through 1
can follow my hunches.”

“What do you hope to gam?”

_“Nothing for myself I'd hke to

- see justice done

She sat down . facing me, her
knees almost touching mine. They
were pretty knees, and uncovered.
I felt crowded. Her voice, full of
facile emotion, crowded me more.

“Were you terribly fond of
Hugh?” she asked.

“I liked him.” My answer was au-
tomatic. I was thinking of some-
thing else: the way she sat in_her
chair ‘with her knees together; her
body sloping backward, sure of its
firm lines=I'd seen the same pose in
charcoal that morning.
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“I liked him too,” she was-saying...

“Very much. And I've been think-

-ing—I've - remembered something. ™

‘Something that Hilary mentioned
a couple of weeks dgo—about Wal- .
ter Hendryx wanting to buy. the
Chardin. It seems Hugh and Walter
Hendryx were talking. in : the
shop—" T

She broke off suddenly. She had
looked up and seen’ Todd leaning
- through the doorway, his face alive
with anger. His: shoulders_moved
slightly in her direction. She. re-
«. coiled, clutching her' glass. If I

hadn’t been there, he would have

hit her. As it was, he said. in mono-
tone, “How cozy. Haven't you had
* quite-a bit to drink, Sara darling?”

She was -afraid of him, but un-
willing to admit it. “I have to do
something to make present. com-

. pany bearable.”

“You should be thoroughly an-
esthetized by now.

“If you say so, darling.”

. She hurled her half-empty glass
at the wall beside the door. Tt.shat-
tered, denting -the wallboard and
splashing a photograph of Nijinsky

" as the Faun. Some. of- the liquid
splattered on. Todds blue suede
_ shoes. -,

“Very nice,” he'said. “1 love your
girlish antics, Sara. I also.love the.
way you, run at. the: mouth.” He
turned to me. “This is the copy, Mr.
Archer. Don’t mind hcr, she’s ]ust a
weensy bit drunky.”

He held it up for me to sée, an
oil painting about a yard square

Va
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showing a small boy in a blue waist-

coat sitting at a table. In the center
of the linen tablecloth there was a
blue dish containing a red apple.
The boy was looking at the apple
as if he intended to eat it. The

copyist had included the signature

and date: Chardin, 1744.
“It’s ‘not very good,” Todd said,
“if you've ever seen the ongmal

* But of course you hawent?"
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“That’s too’ bad. You pxobably

-never will. now, and it’s really per-

fect. Perfect. It's the finest Chardin
west of Chicago.”
“I'haven’t given up hope of secing

it
“You might as well, old boy. It'll

~ be well on its.way by now, to Eu-

rope or South - America. Picture

" thieves move fast, before the news

of the theft catches up with them
and spoils the market. They'll: sell
the Chardin to a.private buyer in
Paris or Buenos Aircs, and that‘ll
be the end of it.” -

- “Why ‘they’?”

“Oh, they operate in-gangs. One
man can’t handle the theft and dis-
posal of a. picfure by -himself. Di-
vision of labor is necessary, and
specialization.”

“You sound like a spec1ahst your-
self v -

““Tamina way.” He smiled oblig-
uely. “Not in the way you mean. 1.
was m museum work before the
war.’

He stoppcd and proppcd the pic-

- ture against the wall. I glanced at
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Sara Turner.. She was hu_n'cheil
forward™ in her chair, still and si-
lent, her hands spread over her
face.

. “And now,” he said to me, “I

suppose you'd better go. I've done-

what I can for you. And T'll give
you a tip if you like. Picture thieves
don’t commit murder—they’re
~. simply not the type. So I'm afraid
your precious hypothesxs is based
on bad: information.”

“Thanks very much,” I said. “I

_certainly apprecxatc that Also your

hospitality.”
“Don’t mention it.” )
He raised an ironic brow, and
“turned to the door. I followed him

out through the deserted shop. Most .-

of the stock seemed to be in the
window. Its atmosphere was sad
and broken-down—the- atmosphere
of an empty-hearted, unprosperous,
second-rate Bohemia. Todd .didn’t

look around like a proprietor. He -

had already abandoned the place in
his mind, it seemed.

He unlocked the front door. The
last thing he said before he shut it
behind me was:

“I wouldn't go bothering’ Walter
Hendryx about the story of Sara’s.
She’s not a very trust\vorthy re-
porter, and Hendryx 1snt as toler-
ant of intruders as I .am.”

So it was_true. -

I left my car where it was and
crossed to a taxi stand on the op-
posite corner. There was a yellow
cab at the stand, with a brown-faced
driver reading-a comic book ~be-

hind the wheel. The comic book
had dead women on the cover. The

driver detached his hot eyes from

its interior, leaned wearily over the
back of the seat, and -opened the
door for me. “Where to?”

“A man called Walter chdryx
—know where he lives?”

“Off of Foothill Drive. I been up
there before. It’s a two:fifty run—
outside the city limits.” His New
Jersey accent didn’t quite go with
his Sicilian features. - :

“Newark?”

“Trenton.” He showed bad teeth
in a good smile. “Want to make

‘something out of 1t?”

-“Nope. Let’s go.”
He spoke to me over his shoulder

‘when we were out of the heavy .

downtown' traffic. “You got_your
passport?”

“What kind of place are vou mk-
ing me to?”

“They don’t like visitors. You got
to have a visa to get in, and a writ
of habeas corpus to get out. The
old man’s scared of burglars or
something.” :

. “Whyp,’

“He’s got about ten million rea-
sons, the way 1 hear it. Ten mil-
lion bucks.” He smacked his hps

“Where did he get it?”

“You tell me. I'll drop every[hmg

and take off for the same place.”

“You and me both.”

“T heard he’s a big contractor in
L.A,” the driver said. “I drove a
reporter up here a couple of months
ago, from one of the L.A. papers.

s
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He was.after an interview with the
old guy—about a tax case.”

“A corporate tax?”

“] wouldn’t know. It’s way over

my head, friend, all that tax busi- -

ness. I have enough trouble with
my own forms.”

“What happened to the reporter?

“I drove him right back down.
The old man wouldn t see him. He
likes his privacy.”

“I'm beginning to get the 1dea

“You a reporter, too, by any
chance?”

“NO »

We left the city limits. The moun-
tains rose ahead, violet and unshad-

owed in the sun’s lengthening rays. .
Foothill Drive wound. through a

canyon, across a high-level bridge,

up the side of a hill from which-

the sea was visible like.a low blue
cloud on the horizon. We turned
off the road .through an open gate
on which a sign was posted: Tres-
passers Will. Be Prosecuted.-

A second gate closed the road at
- the top of the hill. It was a double
gate of wrought iron hung between
a stone gatepost and a stone gate-
house. A heavy wire fence stretched
out from it on both sides, following
_ the contours of the hills as far as I
could see. The Hendryx estate was

about the size of .a small European-

principality..
The. driver. honked h1s horn. A

thick-waisted man in a Panama hat
came out of the stone cottage. He
waddled up to the cab and snapped,

“Well?” -
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“1 came to see Mr. Hendryx about

a picture.”
He opened the cab door and

looked me over, from eyes that were

,heav11y shuttered with old scar tis-

L)

sue, “You ain’t 'the one that was
here this morning.”

I'had my first good 1dea of the
day. “You mean the tall fellow with
the sideburns?”

“Yeah.” -

“I just came from him” -

"~ He rubbed his heavy chin with
his - knuckles, ‘making a rasping
noise. The knuckles were jammed.
1 guess it’s all right,” he said fi-
nally. “Give me your name and I'll
phone it down to the house. You
can drive down.”

He opened the ‘gate and let us -
through into a shallow valley. Be-
low, in a maze of shrubbery, a long
low house was flanked by tennis’
courts-and stables. Sunk in the ter-
raced lawn behind the house was
an oval pool like a ‘wide green eye
staring at the sky. A short man in
bathing trunks was sitting in a
Thinker pose on the dmng board
at one end..

He and the pool dropped out of
sight-as the cab slid down the euca-
lyptus-lined road. It stopped under
a portico at the side.of the house. A
uniformed maid was waiting at the -

- door.

“This is farther than that report- -
er got,” the driver said in an under-
tone. “You got connections?”

“The best people in town.”

“Mr. Archer?” the maid -~ said.-
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“Mr. Hendryx is having his swim.
I'll show you the way.”
- I told the driver to wait, and fol-
lowed her through the house. I saw
when I stepped outside that the
man on the diving board wasn’t
short at all. He only seemed to be
short because he was so wide. Mus-
cle bulged out his neck, clustered
on his shoulders.and chest, encased
his arms and legs: He looked like a
graduate of Muscle Beach, a sub-
man trying hard to be a superman.
- There was another man floating
in the water, the blotched brown
swell of his stomach breaking the
surface like the shellback of a Gala-
pagos tortoise. Thinker stood up,
accompanied by his muscles, and
called to him, “Mr. Hendryx!”
The man in the water rolled ov-
er lazily and paddled to the side of
the pool. Even his -head was tor-
toiselike, scamed and bald and im-
pervious-looking. ‘He stood up in
the waist-deep water -and raised his

thin brown arms. The other man -

bent over him. He drew him out of
the water-and steadied him on his
feet, rubbing him with a towel.
" “Thank you, Devhn

“Yessir.”

Leaning far forward with his
arms dangling like a withered ‘hair-
less' ape, Hendryx shuffled toward

me. The joints of his knees and-

ankles were knobbed -and stiffened
by what looked like archrids. He
peered up at me from his perma-
nent crouch. :

“You want to see mc?” The v01ce

that came out.of his crippled body
was surprisingly rich and deep. He
wasn’t as old as hc looked. “What
is it?”
. “A painting was stolen. last mght
from the San Marcos gallery—Char-
din’s Apple orn a Table. T've heard
that you were interested in it.”

“You've been misinformed. Good
afternoon.” His facc closed like a
Aist.

“You haven’ t hcard all of it.”

Disregarding me, he called to the
maid who was waiting at a distance.
“Show this man out.

Devlin came up beside me, strit-

ting like a wrestler, his great curved

hands conspicuous.

“The rest of it,”1 said, “is that .
Hugh Western was niurdered dt the
same time. I-think you knew him?”

“I knew him, yes. His death is

_unfortunate. Regrettable. But so far

as I know, it has nothing to do with
the Chardin and nothing to do with’
me. Will you go now, or do I have
to" have you removed?”

He raised his cold eyes to mine.
I stared him down, but there wasn’t
much satisfaction in that.

“You take murder pretty lighdy,
Hendryx.”

“Mr. Hendryx to you,” Devlin
said in-my ear. “Come on now; bud.
You heard what Mr. Hendryx said.”

“I don’t take orders from him.”

“I do,” he said with a lopsided.
grin like a heatsplit in a'melon.
His small eyes shifted to Hendryx.
“You want’ for me-to throw him
out?”
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~ Heéndryx nodded, backing away.
His eyes were heating up, as if the
- prospect :of wiolence excited him.
Devlin’s hand took my wrist. His
fingers closed -around it and over-
lapped.

“What is this, Dcvlm? * Isaid. “I.

thought Hugh Western was a pal
of yours.
“Sure thing.”
“I'm trying to ﬁnd who kllled
_him. Aren’t you interested? -Or did
you slap him down yourself?”
Devlin blinked- stupidly trying to
hold- two questions .in hlS mind -at
the same time.
Hendryx said from a s'lfe dis-
tance, “Don’t talk. Just-give him-a
going-over and toss him out,”

Devlin looked -at Hendryx. His

grip was like a thick handcuff on
my wrist. T jerked his arm up and
ducked under it, breaking the hold,
and chopped at his nape.-The bulg-

ing back of his neck was hard as a.

redwood bole.
He wheeled, then reached for me

again. The muscles in’ Kis arms

moved like drugged. serpents. He
was slow. My right fist found his
<hin and snapped it back on his
_neck. He recovered, and swung at
- me. I stepped inside his roundhouse
and hammered his ridged stomach

twice, four-times. It was like knock-

ing my fists -agdinst the side of a
corrugated iron building. His great
arms closed on me. I slipped down
and away.

~ When he came after me, I shifted
my attack to his head, jabbing with
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the deft until the avas off:balance .on
his heels. Then 1 pivoted and thresw.

along:righthook wwhich changed to
an uppercut. #An ‘electric shock.
surged up my arm. Devlin lay
down on the green tiles, chilled like
a side of beef. :

1 looked across him at Hendryx.
There. was no fear in his eyes, only
caleulation. He'backed into a canvas
chair and sat down clumsily.

“You're fairly tough, it seems.
Perhaps you used to be a fighter?
I've .owned a few ‘fighters in my
time. You might have a future at
it, if you were younger”

“Its a sucl\ers game. So is lar-
ceny.” ~ :

“Larceny-farceny,” he said sur:-
prisingly. “What did you say you

'dOP”

“I'm a prlvatc detective.”

“Private, eh?” His mouth curved
in a lipless tortoise .grin. “You in-
terest me, Mr. Archer. I could find
a.use for you—a place in my or--
ganization.”

““What kind of organization?”

“I'm a builder, a mass-producer
of houses. Like most successful en-
trepreneurs, I make enemies: cranks
and bleeding hearts and :psycho-
pathic veterans who think the world

owes ‘them something. Devlin here

isn’t .quite ‘the man T thought he

was. But you—

“Forget it, T'm pu:tty choosev
about the ‘people 1 work for.”

“An . idealist, - eh? A «cleancuc
idealist.” The
smile was still .on his ‘mouth; it was
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saturnine. “Well, Mr. Idealist,
you're wasting your time. I know
nothing about this picture or any-
thing connected with it. You're also
wasting my time.”

“It seems to be expendable. 1
think you're lying, .incidentally.”

Hendryx didn’t answer me di-
rectly. He called to the maid, “Tele-

phone the gate. Tell Shaw we're _
having a little trouble with a guest..

Then you can come back and look
after’ this.” He jerked a thumb at
muscle-boy, who was showing
signs of life. .

I said to the maid, “Don’t bother
telephoning. I'm leavmg

She shrugged and looked at-Hen-
dryx. .He nodded. I followed her
out. .

“You didn’t stay long,” the cab
driver said. .

“No. Do you know. where Ad-
miral Turner lives?”

“Curiously enough, I do. I should
charge extra for the information.”

“Take me there.”

"He let me out 'in a strect of big
old houses set far back from the

sidewalk behind sandstone walls -

and high eugenia hedges. 1 paid
him off and climbed the sloping
walk . to the Turner house. It was
a weathered frame building, gabled
and turreted in the style of the nine-
ties. A gray-haired housekeeper
who had survived from the same
period answered my knock.

“The Admiral’s in' the garden,”
she said. “Will you come out?”

The garden was massed with

. many-colored begonia, surrounded

by a vinecovered wall. The ‘Ad-
miral, in stained and faded khakis,
was chopping weeds in a flower-
bed with furious concentration.
When he saw me he leaned on his
hoe ‘and wiped his wet forchead
with the back of his hand.

“You should come in out of the
sun,” the housekeeper said in a-

"nagging way. “A man of your age

—

“Nonsense. Go away, Mrs. Har-
ris.” She went. “What can I do for -
you, Mr.—?"

“Archer. I guess you've heard
that we found Hugh Westcrn s
body 11 )

“Sara_came home and told me
half an hour ago: It’s a foul thing,
and completely mystlfymg He was
to have married—"

His voice broke off. He ghnced
toward the stoiie cottage at the rear

~ of the garden. Alice Turner was
there at an open- .window. She

wasn't looking in our direction.
She had a tiny paint brush in her
hand, and she was working at an
cascl. ,

“It’s not as ‘mystifying as it was.
I'm starting to put the pieces to-
gether, Admiral.”

- He turned back to me quickly.

His eyes became hard and empty
and again they reminded me of gun
muzzles.
“Just who are youP Whats your
interest in this case?”-
“I'm a friend of Hugh Westerni’s.
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1 stopped off here to see him, and
found him .dead. I hardly think my
interest is out of | placc
“No,-of course not,’
““On the -other hand, I don’t believe
in amateur detectives running
around like. chickens with their
heads cut off, fouling up- the au-

thorities.”

“Pm’ not exactly an” amateur. I
used to be a cop. And any fouling -
up there’s been has been done by
other people.”

“Are you accusing me?”

“If the shoe fits.”

He met my eyes for a time, trying™

to master me and the situation. But
he was old and bewildered. Slowly
the aggressive ego faded:from his
gaze. He became almost querulous.

“You'll :excuse me. I don’t know
what it’s all about. I've been rather
upset by cverythmg that’s hap-
pened.”

“What about your -daughter?”
, Alice was still atithe window, work-
ing at her picture and.paying no at-
tention to our voices. “Doesn’t she
know Hugh is dead?”

“Yes. She knows. You mustn’t
misunderstand what Alice is doing.
There are many ways of enduring

grief, and we have a.custom in the
*Turner family of working it-out of
our system. Hard work is the cure
for a great many evils.” He changed *
the subject, and his tone, abruptly. -

“And what is your idea of whats
happened?”

“It's no more than a suspicion

right now. I'm not sure who sstole

* he growled. .

- made a dismal failure of it. ¢

your p1ctu1e, but I think I know
where it _is.)

“Well?” ‘

“There’s a man named Walter
Hendryx who lives in the foothills
outside the city, You know him?”

“Slightly.”

““He probably has the Chardin.
I'm 'morally certain bhe has it, as a
matter of cht, tthouoh I don’s, Lnow '
how he got it.”

The Admiral tried to smile, and
‘You're
not suggesting that Hendryx took
it? He's not_exactly mobile, you
know.”

“Hllaly Todd is very mobile,” |
said. “Todd wisited Hendryx thIS‘
morning. I'd be willing to bet even
money he had the Chardin.”

“You didn’t see it, however?”
~“I didn’t have to. I've seen Todd.”

A woman’s voice said from the
shadow of the back 'porch, “The
man ‘is right, ]ohnston

Sara Turner came dosvn the p'lth\
toward us, her high heels spiking
the flagstones angrily.

“Hilary did iu!” she cried. “He_
stole the picture and mutdered’
Hugh. I saw him last night at mid-
mght He had red mountain clay on
his clothes.”

“It’s strange, you ‘didn’t mention
it before,” the ‘Admiral said dryly. .
I looked into her face. Her eyes
were bloodshot, and the eyelids
were swollen with weeping. Her
mouth was swollen, too. When she
opened it to reply, 1 could sce that -

the lower lip was split. :
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: “I )ust remembered.”

I wondered if the blow that spht
her lip had reminded her.

“And where did you see Hilary
Todd last night at midnight?”
- “Where?”

In the instant of sdencc that fol-
lowed, I heard footsteps behind me.
Alice had come out of her cottage.

She walked like a sleepwalker .

dreaming a bad dream, and stopped
beside her father without a word
to any of us. :
Sara’s face had been twisting in
search of an answer, and finally
found it. “I met him-at the Presidio.

