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The
LAST DIVE

By WILLIAM BRANDON

D R. Cromarty stayed in the boat checking his charts while the
skin-diver he had hired, who called himself Captain Tully,
explored the ocean bed.

There was a ledge some twenty feet below the surface, a lace-
work coral landscape rippling in green light. Beyond the ledge,
shafts of azure and ultramarine sank down to cold and still and
shadowed depths. Dr. Cromarty thought it must be like diving
into a stained-glass window. The floor of the sea was nineteen
fathoms down. It made two little hillocks, and then stretched
away 1n a plain overgrown with rooted creatures that looked like
fans and cushions, and weeds that looked like football crowds
with arms waving.

The motor dinghy was piled with extra goggles, fins and air
bottles, so there was not much space left and Dr. Cromarty
always felt crowded. When it wasn’t too windy, he rigged up a
makeshift awning of an old beach robe hooked to fish spears, and
crouched under it, drinking tea from the Thermos and smearing
himself with lotions. He also wore a linen blazer, a wide-
brimmed straw hat and dark glasses, but the fierce Mediterranean
sun cared nothing for these artifices and burned him scarlet.
Tully would laugh at his predicament, and Dr. Cromarty
would force a pleasant smile. He had seldom met anyone he
disliked so much as young Captain Thully, but Dr. Cromarty was
of a timid nature, and always tried to be agreeable with everyone.
And Tully made him excessively nervous.

““ What a lovely lot of cash, to be sure,” Captain Tully would
say, peering into Dr. Cromarty’s bulging wallet when the doctor
paid him his daily fee of five thousand francs. Captain Tully’s
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tone was only bantering, but there was no mistaking the covetous-
ness on his face.

Dr. Cromarty grew so uneasy about his wallet that he did what
was, for him, an extraordinary thing; he bought a small pistol to
carrv 1n his pocket—and he made sure that Tully saw it. Captain
Tully laughed, his eyes as bright as needles. But the remarks
about the wallet stopped.

He was no more a captain, Dr. Cromarty was sure, than Dr.
Cromarty was an admiral. He supposed Tully had been a
rating in the British Navy during the war, probably engaged in
undersea demolition work. He was an expert skin-diver. Dr.
Cromarty would look through a glass-bottomed box held over the
boat’s side and watch him examining the ledge or sailing down
through translucent space.

Once, at Tully’s urging, he had put on his old bathing sut,
a mask and an aqualung and had gingerly lowered himself a few
feet under water, clinging to the anchor rope. He’d insisted that
Captain Tully dive first and wait below for him, both to give
him encouragement and to ensure that Captain Tully wouldn’t
be alone in the boat with the wallet.

But Dr. Cromarty hadn’t been able to get down even so far as
the ledge. The water closing over his head had terrified him.

He never tnied diving again.




WILLIAM BRANDON

Each day they spent several hours at the site while Tully made
a series of dives, sometimes staying down ten or fifteen minutes,
sometimes nearly an hour. During this time Dr. Cromarty took
endless observations on the three check points of the Ile d’Or,
the headland of the Pointe du Dramont and the little mountain
called Milou, pinpointing the site again and again with the
greatest exactitude.

It was lonely work. They had only one near neighbour, a
little fishing launch that drifted between them and the Pointe for
exactly one hour each afternoon. It belonged to a retired marine
officer known as the Commandant, who liked to fish for sea bass
in the morning and to take his afternoon siesta afloat.

Once or twice he had run near the dinghy to watch a dive. He
was a friendly fat man in a striped jersey and a peaked cap, and
he was blackened by the sun to a sumptuous old-leather colour.

““A demain! ”’ the Commandant would shout each afternoon,
and Dr. Cromarty would wave in reply and watch him cutting
across the bay until his boat became a tiny flicker.

They stayed out during the hottest time of the day, when the
water was at its maximum warmth and the light best for diving,
The boat danced 1n a blazing sapphire world, the hot wind came
in lazy searing pufls, and sunlight ricocheted from the sparkling
bay in showers of fire.

“ I must say you stick it well, Guv’nor,” Captain Tully said.
“ I ask myself why, exactly? 'There wouldn’t be a bit of treasure
in those old ships we’re looking for, would there? ”

““Treasures for the mind,” Dr. Cromarty said coldly.

Tully laughed and slapped him on his sunburned shoulder.
“ You're a tough lot in your own way, you brainy chaps.”

The eleventh and twelfth days were stormy and kept them
shorebound 1n the little hotel in Saint Raphael. On the thirteenth

day the sea calmed and they ventured out. After the first dive
Tully reported that the storm had laid waste the sea floor, and

a landslide had taken a bite out of one of the two hillocks. Durmg
the second dive he took a crowbar with him and was below a
long ime; and when he surfaced he brought up with him a curl
of sulphurated metal that looked like a fragment of a dog collar.
He had also seen a corner of stone, he said, too heavy to move
and too square to be the work of nature. It could be the base
ot a piece of statuary.
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The metal fragment was clearly of great age.. Dr. Cromarty
=xrnined 1t with trembling hands. At last he risked an i1denti-
~s2=on—that 1t was the remnant of a manacle that had chained

a gzisey slave to his bench.
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Captamn Tully, still shivering from the cold of the deeps, said,
Thmk of that now! A rare, ugly way to drown—chained fast. "
“ One hundred and s:xty-elght slaves drowned with each of
the two ships of Lese,”” Dr. Cromarty said gravely.

“ Then these are the old wrecks we’ve been after, are they?
Thss s the big moment, s 1t? ”

“ I really think it may be.”

“ He thinks it may be! ™ Captain Tully burst into his sudden
bugh. “ You don’t lock exated, oh no, not halfl ” He pinned
has sharp, bnght eyes on Dr. Cromarty’s face and said, *“ And
now tell me, Guv'nor, what’s 1t all worth? ”

“Worth? 1 don’t understand.”

“1 mean, there’s a bit of cash in it for you—am I right? ”
Captamn Thully, chuckling, thrust a finger at him. *‘ If you could
see your face! Come off it, Guv’nor. Deal straight with me and
I'll deal straight with you. There’ll be plenty for two, won’t
there? The ships of Lese, you said, and it didn’t take long for
a bnght chap like myself to find out that they were loaded with
marble statues, that they sank four hundred years ago, and that
one of the statues was a famous one that would bring a tidy
Ittle fortune by itself. I wrote down the name of it.”

“ The lost Ion of Michelangelo,” Dr. Cromarty said acidly.

“The ssme. So you happen to find an old chart somewhere,
er the records of some old go at salvaging, and hop down here
te pack wp a ssmple Iad hke me. You’ll have a look to make sure.
Asd sow you kmow. And I'm just asking, what’s it worth? ”

“ De ysu have some absurd idea that I intend raumg those
statucs swyacli, %o scll them? ”
“ It supht be a thought. But you wouldn’t be beyond tipping
somrbody cae off sbout them, would you? ”

“ Of comrse mot.  That's the whole object of this investigation.
I happen to be employed by a muscum and a university, both
of winch shall have pronty, asturally, to thes discovery.”

“For a prce, 1 take 2™

“Ceatamly. 1 recerve fuads from both these institutions.
I've spent well over a year on thas project. Thas 1s my profession.™
“ And a jolly good profession 1t could be nght now, is all I'm
saymg. Follow me? ™

“1 most m.nredly do not follow you,” Dr. Cromarty said
indignantly. “ Preasely what are you trying to say? ”

“ I'm saying what'’s to stop you from taking the best bid from
other universities and museums, now that you've really got the
goods? It might run mto a whopping fat figure, and you could
afford a slice to me for keeping nice and quiet. That’s all I'm
getung at, Guv'nor.”

5
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“You must be insane,” Dr. Cromarty said in amazement.
“ Start the engine. We’ll return at once.”

- Captain Tully shrugged, his high spirits unshaken. * If you
don’t want a good turn, you don’t have to take it. But if your
lordship don’t mind, I'd like to go down to pick up my tools.”

“ Very well, go ahead. Of course.”

Tully arranged his equipment, lowered himself over the side
and kicked away for the depths. He descended very fast, passed
the ledge, and Dr. Cromarty turned away and began taklng down
his awning.
Suddenly Captain Tully shot back to the surface, struggled,
thrashing, for a moment or two, then sank again. He drifted
down to the ledge and lay still, his body clumsily sprawled,
rocking a little now and then in the current.

Cromarty, looking down into the water, could see him plainly,
even without using the glass-bottomed box. With the mask on
his face, and the tubes running to it from the air bottles on his
back, he looked like some giant beetle. It seemed to Dr. Cromarty
that the current was nudging him still closer to the edge. If he
rolled over he would sink to—what was 1t ?—nineteen fathoms,
a hundred and fourteen feet.

