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the NEWEST suspense-detective story by
CORNELL WOOLRICH

Part One of a 2-part serial

Before the divorce laws were changed in New York State there was only
one legally accepted grounds for ending a marriage. Stephen Duane didn’t
like it—in fact, he dreaded and abhorred it—but he had no alternative.
And the whole nasty, distasteful business turned out to be a worse mess
than he and his lawyer, or his wife and her lawyer, ever dreamed it could
be . . . One of Cornell Woolrich’s most interesting story situations . . .

DIVORCE—NEW YORK STYLE
by CORNELL WOOLRICH

NE WORE GLASSES AND CARRIED
@ a brief case; he looked like a
lawyer. The other didn’t wear glass-
es and carried an overnight case; all
he looked was ill at ease. They were
together.

“I'd like a room,” the one with
the overnight case said a little self-
consciously to the registration clerk.

“For both you gentlemen?”

“No, not him,” corrected the
applicant. “For myself and my wife.
She’ll be along later.”

“Very well. Will you sign here,
please?”

The registrant took the desk pen
and then turned to look inquiringly
at his companion, as though waiting
to be told what he should do next.

“Put down your own,” the other
said in a carefully guarded under-
tone, “It simplifies things.”

The check-1n bent over and wrote:

Stephen Duane and wife, New York
City. Then he handed back the pen
and the registry card.

“For how long?” the desk clerk
asked, to complete the details.

The man who looked like a lawyer
answered this, speaking aloud for the
first time. “‘Couple of hours,” he
said. “No more.”

The desk clerk who knew all
about such things, or thought he
did, winked an understanding eye at
him.

The man who looked like a lawyer
opened a wallet. “I'll lay it out for
you, Steve. It goes with my retain-
er.”

“You coming up with me?” his
client asked, with the woebegone
expression of a small boy being
forced to enter a dentist’s office.

“Just for a few minutes, if you
want me to. I can’t stay too long.”
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As they turned to.enter the ele-
vator, he gave the desk clerk a final
instruction. “As soon as the gen-
tleman’s wife gets here, send her
right up, please.”

When they had arrived in the
room, the lawyer got on the phone.
“Room service, please. Send up a
pint of rye, a split of White Rock,
some cracked ice, and two glasses.”

“No, not for me,” moaned the
other with a grimace. “Not the way
I feel.”

“It’s got to be here in the room,”
his companion told him inflexibily.
“You don’t have to touch any of it.
But it’s got to be here for looks.”

Duane slumped into a chair. “I
feel terrible. Arnold, have you got
an aspirin on you?”

“I always bring some along.” The
lawyer went into the bathroom,
came back with a glass of water, and
handed a thumb-sized bottle to
Duane.

“Don’t feel that way,” Arnold
said. “There’s nothing to feel that
way about. You’re a grown-up man,
not a high school boy on his first
hotel-room date.”

“I'’know, but there’s something so
upside down about all this.”

“Forget it,” said Arnold, and
slapped him encouragingly between
the shoulders. He took the glass
back from him, set it aside, then
took the little bottle and pocketed it.

“Better start taking your things
off,” he suggested. “I’ll have to be
going soon.”

“Ugh,” said Duane.

“Oh, come on,” said Arnold im-
patiently. “Don’t be such a baby.”

“How far do I have to go?” Duane
asked fearfully, slipping the knot of
his necktie.

Arnold gestured sketchily, once
across Duane’s frame and once up
and down it. “‘Just enough to make
it look convincing.”

Duane creased his brow plaintive-
ly. “How much is convincing?” he
wanted to know. Arnold accepted
the question as rhetorical and let it
go unanswered.

Duane unbuttoned his shirt, with-
drew it from inside his trousers, and
took it off. Then he stopped. ‘‘Far
enough?” he questioned.

“QOh, for the love of Mike!” At-
nold protested irritably. “‘Stop play-
acting, will you? You don’t have
to be told these things. You're a
full-grown man.”