I dropped in there for a cup of cof- .

fee after the show.” ‘

“You are a liar, Sara,” the Ad-
miral said. “The Presidio closes at
ten o’clock.”

“It wasn’t the Presidio,” she said

rapidly. “It was the bar across the
street, the Club Fourteen. I had din-
ner at the Presidio, and I confused
them—"

The Admlral brushed past her.

without waiting to hear more, and
started for the house. Alice went
with him. The old man walked un-
steadily, leaning on her arm.
“Did you really see Hilary last
night?” I asked-her.
—.~She swood thére for 'a minute,
looking at me. Her face was disor-
organized, raddled with passion.
“Yes, I saw him. I had a date-with
him at ten o’clock. I waited in his
flat for over two hours. He didn’t
show up untl after midnight. 1
couldn’t tell Aim that.” She jerked

one shoulder contemptuously to-
ward the house.

“And he h’ld red clay on his
clothes?”

“Yes. It took me a while to con-
nect it with Hugh.”

“Are you going to tell the po—'
lice?”

She smiled a secret and unpleas-
ant smile. “How can I? T've got a
marriage to go on with, such as it
is.”

“You told me.”

“I like you.” Without moving, she
gave the impression of leaning to-
ward me. “I'm fed up with all the
little -stinkers that . populatc this.
town!”

I kept it cool and cledn, but very

. nasty. “Were you fed up with Hugh
‘Western, Mrs. Turner?”

“What 'do you mean?” .
“I- heard that he dropped you

-hard a couple of months ago. Some-

body droppcd him -hard last night
in his studio.”

“I haven’t been near his. studio
for weeks.”

“Never did any posing for him?”"

Her face seemed to grow smaller
and sharper. She laid one narrow
taloned hand on my arm. “Can I
trust you, Mr. Archer?”

“Not if you murdered Hugh.”

“T didn’t—1I swear I didn’t! Hil-
ary did!” :

“But you werc thcre Tast mght

‘(N "

“I think you were. There was a
charcoal sketch on the casel, and
you posed for it, didn't you?”
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Her nerves were.badly strained,
but she tried to be ¢oquettish. “How
would you know?” ~

“The way you carry your. body. It
reminds me of the picture)

“Do you. approve?r” -

“Listen, Mrs. Turner. You don’t
seem to realize that that sketch is
ev1dence, and dcstroymg it is a
_crime.

“I didn’t destroy it.” :

“Then where did you put 10?"

“I haven’t said I took it.’

“But you did.”

“Yes, I did,” she admitted finally.

“But it isn’t evidence in this case. 1
posed for it six months ago, and
Hugh had it in his studio. When I
heard he was dead this: afternoon,

I.went to get it, just to -be sure it .

wouldn’t turn up in the newspa-
pers. He had it on the easel for

some reason, and had ruined it with..

a'beard. T don’t know why.”

“The beard would make sense if
your story was changed a litde. If
you quarrcled while Hugh was
sketching you last night, and you
hit him over the head with a metal

- fist. You might have drawn the
beard yourself, to cover up.”

. “Don’t be ridiculous, If 1. had

anything to cover up I would have

desuoyed the skctch Anyway, I
can’t draw.,”
“Hilary can.

“Go to hell,” she said bctween e
teeth, “You’re just another stmker
like the rest of them.”

'She walked emphatlcally to the
house. I followed her into thc long,
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dim hallway. Halfway up the stairs
to the second floor she turned and
flung down to me, “I hadn’t de—
stroyed it, but I'm gomg to now.’

“There was nothing T could do-
about that, and I started out. When
I passed the door of the hvmg -roomt,
the Admiral called out, “Is that you,
Archer? Come here a minute, eh?”

He was sitting with "Alice on a
semicircular leather lounge, set into
a huge bay window at the front of
the room. He got up and moved
toward me ponderously, his head
down ‘like a charging bull’s, His
face was a jaundiced yellow, blood-
less under the tan. _

“You're entirely wrong about. the
Chardin,” he said. “Hilary Todd
had nothmg to do with stealing it.-
In fact, it wasn’t stolen. I removed
it from the gallery myself.”

“You denied that this morning.”
. “T do as I please with my own
possessions. I'm accountable to no
one, certainly not to you.”

“Dr. Silliman might like to
know,” I said with irony.
“T ll tell him in.my own oood
time.” '

“Will you tell him why you tooL
it

“Certainly. D \Tow if you 've made
yourself suﬁﬁaenbly obnoxzoﬁs’, il
ask you to leavé my house.” )
. “Father.” Alice. came up to him

" and placed a hand on his arm. “Mr,

Archer has only been trymfr to
help.” - -

“And- gemng nowherc, T saud
“I made -the mistake of assuming
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that some of Hugh’s friends were
honest.”

“That’s cnoughl " he roared. “Get,

out!”

Alice caught up with me on the
veranda. “Don’t go away angry.
Father can be terribly childish, but
he means well.”

“I don’t get it. He licd this morn-

ing, or else he’s lying now.”
- “He isn’t lying,” she said earnest-
ly. “He was simply playing a trick
on Dr. Silliman and the trustees.
It's what happened to Hugh after-
vards that made it seem impor-
tant.”

“Did you know that he took the
picture himself?”

“He told me just now, before you
came mto the house. 1 madc him
tell you.”

“You'd better let Silliman in on
the joke,” I said unpleasantly. “He’s
probably going crazy.”

“He is,” she said. “I saw him at
the gallery this afternoon, and he
was tearing his halr Do you have
your car?”

-“T came up here in a taxi.”

“I'll drive you down.”

“Are you sure you feel up to it?”
- “It’s better when I'm doing some-

thing,” she said. -

An old black sedan was standing
in the drive beside the house, We
got in, and she backed it into the
street, then turned downhill toward
-the center of town.

Watching her face T said, “Of -

course you realize I don’t bcheve
his story.’

“Father’s, you mean?” She didn’
seem surprised. “I don’t know what
to believe, myself.”

“When did he say he took the
Chardin?”

- “Last mght Hugh was working
on the mezzanine. Father slipped
away and took the picture out to

the car.’

“Didn't Hugh kcep the door
locked?”

“Apparently not, Fabhcr said

not. ~

“But. what poss1ble reason could
he have for stcalmg his own pic-
ture?”

“To prove a point. Father’s been
arguing for a long time that it
would be easy to steal a picture
from the gallery. He's been trying '
to get the board of trustees to install
a burglar alarm. He’s really hipped
on the subject. He wouldn’t lend
his Chardin to the gallery until they
agreed to insure it.”

“For twenty-five thousand dol-
lars,” I said, half to myself. Twenty-
five thousand dollars was motive
enough for a man to steal his own
picture, And if Hugh Western wit-
nessed the theft, there-was motive
for murder. “Your father’s made a-
pretty good story out of it. But

‘where’s the picture now?”

“He didn’t téll me. It's probably
hidden in the house somewhere.”
“I doubt it. It's more likely some-

“where in Walter Hendryx’ house.”

She let out a little gasp. “What
makes you say that? Do you Lnow
Walter chdrny”
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“I've -met him. Do you know
him?”

“He’s a horrible man,’
“1 cqnt imagine why you think he
has it.”

“I's pure hunch.”

- “Where would he get it? Father
wouldn’t dream of selhng it to
him.”

“Hilary Todd would.”

“Hilary? ' You think Hilary stole

it?”
“I'm going to ask  him. Let me

off at his shop,-will you? T'll see’

you at the gallery later.”

The Closed sign was still hanging
inside the plate glass, and the front
door was locked. I went around to
the back of the shop by the alley.
. The door under the stairs was
standing partly open. I went in
.without knocking. .

The living-room was empty. The
smell of alcohol -rose from the stain
on the wall where Sara -had
smashed her glass. I crossed the
" passage to the door on the other

'n Sale Everﬁvher,e

’ she. said.”
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side. Ir, too, was partly open. I
pushed it wider and went in.

" Hilary Todd was sprawled face
down' on the bed, with an open
suitcase «crushed under the weight
of his body. The silver handle of his
ice pick stood up between his shoul-
der blades in the center of a wet,
dark stain. The silver glinted cold-
ly in a ray of light which came
through the half-closed venetian
blinds.

I felt for his pulse and couldnt
find it. His head was twisted side-
ways, and his empty dark -eyes
stared unblinking at the wall. A .
slight breeze from the open window
at the foot of the bed ruffled the
hair along the.side of his head.

“T burrowed under the heavy body
and went through the pockets. In
the inside breast | pocket of the coat
I found what I was.looking for: a.

plain white business envelope, un--

sealed, containing $15,000 in large
bills.

( continued on page 95)

Stanley Ellin

’
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The Present .

The Simple Solution
Detective Story g
A Lieutenant of police

A city in the United States

- What is a detective? A4 legman? Yes. A
- doorbell ringer? Yes. Buit that's only a
- small part of it. What do the legs tell the
< brain? What do the doors open up 10? . |

HE LIEUTENANT RATHER ADMIRED

him at first. He had none of the
distraught -air and melancholy of
some men whose wives had. disap-
peared, and it was dealing with that
type that had caused the Lieutenant
some of the most uncomfortable mo-

ments in his thirty years on the

force. But this fellow -was calm,
even chatty; you'd think “his wife
disappeared every week.

“But you must have some idea,
Mr. Blake,” he said. “You knew
your wife better than anyone else.

“Not s0,” said Blake promptly,
making an effort to lift-his foot that
was wrapped in da heavy cast. The
Lieutenant sensed that the other
was thrusting the foot at him to
make a point. “I knew her less well

”,

than anyone else, which is.the rea-
son I married her. To know Esther
well was to avoid her.”

“You mean you wished her out
of the way?”

“T did,” said ‘Blake: readily, “But
through divorce, the usual channels,
not like this. It’s so bizarre. If 1
thought up a situation as odd as this
and wrote it up, my CdltOI’S would
think I'd lost my grip.”

“Oh, yes, you're a writer, aren’t

ou:“

“In a small way.”

The Lieutenant ghnccd at the
row of books that stood prominent-
1y on the mantelpiece, each bearing
the author’s name of Benedict Blake,
and murmured the usual polite, “I
must read them sometime.”
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“I wouldn’t,” put in Blake can-
didly. “They were written for a cer-
tain audience, Lieutenant and you
are not quite what I had in mind.”

The Lieutenant grunted.
Blake, I may as well be frank. I be- -

~lieve there’s been foul play.”

-“You think Esther was. mur-
dered?” '

‘(I do » ‘ Av

“And her- body, where is 1tP”

The Lieutenant looked at him
hard. “You have no idea?”

“Lieutenant,” said Blake with the

" gentle accents of one addressing a
backward child, “I was up in my
room quite helpless with a high fe-
ver and this bad foot, as you may
have noticed.”- -~

“I've noticed the way you've
pushed that foot into the conversa-
tlon,” said the Lieutenant.

Blake smiled disarmingly. “Tou-
ché. Forgive me, Licutenant: I did- -
o't trust you to grasp the fact of my
helplessness and 1 may have over-

done it, I didn’t wish you to waste -

- your time in blind alleys, you see.
But I'm impressed. I had no ideathe
police were so subtle. You know my
definition of a detective?”

"~ “No,” said the Lieutenant. He
knew the. other would supply it
with relish.

. “A detective is 2 man who shot
someone in the leg ina liquor store
holdup. Ergo; he becomes a Sher-
lock Holmes.”

“Very interesting,” said the Lien-
tenant.

“A detective is a man who rings

. ((Mr -

doorbells. Deduction, intuition, and
all that rubbish. Do you ring door--
bells, Lieutenant?”  Blake’s _eyes

_mockcd him.

“I ring doorbells,” he said. “Now .
‘to return to the httle matter of your
wife.” . ~

“It is a little matter, Lleutenant
Jaughed Blake.

* This was. a bit thick, thought the

- Lieutenant. He was rapidly losing

his admiration for this fellow. “I
must say it’s refreshing, Mr. Blake,
to meet a man like you. Usually
when we have to_inform the be-
reaved that something’s happened
to'their loved one we meet with hys-
teria and all sorts of unpleasantness.
But you're like a breath of fresh air.
Why, I might have toId you your
parakeet was missing.”

“Ah, then I'd have worried,” saxd
Blake. “But why do you say ‘be-
reaved’? You've no evidence that
Esther is dead. My own opinion is
_that she received a summons of
some kind, a phone call or telegram,
and humcd off to meet someone.
Enroute she may have been hit by
a bus. Or it may have been an old
- flame she met and they’re now sail-
.ing for Java. I'd check those possi-
bilities, Lieutenant.”
© “You're very kind,” said the Lieu-
tenant. “But DPve learned just
enough about your wife to know
that she wasn't likely to do any of
those exotic things. She wasn’t even
likely to get hit by a bus. There is
such a type, you know.” .

Blake sighed and moved his foot
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again. “You're quite right. Esther
wasn't the type to be hit by a bus. A
shame, too.

“You're a cool customer, if you'll
forgive my saylng s0,” said the Lieu-
tenant, )

“Thank you, -Lleutenant, but 1
don’t deserve it. You see T fully ex-
pect Esther to walk in that door any

~minute. If not today, tomorrow. -

She’s that sort.”
“And it shc does?” he said sharp
ly.

“We'll go on 'living together.”.

“Miserably?”

“Ah, you’ve heard? Yes, it was no
secret that Esther and I were not
two of history’s great lovers. Esther
had a sharp tongue, sharper than a
serpent’s tooth.” =~

“Why'd you marry«her?" asked
the Lieutenant curiously, for Blake
was a handsome man.

“Ten years ago her tongue wasn't

quite as sharp And she was always.

attractive.’
“Was she wealthy?” .
“Middling,” said ‘Blake. *And
your next question will be, ‘Did she
have insurance?’ A small amount.

The old girl realized that she was .-

difficult to live with. at times and
didn’t want to place an added temp-
tation in people’s way, Therell
hardly be enough™o bury her.”

“Bury her?” stabbed the Lleu-
tenant quickly.

“If she’s dead,” added Blake.
“Now if youwll forgwe me, Lieuten-
ant, I must get to work on my new
book. There’s a deadline on it

The Lieutenant looked at him for
a moment without speaking. He'd
met some odd ones in his time but
Blake was now at the top of the
list. , '
“Your wife missing without a

trace—and you must get to work on

your book?”

“It’s not quite as cold-blooded as
it sounds, Lieutenant.” Blake lit a
cigarette. “For one thing, 'm sure

- Esther is safe. For another, I prom-

ised this manuscript to my editor
months ago. If I don’t send it along
soon, the publication date will have
to be postponed.”

There was no doubt of it, thought

 the Licutenant as he stood up; “he

much preferred people who showed
some feeling, evén if they yelled
and screamed and made things gen-
erally uncomfortable. A- man like
this Blake would give anyone the
creeps.His eye took in theroomand
the supine figure of the writer.
“You never left this room?” he
said. )
“Not for one minute. It would
be impossible.” Blake pointed to his
immobilized foot. “Dr, Meadows i in
town will vouch for this.”
“We may wish our own man to .
look at it,” said the Lieutenant.
“By all means,” said Blake. “As
long as he’s not clumsy. Will you
move that tray over here, Licuten-
ant? And hand me those pencils?”
The Lieutenant complied and
Blake hunched himself up on the.

" bed and began to scribble. The Lieu- -

tenant w*xtched him, gauging the
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~ degree of his helplessness, and had
to admit it was unlikely he could
have come down the narrow stairs
.and done his wife in. And if he had,
how had he disposed of her body?

Bodies didn't usually disappear, not

completely. They were annoyingly
" hard to get rid of.

“You have a question, Lieuten-
ant?” said Blake, not looking up
from his writing.

“Yes. Why does a woman - who
has no interests outside of her
home and her bridge game sudden-
ly disappear without a trace?”

“Ah, you heard about the bridge
from the good ladies at her club.
I hate bridge.”

“And she made you play?”

~“No, but even if.she had I don t..

think I'd have killed her for that.
Now if you'll excuse me, Lieuten-
ant, I'm involved in a key scene.
The heroine . realizes she’s loved
this fellow all along and doesn’t
know how to tell him. Tricky.”
“I'll leave thcn, said the Lieuten-
ant, ‘ '

“Thank you.”".

“But I'll 'be back.”
* Blake smiled at him. “I was sure
of it. 'm also sure that Esther will
turn up one of these days. I'll drop
you a card if she does.” . .

“There’ll be no need to drop us a
card,” said the Lientenant curtly.
“We'll be in touch.”

. “That’s a comfort. Close the door
on your way out, will you?”.

The Licutenant’s face was flam-
ing as he clumped down the stairs.

He felt like a schoolboy coming
from an interview with the princi-
pal at which he had been made to
look like a lumpish dolt. It wasn’t
a nice feeling, and he was sharp
with his driver all the way back to
the police station.

- He went around to see Went-
worth, who was in charge of traf-
fic and had known him for thirty

_ years. When he had a case he could-

n't find a handle to he usually
talked it over with Wentworth.
Sometimes it helped, sometimes it
didn’t. But it did some good to ges
the facts -off his chest.

For all he knew, this might just
bea case of a woman leaving home
for a few days, as Blake had said.
But somehow the Lieutenant didn’t
believe it. If he had developed any-

. thing in all his years on the force it

was a feeling about people. And his
feeling told him that Esther wasn’t
coming back and that her husband

- knew why. -

Wentworth listened as he told
about this woman who had no
earthly- reason to disappear, who
was apparently a difficult person to
live with (“The kind who beg to
be murdered,” said Wentworth, to
show he understood), who had no
real fnends, no relatives, whose .ev-
ery action in life pointed to a tidy,

orderly existence—almost too order- -

ly—vanishing on the afternoon of a
bridge tournament at her own club.
Had he explained that she was a
rabid bridge player? .
- “No, but that makes it all the
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more suspicious,” said Wentworth,
who read books. “Bridge players- do

not vanish on the day of bridge

tournaments.”

“Same thought as T had,” Sald the

_ Lieutenant.

“Blake absolutely couldn’t get out
of ‘bed?” .

. “Absolutely.”

Wentworth thought a moment.
“Did you look under the bed?”

- “T looked. I felt like a fool doing
it, but I looked.”

- Wentworth chuckled. “There are _
_saw her leave.,” L

times when I think traffic is prétty
simple after all, True, it’s a night-
mare—but it’s a logical nightmare.
Your game, Charlie—well, I would-
n’t have it on a bet.”

The Licutenant felt glum. “So
you don’t have any more ideas than
I do?”

“There’s no chance he had an ac-

complice?”
" “Not a chance. There’s a snoopy

old coot who prowls around the

neighborhood and sees everything
and he hasn’t reported any outsid-
ers, except for the maid who comes
in for a few hours each day. And
she didnt report anyone either.”