Had he descended too quickly? Made some mistake in
adjusting his equipment? Cromarty felt helpless and indecisive.
The sensible thing to do was go for help at once. But by the
time he returned Captain Tully might have fallen off the ledge
to the sea bed, and it would be much harder to find him and
bring him to the surface. Had he enough air to last while
Cromarty made the trip to the distant beach? As for that, could
he get sufficient air, anyway, if he was unconscious? Suppose
the air tube had fallen from his mouth?

Even as he was thinking these things, Dr. Cromarty was
throwing off his blazer and straw hat and struggling int® the
spare set of diving gear Captain Tully kept in the boat. He was
fitting on the mask when he heard the faraway whine of the
Commandant’s boat. Of course. It was the hour for the
Commandant’s siesta. The Commandant would know what to
do. Dr. Cromarty grabbed the beach robe and waved 1t, hoping
to attract his attention.

He waved the robe wildly with both hands, but the hum of the

engine was sliding down the scale to a stop. The Commandant
hadn’t seen him—he’d have to go nearer and give the Com-
mandant a shout. But another look into the water showed him
that Tully had drifted to the very brink of the ledge. He would

slide over and sink to the bottom in a very few seconds . . .
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Dr. Cromarty gave the robe a final desperate wave and shouted
at the top of his voice, then he adjusted his mask, clamped the
bit of the breathing tube in his mouth, and climbed over the
bow of the boat, where he could hang on to the anchor rope.

He was gasping for breath even before he got under water, and
panic rose in him in exact ratio to the swinging surface of the
sca. He had not taken off his shirt and trousers and they clung

uncomfortably to him, addmng to the feeling that he was smother-
mmg. When he fedt the water dose over the top of his head he

stopped, cinging to the rope, and took a long, slow breath to
prove to himself that he really could breathe. He wanted to
burry down the rope, hurry to Captain Tully and hurry back
with bam, anxious to get back to the open air again. He forced

himself to move slowly.
It grew mcreasingly difficult to breathe and he felt an almost

overpowering desire to open his mouth and yawn. He put down
his panic with a stern effort of will, and felt his feet touch the
ledge. He let go of the anchor rope and swam along the ledge
with an angry, clumsy breast stroke, settled beside Captain Tully

and grasped his shoulders.
He was astonished to see that Tully’s eyes were wide open,

watchmg him. They seemed to be smiling. With a calm
unhormed movement, Captain Tully sat up and reached out to
sexze Dr. Cromarty’s jaw between a thumb and finger, and with
the other hand he jerked the breathing tube from Dr. Cromarty’s
mouth. .
Cromarty choked and struggled wildly, flailing his legs and
trving to back away, but he was held by Captain Tully’s grip on
the air tube. He managed to close his mouth and hold his
breath. He felt that his eyes were bursting out of his head.

He flung himself, struggling, upon Captain Tully; but with a
business-like flip of his feet Tully moved away from his grasp,
contmnuing to hold the disconnected breathing tube.

A branch of coral brushed before Dr. Cromarty’s face. He
thought of his beloved Shakespeare, and some long-forgotten
hines spun through his mind. He wondered, was it true after all
that this sort of thing did happen to drowning men?

He put down his hands, clinging to the brink of the ledge and
trying to jerk away, but Captain Tully, swaying just out of reach;
casually restrained him as if on a leash. “. .. Or dive into the
bottom of the deep . . .”

His lungs were knots of pain and his pulse thudded like a drum.
“. .. Where fathom line could never touch the ground . ..”

He reached to his pocket and he could have sworn that Captain
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Tully’s goggled face was laughing; but he brought out not the
pistol, but his wallet.

“... And pluck up drowned . ..”

With a convulsive gesture he moved his arm over the ledge
and let the wallet fall.

Captain Thully reached for it and missed.

Dr. Cromarty prayed: Let him think I'm too far gone to move,
and he flung back his head and held himself rigid and still,
blackness thrusting at the corners of his vision like tearing spears.

The wallet drifted down, bloated with its thick sheaf of sodden
banknotes. If it vanished it would be lost, undoubtedly for ever,
in the weeds and darkness of the sea bed.

A fraction of a second passed and then Captain Tully released

him and dived after it.

It seemed to take an impossibly long time for Dr. Cromarty
to reach the surface and, looking back, he saw that Tully had
already retrieved the wallet and was shooting up after him.
Cromarty burst unexpectedly into the miraculous open air and
gulped a breath that burned like steam. But before he could
take a stroke towards the dinghy or even find his voice for a
shout, Tully reached his feet and, unmoved by his desperate
struggles, drew him under again. As he sank, Dr. Cromarty was
spun round...and found himself looking into the startled face
of the Commandant, hanging over the gunwale of his boat, not
ten feet away.

In the same glance he saw the Commandant dive neatly,
-trailing a line from his hands.

Cromarty did not know until later that the Commandant had
passed the line round Captain Tully’s ankles and hauled him
back to the boat as he would a shark. Or that Captain Tully—
again like a shark—did not cease his frenzied, helpless hghting
until the Commandant stunned him with a boat-hook—after
first dragging Dr. Cromarty aboard.

““I’d never have found you in time if you hadn’t managed to
get away long enough to break the surface,”” the Commandant said
when Dr. Cromarty was sufficiently recovered to talk. * That
was luck.”

“Yes,” Dr. Cromarty murmured. He saw that Captain Tully,

unconscious on the deck, still clutched his wallet. “ I dropped
my wallet.”

“Your wallet?”
“Yes. It seems that, in his way, Captain Tully 1s quite
dependable.”




DEVIL.
in the BUSH

By ROBERT EDMOND ALTER

What SUSPENSE reader could forget HIGH DIVE,

the story of District Patrol Officer Falk and the life-or-
death plunge that proved him to the Bush Kanaka? Meet
him again as he faces a fresh challenge—a sinister encounter
with a devil-devil and his savage tribe of headhunters

THERE should have been something helpless and tragic about
the gaunt figure of the missionary woman as she stood alone in the
deserted New Guinea clearing. At least, District Patrol Ofhcer
Peter Falk thought so. But as Kaki, one of his three Kanaka

patrolmen, lifted the last palm frond, allowing Falk to step into
the clearing unscratched, he found himself changing his mind.

He had forgotten that Miss Rine, so cold and unfeminine, had
given her entire life to the savages. He hesitated for a moment,
looking, and realized that this woman in the Baden-Powell hat,
heavy wool skirt and mud-clogged boots, had something about

her which set her apart—something amazingly direct and ex-
tremely determined.

Falk lifted a hand and called, ‘“ Hello, there!

Miss Rine made no move. She waited, as detached as a
statue 1n 2 Roman ruin.

Falk lowered his head to shelter a grin and, followed by his
three men, trudged towards the spare, uncompromising figure of
the missionary. The district was new to Falk; hg’d been there
only a year. He had already met Miss Rine twice before, and
they didn’t get on.

It was regrettable, he decided absently, because in a sense they
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were in business together. He guarded the Kanakas’ bodies, she

their souls.
Miss Rine watched him come without change of expression.

Her glasses, illuminated in the direct glare of the sun, gave her a
blind, boggle-eyed stare. Falk touched the brim of his cap
jauntily.

““T came as soon as I received your runner, Miss Rine. I

trust—"
But Miss Rine had no patience with formalities. Her voice,

clipped and colourless, cut him dead. ““ I know I'm a nuisance,
Mr. Falk. If I hadn’t thought this affair a police matter, I
shouldn’t have bothered you.”

It amused him that to her he was always Mr. Falk. She would
never refer to him by his rank.

‘“ No trouble at all, Miss Rine,” he said with studied courtesy.
‘ What seems to be the problem? ”

It seemed Miss Rine was impatient, too, with those who failed
to see the obvious. Her narrow underlip punched into her upper,
making a thin, curved line of annoyance. She waved a hand
towards the village and mission house, all strangely still and
lifeless.

‘““ Surely you can see that I've been deserted.”

Falk took the slam with an inward wince. He nodded, ran his
eyes along the rattan shebangs, and placed them deliberately on
the mission house. ‘‘ Looks rather like a tomb, doesn’t 1t/ But

what caused 1t? ”
‘““Superstition and fear,” Miss Rine snapped. * My oldest

enemies.’’
Falk wondered 1dly if there was an implication here—that he

was her newest. ‘‘ Yes, Miss Rine,”” he murmured. * But
before he took to the bush, your boy mentioned something about
murder. He was frightened, that boy. Very frightened.”
“He was scared silly!” Miss Rine charged vehemently.
““They’re all scared silly. Yesterday three old men from the
village went down to the river to net fish. They never came back.
A girl fetching water found them on the shore that evening.

They had been decapitated.”
Falk stared at her blankly. ‘ Headhunters? Here?”
A sick, leaden feeling weighted Falk’s body. Headhunters!