“I feel like a full-grown damn
fool,” Duane murmured, painstak-
ingly folding and.refolding his shirt.
“Far enough, I take it.”

He opened the overnight case,
removed a pajama top, a lounging
robe, and cloth slippers. He put the
pajama top on over his undershirt
and buttoned it. Then he put the
robe on over that and belted it.
Then he sat down on the edge of the
bed, removed his shoes, and thrust
his feet into the slippers.

Meanwhile Arnold was at the
phone, waiting to get some number
he had unobtrusively asked for. He
turned and studied his client, then
nodded pontifical approval.
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“Tow' en deshabille,” said Duane
nervously, trying to remember his
high-school French in order to take
his mind off present things. “Or is it
tout? 1 think you swing the ‘' when
there’s a vowel coming up next.”
He kept fidgeting with the belt of
his robe, tightening it far more than
was necessary.

Arnold suddenly got his connec-
tion and spoke into the phone. “Nat?
This is Arnold. You can send your
young lady over now. My client’s all
set.” He was asked something. “Just
a minute. I'll give it to you.” He
lowered the phone, said to the still-
fidgeting Duane, “Go over to the
door and see what’s on it.”

Duane went over, opened it,
and looked. Then he turned around
blankly. “There’s nothing on it.
What do you mean?”

“The number, for Pete’s sake!”
Arnold barked.

“Oh, nine-two-three,”” Duane
called in, reading off the numerals
at the top of the door.

Arnold repeated the number over
the phone with the expressionless
voice of a man giving a stock-market
quotation.

A few moments later there was a
knock on the door and the drinks
and accessories had arrived. Duane
backed away nervously as the room-
service waiter swung the tray around
in putting it down, as though
afraid to let it even touch him.

Arnold paid for this, as he had for
the room.

“I’'ll bring your change right back,

sir,” the waiter said, eying the rather

large bill handed to him.
Arnold closed the door. “Sit
down,” he brusquely ordered the

trembling Duane. “Relax. I'm hav-
ing more trouble with you than try-
ing to mate a porcupine with an
octopus.”

Duane obediently sat down, but
in a very hunched posture, his knees
touching.

“Is that the way you're going to
be?”” Arnold said dxsapprovmgly
“Maybe a drink would help you.’

Duane warded off the offer hec-
tically, crossing his arms in and out
as though he were semaphoring.
“Not for love or money!” He rum-
pled hic own hair distractedly. “I
thought I was nervous the day I got
married,” he groaned, ‘“but that
wasn’t in it compared to this. At
least I knew the girl, then.”

“Ah, you’re jittery by nature,”
Arnold told him unsympathetically,
“There’s nothing to it, nothing to
worry about.”

“That’s because it’s not you, it’s
me.”

Arnold flexed his arm to look at
the time. “Well, I'm sorry,” he an-
nounced decisively. “I'm going to
leave you on your own now. I have
to get back to the office.”

Duane made a pain-wreathed face.

“I can’t stick around here until
they show up,” Arnold told him.
“I'm not supposed to be in it at all,
you know.” He picked up his brief
case, held out his hand for a good-
bye shake “Good luck.”
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“Good luck he says,” Duane
sniffed morosely.

“You’ll be all right; you won’t die
from it,” Arnold promised him
heartlessly as he moved toward the
door.

“That's what I'm afraid of,”
Duane agreed morbidly. “No¢ dy-
ing.”

Arnold had the door open now.

‘“’Bye, now,” he said briskly.

Duane raised a hand halfway, ina
faltering acknowledgment, somewhat
like a dyirig gladiator lying on the
sands of the arena; then he let it fall
down again, limp.

Arnold closed the door and left
his client alone.

After about eight or ten awful
minutes—hour-minutes to describe
them more correctly—the telephone
finally rang. Duane jumped to his
feet, stood there a moment quiver-
ing all over, particularly at the nos-
trils like a colt scenting imminent
danger, and then went over to it.