“Could our hero be carrying on -

with the maid?” :
“Not this one. She’s thin as a rail
- and complains about her lumbago.”
“Ch, one of those. And the

snoopy old ' character? Could he-

have taken a fee to” get rid of
Edna?”
“Esther. Not hl\ely He’s old

“very old—just has strength cHOLWh
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to.gossip and mind everybody else’s
business.” = - _

Wentworth was silent for what
secemed a long time. The Lieuten-
ant hoped he was thinking of a .
fresh angle on the.case but 'suspect-
ed that he was wondering what was
on the lunch menu or whether he
had put enough motorcycle men at
that tricky crossing on Route 4.

“Could it be,” said Wentworth -
finally, “a simple case of amnesia,
maybe?”

“The sD00py. old character never

“Did he see her enter?”

“Two - days- ago, yes. And she
couldnt havc left without bemo
seen,”

“You've chccked closets et cet-

era?”

“T've checked closets, et cetera,”
said the Lieutenant wearily.

“What does our boy do for a liv-
ing?” - .

“He writes.”

“Mysteries? Could be he’s mak—
ing a reallife test—sort of wants to-
see if the police can be fooled.”

“If that’s his idea"I’ll break his

-other leg,” said the Lieutenant
grimly. o -
-“Now, now; would Sherlock

Holmes do that?” -chided Went-
worth,

“He made some. ¢rack about ShCJ -
locks,” said the Lieutenant. “Said
we got to be detectives by shooting
people in holdups, That’s why I'd
like to na11 him~—at least, one of the
reasons.’ .
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“If he’s guilty, you mean?”
“He’s guilty,” said the Lxeutcn-
~ant.

- you convince me?”

The Lieutenant rose; “No, I can’
barely convince myself. Well we'll

just 8o along and sec what devel-
ops.’

That was a polite way of saying
" that it looked hopeless and that both
of them knew it. Wentworth nod-

ded sympathetically and they made.

a date to go bowling the following
Tuesday night, In parting,-Went-
worth said he hoped Esther would
turn up in the meantime so the
Lieutenant would have no. excuse
when he got trounced.

The Lieutenant had an uncom-
fortable few days.-It was not the
first time a case had baffled him; in:

fact, he had never had a case that:

didn’t baffle him in .some. way or
another, except for an obvious one
in which a man got drunk and went
after his wife with a cleaver.”

But what annoyed him about this
case -was the character of Benedict

"Blake. He’d met some lulus in his’

time but never one like Blake. The
writer had secemed to toy with him,
had seemed to be thinking circles
around him, and no man, espeaally
a policeman, likes that feeling. -

He realized that he had to learn
-more about. this Benedict Blake—

to find some flaw in the man. So -
early Monday morning he had his
surprised-driver stop in front of the»

public library.

Wentvyorth gazed at h1m “Can‘

The Lieutenant plodded up the .
steps and after wandering around -
the confusing halls for a few min-

utes.was directed by a man in uni- -

form to the main reference room. -
He wrote out call slips and even-
tually was given the collected works

" of Benedict Blake. When he came

down the steps with-volumes un-
der both arms his driver’s eyes-al- .
most popped. : ‘

“What's so unusual?” he
growled. “Haven't you ever seen a
man with a book in his hand?”

“Yeah, Lieutenant, but -, . .” The

driver’s voice trailed off.
. But not you, he wants to say, .
thought the Lieutenant. “A. litte
reading would. help everybody on.
this force, Rooney.”

“That’s right, Licutenant.”

. “And I don’t mean -just Police
Procedure. I mean literature.”

“That’s right, Lieutenant.”

“Anything that’s about .people
cat make you a better cop.” :

“I never thought of it that way,
Lieutenant.”

“You never thought, period. Now
drive me back and you can curl up
and go to sleep.”

- While. Rooney said lightly that he
didn’t sleep, but that you could get
awfully bored ‘just. sitting behind

- thé wheel, the Lieutenant thumbed

through the books. Some of the
words were unfamiliar and a sen-
tence here and there didn’t make
too much sense. But maybe once he
got -hold. of the story it would all
fall into place. At least, he hoped. -
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so. These books had: to tell him
something about the mind of Bene-
dict -Blake so that. when he talked
to him again he wouldn't feel so
- much like.a nincompoop.

It was going to be heavy reading
though. It would mess up his eve-
nings badly. And his wife had al-
ready complained to often that he
was- giving too much time to his
job. As she always said, when she
married him. she expected to lose
him for sixteen hours a day, but this
—this was ridiculous, It had come
to be a little joke of hers.

Eight days later he flung the last

of the books away from him in dis-
gust. He had all but ruined his eyes

"and learned nothing but the inner |
yearnings of poets, actors, rich lad--

ies, and hundreds of other people,
most of whom made no sense to
him at all. Nothing he’d read had
- helped him piece together the char-
acter of Benedict Blake, He was as
far from knowing what made the
man tick as when he started.

The other aspects of the investi-
gation had also run into dead ends.
The police doctor had certified that
Blake was immobile with a gen-
uinely fractured foot. Missing per-
sons bulletins, road checks, insur-
ance reports, doorbell ringing—all

had failed to turn up a clue. This

Esther person had vanished as if
she’d dropped down a sixty-foot
well.

there were any wells on the Blake
property, but there wasnt much

- He made a note to check to see if

hope. His men had gone over the -
place square inch by square inch
and if there were any wells they’d
been built'in the last few. days. Es-

" ther, won't you please come home,

he found himself humming absent-
ly. If Wentworth could hear him
he’d “think he had rcachcd his
dotage,

On a slow morning a week 1ater
he drove around to the library. and
lugged the-books back to the desk:
on the third floor. '

“You enjoyed. Benedict Blakc?”
asked the librarian. :

“Very interesting,” said the Lieu-
tenant, who hated to hurt people’s.
fcclings.

“So many find him puzzling,”
said the librarian. :

“I see their point,” said the Lieu-
tenant: ““This all he wrote? No au-
tobiography or anythmg?”

“I'm not sure,” she said. “Will you
wait a moment?” -

enough,

- “T think .I've read .

. thanks,” he saxd edging toward the -

door.

“ITll just take a:moment,” she
said, already deep in the catalogue
file. :
Might as well, thought the Lieu-
tenant. I'm probably the first hu-
man she’s talked .to today, poor
thing. Libraries gave him the ]itters

- They were so quiet. lee hlm a riot
- anytime.

“There’s nothing here, scud the
librarian, “but we have a Benedict
Blake aﬁc1onada on the staff. I’ll

call her over.
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“No, no,” he protcstcd “I rcally
can’t wait.”

“I¢'ll just take a moment.” She
was off down the COI'I'ldOl‘, her sen-
sible rubber heels going slap—slap
on the hard floor.

He waited, becoming more and

more 1rr1t;ated with himself, and. it.

seemed as if he’d waited hours in
the echoing, vaulted room before he
“heard the slap-slap of the sensible

shoes and knew that rescue was -

coming. The librarian had another
girl with her, a small intense one
thh spectacles.

“You wish to know about Bene—

dict Blake?” said the intense one. -

“We often discuss his work in our
Wednesday Forum. Can you make
it' next Wednesday?”

"‘Wednesday s my busy day,” he
said. “I just wanted to know, did
he write any other books or stor-
ies?”

“One other book before he found
himself,” said the girl: ‘Rather gar-
ish.”

“What’s that?” He bent toward
her, for he was a tall man. .’

“Rather garish,” she enunciated.
“A murder mystery.”

Murder? A bell went .off some-
where in the Lientenant’s head, but
he remained calm. “Where can I
get it?” ' o

“I don’t think you can,” she said.
“It was long, long ago. I'm sure ev-
eryone’s forgotten it, even Benedict
Blake.” .

“What’s the txtle? Who. pubhshed
it?” He had }m notebook out.

MAGAZINE -

“The title I don’t remcmbér, but .
the publisher was the Cyclops

Press.”

“Spell that,” he said and she did:;
“What was the book about, do you.
remember?”

“No,”. she said ﬂatly “There’ve
béen so many mysteries since, and
I've read most of them: But if you
can make it Wednesday night . . ..
our forum ...

“Ill try,” he said. It paid- some-
times to stand around and shoot the
breeze with the unlikeliest people.
He would have to impress that on.
the younger men in the department.
Of course, this lead would probably,
fizzle out like the others, but there:
was no need to tell the younger men
that, :

After a session with old telephonu

-and “business directories he finally

located the former president. of the
Cyclops Press. The man’s name was
Peterson and he was now located
in the warchouse district near the
river. He.was in importing but the
address told the Lieutenant that he

~wasn’t importing anything impor-’
. tant.

He Lnockecl on the door and 2
voice said,"“Walk in.” He walked:
in. . L )
The man who had to be Peterson

“sat behind a desk crammed with

papers and bric-a-brac. He was in
his sixties and looked tired. “chP” :
he said.

“You the- publisher, of Cyclops
Press?™” -

“The man looked at th qux721c'd~
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ly. “You're a lmle late. Eighteen
years, to be exact.”

““Out of business?”

“I’m an importer now. What can
I do for you?”

The Lieutenant tried to look as -

unofficial as possible. “I'm a Bene-
~dict Blake fan and I understand you
published his first book. Where can
I get a copy?r”

“The Simple Solzmon ?”
¢ “Is that the title?”

“That’s the title, my friend.” Pe-
terson shoved some papers from
his desk and leaned his elbows on
it. “Can you beat it? For twenty
years I don't hear a word about that
book and then all of a sudden it’s
keeping me awake nights.”

“How’s that?” said ‘the Lieuten-
ant.

“You from television?” counter-

ed Peterson.

“What?”
taken aback.

“If you're from television I told
your bosses the facts. There’s no
change in the facts, mister. So don’t
waste my time.”

Peterson went back to his bllls of
lading and the only way to bring
him out of it was-to flash the tin.
The Lieutenant flashed it.
© “Now what'd I do?” said Peter-
son, “I got a license . : .”

“Never mind that,” said the Lieu-
tenant. “What’s all this about telc-
vision?”

Peterson sighed. “I thought the
Twenties were crazy but this is
even worse.”

The

Lieutenant was

7

“You sce Bencdict Blakc Jately ?”

“No, thank goodness.”

“What'’s that mean?”.

“It means I don’t want to see
him.”

Ab, it was good to meet a non-
Benedict Blake fan. You' could
learn even more from them than
from the other kind. The Lieuten-
ant took a chair, noticing Peterson’s
sour expression as he did 'so. “I'll

‘make this quick, Peterson.”

“What'’s it all about?” '

“Tell you later. Now about this
television. Explain that.”

Peterson swiveled back and
passed a hand over his eyes. “A
week ago a ‘man calls me from the

" network. They’ve got this show.

The Gentle Art—a murder series.
Anyway, one of their staff’s brows-
ing in an old second-hand store and

finds a copy of The Simple Solu-
. ton. Probably the last one in exist-

ence.

“Where'd the others go?”

- Peterson  shrugged. “To wrap
sandwiches, who knows? The book
came out twenty years ago, and in
not the very best binding. So this

-fellow finds it and thinks it’ll make

a good show for them. He calls me
up to talk terms and right away I
get in touch with Oscar Bentz—”
- “Who's Oscar Bentz?” The Lieu-
tenant’s pencil was poised. ,
“That’s Benedict Blake,” said
Peterson. “You don’t think he was
born Benedict Blake,~do you?”
" “I'm new to the literary game.
So you called Blake.”
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- “And he chewed my head off. Got
hysterical. Said he wasn’t having
anything of Ais on. television. One
minute because the book was a
crude job and .would ruin his repu-
tation, the next minute because the
TV guys would murder it. Like it
was Shakespeare or something. I
told him it meant money in the
bank, money we never expected, but

I just couldn’t reason with him. He.
~ was liké a crazy man: If I let them -

~do it on TV he’d sue me, he’d shoot
me, he’d—let me tell you, he didn’t

sound like any of those sophisti-

cated characters  he writes about.”

The Licutenant felt a glow. So -
- Benedict Blake could get angry and.

excited just like other people. It was
a comfort.-to know.

“Why'd he get so upset? He's

such a calm fellow usually,” said the
Lieutenant.

Peterson fixed him Wlth a glmce

“You know him?
“I met him.”
“Look, officer, ~what's this all
about? I didn’t murder anybody.”
“Let’s get back to what we were
discussing,”
“P'd rather not,” “said. Petérson.
“It raises my blood pressure.”
“Did Blake ask you to get the
book back from the network?”

“How could I? They. bought it -

“ina bookstore. Tt was theirs.”

The Lieutenant asked the name

of the network and Peterson. sup-
plied it.
“The Simple Solution, eh? What

was ‘the simple solution?”

MYSTERY

said the Lieutenant, -
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“Officer, this was twenty years ~
ago. We've been through two wars -
since and as you can tell from just

.looking at’ this office that a lot of

things have happened to me. T once
had an office on Fifth—

“It. was about murder VVhat kind
of murder?”

Peterson shook his head. “I can’t
remember what I had to eat for
lunch, so I'm going to remember a
plot from twenty years ago?”

“Didn’t the network. discuss it
with you?” . - ’

“Just the sales price.” Peterson
looked around his shabby office.
“My cut would have paid the rent.”

The Lieutenant got up. “Have
you heard any news of Blake late-
ly? Anything at all?”

“No.-I met him on the street one

-day and he cut’ me dead Blake’s

ancient history to me.” .

The Lieutenant said, “Thanks.
Mr. Peterson. By the way, what do
you import?”

“Back scratchers clephants—anv
thing in ivory.”

Not for him, thourrht the Lieu-
tenant as he closed the door behind
him; now if it had ‘been a nice alli- -

" gator handbag at wholesale . . .

Downstairs he nudged Rooney
and they st off for the network. It
was housed in one of the city’s most
modern buildings, a skyscraper of
steel and blue glass The Lieuten-
ant_spoke to a string of reception-
ists before he came to a small of-

“fice door that said “Story Editor.”

“Story. Editor?” he said to. the
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jowly- yout’h who sat behind a desk- -

leafing through a script. “The Gen-
tle Art?”

“That’s right. What can I do for

u;”

“I understand you were inter-
ested in a book by Benedict Blake.”

The jowly youth stared from un-
der lidded eyes. “Well?”

“Could. I see that book?”

The youth said, “I dont know
how you got up here but you're go-

ing right down again.” He went to,

a phone and was calling someone
when the Lieutenant pulled out the
tin. The youth blinked and sudden-

_ly looked very frightened.

“Nothing to get bothered about,”.

soothed the Lieutenant. “Just a
-‘whim of mineto see that book.”
The }outh hcked his hps “We
haven’t got it.”
“Why not?”

“It was destroyed. Since the au- :

thor wouldn’t give permission—"
- The Lieutenant stared at him and
knew beyond question the lad was
lying. Some showed it in. their eyes,
some by a-flatness in their voices.
This one didn’t show it in any par-
ticular way—but he was lying.

“Are you the story editor?” said
the Lieutenant. .

“I'm Lusk, his assistant.”

“Who found the book in the first
place?”

Lusk hesitated,
did.”

“Who paid for the book?”

“Why, the network—" .

“And who destroyed it?”

then said, “I

Lusk hesitated again. “I did.”
- “You had the authority?”

Lusk jerked his head. “Well, you
just have to look around and see

"how cluttered this place is and the

book was a mess—dog-eared and
everything. No point in keeping it

-around.”

“The way I get the picture,” said
the Lieutenant, leaning against a
desk, “is that you bought the book
with the network’s money and then
somebody bought the book from -
you. And you kept the money.”

“No!” said Lusk.

“Yes,” .said - the Lieutenant. He
was on familiar ground now and .
the procedure came automatically.
“Yes,” he said grimly. :

- “Look, how much do you think
that book cost the network?” said
Lusk with a nervous laugh. “It was
in a bundle that I got for a quarter!”

“And how much did you get for
it?” stabbed the Lieutenant.

“Who -said . . ?” began Lusk.

. “You know who, said the Lxeu-, ’
tenant.

Lusk glanced at his h:mds then
his shoulders began to shake. “Why
don’t you go after the big crooks
for a change?” he said in a muf-
fled voice, and the Licutenant real-
ized he was crying. “So it cost the
network maybe a dime and I made

- a profit on-it. I found the book,

didn’t 1>

“Just tell me what happcned and
nobody’ll know anything,” said the
Lieutenant. “Your network won’t

" miss the-dime. They’re loaded.” A
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fine phxlosophy for a cop—the Com-

missioner should hear him. -
Lusk’s shoulders stopped shaking

and he rubbed a hand across his

face. “This guy Blake called up and-

said he had to have the book for

his personal library. Sentimental .

reasons, To remind him of his
struggles and so on. He was going
to have it leather bound.”

“You realized he warited it bad,
so you quoted. a nice juicy ‘price.”
prodded the Lieutenant.

“Not so juicy. What’s a hundred.

bucks to a bigshot like him?”-

“He mailed you the hundred and
you mailed_him the book?”

“No, he sent a messenger.”

The Lieutenant tensed—for the
next - minute or two “would tell
whether he had been wasting the
taxpayer’s money as usual. “What
was the book about?”

Lusk got up.and walked away
“It-was kind of complicated.”

“There was a .murder, right?”
said the Lieutenant. “Let’s start
with that. Who murdered who?”

Lusk was bending down to a file |

cabinet and the. Lieutenant had a

momentary twinge that he was.

reaching for a gun. But all -he

brought out was a manila envelope.
“Here’s my synopsis,” he said.
The Lieutenant took ‘the sheet.

“It’s all here?” - g

“All there. You mind 1f I goout .

and grab a cup of coffee?”
~“Better wait, Lusk. I might have
some questions.”

But he had no questions. It was
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vwasnt for the files or anything. I
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all there—the husband: who "was
looking for freedom, the wife who
would never grant it, and the sim-
ple solution. In this ene the hus-

-band was helpless with-a sprained

back. The -other difference was that
at the end the husband forgot-one
of his complex arrangements and
suffered .the same fate as his wife.
That was the kind of ending—
“the biter bit”—that happened so
often in books, so -seldom in life,
thought the Inspector.

“Does Blake know you ve got
this outline?” -

“No.” Lusk looked "nvay “Ie-
just wanted it for myself. You
know, it’s a-kind of cute idea.”

“Yeah, awfully cute,”. said ‘the
Lieutenant. “You weren't planning -
on trying it yourself, were you?™

Lusk managed a grin. “Are you

- kidding? I'm net even married.”

- “Well, Tl be keeping an eye on
you,” said the Licutenaat fifppantly.
“I'll keep this—and LUS]\P”
“YeSP,, .
“Donit contact Blake; If he’s con-
tacted I'll khow it was’you and

-you'll be in trouble.”

“] 'won't go near a phon_e,.”“ said
Lusk. “But what’d he do?”

“Nothing; for-all T Lnow, sald
the Lieutenant. -

Lusk was looking at him curi-
ously.. “A police inspector, hm?
‘Believe it or not, you're the first one
I've ever met.”