And 1n his district. He turned and stared at the vast, secretive
wilderness, knowing that he had to move, and fast, yet feeling
suddenly incapable of calling up any active will. “ Have you
any 1dea how many of them? ”’ he asked. * Or in which direction
they were going? ”’

““ Certainly,” Miss Rine said primly. “ There are exactly a
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baker’s dozen. At the moment, they are not travelling in any
direcion. They’re encamped in the old Dutch sago plantation,

two miles away from us.”
Falk stared. “ How do you know all this, Miss Rine? ”
“ By paying them a wvisit.”
“You went into their camp? Alone? ™

““ Certainly not. I took one of my boys. That was before this
silly, superstitious nonsense began. Soon after we’d discovered
the decapitated men, a Kanaka came to warn me that a raiding

devil-devil and his party were encamping in the old sago place.
I went with Omoo, my boy, to see this heathen and to demand

that he gave himself up to the law.”

Her lips clamped shut for a moment. *° They wouldn’t listen.
Wouldn’t even answer when spoken to.”
““ Perhaps they didn’t know English.’”
“I am not so stupid as to think they would, Mr. Falk. 1
speak Papuan like a native. The devil-devil was making his

childish medicine. And when 1 saw that it was hopeless and
turned to go, he ordered Omoo to remain. The boy obviously
did not wish to do so, but seemed incapable of helping himself.
Wouldn’t even obey me. He returned to the village that night,
very sick, and died before dawn. 1 think they poisoned him.
At any rate, my other Kanakas ran for the bush when they saw
what had happened to Omoo. Fortunately I'd already sent a
boy over to you.”

Falk almost reached for her hand, but checked the impulse.
“You’ve been here alone for a whole day? With thirteen head-
hunters- only two miles away? Your villagers have left you

completely? ”’
Miss Rine nodded, looking at her silent village. For the first

time Falk felt a sense of pity for this raw-boned woman standing
alone in a howling wilderness with nothing but a battered Bible
and a purpose ribbed with steel. It had been a great blow to her
pride; he could see that. And he thought, There must be times
when she thinks as I do—that 1t’s hopeless, that we’ll never make any
headway against this savagery.

Duty, he knew, was scarcely recognized among the Papuans.
For all Miss Rine and Falk taught them, superstition—the law
of the Tambo—was still their god.

“I'll leave for the sago plantation now,” he said quietly.

But she detained him with a gesture. He could tell from her
sudden hesitation that she was embarrassed, and 1t startled him
to realize she was going to ask him for a favour.

“ Mr. Falk, I hate to pester you, but Omoo . . . this heat . . .”
He understood. *“ Yes, Miss Rine. We’ll take care of it.”
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The body of the dead “ boy ", a Kanaka of fifty, was prone on a
mat in the supply room, and Falk suggested to Miss Rine that

she wait outside. |

“Don’t be silly,” she snapped. *“ Do you imagine that in
twenty one years of tropical missionary work, I've never smelled
death? ”
Falk shrugged and looked at the face of the dead man, the
open mouth, the tight-drawn lips and nostrils.

He heard a gasp behind him, four or five muttered words,
then *‘ Nahak!”’ in an urgent whisper.
He spun and found his patrolmen pushing backwards to the
door, their eyes marble-round and fixed on the corpse. Immedi-
ately he knew he’d been a fool to think the devil-devil had used
poison on Omoo. There were many names for what had happened
to the Kanaka, and they all sifted down to one time-aged belief.
Black magic.
““What name you so much fright? >’ Falk demanded.
Kaki stopped and pointed a trembling finger at the body
“ That fella catch’'m Téworo! All fella Kanaka run like hell.
We no run like hell, plenty soon we catch’m strong fella devil-
devil. Close up we die altogether! ™

““Nonsense! ”’ Falk shouted. But he knew it wasn’t nonsense.
Not to a Kanaka. To be ‘ nahaked ’’ was to have a Tévoro, a
demon, placed in your stomach. Omoo had died because the
devil-devil at the sago plantation had told him he would. It
was murder by suggestion. And to the Kanakas, Omoo’s body
spoke plainer than words.

Again Falk felt the hopelessness emanating from the darkly
smiling land that surrounded them. The familiar old brick wall,

he thought.
The patrolmen had almost edged themselves from the room,

and for a moment Falk was tempted to order a halt. But when he
looked at the total terror in their eyes, he felt ashamed of himself.
““Dismiss,” he muttered. They bolted.

Miss Rine was watching Falk with a rapt gaze. “ Well,” she
said finally,  I've never heard such foolishness in my life. One
would think that your patrolmen at least would be above this

mumbo-jumbo.”
“One would also think the same of your converts! ”’ he shot

back. Then he was sorry he’d said 1t because he could see he’d
hurt her.

“Well,” she said, not looking at him, “ I don’t believe we’ll
accomplish anything by insulting each other. What had we
better do? ”’

“ We’d better bury Omoo.”

12
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“I’ll help you. Then I'll go for my Book.”

It was unpleasant work, digging there in the rotting, dank earth
in a sweltering palm grove behind the mission house. And to
keep their minds from the reality of the chore, they discussed their
position, for once placing all their cards on the table.

“ It’s no good closing your eyes to ‘ nahak’, Miss Rine. It’s a
method of murder that medical science has not yet come to grips
with, but it still exists. T'rouble 1s, the law can’t recognize 1t. 1
can’t arrest the devil-devil for something the law can’t charge him
with. In fact, if we—I—don’t catch him with those heads, I

can’t touch him at all. There were no_witnesses to the crime and,
without the evidence, I'm sunk.”

“ Will you simply give it up, then? ”

“ No, I shan’t simply give it up. I’m going to the sago planta-
tion to try and find the evidence.”

Miss Rine made a chopping nod of satisfaction. * Good.
I’'ll go too.”

“You’'ll stay here.”

“Don’t be silly. You don’t talk Papuan. Those savages don’t
talk Béche-de-mer. You'd get nowhere without me.”

“1 have my men. They are Papuans, you know, Miss Rine.”
“ Scared-to-death Papuans, you mean,’”’ she said complacently.
“ They’'ll run for the bush the first time the devil-devil points his
ﬁnger at them.” She fixed her fierce, birdlike eyes on Falk.
“Let us be honest with one another. I don't approve of a

military organization because it means firearms and violence,
while I teach love and charity. And you, I believe, hold the usual

secular view that missionaries are no more than sanctimonious
bumblers. Nevertheless, Mr. Falk, at this moment you and 1
need each other desperately. .1 vote that we set aside our dif-
ferences and join forces.”
Falk smiled boyishly and put out his hand.
Rine. Partners.” ,,\_
Miss Rine beamed. * Please excuse the roughness of my hand,
Mr. Falk. I was helping my boys erect a mud hut the other day.”
Falk called the patrolmen into the clearing and gave them a
pep talk. * You fellas follow big fella me. This fella Mary ”’—
pointing to Miss Rine—** savvy speak’m Bibley talk. Plenty
devil-devil, this fella Mary. Smash’'m Téwvoro close up. My
word, yes!¥’
But the Kanakas eyed Miss Rine and her ‘ Bibley Book ’ with
distrust. It was mutiny, of course, if they refused to obey Falk.
And that was the rub. Falk couldn’t ignore disobedience, but on
the other hand, he didn’t want to turn them over to the District
Commuissioner with a charge against them. They were good men,

“ All right, Miss
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excellent trackers, brave, loyal. It wasn’t their fault that they had
been born in these hills.

Miss Rine must have guessed at his dilemma. She began
speaking in the Papuan tongue, and whatever she was saying was
making an impression on the patrolmen. They watched Miss
Rine’s Bible as though its covers contained snapping teeth, and at
the end of the talk they were ready for duty. They stood at
attention, staring at Falk, awaiting his orders.

““What did you tell them? ” he asked.

““’That if they refused to follow their officer I would place a
Tévoro of my own upon them from the Book. I described for
them the horrors of the disease with which Job had been smitten.”

“Why, Miss Rine,” Falk said, ‘“ 1s that being quite honest? ”’

“You forget, Mr. Falk,” she said simply, * that we’ve joined
forces in this war of wills. You must adopt some of my faith, and
I must resort to some of your strategy. Shall we go? ™

The sago™plantation had been abandoned during World War 11,
and only a few remnants of buildings suggested that a community
had once lived there. The jungle, in its silent march, had taken
back its own.

When Falk cleared the forest, the headhunters were grouped at
a small fire. One of them looked up, saw the officer and shouted.
A scramble for spears, clubs and knives followed, and a clamour
of defiance hit the stillness. Kingfishers and mound birds went
winging off through the trees, leaving a tinny wail of terror behind.