The desk clerk’s voice said, “Mr.
Duane? Your wife’s on her way
up'”

“Huh?” he said blankly, seeming
to have forgotten for a moment why
he was there.

“Is this Mr. Duane?”

Then he remembered that he was
expecting her. Or was supposed to
be. “Oh,” he said lamely. “Oh, all
right. Thank you.”

He left the phone and nervously
tightened the belt around his robe
—almost as if he were trying to cut
himself in half. He stood waiting in

a cringing attitude, his shoulders
defensively hunched, his neck bent,
his forehead creased.

A light, unassuming knock came
at the door. He swallowed, then
slowly went to the door and opened
1t.

She was in her twenties. Her hair
was a dusty blonde color, not the
blonde of artifice but the slow, dark-
ening afterglow of a bright child-
hood-yellow. Her eyes were ex-
tremely frightened—brown and
frightened; like a pair of tiny brown
birds fluttering in a couple of round-
ed crystalline cages. Her clothing
éavc no impression of color, or of
ashion, or of fabric; it was undis-
tinguished. It gave only one overall
impression—that it had been worn
quite a lot before, but was still clean
and well-kept.

She too carried a small overnight
case in her hand.

“How do you do?” she said awk-
wardly. “Are you the—the gentle-
man [ was to meet here?”

“Yes, I am,” he answered with
equal constraint. “Are you the—

-the young lady who was to meet

me?”’

“Yes, I am,” she murmured, het
voice barely audible.

“Oh. Well, won’t you come in,
please?”

He stood back and she came in,
and then he closed the door.

“Thank you,” she said politely.
She put down the case. “Did I keep
you waiting long?” she asked, still
self-consciously.
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“No, hardly at all,” he protested.

“I couldn’t get a taxi right away,”
she said. “The traffic’s quite bad.”

“I know,” he said.

Then they were both at a loss,
unable to think of anything else to
say.

}i"‘inally, almost with a jerk, as if
forcing 1t out, she said, “Should I
start in to get ready?”

“I guess so,” he said haltingly.
*“Shall 1 go outside and wait in the
hall?”

She glanced around at the bath-
room door. “No, you don’t have to
do that. I can go in there.” She
picked up the case and went in. The
lock turned on the inside of the door.

He felt less nervous, now that the
thing had actually started, was un-
der way. He sat waiting and reflect-
ing. Reflecting that you always had
to wait for women, whether they
were dressing or undressing. Reflect-
ing on someone else he had waited
for like this, not once but many
times; but he wouldn’t be waiting
for her any more.

When she came back he rose. He
had been taught to do that. For any
woman.

She was quite transformed. She
carried her street clothing over one
arm, the case in the same hand. She
wore a negligee of opalescent gray.
It was two-ply, the under one pink,
the upper one this gray stuff. It was
transparent only to the extent thatit
allowed the under one to peer
through. Actually it was a modest
negligee.

Below it she wore a nightgown
with a yoke of opaque lace from
shoulder blade to shoulder blade.
Her free hand, interlocking the neg-
ligee, allowed a minimum of the
nightgown to be seen. He dropped
his eyes, embarrassed. She dropped
hers too.

“That’s real nice,” he said pres-
ently, trying to be complimentary.

“It belongs to one of my neigh-
bors,” she said. ‘‘She lends it to me
whenever I go out like this.”

She took out a brush and stroked
her hair with it in front of the mir-
ror. Then she took one last item out
of the case—a magazine devoted to
motion pictures and movie stars.

She sat down with this in a chair
on the opposite side of the bed and
opened it at random across her lap.
Almost at once someone tapped at
the door and they both gave a
nervous start.

“Is it them alr—?" she asked.

“l don’t think so,” he said.
“They’re supposed to &reak in sud-
denly, aren’t they, not wait like
that.”

A voice outside settled their un-
certainty. “I have your change,
sir.””

“Oh, it’s only the waiter.” He
went over to the door. At the same
time she raised the magazine and
covered her face with it.