“From "what Eve heard
your show, 1 can believe it.”

about

<
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The Lieutenant took the elevator
down and drove to the station
where he made his plans. His wife
knew as soon as he phoned that he
wouldn’t be home for dinner, but
she sounded upset when he said it
might take all night. She said, for
maybe the thousandth time, that
she should never have married a
policeman, and he hung up with a
sad smile.

He and the three others he'd .
. rounded up had a quick bite at a.
diner—because the job might drag -

on—then drove to Blake’s house.
There was only one light visible—
in Blake’s bédroom. They got in
through the garageand set up op-
erations in the basement.

The Lieutenant thought the noise-

of the drill would arouse Blake and
whoever might be with him, but it
was a big house and they were far
away -from his bedroom. So they
heard not a peep out of Blake until
the Lieutenant mounted the stairs
two hours later and looked in.
Blake was lying in his bed, as
usual, and over by the window was

a nurse. Only she didn’t have a uni- .

form on. She was quite beauuful
thought the Inspector

“Ah you're back, Licutenant,”
greeted Blake. “But at such an odd

hour and without notice? Isn't that

technically housebreaking?”

“I suppose it is, technically,
apologized the Lieutenant. “It was
too late for a warrant. I’d have had
to wait until tomorrow.” His eye
strayéd to the girl qucstlomngly

“My new housekeeper., There’s no
rule against a beautiful one, is there,
Lieutenant?”

“Not at all,” he agreed heamly
“They should all be as beautiful. A
plty her job’s of such short dura-
tion.”

- Blake’s smile hardened
do you mean?”

“You said I rang doorbells, Mr.
Blake, remember?” said the Lieu-
tenant. “Wcll I rang the rxght one
today.”

“If you're gomg to talk glbbensh
I suggest you wait until morning,”
said Blake rudely. “Helen, show'
him out.”

The girl rose but the Llcutcnant
motioned her to stay where she was,
“It was a 51mple solution, Blake.

“What

" Does that ring a bell?”

“Why should it?” said Blake.
“Stop playing Phile Vance. If
you've something to say, say it.”

The Lieutenant had to agree. The.

"Philo Vance stuff was a strain for

him. “Well then, you know what
these are.” He held out his hand
and discloscd some mottled objects.
“I do not,” said Blake irritably.
“Brldgework I needn’t-tell you

_ whose.”

Blake stared, and when he spol«.e
again his voice had changed. “I un-
derestimated you, Lieutenant, un-
derestimated you badly. By the
way, I'm curious: how did you be-
come a detective?”

“I shot a man in the leg,” said
the Lieutenant. “In a lxquor store

holdup.”
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English Lesson

The Present

ERNEST HARRISON

‘Detective Story
Professor Kettner

United States

“Meet a new /\'infd of detective—an expert
in Americana. It was an interesting little
problem: how to prove a man had never

* visited the United States before . . .

ROFESSOR KETTNER RAN HIS HAND
pthrough a mop of red hair.
“Lieutenant Lindley? It can’t be a
parking ticket because I don’t drive
a car” .

Lindley laughed politely, and sat
down in front of the Professor’s

desk. “I've come for help, sir.
© “I'm a Professor of History,” re-
plied Kettner, “at the moment en-
deavoring to dictate to my secre-
tary. I can’t conceive of mysclf
helping the police solve a crime.

Lieutenant Lindley turned an ap-
preciative glance at Miss Potts and

ignored the protest. “Certainly, s1r
' Thcy tell me you’re an expert on—"
He examined a piece -of paper in
his hand. “Americana?”

The Professor’s auburn -eyes lit
up. “Only in a humble way.”

I3

Lmdlcy leaned forward, gather-
ing confidenice. “I've brought a
problem that ‘might interest you.
It’s out of ‘the wsual run.”

Professor Kettner turned an .
apologetic glance at Miss Potts who
nodded encouragement. “Carry on,
Professor,” she murmured, “I can

stay until late to finish my notes.”

“Very well, Licutenant—my sec-
retary is happy Proceed.™
Lindley- closed his rlght eye and -

‘rubbed a knuckle mervously across

thedid. “I .don’t want to waste time, -

" so-you'lll have to take a good -deal
“on-trust. We've got a man on our
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hands, and we want to_know it
he’s ever :been in thc United States
before.”

“But surely that must be a sim-
ple mvcstlgatwe m'ttter
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“It’s really an alibi. This man,
Cyril Muffett, is suspected by Scat-
land Yard of lifting the Clarence
Street diamonds—nearly a million
dollar haul. They arrested him, but
he claims he was here in Carter
City for three weeks before the
crime, and flew back to England
the day after the robbery was dis-
covered. The alibi stood up so well
that Scotland Yard broke a rule or
two and had Muffett sent here to
be checked. No loophole that we
can find.”

“How does he subsmntnte his

© claim?”

“He says he stayed the  three

weeks with a Mr. and Mrs. Greer.”

They’re old-fashioned storybook
Yankees just turned fifty, who live
on Grant Street. Ideal for an alibi
—they’d satisfy a jury every inch of
" the way. He also mentions a clerk
at the drug store where he used to
phone his girl friend up at Olympia
Falls every morning.’
“Why from the drug store?”

“He says he dxdnt want hlS ,

_friends to overhear his mushy talk.

And the girl friend backs him up.””

“Sounds as if Scotland Yard may
have arrested the wrong man.”
The Lieutenant -transferred a

knuckle to his left eyelid. “Not.

-quite. ‘The alibi’s phoney, we’re
sure of that—but it’s going to be
impossible to prove it the way
things are going. Qur guess is the
theft was planned long in advance,
and some accomplice—~good at act-
ing and impersonating—set up the

alibi for him. Maybe the witnesses
were all bribed, maybe just sucked
in. But I can tell you we'll have to
break the ahbx pretty soon or we'll
never do it.”

“Passport, visa?” '

“All' in order—but you’d-expect
that if somebody set the stage for
Muffet.”

" “Quite so.” The Professor raised _
himself on his long spindly legs

“and looked directly at Lindley.

“Quite so. I'm still at a loss; how-

ever, to undersmnd how I can as-

sist you
“ told you the case wasn’t run-
of-the-mill. According to the Eng-

lish police, Muffett is a Londoner—

Bow Bells and all the trimmings—
although without an accent. They
say their evidence shows he’s never
been in the United States until he
was just brought here—in fact,

“they’re positive he’s never been out

of England.”

“Difficult to be positive. How
can they be sure?”

“It’s not too difhicult these days,
Professor. Scotland Yard’s usually
more cautious than careless you
know.”
© “So you thought I mwht impro-
vise a trap for himp”

“That’s it. If you could, say, ask
him some question which anyone
who had visited the United States
would be bound to know, but an
Englishman would 7oz know—
sort of prove he couldn’t possibly
have been here as he claims .. .™

“Have. you tried yourselves?”
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“Yes, sir.” Lindley’s voice carried
an overtone of apology

“Questions about dollars
cents, supermarkets, small- quarts,
and the use of idiom and vernacu-
lar?”.

" “Yes, sir—that sort of thmg ex-

actly.”

“Useless, I'm afrald He'd be
ready for most of it, and three
weeks’ stay isn’t long enough to
guarantee he’d know much about

our way of life or about the Ameri-

ican .language. We'll have. to find

something which an Englishman’

could not possibly overlook even
‘in a couple of days’ visit.”

“We thought that your being an
expert on Americana . . .”

The Professor walked over to
the window where the yellow sun
set his red hair glistening. Miss
Potts sighed and watched hxm
tensely.

The Professor stood in thought
Suddenly he banged his fist on the
window ledge. “It’s a chance, Lieu-
tenant. It might fail but—" His
voice became nervous with excite-
ment. “I know the very person who
might help us’
and shouted across ‘the room.
Yes, I think I can find two men to
help us. Then we can be doubly

- sure.

Lindley rose from his . chair.
“Thank you, sir. Might I ask who
the two men are who- are’ going to
help us?”

“Idon’t Lnow yet, Lleutenant

~and -

’ He swung round, -

“You don’t know?”
“Not yet—but I will soon.”

" “Well, Mr—~er—Muffett.” Pro-
fessor Kettner addressed a confident

Jittle man in a striped blue suit. “I

gather you claim to have been in
the United States recently for a pe-
riod-of three weeks. It is'my pur-
pose to test if this is true.”

The answering smile was con-
descending. “This is very foolish.
There are several people who can
prove I was here.” = .

“Good.. Then, if you are inno-
cent, you will not- object to an-
swering two simple questions and -
asking a third.” -

“No—why should I? Only 1
don’t claim to be’ perfect you

“know.”

~“That is understood. What I pro-
pose to do is this. First, I -will ask.
you a question, which you will an-
swer. Second, you will telephone a
friend of mine and ask him a ques-
tion, which he will answer, Third,
you will telephone another friend
of mine, who will ask you a final
question. Notice the second call—
you are to ask-the question, not an- .

. swer it.”
“Miss Potts, get me Phalanx 3-5941. -

For the first time thé litde man

‘showed uneasiness. Professor Kett-
ner glanced at Lindley ‘and Detec-

tive-Inspector Donaldson of - Scot-

land Yard. He drew a slip of paper

from his pocket -and glanced at it
carefully. “My first question is this:
where would you most like to spend
Easter?” -
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The answer
“Brighton.”

The Professor made no comment
but, taking up the telephone,
pushed it across the table toward-
the little man. “Now, Mr. Muffett.
You will telephone a friend of mine
and ask-him the question written
on this slip of paper. We will listen
to your conversation on ‘the exten-
sion phone.”

The Professor walked across to
where the two detectives sat along-.
side” a receiver. “Go
Muffett. My friend’s number  is
Olympia 4-8132—the same ex-
change as your girl friend’s.”

Cynl Muffett shrugged -impa-
tiently, then dialed. A brisk voice
answered. “Operator.”

“Hello, operator. I am dialing
Olympia 4-8132. Will you get me

~the number please?”

After a moment a rough voice
answered. “Hello?”

The little man looked down at
the slip of paper. “This is Mr. Cyril
Muffett speaking. I have-a question
to ask you. It is: Do you approve_
of Lord Altrincham?” _

“No,” came back the rough
voice. “I prefer Liz.” The receiver -
clicked at the other end, and the
little man laid down his own in its
cradle. “Now, Professor, 1 hope
this silly charade will end soon.”

The Professor. sighed, seeming
disappointed. “Our last question.
Please telephonc Sldcup 5-9412 and

came  quickly.

- a I]S“'CI'

This time the call went- straight

ahead, Mr.
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through. “Hello,” said Muffete, “1°
believe you. have a question to ask
mep”

“Yes,” came an obviously foreign
voice. “It is difficult for me, but I
try always. Doyou need a passport
to enter Canada?r” _

“I don’t know—I've never been
to Canada. But I believe you can
travel there without one.”

As he put down. the receiver. for
the last time, the little man raised
his head and smiled with cockney
conifidence at-the Professor.

“That’s- that! - Any serious mis-
take, Professor?”

The Professor of Hlstory and
expert in_Americana-turned to the
detectives. “You arrested the right
man, gentlemen. Mr. Muffett has
never been to the United States be-
fore. ‘His alibi is demonstrably
false.”

The little man sat unmoved.
“Bluff. Suppose I' did make a slip.
I said at the beginning—"

The Professor cut him off with
a wave of the hand. “True. Only
there’s one mistake you couldn’t
poss1bly have made if youd been
here in Carter City for a few weeks
and telephoned from the drug store
every day. Your mind was so set
on the questions that you didnt
look at the telephone -in front of
you.7’

“I don’t understand,” interrupt:
ed Lindley. “That’s just an ordi-
nary telephone, Professor.” -°

“Of course it is. Only it’s just a
bit different from an English one.”
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"“It’s exactly the same—" began
Cyril Muffett, and stopped dead as
a chuckle broke out from Inspector
Donaldson. ‘

“No, Muﬂett,” continued
Professor. “They appear to be the
same, but there’s-one big difference.
Look at the dial of our American
phone. There are ten holes for your
finger, and they contain every let-

_ter of the alphabet except Q and Z,
together with every numeral from
one to nought. An English dial is
almost the same—except that the
letter O is also missing. When you
dial an exchange in England with a
letter O, you use the numeral
nought. That is exactly .what you
did, Muffett. You
dialed- Olympia the English way,
and got the operator. Nobody who
had telephoned in. the United
- States every day for three weeks
could possibly make such an error.”
The little man shrugged again,

and his eyes closed. “So. I just did--

n’t know, mate—that’s all. Just a
bit of cockney ignorance, Profes-
sor.”

The Professor ~smiled. “Even
though you telephoned your girl
friend on that same exchange every
day? Nonsense! Nevertheless, I set
a second trap for you—just to make
doubly sure. I gave you the number
Sidcup 59412 to dial. In the United

the

instinctively-
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_States we always dial the first two
- letters of the exchange—in London . -

you dial the first hree letters. There

is, in_fact, no Sidcup exchange in

Carter City, but you would not
know that. Following your Eng-
lish telephoning habits, you.dialed
S-I-D and then 59412, The last
number, being over the normal
seven turns, did not register of
course. What you actually got was
Phalanx 3-5941. If you look -at the
dial, you will see that is so. This
morning, I hadn’t the faintest idea
whose number that was. But before
we left the University 1 spoke with
the owner—a new Hungarian
American—who agreed to help us.
As indeed the other gentleman who
answered the second question.

Well; Mr. Muffett, do T mal\c a

good spider?” "

The cffect on the little man was
startling. As though stung,. he
jumped. from his seat and moved
rapidly toward the door. As he did
so, the Professor flung . himself
around the knees. The two fell
heavily and within seconds the lit-
tle man was handcuffed. .

The . Professor rose and brushed
the dust from his knees. “That,
Lieutenant Lindley, was a football

-tackle in the English style. I learned

it. while studying at. Oxford. Good
day,-gentlemén.” '

 '©'



MURDER IS ‘A PUBLIC MATTER
by ROSS MACDONALD ‘

( continued from page 74)

I was standing over the bed with
the money in .my hand when I
heard someone in the hallway. A
moment later Mary appeared at the
door. ,

_turning  colder.

“I saw you come in,” she said. “T

thought—" Then she saw the
body. )

“Someone Ll]led Hilary,” I said
quietly.

“Killed Hilary?" She looked at
the body on the bed and then at
me. I realized that I was holding
the money in plain view.

By the time 1
reached the iron gates that cut off
Walter Heéndryx from ordinary
mortals, the valley beyond them
was in shadow. i

The burly man came out of the
gatehouse as if I had pressed a but-
ton. He recognized-me, then pushed
his face up to the window of the
car. “Beat it, chum. I' got orders to

- keep you away from here.”

I restrained an impulse .to push
the face away, and tried diplomacy.

T cames <here to do your boss a fa-

. “What are you doing with that?”-
I folded the bills and tucked them K
Now blow.”

into my inside pocket. “I'm going

to try an experiment. Be a good girl

and «call the police for me.’
“Where did you get that money ?”

“From someone it didn’t belong

to. Don’t tell the sheriff about it.
" Just say that I'll be back in half an
hour.”

“'lhey’ll want to l;now where
you went.”

“And if you don’t know, you

won'’t be ablc to tell them. Now do-

as I say.”

She looked into my face, wonder-
ing if she could trust me. Her voice
* was uncertain. “If you're sure you're
doing- the right .thin_g.”

“Nobody ever is.”

I went out to my «<car and drove to
Foothill Drive. The sun had dipped

low over the sea, and the air was
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vor.” .
“That's not the way he feels.

“Look here.” I brought the wad
of bills out of my pocket, and
passed them back and forth under
his nose. “There’s big rnoney in-
volved.”

His eyes followed the moving
bills as if they were _hypnonzed “I
don’t take bribes,” he said in a
hoarse and -passionate whisper.

“I'm’ not offering you one. Bur

you should phone-down to Hen-

dryx, before you do anything r'tsh -
and tell him there’s money ‘in it.”

“Money for him?” There was a
wistful note in his voice. “How
much?”

“Fifteen thousand, tell him.”

“Some bonus.”" He
“What kind of a house is he build-
ing for you, bud, that vou should

whistled. . -
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~ give him an extra fifteen grand?”
I didn’t answer. His question
gave me too much to think about.
He went back’ into the gatehouse,
Two minutes later he came out
and opened the gates. “Mr. Hen-
dryx’ll see you. But don’t try any
funny stuff or you won’t come out
on your own power.” '
The same maid was waiting at
the door. She took me into a big
rectangular. room with French win-
dows on one side, opening on the
terrace. The rest of the walls were

‘lined with books from floor to ceil-

ing—the kind of books that are

" bought by the set and never read.
In front of the fireplace, at the far -

end, Hendryx was sitting half sub-
merged in an overstuffed armchalr,
with a blanket over his knees.

He looked up when I entered the
room. The firelight danced on his
scalp and lit his face with an angry
glow. {What's this? Come here and
sit down.”

The maid left sxlently I walked
the lcngth of the room and sat
down in an armchair facing him.
“I always bring bad news, Mr. Hen-
dryx Murder and such things. This
time it’s Hilary Todd.” -

The turtle-face didn’t change, but

-his head made a movement of with-

drawal into the shawl collar of his
robe. “I'm exceedingly sorry to hear
" it. But my gatekeeper mentioned a
mattet of 'moncy That interests me
more.”

“Good.” 1 produccd the bxlls and
‘spread them fanwise on my knee.
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“Do you
“Should I?”.
“For 2 man who's’ mterested n
money, you'’re -acting very coy.”
“I'm: interested in-its source.”
“I had an idea that you were the
source of this particular money. I
have some other ideas. For instance,

that Hilary Todd stole the Chardin

recognize these?"‘

-and sold it to you. One thing I have
- no idea about is why you would

buy a stolen picture. and pay for it
in cash.”

His false teeth glistened coldly in
the firelight. Like the man at the
gate, he kept his eyes on the money. -
“The picture wasn’t stolen. I bought
it legally-from its rightful owner.”

“I might believe-you if you hadn’t
denied any knowledge of it this af-
ternoon. I think you knew it was -
stolen.” -

His voice took on a cutting edge.

“It was not.” He slipped his blue-

veined hand inside his robe and
brought out a folded sheet of paper,
which he handed me. - -
It was a bill of sale for the pic-
ture, informal but legal, written in
longhand -on the stationery of the
San Marcos Beach Club, signed by
Admiral Johnsten Turner, and
dated that day.
"“Now may I ask you where “you
got hold of that money?” :
“Pll be frank with you, Mr. Hen-
dryx. I took it from: the body of =
Hilary Todd, when he had no fur- -
ther use for it.”
“That’s a criminal act, I believe.”
My brain was racing, trying to
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organize a mass -of contradlctory
facts. “I have 2 notion that you’re
not going to ‘talk to anyone -about
i

He shrugged “You 'scem to be
. full of notions.’

“I have anothcr. Whether or not

you're grateful to me for bringing.

you this money, 1think you should
be 1

: “Have ‘you any reason ) for saying
that?” He had shifted his eyes:from
the money on my knee to my face.