To show fear was to show your hand. Falk continued his
march straight towards the fire, and when a bone-ornamented
savage sprang in his path, brandishing a spear, Falk struck him
aside with a backhand blow. They gave ground grudgingly,
eyeing the armed patrol with dark respect. Falk came to a stand-
still at the fire.
Eleven warriors, the devil-devil, and a woman—an amazon of
no definable age—were squatting sullenly on a rattan mat,
fashioning small tobtes with nimble fingers. Falk ignored the
woman and the warriors, and directed his scrutiny to the face of
the enemy—the devil-devil.

He was 1n that ageless group between forty and sixty—squat,
prow-chested, a cunning old veteran of the bush. His teeth, red
with betel, were pointed; a rifle shell pierced the soft cartilage
of his nose, and a darning needle spitted his lower lip. Greasy
crocodile teeth were strung about his neck, and he held in his
hand a long, pointed stick, which supported at its end a vasa, or
magic bag, and below that on a bit of rusty chain, a single dangling
tooth.
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Falk squarted near the devil-devil and looked into the man’s
eves. There was hate, deep-rooted; he’d expected to find that.
But there was also somethmg that frightened him more than

savage anger ever could. Intelligence.
Falk spoke to Miss Rine. *‘ Tell him we know his men killed

the three Kanakas from your village. Tell him to produce the
! ! B
She spoke to the savage rapidly, and he answered with one
word that Falk recognized. ‘ Lies.”
Falk called to his patrolmen. * You fellas walkabout. Look

along eye belong you. Find'm heads close up.’

Kaki made a tentative move. The devil-devil raised his pointed
stick and the Kanaka patrolman froze.

Falk’s hand swung to his pistol-butt, then he felt Miss Rine’s

hand on his arm.

“You can’t shoot him,” she warned.

That only made him angry because he knew it was true. He
knew he couldn’t touch any of them unless they tried to harm him,
or unless they tried to run after he had placed a charge on them.

But he kept his grip on the pistol because it was a good threat,
and because the devil-devil might not know the law. * Go on,

Kaki. This fella no fright big fella like you.”

The patrolmen also knew it was a bluff. They moved off
warily as though stepping on broken glass. The devil-devil
watched them obliquely, the suggestion of a smile flickering on
his lips.

You know all right, Falk thought grimly. You know the law—
but you don’t care because you know we won’t find a damn thing.

“Tell him I'm not here to harm him or his people—only to
take him back for a fair trial,” he said, knowing it was a waste of
time.
The devil-devil gave no sign that he was listening to Miss
Rine. He placed a handful of twigs on his fire, poked at them
with the stick. The amazon finished one of the crude little zobies
and started to get up. But the devil-devil glared at her, heaved
himself to his feet and went over to snatch the toby from her hand.
He set the little efhgy on top of the fire, made a pass over it with his
stick and mumbled something.
“ Making magic again,”’ sighed Miss Rine.

Falk nodded. He was staring at the amazon. Something
worried him. He swivelled back to the devil-devil and caught
the savage studying him with mocking eyes.

‘““ It’s obvious just how stupid this heathen 1s,”” Miss Rine com-
mented suddenly, and began fanning herself with a palm frond.
“ Why should anyone want a fire in the middle of the morning in
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this heat? It isn’t as if they are preparing a meal or anything.”
“Yes,” Falk murmured reflectively. ““ But don’t you know the
reason for the fire? ”
““Why, I—" Miss Rine stopped short. “ Oh! Oh, they...”
“Yes. They cure heads over a slow fire, turn them in the
smoke.”” He tried to appear unconcerned as he said, “ This
shaman has those heads. I'm certain of it. But where?’” He
looked over the ruined plantation. “° Might be anywhere.”

The search continued for the better part of an hour. Then the
patrol returned and Kaki reported, “ No catch’m those fella.”
The devil-devil was watching the patrolmen. Suddenly he
raised his stick and began to speak to them in a low tone. They

almost dropped their rifles in trying to out-back each other from
the fire and the pointing stick.

““What 1s 1it? ”’ Falk demanded, knowing already.

““ ' The usual gibberish,”” Miss Rine replied with a sniff. *“ This

creature with the unclean teeth told your men to go away, or else
he would ‘ nahak’ them.”

So there it was. First the devil-devil had cost Miss Rine her
village of converts. Now Falk was losing his patrol. It would all

look very pretty in the report he’d have to send to the D.C.—
‘““This district completely out of my hands. Miss Rine and 1
baffled by a ragged old witch doctor with a stick and twelve

savages.” For a wild moment he wanted to reach across the fire

and smash the devil-devil’s face.

The amazon spoke, and the devil-devil left the fire to receive
another efhgy from her. He returned and repeated the ritual of

toby-burning. But it was only a blind. Both he and Falk knew
the real reason for the fire.

Yet something was wrong with the set-up. He looked at the

amazon, at the devil-devil, at the surly Kanakas. What was it
that eluded him?

Falk stood up. * Let’s go,” he murmured.
Miss Rine stopped short, blinking at him, birdlike. * You're
not going to leave it like this, are you? ”’ she demanded.
““ What do you want me to do—arrest them without evidence? ”
‘he snapped. * You know I can’t touch them.” He stalked after

his patrol, leaving the missionary to follow through the mulga
scrub in his wake.

She caught him up by the crumbling platform of the old
plantation house. “ Mr. Falk!” she called. * Have you for-

gotten that we made a bargain? You must have a little faith.”
The patrol was standing close by in shamed silence. Falk
glanced at them. Even if he uncovered the evidence, they’d be
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afraid to help him round up the headhunters. “ Did you
notice anything strange back there at the fire? ” he asked Miss
Rine hopefully.

“ Only yourself,” she replled ‘ That devil-devil knew he had
you. He was laughing at you.’

Falk stared across the scrub at the savages. ‘Miss Rine was
watching them too.

“ Haunting, isn’t it? "’ she said at length. “ Once a thriving
community—now a wilderness camp for thieves and murderers

‘I suppose my own village will look like this in a year or two.”
She sighed.

“ Well,” he muttered, “ it’s happened to better places.”

Mis$ Rine passed that over. © If you listen carefully, you can
almost catch the ghost voices: see the Kanaka recruits beside
their evening fires, their women bringing them firewood, betel,

kava. It’sa pity what man with his wars can do to God’s serenity.’”
Falk was staring at her. He reached for her hand, startling her.
““What was that you said? ” he barked. * Women bringing
them firewood? No, never mind.” He let her hand go and
snapped his fingers. ‘ It’s a chance,” he said.
Miss Rine appeared nonplussed. “ Really, Mr. Falk!”
Falk snapped ‘‘ Attention! ” at his patrol, and planted himself
before the three trembling Kanakas.
““ You fellas savvy big fella me, I speak’m! We fetch’m heads
from devil-devil close up. Tévoro belong devil-devil no good
altogether. That fella devil-devil give’'m big fella me Tévoro.
I no fright, no sick—I laugh! You savvy?”
They did, but preferred to pretend they did not. They began
backing off, shaking their heads and rolling their eyes.
Falk grimaced and lifted the service revolver from its holster.
He aimed it at them. * Halt!”
“ Mr. Falk,” Miss Rine gasped, * you dare not!
Falk grinned nervously. “1I know. But don’t tell them.”
And to his patrol, *“ You fellas march along legs belong you, back
to the fire close up.” They marched—close up.

The devil-devil watched Miss Rine and Peter Falk seat them-
selves across the fire from him with sullen suspicion. He rattled .
the vasa stick suggestively and glanced towards the amazon.

Falk kept a level stare on the savage when he spoke to Miss
Rine. “ Tell our friend his Tévoro 1sn’t worth a darn. Tell him
to try and place a Tévoro in me. Tell him my magic 1s better
than his and will turn his to my use. In short, tell him his own

magic will disclose to me the secret of the heads. I defy him to
‘ nahak’ me.”
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Miss Rine’s expression was accusatory. *‘ Mr. Falk, are you
blufhing? ”

Falk’s smile was terse. ‘ In a way, yes.”

Miss Rine turned to the devil-devil and began to speak.

It was evident that the devil-devil was disturbed. His eyes
shot like twin rapier thrusts from the missionary to the patrolman.
Falk knew he’d put the savage in a spot. When Miss Rine fell
silent, the devil-devil raised his stick and pointed at her.

“O ho,” he chanted quietly. “ O ho ho.”

““What 1s this? ”’ Falk demanded.

‘“ Be patient,”” Miss Rine said placidly. * Your turn is coming.
I invited him to take us both on. We’re in this together.”

The stick stirred. The tooth began to spin. The stick pointed
at Falk. 'The devil-devil spoke.
“"The spirit of rottenness has given birth in thy stomach, ”
Miss Rine translated. “ It is the Tévoro. Itis a great, squirming
white worm. It i1s as smooth, as bright with slime as this tooth
moving before thy eyes. It, in turn, is giving birth to a thousand
squirming, white worms. Feel them turning in thy stomach.
Feel them eating the red meat that is in thee.”