The waiter came into the room
and methodically started to count
out bills and coins on the table on
which the drinks were standing. The
girl kept the magazine in front of
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her face through the whole labori-
ous transaction.

The waiter got his tip, mumbled
his thanks, and left.

They were now alone again.

“Would you like a drink?” he
asked, trying to be hospitable.

“I never drink,” she said with a
firm shake of her head. “But you go
ahead, if you wish.”

“I only drink when I’'m happy.”

That left them about where they
had started.

A silence fell. She kept her eyes on
the magazine. There was a full-page
photograph on the page she had
open.

“Is that Sophia Loren you're
looking at?” he asked.

This time she looked up with un-
feigned interest. “Yes. How could
you tell that from all the way over
theser®

Even in the upside-down position
in which she was holding it, he could
identify the actress. But he only
shrugged and said, “Would it make
you nervous if I talked to you while
we're waiting?”’

“Oh, no, not at all.” She closed

_the magazine. “Do you have the
right time?” she asked.

He told her the time.

“Do you mind if I use the tele-
phone from here? I won’t be long.”

“Goright ahead,” he said.

She went over to it and asked for
a local number.

She was turned the other way,
and he watched her while she stood
there.

“Hello. Mrs. D?” she said. She
used the capital letter for a name.
“Yes, this is me. How is he? . . .
Oh, good!l I'm so relieved to hear
that . . . I'll try to get back as
early as I can. About an hour, an
hour and a half. It shouldn’t take
any longer . . . Is there anything
you want me to bring on the way
home? . . . All right, I will. T have
to hang up now. Goodbye . . . No,
I won’t worry any more, now that
I've talked to you. Goodbye.”

She returned smiling to her own
chair. He didn’t ask her anything,
but after a while she saw him looking
at her quizzically and she came out
with it of her own accord. “My little
boy. He has a cold and a sore throat,
and I've been afraid it might have
got worse. But she says he seems to
be fighting it off; she has him sleep-
ing now. She’s the neighbor I spoke
to you about. She’s been wonderful
to me. She has a telephone in her
apartment. I don’t have any.”

“Does she know what you wanted
the outfit for?”

“I think so. But she’s never said
a word to me. She’s very under-
standing.”

“Has it been very long—that
you've been—?""" He stopped, tact-
fully.

“No. This is only the third time.”
She looked at her nails. “I don’t
exactly enjoy keeping score.”

“Youdon’t seem at all like—"" he
ventured, and then lost courage.

“I'know—not the type,” she sup-
plied. “That’s what seems so peculiar
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about it. Even to me, at times.
Sometimes I can’t quite figure it
out.” She began to recite the cata-
logue of her credits. “I don’t drink,
I don’t smoke, I don’t doll up. I
use very little make-up. Sometimes
I don’t even put on nail polish.”

“I noticed that,” he said approv-
ingly. “They’re the first natural nails
I've seen on any woman in years.”

“When a man looks at me on the
street I look the other way. In all
the little things like that. I'm so—so
irreproachable,” she said discontent-
edly. “And then I go out and do
this!”

“It’s not so—" But he didn’t
finishit.

She picked up the meaning for
him. “Yes, it is. To me it is, anyway,
and my point of view is the only one
that counts, because I'm the one
who’s doing it.”

“How did it come about in the
first place?”” he asked, as though the
question had been on his mind for
some time and he couldn’t hold it
back any longer.

“Yes, how did it?”’ she agreed with
a bleak smile. “I've asked myself
that too. It came about quite sim-
ply, really. I ran into Harry’s lawyer
on the street one day. Harry was
my husband. He had died, and there
was very little money. The lawyer
had helped me collect the little
insurance I had coming to me, and
he’d given me some part-time typ-
ing to do in his office. I couldn’t
take a full-time job—the baby was
too young then. The relief checks

helped a little, but not too much.

“Well, when I met him that day
he said one of his clients was looking
for a girl to—" she dropped her
eyes ““—to do this. Just pretend to
be caught with someone in a hotel
room, because the New York State
laws won’t allow any other grounds
for divorce. He said it paid a fee of
one hundred dollars.”