“You're in the building busmess,
Mr. Hendryx?” :

“Yes.” His voice was flat.

“I don’t know exactly how you
got this money. My guess is that
you gouged it out of home buyers,
. by demanding a cash bonus in ad-

dition to the appraised value of the

'houses you've heen selhng to vet-
erans.’

“That’s a pletty complehenswe
piece of guesswork, isn’t it?”

“I don’t expect-you to admit it.
On the other hand, you probably
wouldn’t want this money ‘traced
_ to you. The fact that you haven’t
banked it is an <indication of that.
That’s why Todd could count on
you to keep this picture- deal quiet.
And that’s why you shouldbe grate-
ful to me.” ,

The turtle-eyes stared into mine,
and admitted mothing. “If 1 were
grateful, what form do you suggest
my gratltude should take?” - - -

“I -want the picture. I've sort of
set my heart .on it.”

“Keep the. money 'instead.”
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“This money is no good to ame.
Dirty money never is.” .

He threw the blinket off and lev-
ered himself out of the chair.
“You’re somewhat more honest
than I'd supposed. You're offering,
then, to buy the picture back from
me with that moneyP”

“Exactly.”

“And if T don’t agreeP”

“The money . goes to the Intelli-
gence Unit of the Internal Revenue
Bureau.”

There was silence. for 2 while,
broken by the fire hissing and sput-
tering in an irritable undertone.

“Very well,” he said at length.
“Give me the money.”

“Give me the picture,” - -

~.He waded ‘across the heavy rug,
moving his feet a few inches at a
‘time, and pressed a corner of one of
the bookcases. It swung open - like
a door. Behind it was the face of a
‘large wall safe. T waited uncomfor-
tably while he twirled the double
dials.

A minute later he shuffled back-
to me with the picture in his hands.
The boy in the blue waistcoat was
there in the frame, still watching
the apple, which ‘looked good
enough. to eat aftér more than two
hundred years.

Hendryx’s ‘withered face had 'set-
tled into a kind of malevolent resig-
nation, “You realize that «his is no
better than blackmail.” :

“On the contrary, I'm saving you
from the consequences of your own
poor judgment. You shouldn’t do

PUBLIC MATTER
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busmess with thieves and murdcr-
ers.”

“You still insist the plcturc wis

stolen?”

“I think it_was. You probably
know it was> Will you answer one
quesmonP”

“Perhaps.’ '

“thn Hxlary Todd approached
you about, buying this picture, did
he claim to represent Admlral Tur-
ner?”

“Of course. You have the bill of
_ sale in your hand. It’s signed by the
Admiral”

“I sec that but I don’t know his
signature.”

“I do. Now, if you have no fur-
ther questions, may I have my
moncy?” -

“Just one more: who killed Hugh

Western ?” .
“I don’t know,” he said heavily.
He held out his brown hand with

the palm upward. I gavc hlm the

sheaf of bills.

“And the bill of s*de, if you
please.”

“It wasn’t part of the bargain.”

“It has to be.”

“I suppose you're rxght
ed it to him.

“Pleasc don’t come back a third
time,”

I hand-

annoylng

“I won’t come’ back;” I s:nd I

~didn’t need to.

In the early evening traffic lull T
made good time back to the center

' he said as he rang for the .
maid. “I ﬁnd your visits tlrmg and_

of town. I drove automatically;
thinking of other things: the dead.
man on the mountain, the other

" dead man in‘the bedroom, the twen-

ty-five thousand dollars’ worth of
canvas and pigment on the seat be-

'side me. Hendryx bad answered

one question, but he had raised ten
more. The questions and the facts
that failed to answer
swarmed in my head like bees.

I parked in the alley beside the
art gallery and got out of the car
with the Chardin under my arm.
There was talk and laughter and

‘the tiny din of cutlery in the res-

taurant patio beyond the hedge. On
the other side of the alley a llght
was shining behind the barred win:
dow of Silliman’s office. 1 reached
up between the bars and tapped on
the window. I couldn’t sce beyond

- the closed venetian_ blinds.

Someonc opened the casement. It

“was Alice; her blonde head aure-

oled against the light. “Who is it?”
she said in a frightened whisper.

“Archer.” I had a sudden, rather
theatrical ‘impulse. 1 held up the

‘Chardin and passed it to her edge-

wise between the bars. She took it
from my hands and let out a little
yelp of surprise. .

“It was where 1 thought it would
be,” T said.

Silliman appeared at Bcr shoul-
der, squedking, “What is 1t? What
is it?”

My brain was doing a doublc take
on the action I'd just performed. I

“had returned the Chardin to the

them -
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-gallery without using the door! It
could have been stolen the ‘same
way, by Hilary Todd or anyone
‘else who had access to the building.
No human being could - pass
through the bars——but a picture
could!

Silliman’s head came out the win-
dow like a gray mop being shaken.
“Where on earth did you find it?”

I had no story ready, so I said
nothing. E

A gentle hand touched my arm
and stayed, like a bird ahghtmg
" It was Mary

“I've been watchmg for you,” she
said. “The sheriff’s in Hilary’s shop,
and he’s raving mad. He said he’s
going to put you in ]all as a mater-
ial itness.”

“You didn't tell hun about the
money?” I said in an undertone.

“No. Did you really gef the pic-
ture?”

“Come inside and see.”

As we wrned the corner of the

building, a car left the curb in front -

of it,and started up the street with

a roar. It was Admiral Turner’s .

black sedan.

“It looks like Alice driving,”
Mary said.

“She’s gone to tcll her father,
probably.”

I made a sudden decision, and

headed back to my car,
“Where are you going?”

“T want to see the Admiral’s re--

action to the news,’
She followed me to the car. “TaLe
me.” .

‘street?”

“You'd better stay here: There’s
no telling what might happen.”

I tried to shut the door, but she
held on w it. “You're always run-
ning off and leavmg me to make
your explanations.”

“All right, get in. I don’t have.
time to argue.’

I drove straight up the alley and
across the “parking lot to Rubio
Street. There was a uniformed po-
liceman standing at the back door

-of Hilary’s shop, but he dxdnn try

to stop us.

“What did the pohce have to say
about Hilary?” I asked her.

“Not. much. The ice pick had
been wiped clean of fingerprints,

- and they had no .idea who did it.” -

I went through a yellow light and

left a chorus of indignant honkings
- at the intersection behind me.

“You said you didn’t know what
would happen when you got there.
Do you think the Admlraf P” She
left the sentence unfinished. '

“I don’t know. 1 have a feeling

we soon will, though.”

Finally I asked, “Is thlS the

(‘Yes )

My tires shricked on the corner,
and again in front of the house. She
was out of the car before I-was.

“Stay-back,” I told her. “This may
be dangerous

She let me go up the walk ahead
of her. The black sedan was in the
drive with the headlights burning
and the left front door hanging
open The front door of the house
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~ was closed but there was a light be-
hind it. I went in without knock-
lﬂg

Sara came out of the lxvmg-room
All day her face had been going to

pieces, and now it_ was old .and

slack and ugly. Her bright hair
was -ragged at the edges, and her
voice was ragged. “What do you
think you’re doing?”
- “l want to see the Admxral
Wheré is he?”

"pr__should. I know? I can't
keep track of any of my men.” She

took a step toward me, staggcrcd\

and almost fell.

Mary took hold of her and eased

her into.a chair. Her head leaned

limply. against the -wall, and her

mouth hung open. The lipstick. on
" her mouth was hke arim of crackcd
dry blood.

“They 'must be herc.

.. The. single shot that we heard

then was an exclamation point at
the end of my sentence. It came
from-somewhere back of the house,
muffled by walls and distance. - --

I went through.and. into the gar-
den. There were lights in the gar-
dener’s cottage, and a man’s shad-
ow moved -across the window. I
ran up the pathto"the: cottages
open door, and:frozé there."

with a gurr.in his hand. It was a
heavy-caliber - automatic, . the kind
the Navy issued: From its round,
-questioning mouth a.whisp of- blue

smoke trailed. Alice lay face down .

on the carpeted floor between us.
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I looked into the ‘mouth of the
in, then into Turner’s granite
face. “You killed her.”

But Alice was the one who an-

~swered. “Go away,” she said. The

words came out in a rush of sob- .
bing that racked her prostrate body.

“This is a private matter, Arch- -
er.” The gun strred slightly in the
Admiral’s hand. I could feel its

* pressure across the width of the

room. “Do’as she says.”

“1 heard a shot. Murder is a pub-
lic matter.” .

“There- has been no murder, as
you can see.

“You don't remember well.”

“I have nothing to do with that,”
he said. “I was cleaning my gun,
and forgot that it was loaded.”

" “So Alice lay down and cried?

~You'll havé to do better than that,

Admiral.”
- “Her nerves are shaken. But I
assure you that mine are not.” He

‘took three ‘slow steps toward me,

and paused by the girl on the floor.
The gun was very steady in - his
hand. “Now go, or I'll have to use -
this.”

The pressure of the gun was in-
creasing. I put my hands. on the

“door frame and held mysclf still.
" “You seem: to bc sure” 1ts loadcd
~Admiral. Turner~was facmg ‘me-.

now,” I said. -

- Between. my words I heard the
famt, harsh whispering of shifting
gravel on the garden path behind
me:.1 .spoke-. up loudly, to drown
out _the sound.. :

“Admiral, you say that you had
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‘Todd knew who killed Hugh West-

nothing to do with the murder.
- Then why did Todd-come to the
beach club this morning? Why did
you change your, story about the
Chardin?”

He looked down at hrs daughter

as if she could answer the ques-

. tions. She made no sound, but her
shoulders -were shakrng with mter-
nal sobbing.

As 1 watched the two of them,
-father and daughter, -the pattern of
the day finally came 'into focus. As
its center was the muzzle of the
Admiral’s gun, the round’ blue
mouth of death.

I said, very carefully, to gam time,
“I can guess what Todd said to you
this morning. Do you want me to
dub in the dialogue?™

He glanced up sharply, and the
" gun glanced up. There were no
more sounds in the.garden. If Mary

was as quick as I thought, she'd be'

at the telephone. -

“He ‘told you he'd stolen your
picture and had: a buyer for it. But
Hendryx was cautious. Todd need-

_ed proof that he had-a right to'sell
it. You gave him the proof. And
when Todd completed the tr ansac-
tion, you let him keep the money.”

“Nonsense! Bloody = nonsense.”
But he was a poor actor, and a worse

liar.
“P've seen the bill of sale, Admlr-

al. The only question left is why

you gave it to Todd.”
His lips moved as if he was go-
ing to speak. No words came’ out.
“And Tl answer that one, too.
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ern. So did you. You had to keep
him quiet, even if it meant conniv-
ing- at the theft of your own pxc—
ture.”

“I connived at nothing.” Hrs
voice was losing its strength, but his
gun was as potent as ever.

“Alice did,” I said. “She helped

. Todd steal it this morning. She
passed it out the window to him

when Silliman and I were on ‘the
mezzanine, Which 'is one of the

' thmgs he told you at the beach club,

isn’t it?”
“Todd has been feedmg you lies.

‘Unless you give me your word that

you won't repeat those lies, not to
anyone, I'm gomg to have to shoot - -
you.” .
- His hand contracted ‘Squeezing

_off the automatic’s safety The tiny

noise it made seemed very signifi-
cant in the silence. It echoed from
the walls.

“Todd -will soon be feeding

“worms,” 1 saxd “Hes dead Ad
‘miral”

“Dead?” HIS voice had sunk to
an old man’s quaver, rustling in his

‘throat, -

“Stabbed w1th an ice pxck in his
apartment.”
- “When?” - :
" “This: afternoon. Do you still see
any point in-trying to shoot me?”
“You're lying,- Archer.”
" “No. There’s been a second mur-
der—Todd’s.” -
* He looked down at the girl at his
feet. -His eyes - were. bewildered.
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There was danger in his pain and
confusion. I was the source of his
pain, and he might strike out blind-
ly at me. I watched the gun in his
hand, waiting for a chance to move
in on it. My arms were rigid, braced
against the door frame. - .
Mary Western ducked under my
left arm and stepped into the room
in front of me. She had no weapon,
except her courage.
" “He’s telling the truth,” she said.

“Hxlary Todd was stabbed to de"tth’

today.”

“Put down the gun,” 1 said:

“There’s nothing left to save. You

thouight you were protecting an un-

fortunate girl. She’s turned out to
be a double murderess. :

- He was watching the girl on the
ﬂoor “If this.is true, Allie, 1 wash
my hands of you.

No sound .came from her. Her4

face was hidden by her yellow sheaf
of hair. The old man groaned. The
gun sagged in his hand. 1 moved,
pushing Mary to one side, and
snatched it away from him. He
didn’t resist, but my forchead was
suddenly streaming with sweat.

“You were probably next on her
list,” T saxd v

((N s/

The muffled word came from }us.
daughter She began to get up, ris- -

"ing laboricusly from her hands and
knees like a hurt fighter. She flung

her hair back. Her face had hardly-

changed. It-was-as lovely as ever,

. on the surface, but empty of mean--

ing—like a doll’s plastic-face. .
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“I was next.on my list,” she said
dully. “I tried to shoot myself when
I realized you kncw about me.
Father stopped me.

“1 dxdnt know about you until
now.”

*“You did. You must have. When
you were talking to father in the
garden, you meant me to hear it all
—evcrythmg you said about Hil- -
ary -

“D d IP”

The Admiral said with a Lmd of
awe, “You killed him, Allie. Why
did you want his blood on your
hands? Why?” His own. hand .
paused in mid-air. He looked at her -
as if he had fathered a strange and

“evil thing.

-She bowed her head in sxlence I
answered for her. “She’d stolen the
Chardin for Todd :and met his con-
ditions. But then she saw that he .
couldn’t get away, or if he did he'd

.be brought back, and questxoned

She couldn’t be sure he'd keep quiet
about . Hugh. This afternoon she

“made sure. The second murder al-

ways comges easu:r

“No!” She shook her blonde head

wviolently. “I didn’t murder Hugh.

I hit him with something, but I
didn't intend to kill him. He struck
me first—he struck me, and then 1
hit him back.”

. “With a deadly weapon, a metal

fist. You hit at him twice with it.
The second blow didn’t miss.”
“But I didn’t mean to kill him.
Hxlary knew I dldnt mean to kill
him,” : '
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“How would he know? Was he
there?”

“He was downstairs in his flat.
‘When he heard Hugh fall, he came
. up. Hugh was still-alive. He died
in Hilary’s car, when we were
starting for the hospital. Hilary
said he’d help me cover up. He ook
that horrible fist and threw it into
the sea.

“I hardly knew what I was doing

(by that time. Hilary did it all. He
put the body in Hugh’s car -and

drove it up the mountain. I fol--
lowed in his car and brought him

back. On thé way back he told me

why he was helping me. He needed °
_tionalized it.” Actually, you killed

money. He knew we had no money,
but he had a chance to sell the
Chardin. 1 took it for him this

morning. I had tol Everything 1

did, I did because I had to.”
She looked from me to her fath-
er. He averted his face from her.
“You didn’t  have ‘to ‘smash

Hugh’s skull,” I said. “Why did you .

do that?”

Her doll’s eyes rolled in her head _

then came back - to. me, glmtmg
with a cold and deathly coquetry.
“If I tell you, will you do one thing
‘for me? One favor? Give me fath-
er’s gun for just a second?” -

“And let you kill us. all?”

“Only myself,” she said. “Just
leave one shell 'in-it.” .

“Don’t give it to her,” the Ad-
miral said. “Shes ‘done enough to
disgrace us.”

“T have no intention of giving it

to her. And T don’t have to be told

‘blind, ' looking into herself.

i3
why - she killed Hugh. While she
was waiting in’his studio last night,
she found a sketch of his. It was an
old sketch, but she didnt know
that. She’d never seen it before, for
obvious reasons.”

“What kind of sketch?”
- “A portrait of a nude woman.
She tacked it up on the easel and
decorated it with a beard. When
Hugh came ‘home he saw what
she'd done He didn’t like to have
his pictures spoiled, and he probq-
bly slapped her face.”

“He hit me with his fist,” Alice
said. “I killed him in self-defense.”

“That may be the way you've ra-

him out of jealousy.”

She laughed. It was a.cruel. sound _
like” vital tissue being ruptmed
“Jealousy of her?” 7
- “The same ‘jealousy that made

. you ruin the sketch.”

Her eyes widened, but they were
“Jeal-
ousy? I don't know. I felt so lonely, "
so-all alone inthe world. I had no-
body to love me—not since my -

‘mother died.”

“It isn’t true, Alice; You had me.
The Admiral’s tentative hand came
out and paused again in the air, as -
though' there was an- 1nv151ble wq]l
between them. -

“I ‘never had you. I hardly saw
you. Then Sara took you. I had-no
one—no one.until Hugh. I thought
at last that' I had someone to love
me, someorie I could count on—"

Her voice broke off. The Admi-
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ral looked everywhere but .at his
daughter. The room: was like a cu-

.bicle in hell where lost souls suf-

" fered -under -the silent treatment.

The silence was ﬁnally broken by -

the sound of a-distant siren. It rose
- and expanded until its lamentation
filled the night; -
- Alice was crying; with her face
uncovered. Mary Western came for-
ward and put her arm around her.

“Don’t cry.” Her voice was warm.

Her face had a grave beauty.

/.
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“You hate me, t0o.”

“No. I'm sorry for you, Ahce.
Sorriér than I am for Hugh.”

The Admiral touched my arm.
“Who .was the woman - in the
sketch?” he’ saxd in a trembling

VOICC .

I looked into hls tired .old face

" and decided that he had suffered

enough.

- “I don’t know," I said:

"But I could see the knowledge'
in his eyes.
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EVER HEARD OF IT,” Finray
N said, ‘with the ‘air of dispell-
ing a rumor. “It’s not in any cata-
“logue that I've -ever seen.” He
glanced. sideways. at the heavy gold
coin that lay on the dining table
and:took a sip-of the ’88 port. “And
there’s no mention of the incident
in history books—I'm sure of that.”
“Bonnie Prince Charlie,” their
host, Alistair de Mar, said, “didn’t
have enough money to go through
with it. He planned to flood Eng-
- land with spurious currency, which
would have embarrassed the Wal-
" pole administration, That was in
- 1745, before he landed-in Scotland,
and a French engraver made-the
dies. The guineas were to be struck
in base metal—probably pinchbeck
—but this single one was made of

gold, and the Young Pretender kept
i g 105

it as a memento. The dies were de-
stroyed and the plan was never dis- .
closed—I fancy he didn’t felish be-
ing known as a coiner. It's been in
my. faxmly smcc the Eighteenth -

Century.”

. Alistair de Mar plcked it up and
handed it to Wilson, Who looked at
it closely. .

“It’s unique,” ‘de Mar went on.
“Sir JohnDyer offered me ten thou-
sand pounds for it, but I said I've .
got ten -thousand pounds, and no-
body else has one of these.” '

Wilson said, “But—" and thein -
put the coin on the table, shaking
his head. .