The stick moved, pointing. The tooth revolved. Falk wet his

lips, watching the devil-devil’s eyes.

““'T'he fire, which 1s the pain of the eating worms, is devouring
thy stomach. Feel the flesh melt away, thy bones crumble . . .”

The devil-devil’s eyes were fixed on Falk. And Falk saw
beyond the hate and the intelligence: saw a dull gleam of sadness
that implied deep tragedy.

“ Oooo ho,” the savage wailed softly, as if calling to, listening
for, the lost voices of dim ancestors. And suddenly Falk saw in
this man, this devil-devil, the embodiment of an ancient people’s
despair in face of civilization.

Stop it, he warned himself. It's a part of the game. He's
trying to appeal to me, to hypnotize me into his way of thinking.

And then something moved slightly in his stomach.

What 1s superstition? Falk wondered. A blind belief in the
unknown, far older than the faith of Christianity.

Then suddenly Falk pulled himself together.

the law to call the tune.
Falk grinned at his patrol and said, * That fella devil-devil no

good. Belly belong me feel’m fine, my word.” And he patted
that portion of his body to give emphasis to the claim. Next he
cocked a finger at the amazon. *‘ Look’m under mat belong big
fella Mary. Plenty heads stop 1n dirt.”

The devil-devil must have caught the significance of the order.
His mouth cracked open, and with an animal cry of hate, he

It was time for
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lunged across the fire, spearing the pointed stick at Falk’s neck.
Falk was half-turned, off guard. The devil-devil had him cold.
Or would have if it hadn’t been for Miss Rine. Her scrawny
right arm whipped in the air and her Bible slammed into the

devil-devil’s face. His head snapped back and the stick-thrust
shot harmlessly over Falk’s shoulder.

Then Falk had him by the throat, shaking him.

Miss Rine adroitly snatched her Bible from the embers and
half-consumed tobzes, gave its worn surface a quick brush, and
said authoritatively, “ Don’t hurt him, Mr. Falk. Vindictiveness
18 a primitive instinct.’”’

Peter Falk released the gagging Kanaka and stepped clear.
“Yes, Miss Rine,”” he said obediently.

As Kaki intimidated the headhunters with his levelled rifle,

his comrades lashed them into a human chain with liana vines.
Falk turned to Miss Rine and smiled, not without embarrass-
ment. ‘‘ You saved my life. I wantto...” -
But Miss Rine wasn’t looking for gratitude. ‘ That,” she said
primly, ‘‘ was a natural reaction on my part. And now tell me
how you knew the evidence was buried under that woman.”

““'That,” he said truthfully, * was a last-ditch guess. You sug-
Eested it when you were talking about Kanaka women bringing
rewood to the men. Kanakas will never make a move if they
have a woman handy to work for them. And it’s against decorum
for a devil-devil to wait on himself. That’s what was bothering
me every time our shaman got up to fetch the toby himself.

You see, she should have brought it to Asm. But he didn’t want
her to budge—not as long as she was sitting on the evidence.”

“Well,” Miss Rine said brightly, ‘‘ that was very ingenious of
you, Mr. Falk. I'll write to the District Commissioner and tell
him just how capable you were in handling this entire affair.”

““ No,” Falk said. “ It was only a lucky guess.”

For a long moment they stood in awkward silence, smiling.

““Miss Rine,” Falk murmured finally, * did you happen to
feel anything uh—inside, when he was nahaking us?

Miss Rine’s eyes widened at the suggestion. *‘ Feel anything?
Certainly not! What nonsense.” Then she hesitated, giving the
patrolman a shrewd look. “ Why? You didn’t, did you?”

Falk nodded. “ Yes, I think I did. I think I felt some of your
faith . . ."" He turned abruptly and ordered Kaki to march the
prisoners vut. Then, with a gracious wave of his hand, *‘ Miss
Rine, after you,” he said.

Miss Rine smiled and took her place at the head of the proces-
sion. ‘‘ Thank you, Ofhicer Falk,” she said.
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'The

Incautious
Purglar

by John Dickson Carr

TWO guests, who were not staying the night at Cranleigh
Court, left at shortly past eleven o’clock. Marcus Hunt saw
them to the front door. Then he returned to the dining-room
where the poker-chips were now stacked into neat piles of white,
red, and blue.

‘““ Another game? ”’ suggested Rolfe.

““No good,” said Derek Henderson. His tone, as usual, was
weary. ‘‘ Not with just the three of us.”

Their host stood by the sideboard and watched them. The
long, low house, overlooking the Weald of Kent, was so quiet
that their voices rose with startling loudness. The dining-room,
large and panelled, was softly lighted by electric wall-candles
which brought out the sombre colours of the paintings. It is not
often that anybody sees, in one room of an otherwise common-
place country house, two Rembrandts and a Van Dyck. There
was a kind of defiance about those paintings.

To Arthur Rolfe, the dealer, they represented enough money
to make him shiver. To Derek Henderson, the art critic, they
represented a problem. What they represented to Marcus Hunt
was not apparent.

Hunt stood by the sideboard, his fists on his hips, smiling. He
was a middle-sized, stocky man, with a full face and a high
complexion. Equip him with a tuft of chin-whisker, and he
would have looked like a Dutch burgher from a Dutch brush. His
shirt-front bulged out untidily. He watched with 1ronical
amusement while Henderson picked up a pack of cards in long




fingers, cut them into two piles, and shuftled with a sharp flick of
each thumb which made the cards melt together like a conjuring
trick.

Henderson yawned.

““ My boy,” said Hunt, * you surprise me.”

“That’s"what I try to do,” answered Henderson, still wearily.
He looked up. °° But why do you say so, particularly? ™

Henderson was young, he was long, he was lean, he was
immaculate; and he wore a beard. It was a reddish beard, which
moved some people to hilarity. But he wore 1t with an air of
compiete naturalness.



22 JOHN DICKSON CARR

“I'm surprised,” said Hunt, “ that you enjoy anything so
bourgeois—so plebeian—as poker.”

“I enjoy reading people’s characters,” said Henderson.
‘- Poker’s the best way to do 1t, you know.”

Hunt’s eyes narrowed. ‘ Oh? Can you read my character, for
instance?

““ With pleasure,” said Henderson. Absently he dealt himself
a poker-hand, face up. It contained a pair of fives, and the last
card was the ace of spades. Henderson remained staring at it
for a few seconds before he glanced up again.

““And I can tell you,” he went on, ‘“ that you surprise me. Do
you mind if I’'m frank? I had always thought of you as the
Colossus of Business; the smasher; the plunger; the fellow who
took the long chances. But you're not like that at all.”

Marcus Hunt laughed. But Henderson was undisturbed.

““You're tricky, but you’re cautious. I doubt if you ever took
a long chance in your life. Another surprise ’—he dealt himself
a new hand—* 1s Mr. Rolfe here. He’s the man who, given the
proper circumstances, would take the long chances.”

Arthur Rolfe considered this. He looked startled, but rather
flattered. Though in height and build not unlike Hunt, there was
nothing untidy about him. He had a square, dark face, with thin
shells of eyeglasses, and a worried forehead.

“1 doubt that,”” he said seriously. Then he smiled. “A
person who took long chances in my business would find himself
in the soup.” He glanced round the room. ‘ Anyhow, I'd be
too cautious to have three pictures, with an aggregate value of
thirty thousand pounds, hanging in an unprotected downstairs
room with French windows giving on a terrace.” An almost
frenzied note came into his voice. “ Great Scott! Suppose a
burglar— ”

“Damn!” said Henderson unexpectedly.

Even Hunt jumped.

Ever since the poker-party, an uneasy atmosphere had been
growing. Hunt had picked up an apple from a silver fruit-bowl
on the sideboard. He was beginning to pare it with a fruit-knife,
a sharp, water-thin blade which glittered in the light of the wall-
lamps.

“ You nearly made me slice my thumb ofl,”” he said, putting
down the knife. ‘ What’s the matter with you? ”

“It's the ace of spades,” said Henderson, still languidly.
" That’s the second time it’s turned up in five minutes.”

. Arthur Rolfe chose to be dense. ‘‘ Well? ” he asked. * What
about 1t? ”’

“1 think our young friend is being psychic,” said Hunt,
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good-humoured again. *‘ Are you reading characters, or only

telling fortunes? ”
Henderson hesitated. His eyes moved to Hunt, and then to

the wall over the sideboard where Rembrandt’s *“ Old Woman with
Cap ” stared back with the immobility and skin-colouring of a
Red Indian. Then Henderson looked towards the French win-
dows opening on the terrace.