His nclghbor, Colonel Wragg,
picked it up. “Not much geod at
this sort of thing,” he said. “My spe-
cialty’s oriental money. Looks like

George 11, though.” He frowned.
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“There are too many laurel leaves
in the chaplet,” said Alistair de
Mar. “And the date is off-center. As
a matter of fact, to my eye the por-

trait looks’ more Bourbon than

Hanoverian—show it to Sutro and
see what he thinks.”

Sutro was a sculptor. He nodded

his head over the coin. “Yes,” he

said. “Looks like Rigaud’s Louis-

XIV. It has a nice balance though ?
He stood it on its edge. -

- The only one of the six men. who
had not spoken was Powys, a pro-
fessor of ethnology at Cambridge.
He smiled self—deprecatingly, then
said in a thin voice, “European roy-
alty have a tendency to resemble one
another—they have always- inter-
married. How did. this happen to
come into the possession of your
family, de Mar?”

Alistair de Mar looked smug.
“An ancestress of mine-was living
-in France at the time .
the implication floating in the air.
“She was a Lovat. She was very gay
—and very naughty. They say the
Prince cooled off when-she took up
with a young scapegrace from the

Virginia colony—he was named -
Pennyfeather, believe it or not. We .

have.a .chalk drawing’ of her by
Greuze—very pretty. Well,” he stood

up, “shall we go to the library?™
- The others stood up too, and. de

Mar looked along the table. “By the
‘way, who.has the guinea?”

- There was a silence. Everyone -

~ gazed at the tablc, then at each oth-
crl N

. " He left -
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“Probably under a coffee cup,”
Powys said, lookmg under a coﬂee

‘cup.

' “Lets sce now,” Colonel Wragg
said. “I handed it to you, Sutro,
didn't I?”

“Yes, and T -put it down—-—over

- there, 1 think.”

.Dessert platesand snlverware were
moved aside, and Wilson™ pushed
his chair back and began looking
under the table. “Maybe it fell on .
the floor,” he said.

The search went on-for some

time, but without success. Finally

they stood looking at one another
in a decidedly uncomfortable si-
lence. That is, five of them stood:
Wilson was still on his hands and
knees. “It’s got to be here,” he was
heard to say. :

uwh pn

“Because it’s not on thc table.”

-Finally he; too, got up and dusted

off his trousers.

There was another silence, even
more uncomfortable this time.

“I think,” Finlay said authorita- -
tively, “that we owe it to ourselvcs, :
as well as to our host, to ... to
turn out our pockets.”

“Oh, no,” de Mar started to say,.
but the Colonel: .cleared ‘his throat.

- “I agree,” he said. “Absolutely!”
He\began to empty his pockets on-

. 10 the table—cigar case and billfold,

both of which' he opened, loose
change, a penknife, and ‘various
other things. They all watched him
except ‘Alistair de Mar, who looked
uttcrly embarrassed.
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Then the others followed suit—
all but Wilson. He made a half-
hearted gesture toward his -pocket,
then stopped. His face was red.

“Well?”

Wilson ‘shook his head. “Sorry,”
he said. “I can explain later, but—"

“But what, sir?” Colonel Wragg,

asked.

- “But right now I...well; I
- can’t. I think we ought to go on
" searching. It’s absurd to be so melo-
dramatic when we haven’t really
made a thorough search:” Wilson
spoke positively, but he sounded
rather on the defensive.

“And just what,” Colonel Wragg
said, “would you consider a thor-
ough search? I have had consider-
able experience tracking in an im-
mense jungle, so I think T am com-
petent to look for something in a
small room!” Finlay backed him
up with an emphatic nod of agree:
ment.

Wilson glanced around at the hos- .

tile faces—except their host who
avoided his eye—and set his jaw.
“I am quite sure you would not miss
a broken twig, Colonel,” "he said.

“But the circumstances here are dif-

ferent.” .
“They most certainly are!”

“For one thing,” Wilson contin= -

ued evenly, “a mere turning out of
the pockets-is not the same thing
as being searched.”
“Have you the effrontery to sug-
-gest—" Colonel Wragg began.
- “But don't you see,” Wilson broke
" in, “that the very offer to turn out

Finlay spoke sharply..
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your pockets implies admission of
the possibility?”

“In my case, sir, it implies, and
demonstrates, that I have not got

.the guineal!”

“In that -case lets look for it in
the room again.”

“The room,” Finlay said, “has
been searched. You, Mr. Wilson,

have not—and since it was you who °

_suggested that we go on searching,

why . ..” He glanced at Colonél
Wragg, -who nodded. ‘

“No, really, you chaps,” de Mar
said. “It’s bound ‘to turn up.” But

‘e didn’t sound convinced.

“The point, of course,” Powys
said daintily, “is why Mr. Wilson
refuses to turn out his packets, and
at the same time urges us on to turn-
ing out the room. I must confess an
inability to guess the reason for the
latter in the light of the former,”
He raised his eyebrows and blinked.

“I ...” Wilson breathed deeply.

“I cannot explain it to you. I can

“only swear that I didn’t take it. I

can only entreat you to help me go
on searching. I would have. been

‘willing to take your word—I beg

you to take mine!” He looked

around and this time caught the

eye of de Mar. There was specula-
tion in his host’s face.

After all, Wilson had come to
him .with a letter of introduction
from an old friend in America, and
they had hit it off. But what did

-anyone in the room really know

of him?
It s perfcctly obvious that you
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' cithér have the coin,” said Finlay,
“or you have not. If you have not,
it is equally obvious that you can
have no conceivable reason for con-
cealment. I insist that you do as the
rest of us—turn out your -pockets!”

“You mean that'it is inconceiva-
- ble to you,” Wilson said, and looked
at de Mar again..“I appeal to you to
give me one more chance to search
—for us all to search—this room”.

“Or perhaps,” Colonel Wragg
said, “a chance to pretend to find
it?”

Wilson snﬂened

“Gentlemen, pleasé!” de Mar saxd

“You may watch me,” Wilson
said. “In fact, I shall be willing to
-do no more than organize the

search. T suggest that the room be*

squared oft and searched in se-
quence.”

Sutro, the sculptor, brmhtened
“Good idea,” he said. “Got a piece
- of chalk, Alistair?”

“[ think we can draw i 1mag1nary
lines,” de Mar said.

Wilson stood aside, perhaps a lit-
tle ostentatiously, and the others

began to relax from their tension.

~ Colonel Wragg shrugged and with
a great show of conceding a doubt-
ful pomt said, “Very well”

“Wait,” ‘Wilson said suddenly.
“You were’  sitting. there, Sutro,
weren’t you?” _

They all looked at hlm, and the
sculptor nodded.. -

“And it’s just come to me that -

you stood the guinea on its edge,”
VVllson went on. “So isn’t it possxble

- this . ..
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-that it rolled? 1 mean, when de

Mar stood up, we all looked away
from it.”
No one answered him, and he

pointed to a crack where the drop-

leaf table had not been quite pushed
together.

Finlay frowned; he did not éee
the crack. “We've looked on the

"floor,” he said. “You looked there

yourself.”

“Look up at the underside of the
table,” Wilson said.

.Sutro dropped. to his knees and
disappeared from view. “Well, I'm
damned!” he said. “Here it is!” He ‘
reappeared, 'rriumphantly‘ holding
the guinea. “It must_have fallén
through and got stuck!”

He put thie gold coin on the table
and the others gathered ardund.
Then they all turned to Wilson.
Their faces-displayed various mix-
tures of surprise, -perplexity, and
even a little shame.

“My" dear sir,” Colonel Wragg

" said finally, “would you mind tell-

»”

ing us why you refused to . . .
“To show you what I had in my
pocket?” Wilson said. “I" would

- have done so earlier, but 1 didn’t

want to spoil de Mar’s story—and
then suddenly it was too late.” He
came forward and held out his
closed hand. “You see,” he said,
“Tom Pennyfeather was my_ances-
tor, and Hennctm Lovat gave him
bed

He opened his hand Lymg in it
was another golden guinea, in every
respect identical with the first one.
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Cdurtroom Detective Story
‘| pErEcrive:  Donald Lindley
Portervale, New York -

The Present

3

Was any man ever niore guilfy of murder? It
was an airtight case. Motive: the whole town
knew it. Opportunity: found over the body
one minute after the shot. Means: his own
‘gun—and still sihoking in his hand!

J[VHERE IS AN OLD SAYING THAT NO
Tone really gets away with mur-
der—not really; and of course
there is no degree to murder—a
little goes a long, long way.

And old Frank Ruppert didn’t
get away with murder, no matter
what you might. have heard in
- Portervale. I can tell 'you now he
did not—but, to begin, as the other
saying goes, at the beginning ...

Portervale, in hilly upstate. New
“York, is just big enough to have
two detectives full-time. I am one,
John Becker is the other. This was

my Sunday on; John was fishing.

We are not b1g enough, on the
other hand, to have a f\_xll time
mayor, or 2 full-time medical ex-

aminer, or an airport—a nice little
city -that did things its own way, .
but on the whole got things done
one way or another, A nice little

‘place, -although we have our own

little nest of gamblers—every town

- has them, even a town as' prétty as

Portervale on-a Sunday in June.
Sundays are quiet in Portervale,

- and this was no excéption. An hour
-or so before St. Anthony’s had

sounded its bells” for the noon

‘Mass, I was sitting with my feet up

on the desk and looking out the
window across the Courthouse
square; and I -was thinking it
would take at least 2 murder to

‘make something cut of a Sunday

in June in Portervale. Of course

110
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that's exactly what happened and

John Becker was fishing.

I -actually ‘jumped when the
phone rang—that’s how quiet it
had been. It was the mayor and he
was shouting, his voice pitched
high; I thought maybe he was hav-
ing a stroke, being sixty and too
fat.

“Hold on, Mort,” T said. I told
you we had no full-time mayor,
and Mort Harkness owned a su-
permarket on Arbor Street. “What’s
up, where are you, and I can "t make
out a thing you're saying:”

I heard him breathe hard a few
times, then calm down a little. “Get
right on down to Frank Ruppert's
place. It's -terrible! Frank’s just

killed a man. It's terrible, I tell

you. He's just sizting therel”

It was my turn to breathe hard.
After all, the worst 1 ever had on
record in my three years on the

force was an assault with intent to

kill, and that turned- out to be
strictly a family affair over a will.
And now Frank Ruppert, old
Frank Ruppert—

“Don’t touch a thing,” I ordered.
“Stay put! I'll be right down. What
" was it? A knife, a gun—-P” .

“A gunl He’s just sitting there,
holding it! I tell you, it was still
smoking!l”

Not Frank Ruppert. A cold hand
was playing. around with my in-
sides, but I called old Doc Steiner’s

. house, and was told he was at the

-hospital on a case. This had been
a cold spring, and there were lots
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of cases in the hospital—respira-
tory things, keeping our part-time
medical officer running day and
night. I called the hospital and left
a message for him.

Then I called Floyd Mellis, our
part-time county district attorney,
and he was at- home. Mrs. Mellis
said he’d be at Frank Ruppert’s

- as soon as he changed his clothes.

On the way down I collared Pa-
trolman Elkland in the day. room

‘and we found a ready squad car

in the car pool behind the Court--

‘house. “Not Frank Ruppert. Not
Frank Ruppert!”

he muttéred
“Who'd he kill?” ‘
““How the hell should I know?” -
I snapped, with the cold hand in

" my insides getting colder. Then we
‘parked the car in front of Frank
Ruppert’s house, that old mansion
_next to St, Anthony’s. There was a

crowd of people in~ front- of the
house, their faces scrubbed, their
best clothes on. Of. course, it was
the congregation from the noon
Mass. I told them to go home un-
less they had some pertinent infor-
mation, but no one moved.

~ Elkland and I walked into the

huge front room of the old place
and there was a sight to see. There .
was the mayor, and Father Burke,
and about twelve other leading
citizens,. all standmg around- as. if
they were paying a social call on the
old gentleman; but their faces were
either very pale or: very red, de-
pending on the state of their veins
and their living habits, and they-
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were looking- everywhere except at
Frank Ruppert or the thing on the
floor.,

‘Frank himself. was. dressed as if
he were in court in his heyday as
a lawyer. He had on a dark suit and

a wide silk tie, and -his boots were

polished. His mane of white hair
was carefully brushed, and he sat
almost lost in one of his tall, beau-
- tiful old carved-wood and leather

chairs, In his right hand, pointing '
to the floor, he was holding a 38.

revolver, of ancient vintage, but a
good-looking piece. There was still
the smell of burned gunpowder,
just a touch of it
~ On the floor—and there was no
blood—was Al Warren, his face
calm, his thick crew-cut in good
shape, his - college-boy expression
_ still intact—everything. fine except
‘there was a little blue hole in the
center of his forehead and he was
staring up’ at the ceiling as if 'won-
dering how the little hole got there.
It was obvious to me how it got
there, and even why. The motive
was perhaps a year old. Al had
plenty of money, gambling and
worse kinds of money, and he. was
spending a lot of it on Frank-Rup-

pert’s orphaned granddaughter—-
Julie, nineteen and very lovely, and

'very spoiled.. There was' also his
snappy convertible and his twenty-
" seven foot cruiser on Lake Alice,
. and everybody in town knew that

“the next thing afte rthe convertible
and the cruiser would be for .Juloe
to come down from Syracuse Uni-

\
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versity some week end and be en-
tertained by our town’s  bigshot

- gambler in his place on Ander’s

Hill. There ‘had been quite a few
Julies. up there, and they didn’t stay
in Portervale long after that. We
all saw it happening, and no one
could: stop it—not me, and especial-

Jy not the old man who had

spoiled her silly with his love be-
cause she was an orphan, and be-
cause, under the spoiling, she was

~—well, Julie, fine and wonderful

and much too lonely since the acci-
dent. -

“How are you, Donald?" Frank
Ruppert said to me. He called me

.that whenever he saw me around

the Courthouse, He liked to visit
the courtrooms where he had spent
so much of his life before retiring
a few years ago. Everybody else
called me Don.

“Pm fine, sir,” - 1. blurtcd “out.
“Ah—whats the story here?” -

The - old man smiled. “They’ll
tell you, my boy.” He turned to
Mayor - Harkness. “Will you fill
Donald in on what happened?” . .

Mort goggled at the body and
seemed to be ﬁghtxng for air, “Well

, ~I—damn—

Everybody ‘looked- quxckly at Fa—

“ther Burke, also an old man with a’

wonderful head of white hair. He

‘cleared _his throat several times,

and when he spoke he spoke clearly

“and quietly.’

. “Weé had just: ended thc Mass,
and I divested myself and went out.
Mort—the mayor, I mean—and the-
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others were still out- front and .I
stopped to talk with them a little.

Such a fine dayl And then there

was this terrible report coming
from  Frank’s—Mr.. Ruppert’s
home. I ‘had never heard a gun-
shot before, but’ there was no mis-
taking it, God save us!” -

He closed his eyes and crossed
himself. The mayor and the others
also crossed themselves and looked
down at the body.

" “We came right over,’
Burke . continued, very: solemn
now.’ “Everything was as you see
it. Except, ah, Mr. Ruppert was
standing—there by the chair next
to the—the body. He sat down after
we came in. He—was holdmg the
gun ”

- “Tt was still smo/(mg,
yelled, and we all jumped.

Mort

“What time was that?” I asked

looking at Father Burke.

~ “I ended with the Mass at twelve
forty-five, It could not have-been
‘more than five minutes later.”

ment.

“It was about ten minutes to one,’

Donald,” Frank Ruppert said, and
‘we all turned to gape at him. Why
should 4é have said that?

We watchied him gently put the

gun down on the floor as though .
he had become tired of holding i, -
and he was still smiling. A career_

cop, I thought—here I am a carcer
~cop and I let a murderer hold on

to his_gun until -he gets tired -of-
holding it! And there sat a mur-

* Father

“There was a chorus of agree-

113
derer, a murderer caught red-hand-
ed~and the finest man I had ever
known. There he sat, with a gun,
with 2 motive, almost with wit-
nesses—and I~ loved him, and
wished to heaven it had been John

- Becker’s Sunday and I had gone

fishing. »

“Donald ” ke said to me, smooth- .
ing the creases of his trousers with
his small, delicate hands. “Will you
please notify Julie at school? - She
may not want to come home, per-
haps. But—well, her examinations
are over, and she may want to come
home.”

" The people in the room began
to fidget and I could hear them
murmur about Julie,

- “Anyone in. the room besides
Mr. Ruppert when you came in?”
I asked Mort. He shook -his head.
I went to the back of the house

and out the back door, and there

~was the deep, green yard, the old

white fence, and the road. -Sam

‘Collins; veterinarian to the gentry’s

poodles and-Persians, was: leamng
against the fence.
“How ‘long you been hcrc,

Sam?” I asked.

“Came out when I heard the
shot,” he said, nodding toward. the
big house, his eyes .wide.. “Hear
there’s been a Lxllmg in there—
that right?”

-“Did" you see anyorze leave the.

-house?” -

“Nope Would ‘have seen that.—
Nobody. .
So -t at_was that, I noddcd to
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" Sam and of course I went through
every room in the house, including
the one with the cabinet full of old
guns that had been in the Ruppert
family for generations—the cabinet
with an empty hook and the faint
outline in the soft, dark wood of
the ancient .38 revolver. I had been
in this house a couple of dozen
times, all told, when I was a boy,
and went to birthday parties for
Louise, seven' years older than Ju-
lie, before the auto accident which
. killed Louise and her parents, and
left only ]ulie and the old man; but
this time it.was like seeing it for the
first time, with cach room an en-
- emy because there wasn’t someone
hiding in it to lift. the lid off the
old man,

When I got back to the front

room Doc Stéiner was  leaning

over the body, touching it here and
there with_his old, crippled hands;

and Floyd Melhs was there "too, "’

rocking on his little feet, bald as a
light bulb; and staring .at Frank
Ruppert.

The only happy man in the room
was Floyd Mellis. He hated Frank
‘Ruppert as only a perpetual sec-
ond-runner can hate. In everything

he had run second to Frank—all-

“his life. And- now he had -Frank
Ruppert in a box. He had him in
a~case he could not lose, a case to
end his career on. He was due to
retire in November, and it was

like ‘'a golden sunset for him—

Frank Ruppert in a.box.

Floyd turned to -me, his little

"been a long time ‘ago,
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eyes bright, and sick with gloating.
“Aren’t you going to take him in?”

- I took him in, paradmg him be-
fore the whole town in the squad
car to do it

Frank Ruppert was arraigned
the next morning before Magistrate
Max Briskin, and he didn’t look at
all like a man who’d sperit the first
night in his life in jail. His hair
was neat, he’d even found time to
shave, and he nodded pleasantly to
Max when .Max; his big Adam’s
apple jumping, charged him with
murder in the first degree on Floyd
Mellis’s  hastily typed-up charge
sheet, and then remanded him to
the Grand Jury. No. bail, of course
—Floyd saw to that, in person and

‘with relish.

- Julié .came in to see me that
afternoon, and 1 was surprised. I -

- had not been friendly on the phone,

and Syracuse is ninety miles from
Portervale. Her eyes were swollen
with crying; but she was still love-

.ly, and 1 could see that the un-

spoiling had begun..

“Donald,” she said, coming close
to me, her eyes now the way they’d
“you've
known grandfather all your life.

‘How could he do such a thing?
How could he?” And she began to

sob, - her dark hair coming loose
along’ the- back of her head and
making -her look even younger
than her nineteen years.

I thought of Frank Ruppert in
his cell and still I couldn’t hate her,
although at this minute 1 tned
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“You know exactly why. it hap-
pened, Julie!” I snapped at her.
. She bit her lip and stared at me.
“But we only had fun, Al Warren
- and I. I—we—I never loved him. I
know it may have seemed that way,
but— Why, he never touched me,
Donald!” ’

“A bullet doesn’t touch . .you un-
il it hits!” T yelled, and now, in-

stead of hating her, I watched her

dark eyes flutter as if I'd hit her
~with my fist.

She put her hand on my arm,.

and it was all I could do to keep
my-.arms from her, and totell her
. it was all right, even with Frank

Ruppert in a box because of her. .

I watched her go, the unspoiling
almost complete, and knew, no
matter what, I didn’t want her to
leave Portervale—she had got hold
of me, somehow, even when she
was a skinny little kid watching us
play games at her "older sister’s
birthday parties in the big, old

house only three blocks from the

orphanage, where I lived then.
Well, the box began closing in‘on

Frank Ruppert—all four sides, the -

lid, and the floor. We took him to
Lordston, where the Grand Jury
sat, and they had him indicted
‘within an hour, and then he was
formally arraxgned back in Porter-
vale with County Court’ Justice
Francis L. Huber on the bench.
Old Huber: looked at old Frank
with tears in his cyes, and again the
only happy, sick-happy, man there
was Floyd Mellis.
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And .suddenly it hit me very
hard that this was a matter of old

" men—an old man retired, an old

man about to retire, and an old
judge past retirement age who re- -
fused to retire; and one of the-old
men hated another old man with a
hate that made me crawl inside. ‘

Old Floyd burned up the calen-
dar in his hurry for the trial—the
trial he couldn’t lose, the trial that
would finally bring him complete
and utter victory over the man
who had outshéne him in a town
where every living soul knew that
Floyd had been outshone for fifty
years.

Old, sick Floyd tore around his
office like a madman, whipping up
the case he couldn’t lose. A first-

-year law student could have han-
-dled it better, ‘and more thor-

oughly, but everybody knew it was
an_open-and-shut case, and neceded
no great preparation—a box for
Frank Ruppert, no -matter how
hastly Floyd Mclhs threw it to-
gether.

" You might ﬁnd this hard to be-
lieve, but only a few people came
out the ‘morning the trial opened.
There were the usual Courthouse
faces, but the main stream of peo-
ple in Portervale stayed away. The
man the town respected and loved |
above all other men in the town
was being nailed down, and they
didn’t want to. see it. And there
was no contest, no hope. I had a
warm glow in my heart for these

people of Portervale as I sat in the
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back of the ncarly empty court-

room and watched Floyd tear into-

the jurors.

Floyd rejected nearly forty ]ur- ‘

ors. before he finally got his panel,

and you know what he got. He got

a panel that would have sent a man
to the chair for smoking.

Frank Ruppert’s lawyer was
Stanley Sebring, Jr., three years out

of Cornell Law School with a-

shingle two years old. Up until
now he had handled nothing big-
ger than a sidewalk injury case;
and had lost that, Hé was scared
stiff, but T knew why ‘the old gen-
tleman had. hired him—there was
no real chance to defend, and Stan-
ly neceded “the experience. That
was the way the old man was..-

- Well, Floyd started to pound
home the nails, and a child could
have done what he. was domg, it
* was that mmple.

His witnesses—even Floyd Mel-
lis had to be satisfied with such
witnesses. Only the mayor, a lead-
- ing clergyman,-the- richest banker,
several councilmen—the cream of

the people who had attended the -

noon Mass that day in St. An-

thony’s. " And each. one told his

story quietly, with * dignity and

pain, knowing- that each. one told

enough to do away with the old
‘man. Not one of them could-look
at Frank while they were on - the
stand pinpointing the time. of the

shot, testifying under oath that it
was only a minute later when they .

saw Frank Ruppert standing over

‘was no cross-examination;

ELLERY" QU-EEN’S . MYSTERY "MAGAZINE

the body, the gun in his hand stxll

smoking:
Then came a ballistics report on
the gun Frank Ruppert had been

holding in his hand—that only one

shell had been fired, that the gun

‘was registered in Frank Ruppert’s

name, and was, in fact, part of the
famous ‘collection of Ruppert fire--
arms, a collection started by his
great. grandfather, 'who darned -
near founded the town. (this last
bit is mine, not Floyd’s).

-, It was a dreary debacle. Once or
twice Stanley started to come alive

and act as if he wanted to cross-

examine, but each time Frank gen-
tly pulled on his arm, and Stanley
dropped back in his chair. There
. there
was no trial.- ‘Floyd-Mellis had. his
day in court against Frank Rup-
pert after fifty years, and he made
the most of it. He put every one
of Frank’s friends—the witnesses—
on the stand, making Frank’s own .
friends nail Frank in the box: And
then it was my turn, and I was
sworn in. .

Floyd ‘beamed at me, his eyes
glittering and sick. “You are Don-
ald Alfred Lindley, you are a de-
tective on the police force in Por-
tervale, New York, and were such
on June fifth, last?” '

“ch-" .

“You were on’duty that day,

-Sunday?”

“Yes John Bcckcr was fishing.”
He. waited for the tittering to
stop “Good We-have had our lit-
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tle. merriment, Very good Tell us,
please, what events took placc on
that day.”

“Mayor Harkness called me on
the telephone telling me that a
man had been killed in Mr. Rup-
pert’s home—"

“Murdered in. Mr. Ruppert’s
home. Isn’t that what he said?”

“He said killed, I believe. I took |
Patrolman Elkland W1th me and .

we went to the scene.” .

“And what time was that? What
time; exactly?” :

I understood now that Floyd
- knew how I felt about.Frank Rup-
pert, and I, too, was going to help

put. the old man away. Otherwise

there was no need for my testi-
mony. I wanted to hit the sick old
man. “I amved at about ten min-
. utes after one,” I said.

“Then _the shooting occurred a
few minutes before one o’clock, is
that notso?”

“Yes.” 1 looked away from his

eyes quickly and-for the first time.

noticed that Iuhe had come. into
court and was sitting, pale as:a
piece of marble, in the rear of the
room. R ,
-“May I observe,” Floyd was say-
ing, “that for an officer of the law
" your attitude and manner on this
stand lcave something to be "de-
sired. Aren’t you interested in
bringing a murderer to justice?”
I nodded, then hung my head.
‘*“Now then—" Floyd -planted
himself in front of me and began
to rock on his tiny feet, his hands
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in his belt. “In the performance of
your duty at that time did you find
anyone else in the house other than
the witnesses and the accused?”

“T did not find anyone.”

“Did you try to determine if any-
one had left the house at the time
of the shooting?”

“I asked Mr. Collins, the vet, be-
hind the Ruppert house. He sud
he would have seen anyone leave.”

“And he did not?” :

“He ‘said he did not,” I mut
tered. A :

“Dxd you believe him?”

“I had no reason not to believe
him.”

“Spcak up, please.™

I repeated my statement, yelling
it this time. '

“No need to-shout,” he grinned.
Suddenly he stopped teetering and
bent down to stare at me. “There is
just one point missing, however:
As a detective, you should know

“what that is. Well—?""

I didn’t get his idea immediately.
He leaned closer, and I -could see
the little red veins in his eyes. “The
motive,”  he said. “All detectives
look for a motive. Is that not sor”

I froze. There-'was a murmur in
the court and.I saw Julie’s hands
come down from her face.and then
saw Frank Ruppert’s face go" white

+as he sat up very straight in his

chair, his hand:
Stanley’s arm. :

'Floyd turned and Jooked derCt
ly at Frank, and as long as I live
I never want to see a look like that

vnppmg youncr
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in a man’s eyes again. It’s a won-
der Floyd didn’t choke on his own

sick triumph right then and there. -

“Will there be an objection from

- the accused or his eminent attor-

ney if I merely stipulate for the
record - that there was good and
ample motive?” he asked, slowly
. and deliberately, swinging his head

from Frank Ruppert to Julie, and

everybody in the room swinging
* their heads right along with him.

Frank gripped Stanley’s arm
again, and Stanley got to his feet.
“No objection,” he croaked.

Floyd came back to mé, his face
‘red with excitement. “\’Vou_ld you
say, Detective Lindley, that in your .
own knowledge there was ever a-

more premeditated case of mur-
der? A murder at ten minutes be-

fore one o'clock on June fifth, last -

—a murder that was one minute

from being witnessed by a whole -

congregation of our most eminent

citizens? Would you not say with-"

out fear of any possible error or
contradiction thay Frank Ruppert,
at ten. minutes before one o’clock
on June fifth, did shoot and kill

Albert F.. Warren—exactly as we

have'charged and for which he was

indicted?” Would you not say that,
Detective Lindley?”

Judge- Huber leaned over his
“You don’t have
to answer that question.” Then he
peered at Floyd. “Please’ confine
yourself to facts and ot opinions,
prosccutor, and also please remem-
ber you will have an opportunity

ten
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to_address the jury in due course,
Have you any other quesuons to
put to this witness?”

Floyd turned his back on me. -
“I'm through with him,” he said
curtly, then called for Doc Steiner.
But the old doctor was still chin-

deep in respiratory things at the

hospital. Since it was almost noon,
Judge Huber called a recess. 1
went to my office, drank a lot of
cold water from the cooler, smoked
cigarettes, barked at John
Becker- when he asked me if 1
wanted a sandwich, kicked the leg
of the table four times, and wanted
to cry—me, a career .cop with a
B.A., and sometimes considered a
tough cookie. .

Court reconvened when Doc
Steiner was available, and now
Julie was sitting up front, leaning-
over the rail toward her grand-

’father, practically touching heads,

and the old gentleman was patting
her shoulder. I looked: at.him from
the back of the room and could
not see a- murderer; but of course
he was, and by the end of this
afternoon he would probably be a
convicted murderer. :

I don’t know who's oldcr, Floyd-
Mellxs or Doc Steiner, but there
were two mighty old men looking
at each other, with ‘Doc on the
stand and Floyd agam with his
hands in his belt teetering in front

‘of the witness chair. But then Doc

stopped looking at Floyd and be-
gan looking- at Frank Ruppert,
and slowly nodded his head; and
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when I turned to look at Frank,
he was also nodding. These two
men have a secret, I thought, and
I wondered about that.

~ “And now, Doctor,” Floyd be-
gan, wanting the doctor to put
one more naxl into Frank, his old-
* est friend, “at eighteen minutes af-
ter one o'clock on June fifth, last,
you entered the Ruppert residence

and found the victim on the floor.,

There was a bullet hole'in his fore-
head and he was dead?”

“Course he was dead!”
voice crackled. “Any fool could see
he  was dead.” And suddenly Doc
turned and looked hard at Frank
Ruppert™ again, nodded. the same
as before, and snapped his head
back to Floyd. “Hell, man, didn’t
you read my report? All in there,
everything. But you were in such
an allfired hurry to get Frank
fried you didn’t bother with little
things like incidental medical re-
ports. Man, are you a fool——always
was!”

And then for the third time Doc

locked at Frank Ruppert. “You .

‘and I know what kind of a fool this
man is, eh, Frank?” he said_loud-
ly. “We always knew, didn’t we?”

“Please confine your: remarks to
‘the” prosecutor’s questions,” ]udge
Huber warned Doc, and then in-
structed Floyd Mellis to' continue.
" “You examined the body and

found him dead,” Floyd snapped

at Doc. “And that was less than a
half ‘hour after the shot had becn
fired. That’s all, Doctor.”

Doc’s
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Iudge Hubcr looked "at Stanley,
expecting him to keep his seat as
he had done with all the other wit-
nesses; but this time Stanley got -
slowly to his feet, reading from a
piece of paper 1 saw Frank Rup-
pert pass over to him, and as Stan-
ley read the paper he became very
excited.

“I wish to cross-examine,” Stan-
ley shouted, and then looked
around ‘the room, sheepishly. He
walked over to Doc Steiner on the N
witness stand. Floyd gave him a
contemptuous stare ‘and sat down
at his own table, snickering. -

As he talked, Stanley -forgot hls
nervousness. “Doctor, in your years
of experience in these—uh—mat-
ters,-have you found that you can
set the time of death exactly?”

It became very quict in the room,
and although it had been quiet bc-
fore, now it was quiet.

Doc ‘Steiner let out a deep sigh,

- nodded, . and began to- grin. He

put his old, crippled fingertips to-
gether 2nd for the rest of the time
he was on the stand he never took -
his eyes off Floyd Mellis. “Well,” '
he said, slowly, carefully, “in the
practice of medical autopsy it has
been established that the time of
death can be placed—ah—within
an hour’s period, a little more or
less—that is to say, in cases where
death has-occurred within a mat-
ter .of hours, or even a day or two.”
Stanley glanced at Frank Rup-
pert’s paper in his hand. “Doctor,”
he said, his voice growing a little



120
loud again, “in your autopsy did
you examine the - ‘contents of the
stomach?”--

“Yep.” Doc Stemer kcpt starmg
at Floyd Mellis, his grin alittde
wider, and now Floyd was sitting

straight up ‘in his chair, beginning-

to understand that something was
happening—something he hadn’t
expected. -

“Doctor, as.a Tresult. of this ex-
amination, how long- was the—uh
—deceased dead when- you arrived
at Mr. Ruppert’s home.”

“At least two hours, maybe more.
I'd say-two and one-half hours. All
in my report, down at the bottom
of it—if anybody cared to read that
far, if anybody wasn’t- in such a
damn hurry to convict somebody!”
Doc’ Steiner ‘was just. about sneer-

~ ing at Floyd now, and Floyd was -

on his feet, his mouth opening

and closing likea fish. .~ - -
“Then, Doctor,” Stanley went

on. “The defendant could not pos-

~sibly have committed the crime

- with which he has been speczﬁcally
charged—that at ten minutes to
one on that day he shot and killed
Albert Warren. Is that not right?”

“Right!” Doc Steiner snapped. .

- Floyd was roaring.. “The indict-
ment didn’t say thar—it did not.say
exactly—"- and there was a little
froth forming.around his mouth.

Judge Huber banged his gavel.
“Order there, prosecutor—we. will
conduct this trial in a proper man-

‘ner!” - The - judge looked at him
with ‘contempt. I remembered ex-

T .
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‘actly what Floyd Mellis had said

. utes. to one’—and even

-

in . his indictment—his open-and-

- shut -case, his box. for. Frank Rup-

pert: it was-“at or about ten min-
“about’
does not' mean two and one-half
hours; .and every witness from the
mayor. down, Floyd’s-perfect wit-
nesses, had pinpointed the time-for
Floyd—ten minutes to one—ten
minutes to.one—

And now the room was begin-
ning to fill up, the townspeople
coming in from the Courthouse
park, and even from across the
street—the people.who didn’t want
to see Frank Ruppert put into a
box, the people who now wanted
to see a miracle. :

Really it was no miracle at all. T
saw-it as neatly as if the old gentle-

‘man had written it out for me. The

miracle, if there. was one, was in
Frank’s knowledge—he knew all

about Floyd Mellis, how. he would

prepare ‘his case; and he knew old
Doc Steiner; and he knew how it
was with old men, bitter old men;
and he knew his town, and he
knew his. people. That was the

-miracle of it—Frank’s. knowledgc .

of how everything would-be. - -
A new, young, assured attorney, -
Stanley Sebring, Jr. was now ad-

“dressing the judge. -

. *Your Honor,” he said,

“we sub-

‘mit that testimony -by the “district

attoriey’s own witnesses has com-
pletely obviated the case for.the
prosecution. against the defendant,
The defendant could not possibly
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-have committed the crime with
which he is charged—specifically,
that he shot and killed a man at or
about one o'clock in the afternoon,
on June ffth, last.
named in the charge and in the in-
dictment, the vicum had already
been dead for two and one-half
hours, as competent authority has
testified, and therefore- the
fendant is obviously, patently, and
" in fact not guilty of the crime as
charged.

“Therefore, your Honor, I move
that the defendant be released from

custody and this trial be declared:

void, and that it be placed in the
record of this proceeding that the

defendant may never again be

brought to trial for the murder of
one Albert F. Warren under the
statute of double ]eopqrdy, and,
your Honor—" .

I would like you to' understand
that I don’t pardon murder, even
justiftable murder, if there is such
a thing, and if there is such a thing,
this was it. No, I don’t pardon
murder—any murder.

“Therefore it was several days be-
fore I found it possible to go to
Frank Ruppert’s place. Julie let me
in and I kissed her. Like that. She’s
only exght years younger than I
am and after she graduates: from
Syracuse it won’t make so much
difference; eight years, not hke
when we were kids.. ™ .

-1 found the old gentleman in
the huge front room sitting in that

At the time:

de- _
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same chair, lost in it. “How are
you, Donald?” he asked, and I
took a good look at-him. Well,
you don’t get away with murder—
that is true, as I said at the begin- -
ning. He looked bad.

“Pm fine, sir,” I said, and bewan
poking around, feeling his eyes on
me.

“Youll find .it buried in the

ashes in the. fireplace,” he mur-.

“mured. “Where I put it.”

I went behind him to the -fire-
place, reached deep into the ashes,
and pulled out the 'silencer. Then
I began squinting at the wood-
work, up at the ceiling—for the
bullet. hole. . - )
“Don’t bother, Donald,”- he said.
“I shot it up the fireplace.” ,

“Care to -get it off-your chest, .
Mr. Ruppert”’ I asked. “It’s’ safe

- enough—now.”

-He looked hard at me, then put
his hands on his temples, digging
his slim -fingers into them, as
though his head hurt him a great
déal. “Yes,” he said. “Yes—"

He closed his eyes and talked
slowly. I could hear Julie walking
around upstairs. “He called me the

day before. He said Julie. was com-

ing home; and for ten thousand

dollars he would leave her alone—

told me what he'd do if T didn’t
give it to him. Told" me exactly
what he would do—""

His white face was pinched. “I
asked “him . what - guarantee there
was that he would leave her alone.
He laughed—laughed and said I
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would just have to trust him . . .
There was no other way, no other

way. I had to kill him the way you.
have to kill a beast attacking a-

child . . . I told him to come here
the next morning—and I was.ready
for him. I killed him with the si-
lencer, refilled the empty chamber
of the gun, and then, when the
Mass ended, when my friends, my

good friends, were leaving the
church, I fired another shot up the

fireplace—with ‘the sxlenccr off, of
" course—and waited .