‘““ None of my affair,”’ shrugged Henderson. * It’s your house
and your collection and your responsibility. But this fellow
Butler: what do you know about him? ”

Marcus Hunt looked boisterously amused.
‘““Butler? He’s a friend of my niece’s. Harriet picked him-

up in London, and asked me to invite him down here. Nonsense!
Butler’s all right. What are you thinking, exactly? ”
‘““ Listen! ” said Rolfe, holding up his hand.

The noise they heard, from the direction of the terrace, was
not repeated. It was not repeated because the person who had
made it, a very bewildered and uneasy young lady, had run lightly
and swiftly to the far end, where she leaned against the balustrade.

Lewis Butler hesitated before going after her. ‘T’he moonlight
was so clear that one could see the mortar between the tiles which
paved the terrace, and trace the design on the stone urns along
the balustrade. Harriet Davis wore a white gown with long and
filmy skirts, which she lifted clear of the ground as she ran.

'Then she beckoned to him.

She was half sitting, half leaning against the rail. Her white

arms were spread out, fingers gripping the stone. Dark hair and
dark eyes became even more vivid by moonlight. He could see

the rapid rise and fall of her breast.
‘““ That was a lie, anyhow,’’ she said.

““What was? ”’

““What my Uncle Marcus said. You heard him.” Harriet
Davis’s fingers tightened still more on the balustrade, and she
nodded her head vehemently, with fierce accusation. “ About
my knowing you. And inviting you here. 1 never saw you
before this week-end. Either Uncle Marcus is going out of his
mind, or . . . will you answer me just one question? ”’

“IfI can.”
““Very well. Are you by any chance a crook? ”

Lewis Butler was not unwise enough to laugh. She was 1n
that mood where, to any woman, laughter is salt to a raw wound.
‘““'To be quite frank about 1t,”’” he said, *“ I'm not. Will you tell

me why you asked? ”
‘““ This house,” said Harriet, looking at the moon, ““ used to be
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guarded with burglar alarms. If you as much as touched a
window, the whole place started clanging like a fire-station. He
~ had all the burglar alarms removed last week. Last week.”” She
took her hands off the balustrade and pressed them together hard.
““ The pictures used to be upstairs, 1n a locked room next to his
bedroom. He had them moved downstairs—last week. It’s
almost as though my uncle wanted the house to be burgled.”
Butler knew that he must tread warily. -* Perhaps he does.”
She looked at Butler quickly, but did not comment.

‘““ For instance,” he went on idly, * suppose one of his famous
Rembrandts turned out to be a fake? It might be a relief not to
have to show it to his expert friends.”

The girl shook her head.

““No,” she said. ‘ They’re all genuine. You see, I thought
of that too.”

Now was the time to hit, and hit hard. To Lewis Butler, 1in his
innocence, there seemed to be no particular problem. He took
out his cigarette-case, and turned it over without opening it.

“Look here, Miss Davis, you’re not going to like this. But I
can tell you of cases in which people were rather anxious to have
their property ‘stolen’. If a picture is insured for more than its
value, and then it 13 mysteriously ‘ stolen ’ one night—1?

““That might be all very well too,” answered Harriet, still
calmly. “ Except that not one of those pictures has been insured.”

The cigarette-case slipped through Butler’s fingers and fell
with a clatter on the tiles. It spilled cigarettes, just as it spilled
and confused his theories. As he bent over to pick it up, he could
hear a church clock across the Weald strike half past eleven.

“You're sure of that?”

““Quite sure. He hasn’t insured any of his pictures for as

much as a penny. He says i1t’s a waste of money.” .
€€ BUt_"

““Oh, I know! And I don’t know why I'm talking to you like
this. You're a stranger, aren’t you?”’ She folded her arms,
drawing her shoulders up as though she were cold. Uncertainty,
fear, and plain nerves flicked at her eyelids. ‘ But then Uncle
Marcus is a stranger too. Do you know what I think? I think
he’s going mad.”

‘““ Hardly as bad as that, i1s it? ”’

“ That’s easy enough to say,”’ the girl suddenly stormed. *‘ But
you don’t see him when his eyes seem to get smaller, and all that
genial-country-squire look goes out of his face. He’s not a fake:
he hates takes, and goes out of his way to expose them. But if he

hasn’t gone clean out of his mind, what’s he up to? What can
he be up to?




THE INCAUTIOUS BURGLAR 25
In something over three hours, they found out the answer.

The burglar did not attack until half-past two in the morning.
First he smoked several cigarettes in the shrubbery below the
rear terrace. When he heard the church clock strike, he waited
a few minutes more, and then slipped up the steps to the French
windows of the dining-room.

A chilly wind stirred at the turn of the night, in the hour of
suicides and bad dreams. It smoothed grass and trees with a
faint rustling. When the man glanced over his shoulder, the last
of the moonlight distorted his face: it showed less a face than the
blob of a cloth mask, under a greasy cap pulled over his ears.

He went to work on the middle window with the contents of a
folding tool-kit not so large as a motorist’s. He fastened two
short strips of adhesive tape to the glass just beside the catch.
Then his glass-cutter sliced out a small neat square inside the
tape. _

It was done not without noise: it crunched like a dentist’s drill
in a tooth, and the man stopped to listen.

There was no answering noise.

With the adhesive tape holding the glass so that it did not fall
and smash, he slid his gloved hand through the opening and
twisted the catch. The weight of his body deadened the creaking
of the window when he pushed inside.

He knew exactly what he wanted. He put the tool-kit into his
pocket, and drew out an electric torch. Its beam moved across
to the sideboard; it touched gleaming silver, a bowl of fruit, and

a wicked little knife thrust into an apple as though into someone’s
body; finally it moved up the hag-face of the * Old Woman with

Cap ".

'%)'his was not a large picture, and the burglar lifted it down
easily. He pried out glass and frame. Though he tried to roll
up the canvas with great care, the brittle paint cracked across in
small stars which wounded the hag’s face. The burglar was so
intent on this that he never noticed the presence of another
person 1n the room.

He was an incautious burglar: he had no sixth sense which
smelt murder.

Up on the second floor of the house, Lewis Butler was awakened
by a muffled crash like that of metal objects falling.

He had not fallen into more than a half doze all night. He knew
with certainty what must be happening, though he had no idea of
why, or how, or to whom.

Butler was out of bed and into his slippers as soon as he heard
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the first faint clatter from downstairs. His dressing-gown would,
as usual, twist itself up like a rolled umbrella and defy all attempts
to find the arm-holes whenever he wanted to hurry. But the
little flashlight was ready in the pocket.

That noise seemed to have roused nobody else. With certain
possibilities in his mind, he had never in his life moved so fast
once he managed to get out of his bedroom. Not using his light,
he was down two flights of deep-carpeted stairs without noise. In
the lower hall he could feel a draught, which meant that a window
or door had been opened somewhere. He made straight for the
dining-room.

But he was too late.

Once the pencil-beam of Butler’s flashlight had swept round,
he switched on a whole blaze of lights. The burglar was still here,
right enough. But the burglar was lying very still in front of the
sideboard; and, to judge by the amount of blood on his sweater
and trousers, he would never move again.

““’That’s done 1t,”’ Butler said aloud.

A silver service, including a tea-urn, had been toppled off the
sideboard. Where the fruit-bowl had fallen, the dead man lay

on his back among a litter of oranges, apples, and a squashed
bunch of grapes. The mask still covered the burglar’s face; his
greasy cap was flattened still further on his ears; his gloved hands
were thrown wide.

Fragments of smashed picture-glass lay round him, together
with the empty frame, and the * Old Woman with Cap *’ had been
half crumpled up under his body. From the position of the most
conspicuous bloodstains, one judged that he had been stabbed
through the chest with the stained fruit-knife beside him.

“ What 1s 1t ¢ ” said a voice almost at Butler’s ear.

He could not have been more startled if the fruit-knife had
pricked his ribs. He had seen nobody turning on lights in the
hall, nor had he heard Harriet Davis approach. She was standing
just behind him, wrapped in a Japanese kimono, with her dark
hair round her shoulders. But when he explained what had
happened she would not look into the dining-room; she backed
away like an urchin ready for flight.

““You had better wake up your uncle,” Butler said briskly, with
a confidence he did not feel. “ And the servants. I must use
your telephone.” Then he looked her in the eyes. * Yes, you're
quite right. I think you’ve guessed it already. I’'m a police
ofhicer.”

She nodded.

“Yes. I guessed. Who are you? And is your name really

Butler? ™
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“I’'m a sergeant of the Criminal Investigation Department.
And my name really 1s Butler. Your uncle brought me here.”

(¢ WhyP ) B

““Idon’t know. He hasn’t got around to telling me.”

This girl’s intelligence, even when overshadowed by fear, was
direct and disconcerting. ‘ But if he wouldn’t say why he wanted
a police ofhcer, how did they come to send you? He’'d have tc
tell them, wouldn’t he? ”

Butler ignored it. ‘““ I must see your uncle. Will you go up-
stairs and wake him, please? ”’

“I can’t,”’ said Harriet. ‘ Uncle Marcus isn’t in his room.”