“Weren’t you takmg an awfulﬂ_
chance on Floyd Mellis?” I asked.
“You knew Doc Steiner would -
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g1ve the time of death in his re-
port.”’

. He just smiled at me.

I got up to go, and he-looked at
me suddenly, his face like the ashes
in the fireplace. “Knong Floyd
Mellis, there really wasn’t much of
a chance,, he said, almost in a
whisper. “But if I were wrong—

that would have been fine, too. "

You kill a beast that attacks a
child, you know—you haveto . . .”
He leaned back in the chair, and
it was clear that the beast ‘had
killed his killer too. The old man -

was wounded deep, very deep, and

he would not-survive the wound.
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GERALD KERSH
 Open Verdi’ct
‘Detective Q;ory

The narrator

More than 30 years ago .

The murder on Spindleberry Road was an
impossible crime behind a locked door

in a sealed house— so the coroner naturally
declared an Open Verdict . . .

ERTAIN OTHERS I KNOW, IN MY
position, sir, have had “severe

nervous breakdowns”—gone out of .

their minds—took to parading the
streets with banners, and whatnot,
:shouting Unfairl Well, thank God,
I was always steady-minded. I
could always see the other side of
things. So, although I was unjustly
dismissed from the Force, I could
still keep my balance. I could see
the reason for the injustice behind
my dismissal, and could get around
to blaming mysclf for not keeping
my silly mouth shut. -
Actually, you know, I wasn’t real-
ly sacked. I was told that if T want-
ed to keep what there was of my
pension, I had better resign on

“prejudice

grounds of ill health. So 1 did, and

serves me right. I should never "Have

made my statement without, first,
having my evidence corroborated.
However, no bitterness. ]usnﬁable
or unjustifiable, bitterness leads to
which, carried far
enough, is the same thing as mad-
ness . . . I started life in the Army,
d’you see, where you learn to digest
a bit of injustice heré .and there;
because, if you do not, it gets you

. down and you go doolally.

Many is the good man [I've
known who has ruined himself by
expecting too much justice. Now,
I ask you, what sane man in this

- world really expects to get what he

properly deserves?

'© 1953 by Esquire; reprinted from Esquire, Dec. 1953; originally titled “The Creswel Needle”
' - 123 '



124
If 1 had been thirty years wiser

~thirty years ago, I might have been

retired, now, on an Inspector’s pen-

. sion. Only, in the matter of an open..

verdict, I didn’t have the sense to

- say nothing. I was young and fool-

ish, d’you see, and, therefore, over-
cager. There was a girl I was very

keen on, and 1 was anxious to bet-

ter myself—she was used to some-
thing a cut above what I could of-
fer het. D’you see?

I was supposed to be an intelli-
_ gent officer, as far as that goes in

the Police Force. But'that isn’t quite
good enough. In those days, all the
so-called intelligence in’ the’ world
wouldn’t get a policeman very far—

. seniority’ aside—unless he had a
kind of spectacular way of showing -

1t. . -
I'm not embittered, mind you.

Nothing against the Force. Only I

ought to have known when to stop
talking .

- At first, like everybody else, 1
thought nothing of it. The Police
were called in after -the doctor,
merely as a matter of routine, d’you

. see. ] was on a beat, then, in Ham-

mersmith, Towards about elght
o'clock one Sunday morning,
neighbors on either side of a little
house on Spindleberry Road were
disturbed by the hysterical crying
of a child at No. 9. ]

At first there was some talk of
the N.SP.C.C, but there was no

question of that, because the people -

at No. 9 were simply a little orphan
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girl, aged eight, and her aunt, Miss
Pantile, who thought the world of

her niece and, far from ill-treating

the child had a tendency to spoil-
her; because the little girl whose
name was Titania, was delicate,
having had rheumatic fever.

. As is not uncommon, the houses
in Spindleberry Road are num-
bered odd coming up, and even go-

ing down. The neighbors in ques-
tion, therefore, were Nos. 7 and 11.

Spindleberry Road, like so many of
them-put up around-Brook Green
before the turn of the century, is
simply a parallel of brick barracks,
sort of sectionalized and numbered.

Under each number, a porch. In

- front of each porch, iron railings
‘and an iron gate. At the back of

each and every house, a bit of gar--
den. I mention this, d’you see, be-

-cause these houses, from a police--

man’s’ point of view, present only

an elementary problem: they are

accessible from front or back only.
Beg pardon—I've never quite lost

fhc habit of making everything I say
a kind of Report. - .

. Well, hearing child crying,
neLghbors knock at- door. No an-
swer. No. 7 shouts through letter
box:. “Open the door and let us in,
Txtama'” Child keeps on crying.
Various neighbors try windows, .
but every window is locked from

. the inside. At last, No. 11, a retired

captain of the Mercantile Marine, in
the presence of witnesses, bursts in
the back door. Mcanwhlle, one of
the lady nc_;ghbors has come to get
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- a policeman, and has found me at
the corner of Rowan Road: I ap-
pear on the scene.

Not to bother you, sir, with the
formalities; being within my rights,
as T see them in this case, I go in,
having whistled -for another police-
man who happens to be my ser-
geant. The house 'is in no-way dis-
turbed, but all the time, upstairs,
this child is screaming as if she is

being murdered, over and over

again: “Auntie Lxly s dead! Auntie
Lily’s dead!”

The bedroom is locked on the in- -

side. Sergeant and I force the lock,

and there comes out at us a terri--

fied little golden-headed girl, fright-
ened out of her wits. The woman
from No. 11 soothes her as best she
can, but the sergeant and I concen-
trate our attention upon Miss Lily
Pantile, who is lying on a bed with
her eyes and mouth  wide open,
“stone-dead. : , ,

. The local doctor was called, of
course, and he said that, as far as he
could tell, this poor old -maiden
lady had died of something like a
cerebral hemorrhage at about three
o’clock in the morning. On a super-
ficial examination, this was as far
as he cared to commit himself. He
suggested that this was a matter for
the coroner.

" And that, as far as everybody was
concerned, was that, d’you see?
Only it was not. At the inquest it
appeared that poor Miss Pantile
had met her death through a most
unusual injury. A gold-eyed crewel
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needle had been driven through
her skull, and into her brain, about
three inches above the left ear!

Now here, if you like, was a mys-
tery with a capital M.

. Miss Pantile lived alone with her

eight-yearold niece. She had
enough money of her own to sup-
port them both, but sometimes

_made a little extra by crewelwork—
" you know, embroidering with silks

on a canvas background. She was
especially good at creweling roses
for cushion covers. The needle she
favored—she had packets and pack-
ets of them—was the Cumberland
Crewel Gold Eye, one of which had
found its way, nobody knew how, ..
through her- skull and into her .
brain. But how could it possibly
have found its way there?—that
was the question.

There was no lack of conjectute,
you may be sure. Doctors cited doz-
ens of instances of women—tailor-
esses and dressmakers, particularly
—who had suddenly fallen dead
through having needles embedded
in various vital organs. Involuntary
musculdr contractions, it was dem-
onstrated, could easily send an-acci-

‘dentally stuck-in needle, or portion

of a needle, working its way be-
tween the muscles for extraordinary
distances, until it reached, for ex-

- ample, the heart . ..

The coroner was inclined to ac-
cept this as a solution, and declare

" a verdict of Death by Misadventure.

Only the doctor wouldn’t have that.
Such cases, he said, had come to his
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attention, especially in the East End
of London; and in every: case the

‘needle extracted had been in a cer- -

tain way corroded, or calcified, as
the case might be. In the case of
Miss Lily Pantile, the crewel nee-
dle—upon the evidence of a noted
pathologist—had been driven into
“the skull from the outside, with
superhuman force. Part of the gold
eye of the néedle had been found
protruding from the deceased’s scalp
... What did the coroner make of
that?—the doctor asked.

The coroner ‘was not- anx1ous to
make anything of it.

In the opinion of the doctor,

could an able-bodied man have
driven a needle through a-human
skull with his fingers?

Definitely, no.

Might this needle, then, have
been driven into Miss Pantile’s skull

with some instrument, such as a

hammer?

Possibly; but only by someone
~of “preternatural skill™ in the use
of fine steel instruments of excep-
tional delicacy . :

The doctor. remmded the coro-
ner that even -experienced needle-
women frequently broke far heavi-
er needlesthan this gold-headed
crewel needle, working with cloth
of close texture. The human skull,

the doctor said—calling the coro-

ner, with his forensic experience, to
witness—was a ‘most remarkably

difficult thing to penctrate, even

with a specially designed instru-
ment like a trephine.

_son or persons,
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"'The coroner sald that one had,

however, to admit the pombzhty

of a crewel needle being driven
through - a  middle-aged woman’s
skull with a hammer, in the hands.
of a highly skilled ‘man.

. So it went”on, d’you see.

,The doctor lost his temper and in-

vited anyone to produce an en-

graver, say, or cabinetmaker, to

drive a crewel needle through a
human skull with a hammer “with
such -consummate dexterity”—theéy
were his words, sir-—as to leave the

‘needle.unbroken and the surround-

ing skin unmarked, as was the case

with Miss_Pantile.

- There, d'you see, the coroner had
him. He said, in substance: “You
have proved -that this needle could
not have found its way into the late
Miss Pantile’s brain from inside.
You have also proved that this nee-
dle could not have found its way
into Miss Pantile’s bram from out- .
side.”

"Reprimanding somebody f01
laughing, he then declarcd an Open
Verdict. -

So the case was closed. A verdict
is a verdict, but coroners are only
coroners, even though they may be
backed by the Home Office pathol-

ogist. And somehow or other,. for

-me, this verdict was not good
“enough. If I had been that coroner, -

I would have made it: Willful Mur-
der by a Person or Persons Un-
known. _

All fine and large. But what -per-
known or un-
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known, with = specialized skill
enough to get into a sealed house,
and into a locked room, hammer
a fine needle into a lady’s skull,
and get out again, locking all the

doors behind him, or them, from:

the inside—all without waking up
an eight-year-old girl sleeping by
the side of the victim? -

And there was the question of
Motive. Robbery? Nothing had
been touched. The old lady had
nothing . worth stealing. Revenge?
Most unhkely she had no friends

and no encmies, living secluded-

with her little niece, doing no.harm
to anyone . . . There was a certain

amount of sense in the coroner’s’

wverdict. . . still ...
Only let me solve this mystery,
and I'm made, 1 thought.
Isolved it, and I broLe myself,

Now, as you must know, when
you are in doubt you had better first
examine yourself.

People get into a sloppy habit of
mind. I once read a detective story
called The Invisible Man, in which

" everybody swore he had . seen no-
body; yet there were -footprints in

the snow. ‘Nobody, of course, was.

the postman, in this story; “invisi-
ble” simply because: nobody ever

bothers to consider a postman as a .

person.

I was quite sure that in the mys-
tery of Miss Pantile there must have
been something- somebody over-
looked. I don’t mean Sherlock

Holmes stuff, like a cigarette ash,
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and whatnot. Not 2 clue, in .the
generally accepted sense of the term,
but something.

And I was convinced that some-
how, out of the corner of my mind’s
eye, I had seen in Miss. Pantile’s
bedroom a certain something-or-
other that was familiar to me, yet

very much out of place. Nothing

bad in itself-~an object, in itself,
perfectly innocent; but, in the cir-
cumstances, definitely queer. Now
what‘was it? :

I racked my brains trying to vis-
ualize in detail the scene of that
bedroom. I was pretty observant as

‘a youngster—I tell you, I might

have got to be Detective-Inspector if-
I'd had the sense to keep my mouth
shut at the right time—and the

scene came back into my mind:

There was the room, about six-
teen feet by fourteen. Main articles
of furniture: a pair of little” bed-

‘steads with frames of stained oak;
_crewelworked  quilts.

Everything
neat as'a pin.. A little dressing table,

.blue crockery with a pattern of pink

roses. Wallpaper, white with a pat-
tern of red roses. A little fire screen, -
black, crewel-worked again with
yellow roses and green leaves. Over
the fireplace, on the mantel shelf,
several ornaments—one kewplc doll
with a ribbon round its waist, one

china cat with a ribbon round its

neck, a cheap gift vase with a paper

~ rose stuck in it, and a pink velvet

pincushion. At the end of the man-
tel shelf nearest the little girl’s side .
of the room, sever_al books<—
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- Ah-ah! Hold hard therel my
memory said to-me. You're getting
hot! ... You remember the old
. game of Hot and Cold-in which
you have to go out of the room,
and then come back-and find some
hidden object? When you’re close
to it, you're hot; when you’re not,
you're cold. When my memory said

Ko, 1 stopped at the mental image,

of -those books, and all of a sudden
the solution to the Spindleberry
Road mystery struck me like a blow
between the eyes.

And -here, in my excitement, I

made my big mistake. I wanted, -

d'you see, to get the credit, and the
promotion that would certamly
come with it.

Being due for a weekend’s leave,
I put on my civilian suit and went

down to Luton, where the orphan

girl Titania was staying in the care
of “some distant cousin; - and by
making myself pleasant-and tactful,
- 1 got to talking with the kid alone,.
in a tea shop.
"She got through “six mermgues
beforeé we were done talking .-
She was a palefaced little girl,
" sort of pathetic in the reach-me-
down black full mourning they'd
.dressed her in. One of those sur-
© prised-looking “little” girls  with
round eyes and mouth always part

open. Bewildered, never quite sure

whether to come or go, to laugh or

- -cry. Devil of a nuisance to an of-’

~ficer-on duty: He always thinks
they've lost their way, or want to be
taken across a street. It’s difficult for
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a busy man to get any sense out of
them, because they start crying at a
sharp word.

Her only truly distinguishing
mark was her hair, - which was
abundant and very pretty. Picture

-one of those great big yellow chrys-

anthemums combed back and. tied

-with a bit of black ribbon.

I asked her, was she happy in
her new home? She said, “Oh, yes.
Auntie Edith says as soon as it’s de-

. cent I can go to the plctures twice a

week.”
- “Why,” T asked, “didn’t your
Auntie Lily let you go to the plc-

_ tures, thenr”

~ Titania -said, “Oh, no. Auntié

» Lily wouldn’t go because picture
- houses - are dangerous They get
burnt down.”

“Ah, she was "a" nervous lady,

:;your Auntie Lily, wasn’t she,” I
-said, “keeping the house all locked

up like that at night?” .

“She was afraid of beys,” Titania
said, in an old-fashioned way.
“Those boys! What with throwing
stonés--and" letting off fireworks,
they -can-burn: you alive in your
bed. A girl isi’t safe with these boyse

.around.”

““Fhat’s what your- poor Auntie’

. said, isn’t it, Titania? Now -you're .

not afraid of boys, are you?”.
"“Oh, no,” she said. “Brian ‘wis a
boy. He was ‘my brother.”

* “What, did Brian die,- my iittle_

dear?” 1 asked :
* “Oh, yes,” she said. “He dled of

the _ﬂu, when Mummy:-did: T had
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the flu, too. But 7 didn’t die; only
I was delicate afterwards I had the
rheumatic fever, too.”

“Your brother Brian must have
been a fine big boy,” I said. “Now
about how old would he have been

when he—passed away? Twelve?”
said -

“Thirteen and a quarter,”
Titania. ’
- “And so he passed. away, and
I'm very sorry to hear it,” 1 said.
“And your Auntie Lily wouldn’t
let you go to the pictures, wouldn’t

she? Well; you must alwa c;rs obey.

your . elders, as you are told in the

Catechism. Who did you like best:

in the pictures?”.

Her face sort of lit up, then. She
told me,- “Best of all T liked Pear!
White in a serial, Peg O" The Ring.
Oh, it was good! And John Bunny
‘and Flora Finch—" She giggled-at
the memory. “But we had only got
to Part Thiee of The Clutching

Hand when Mummy and Brian:

died, and I went to live with Auntie
Lily . .-. Apart from .the danger
of fire, picture ‘palaces.. are un-
healthy because they are full of mi-
crobes. -Microbes carry germs .
Auntie Lily. used to wear an influ-
enza mask. on her face when she
went out—you know, you can’t:-be
too.. careful these . days,”
serious little girl: -
“And kept all her windows
locked up, too, 1 daresay,” I said.
“Well, your _clders and betters
know best, .no doubt: .. But I

mean to say, what did .you do with -

yourself?. Play with dolls?” -

said this '
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“Sometimes. Or sometimes 1 did
sewing, or read books.”

“Ah, you're a great one for read-

ing, Titania,”. I said, “like- your
poor mother used to be. Why, Ti-
tania is a name out of a fairy story,
isn’t it? A clever girl like you could
read anything she could get her
hands on, if she were locked up
with nobody to talk to. I bet you
read your poor brother’s old books,

too: I remember noticing on the

mantelpiece a bound volume of the

Boy’s Own Paper. And also ... .
.2 book witha

now let me see .
black and red cover entitled Ten
Thousand. Things A Young Boy
Can Do—is that it?”

She said, “Not things! 'Trick:.".

“And right you are! And I'll bet
you mastered .every. one of. those

tricks, didn’t you?” -
She said, “Not.all of them. I did-

‘n’t have the right things to do most

of them with—"

“There’s one trick in that book
which I have read myself,” 1 said;
“which- you did master, though,

and which you did have the right - .
apparatus for, - Titania, my dear.

Tell me what it is. You get a ‘me-

center of a soft cork. Then you. get

a penny and place this penny be- -

tween two litde. blocks of wood.

"Put your cork with the needle in

it on top of the penny, and strike

the cork a sharp blow with a_ham-

mer. The cork will hold the needle
straight, so " that it - goes right

through that penny. That's the

M

" dium needle and stick it down the .
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way you killed your poor Auntie
" Lily, isn’t it, Titania?”

Finishing the last of her me-
ringue, she nodded. Having swal-

lowed, she said, “Yes,” and to my

horror, she glggled

“Why, then,” I said, “you must
come back to London with me,
and tell my Inspector about it.”-

“Yes,” she said, nodding. “Only .

you mustn’t say anything to Auntie
Edith.” -
I told her, “Nobody will do any-

-. thing dreadful to you; only you ~

must confess and. get it off your
poor little mind.”

Titania’s sccond cousin  Edith,
by courtesy called “Auntie,” came
with the child and me to London—
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and there, in the police station, she
flatly denied every word of every-
thing, and cned to be sent back
home.

Put yourself in my position, stig-

_ matized as.a madman and a brute!

I lost my temper, one word led to
another, and I “tendered my resig-
nation.”

I shall never forget the sly ex-
pression on the girl Titania’s face
when she went back -with her
Auntie Edith to Luton. -

I have no idea what has hap-
pened to her since. She will be
about thirty-eight or thirty-nine
by now, and I should not be at all
surprised if she had turned out to
be quite a handful.
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