€ Isrl’t_P ’)

““No. I knocked at the door on my way down. He’s gone.”

Butler took the stairs two treads at a time. Harriet had turned
on all the lights on her way down, but nothing stirred in the
bleak, over-decorated passages.

Marcus Hunt’s bedroom was empty. His dinner jacket had
been hung up neatly on the back of a chair, shirt laid across the
seat with collar and tie on top of it. Hunt’s watch ticked loudly
on the dressing-table. His money and keys were there too. But
he had not gone to bed, for the bedspread was undisturbed.

The suspicion that came to Lewis Butler was so fantastic that
he could not credit it.

He started downstairs again, and on the way he met Arthur
Rolfe blundering out of another bedroom down the hall. The
art dealer’s stocky body was wrapped in a flannel dressing-gown.
He was not wearing his glasses, which gave his tace a bleary and
rather caved-in expression. He planted himself in front of

Butler, and refused to budge.
“Yes,” said Butler. *“ You don’t have to ask. It’s a burglar.”

“ ] knew it,” said Rolfe calmly. * Did he get anything?

“ No. He was murdered.”
For a moment Rolfe said nothing, but his hand crept into the

breast of his dressing-gown as though he felt pain there.
““Murdered? You don’t mean the burglar was murdered? ”
€¢ Yes.”
“But why? By an accomplice, you mean? Who is the

burglar? ” ..
““’That,” snapped Lewis Butler, * is what I intend to find out.”

In the lower hall he found Harriet Davis, who was now standing
in the doorway of the dining-room and looking steadily at the
body by the sideboard. Though her face hardly moved a
muscle, her eyes brimmed over.

“You're going to take off the mask, aren’t you? ” she asked,
without turning round.
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Stepping with care to avoid squashed fruit and broken glass,
Butler leaned over the dead man. He pushed back the peak of the
greasy cap; he lifted the mask, which was clumsily held by an
elastic band; and he found what he expected to find.

The burglar was Marcus Hunt—stabbed through the heart
while attempting to rob his own house.

“You see, sir,”” Butler explained to Dr. Gideon Fell on the

following afternoon, * that’s the trouble. However you look at it,
the case makes no sense.”
Again he went over the facts.
““Why should the man burgle his own house and steal his own
property? Every one of those paintings 1s valuable, and not a
single one 18 insured! So why? Was the man a simple lunatic?
What did he think he was doing?

The village of Sutton Valence, straggling like a grey-white
Italian town along the very peak of the Weald, was full of hot
sunshine. In the apple orchard behind the white inn of the
Tabard, Dr. Gideon Fell sat at a garden table among wasps, with
a pint tankard at his elbow. Dr. Fell’s vast bulk was clad in a
white linen suit. His pink face smoked in the heat, and his wary
lookout for wasps gave him a regrettably wall-eyed appearance as
he pondered.

He said:

‘“ Superintendent Hadley suggested that I might—harrumph—
look in here. The local police are in charge, aren’t they? ”

“Yes. I'm merely standing by.”

‘“ Hadley’s exact words to me were,  It’s so crazy that nobody
but you will understand it’. The man’s flattery becomes more
nauseating every day.” Dr. Fell scowled. *1 say. Does
anything else strike you as queer about this business?

‘“Well, why should a man burgle his own house? ”

“No, no, no!” growled Dr. Fell. “ Don’t be obsessed with
that point. For instance, now ’—a wasp hovered near his
tankard, and he distended his cheeks and blew 1t away with one
vast puff like Father Neptune—" for instance, the young lady
seems to have raised an interesting question. If Marcus Hunt
wouldn’t say why he wanted a detective in the house, why did the
C.1.D. agree to send you? ”’

Butler shrugged his shoulders.

‘““ Because,” he said, *“ Chief Inspector Ames thought Hunt was
up to funny busmess and meant to stop 1t.”

‘“ What sort of funny business ? ”

““ A faked burglary to steal his own pictures for the insurance.
It looked like the old, old game of appealing to the police to divert
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suspicaon. Untl I learned—and proved—that not one of those
damned pictures has ever been insured for a penny.”
Butler hesitated.

“ It can’t have been a practical joke,” he went on. * Look at
the claborateness of it! Hunt put on old clothes from which all
talors’ tabs and laundry marks were removed. He put on gloves
and a2 mask. He got hold of a torch and an up-to-date kit of
burglar’s tools. He went out of the house by the back door; we
found it open later. He smoked a few cigarettes in the shrubbery
below the terrace; we found his footprints in the soft earth. He

cut a pane of glass . . . but I've told you all that.”
‘ And then,” mused Dr. Fell, *‘ somebody killed him.”

“Yes. The last and worst ‘ why’. Why should anybody kill
him? ”
“Hm. Clues?”
“ Negative.”” Butler took out his notebook. “ According to
the police surgeon, he died of a direct heart-wound from a blade
(presumably that fruit-knife) so thin that the wound was hard to
find. There were a number of his fingerprints, but nobody else’s.
We did find one odd thing, though. A number of pieces in the
silver service off the sideboard were scratched in a queer way. It
looked almost as though, instead of being swept oft the sideboard
in a struggle, they had been piled up on top of each other like a
tower, and then pushed . . .”

Butler paused, for Dr. Fell was shaking his big head back and
forth with an expression of Gargantuan distress.

“Well, well, well,”” he was saying, ““ well, well, well. And you
call that negative evidence? ”

“Isn’tit? Itdoesn’t explain whyaman burgles his own house.”
“ Look,” said the doctor mildly. “ I should like to ask you

just one question. What 18 the most important point in this
affair? One moment! I did not say the most interesting; I said
the most important. Surely it 1s the fact that a man has been
murdered? ”’

“Yes, sir. Naturally.”

“I mention the fact ’—the doctor was apologetic—** because
1t seems 1n danger of being overlooked. You are concerned only
with Hunt’s senseless masquerade. You don’t mind a throat
being cut, but you can’t stand a leg being pulled. Why not try
working at it from the other side, and ask who killed Hunt?
Butler was silent for a long time. |
“’The servants are out of it,”’ he said at length. * They sleep
in another wing on the top floor; and for some reason ’— he
hesitated—*‘ somebody locked them 1n last night.” His
doubts, even his dreads, were beginning to take form. * There
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was a fine to-do about that when the house was roused. Of course
the murderer could have been an outsider.”
“You know he wasn’t,” said Dr. Fell. ‘ Would you mind

taking me to Cranleigh Court?

They came out on the terrace in the hottest part of the after-
noon.

Dr. Fell sat down on a wicker settee, with a dispirited Harriet
beside him. Derek Henderson, in flannels, perched his long
figure on the balustrade. Arthur Rolfe alone wore a dark suit
and seemed out of place. For the pale green and brown of the
Kentish lands, which rarely acquired harsh colour, now blazed.
No air stirred, no leaf moved, 1n that brilliant thickness of heat;
and down in the garden, towards their left, the water of the
swimming-pool sparkled with hot, hard light. Butler felt it like
a weight on his eyelids.

Derek Henderson’s beard was at once languid and yet aggressive.
“It’s no good,” he said. “ Don’t keep on asking me why Hunt
should have burgled his own house. But I'll give you a tip.”

““Which 1s?” inquired Dr. Fell.

““Whatever the reason,’”’ returned Henderson, sticking out his
neck, “ 1t was a good reason. Hunt was much too canny and
cautious ever to do anything without a good reason. I told him so
last night.”

Dr. Fell spoke sharply. *“ Cautious? Why do you say that? ”
“Well, for instance. 1 take three cards on the draw. Hunt
takes one. I bet; he sees me and raises. I cover that, and raise
again. Hunt drops out. In other words, 1t’s fairly certain he’s
filled his hand, but not so certain I’m holding much more than a
pair. Yet Hunt drops out. So with my three sevens I bluff him
out of his straight. He played a dozen hands last night just like
that.”

Henderson began to chuckle. Seeing the expression on
Harriet’s face, he checked himself and became preternaturally
solemn.

‘“ But then, of course,”” Henderson added, *‘ he had a lot on his
mind last night.”

Nobody could fail to notice the change of tone.

“So? And what did he have on his mind? ”

" Exposing somebody he had always trusted,” replied Hender-
son coolly. * That’s why I didn’t like it when the ace of spades
turned up so often.”

“ You’d better explain that,” said Harriet, after a pause. “1
don’t know what you’re hinting at, but you’d better explain. He
told you he intended to expose somebody he had always trusted ? ”
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“ No. Like myself, he hinted at it.”

It was the stolid Rolfe who stormed into the conversation then.
Rolfe had the air of a man determined to hold hard to reason.

‘“ Listen to me,” he snapped. ““ I have heard a great deal, at
ane time or another, about Mr. Hunt’s liking for exposing people.
Very welll ”’ He slid one hand into his breast of the coat, in a
characteristic gesture. ‘‘ But where in the name of sanity does
that leave us? He wants to expose someone. And, to do that, he
puts on outlandish clothes and masquerades as a burglar. Is
‘that sensible? I tell you, the man was mad! ”
‘““ There are five other explanations,” said Dr. Fell.

Derek Henderson slowly got up from his seat on the balustrade,
but he sat down again at a savage gesture from Rolfe.

“1 will not, however,” pursued Dr. Fell, * waste your time
with four of them. We are concerned with only one explanation:
the real one.”

“ And you know the real one? ”’ asked Henderson sharply.

“ I rather think so.”

“ Since when? ”’

“ Since I had the opportunity of looking at all of you,”
answered Dr. Fell.

He settled back massively in the wicker settee, so that its frame
creaked and cracked like a ship’s bulkhead in a heavy sea. His
vast chin was out-thrust, and he nodded absently.

*““ I've already had a word with the local Inspector,” he went on
suddenly. ‘ He will be here in a few minutes. And at my
suggestion he will have a request for all of you. I sincerely hope
nobody will refuse.”

“ Request? ” said Henderson. ‘ What request? ”
“It's a very hot day,” said Dr. Fell, bhnkmg towards the

c'mmg-pool. " He’s going to suggest a swim.’
Harmnet turned appealingly to Lewis Butler.
“That,” continued Dr. Fell, “ will be the politest way of
drawing attention to the murderer. In the meantime, let me call
g attention to one point in the evidence which seems to have
generally overlooked. Mr. Henderson, do you know any-
thing about heart-wounds, made by a blade as thin as a wafer?
“ Like Hunt’s wound? No. What about them? ”
*“ There 18 practically no external bleeding,’”” answered Dr. Fell.
“But—!" Harriet was beginning, when Butler stopped her.
“The police surgeon, in fact, called attention to that wound
which was so ¢ difficult to find’. The victim dies almost at once;
and the edges of the wound compress. But in that case,”

argued Dr. Fell, “ how did the late Mr. Hunt come to have so
much blood on his sweater, and even splashed on his trousers? *’
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“Well?
““He didn’t,” answered Dr. Fell simply. ‘ Mr. Hunt’s blood
never got on his clothes at all.”

““I can’t stand this,” said Harriet, jumping to her feet. “ I—
I'm sorry, but have you gone mad yourself? Are you telling us
we didn’t see him lying by that sideboard, with blood on him?

““Oh, yes. You saw that.”

“Let him go on,” said Henderson, who was rather white
round the nostrils. * Let him rave.”

“It1s, I admit, a fine point,” said Dr. Fell. ‘ But it answers
your question, repeated to the point of nausea, as to why the
eminently sensible Mr. Hunt chose to dress up in burglar’s
clothes and play burglar. The answer 1s simple. He didn’t.”

““ It must be plain to everybody,” Dr. Fell went on, *‘ that Mr.
Hunt was deliberately setting a trap—for the real burglar.

‘““He believed that a certain person might try to steal one or
several of his pictures. He probably knew that this person had
tried similar games before, in other country houses: that is, an
inside job which was carefully planned to look like an outside Job
5o he made things easy for this thief, in order to trap him, with a
police officer in the house.

““ The burglar, a sad fool, fell for it. This thief, a guest in the
house, waited until well past two o’clock in the morning. He
then put on his old clothes, mask, gloves, and the rest of it. He
let himself out by the back door. He went through all the
motions we have erroneously been attributing to Marcus Hunt.
Then the trap snapped. Just as he was rolling up the Rembrandt,
he heard a noise. He swung his light round. And he saw Marcus
Hunt, in pyjamas and dressing-gown, looking at him.

“Yes, there was a fight. Hunt flew at him. The thief snatched
up a fruit-knife and fought back. In that struggle, Marcus Hunt
forced his opponent’s hand back. The fruit-knife gashed the
thief’s chest, inflicting a superficial but badly bleeding gash. It
sent the thief over the edge of insanity. He wrenched Marcus
Hunt’s hand half off, caught up the knife, and stabbed Hunt.

““ Then, in a quiet house, with a little beam of light streammg
out from the torch on thé ‘sideboard, the murderer sees it. .
He sees blood from his own wound seeping down his clothes.

“How 1s he to get rid of those clothes! He cannot destroy
them, or get them away from the house. Inevitably the house
will be searched, and they will be found. Without the blood-
stains, they would seem ordinary clothes in his wardrobe. But
with the blood-stains there 1s only one thing he can do.”
Harriet Davis was standing behind the wicker settee, shading
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her eyes against the glare of the sun. Her hand did not tremble
when she said: ‘ He changed clothes with my uncle.”

““That’s 1t,”” growled Dr. Fell. * That’s the whole sad story.
The murderer dressed the body in his own clothes, making a
puncture with the knife in sweater, shirt, and vest. He then slipped
on Mr. Hunt’s pyjamas and dressing-gown, which at a pinch he
could always claim as his own. Hunt’s wound had bled hardly at
all. His dressing-gown, I think, had come open 1n the fight; there
was only a tiny puncture in the pyjama jacket.
~ ‘“ But, once he had done this, he had to hypnotize you all into
the belief that there would have been no time for a change of
clothes. He had to make it seem that the fight occurred just then.
He had to rouse the house. So he brought down echoing thun-
ders by pushing over a pile of silver, then slipped upstairs.

‘““ ' The burglar could never have been Marcus Hunt, you know,”
he added. * We learn that Hunt’s fingerprints were all over the
place. Yet the murdered man was wearing gloves.”

There was a swishing of feet in the grass and a tread of heavy
boots coming up the terrace steps. The local Inspector of police,
steaming in his uniform, was followed by two constables.

Dr. Fell turned round a face of satisfaction.

““Ah!” he said, breathing deeply. *“ They’ve come to see
about that swimming-party, I imagine. It is easy to patch up
a flesh-wound with lint and cotton, or even a handkerchief. But
such a wound will become infernally conspicuous on anyone who
1s forced to climb into bathing-trunks.”

‘““ But it couldn’t have been—"’ cried Harriet. Her eyes moved
round. Her fingers tightened on Lewis Butler’s arm, an 1n-
stinctive gesture which he was to remember long afterwards,
when he knew her even better.

* Exactly,” agreed the doctor, wheezing with pleasure. * It
could not have been a long, thin, gangling fellow like Mr. Hender-
son. And it could not have been a small girl like yourself.

“’There 1s only one person who, as we know, is just about

Marcus Hunt’s height and build; who could have put his own
clothes on Hunt without any suspicion. That is the same person
who, though he managed to staunch the wound in his chest, has
been constantly running his hand inside the breast of his coat to
make certain the bandage 1s secure. As Mr. Rolfe is doing now.”

Arthur Rolfe sat very quiet, with his right hand still in the
breast of his jacket. His face had grown smeary in the hot sunlight,
but the eyes behind those thin shells of glasses remained in-
scrutable. He spoke only once after they cautioned him.

““1 should have taken the young pup’s warning,” he said.
‘“ After all, he told me I would take long chances.”

3



By THEODORE R. COGSWELL

THERE 1s an evil in thirds that Joseph Cruthers should have

recognized: the swimmer going down for the third time, the
crowd instead of the company, the violence implicit in the eternal
triangle. If he had been satished with two, things might have
worked out differently; but Joseph Cruthers fancied himself a
shrewd operator. At the moment he was operating shrewdly 1n
the realm of the supernatural.

The girl at the classified-ad desk read through the text on the
slip he had handed her, yawned, and then asked for a dollar and
twenty seven cents.

““You’re sure it will be in tomorrow morning’s paper? > asked
Joseph anxiously.

The girl gave a bored nod. * Just look under * Miscellaneous
for Sale ’.”




35

“ Thanks,” he said, started to turn, and then swung back sud-
denly. ““ No, wait a minute. I wanted that in the ¢ Personal
Column’. In fact, it has to be. I don’t think the party I am

trying to contact 1s interested in second-hand fridges.”

“ Sorry.” She didn’t sound sorry. * Ya got something you
want to sell, it ain’t real estate, used cars, or livestock, 1t goes in
* Miscellaneous for Sale*. That’s the policy of the paper. Me, I
just work here.”

Joseph started to argue but stopped when he saw he wasn’t

gettung anywhere. ‘‘ Look,” he said finally, “ if I’ve got 1t right,
all you are objecting to are the words * For Sale’. Am I correct? ”
“That’s right. Ya got something for sale, it ain’t real estate,

used cars, or—"
“All right, all right,” interrupted Joseph hastily. “ So I

strike out ‘ For Sale’. Now can it go into the Personal Column? <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>