“What did you say?” he asked.

“Not a word. I gave him a look,
and then I walked away with my
back up. I remember he tried to
apologize, but I didn’t stand there
long enough to listen to him. I
walked about a block and a half to
the bus stop, and I stopped there
and waited. I took out my fare
ahead of time, and I found I had
only seventy-five cents left after
paying it. Three quarters. All of a
sudden I started to run as fast as
my legs could carry me.”

“Away?”’ he suggested.

“No. Back.”

“Oh,”-he said.

“I ran the whole block and a half.
People turned and stared at me. I
caught up with him. I grabbed him
by the arm. I couldn’t talk, I was so
out of breath. I just shook my head,
yes, like this. Fast and willing.”

He was toying with an unlit ciga-
rette. “It’s just a job,” he said. “It’s
no different from modeling, really,
if you look at it one way.”

“Yes, it 1s,” she insisted. “It’s
even worse than the real thing.”

He looked at her startled. “In
what way ?”’
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“It’s not even as honest. If you do
the real thing, you’re doing it and
you admit to yourself you’re doing
it. But when you do this, the way
I am, you'’re not doing it and yet
you're pretending you are.”

He broke the cigarette in half be-
tween his fingers and threw it away.

“Oh, I suppose after a few more
times I won’t care any more,” she
said resignedly. “So that’ll solve the
problem for me, in a way.”

He gave her a quietly perceptive
look. “I don’t think you’ll ever
change,” he told her. “You don’t
strike me as the kind who will.”

“You have to. You can’t keep it
up and not have it do something to
you. It’s like drops of water falling
steadily on the ground. There’s
bound to be mud after a while.”

The steadfast way he kept looking
at her had a sort of unspoken re-
spect in it: the way you admire
someone who carries herself well in a
difficult situation.

He started to say to her warmly,
“You know, somehow I can’t help
telling you this—"

There was a sudden, demanding,
almost theatrical pounding on the
door—too heavy to be the work of
just one person.

They shared a moment of con-
sternation—as if the situation they
found themselves in was real, not a
pretense.

“They’re here!”
“That’s them now!”

She darted toward the uplidded

case, exclaiming, “Handkerchief to

she gasped.

cover my face with! They’re going
to take pictures!”

Somebody outside called in,
“Open the door!” The voice was
loud and yet somehow it managed to
be matter-of-fact, as if it was used to
this routine.

She raced back to the bed, a large
cotton handkerchief in her hand.
The negligee streamed out behind
her, carried on the air current her
swiftness created.

She threw back the covers on her
side, rolled herself in under them,
and flung them back over her.

“What do I do?”’ he asked, stage-
frightened, and made a tentative
move to get in alongside her.

“You don’t have to get in with
me,” she said. ““Just sit on the edge,
that’s enough.”

He sat down stiffly on the outer-
most edge of the bed, his back ram-
rod-straight.

“Open this door—we want to
come in!” The voice was louder
now.

She dipped the handkerchief in
the ice-cube bucket, soaked it, then
plastered it across her eyes and the

‘bridge of her nose like a sleeping

mask.

A passkey nagged at the lock, the
door opened, and four people came
in and fanned themselves around. A
woman and three men. One man
carried photographic equipment.
The second palmed his hand in an
Indian-type salute. “House detec-
tive,” he announced. The third just
stood there. He resembled Arnold
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a little, not personally so much as
professionally.

The woman was a metallic blonde,
almost a platinum one. She carried a
fur stole over her shoulders.

The hotel detective turned to the
blonde woman standing just inside
the door. ““Is this your husband, Mrs.
Duane?”

“Itis,” she said in a clear but com-

pletely unemotional voice. It was
almost like the “I do” of a witness
being sworn in. Just as mechanical.

The detective turned next to the
man on the edge of the bed.

“Are you Stephen Duane?”

“I am,” Steve Duane said.

“You admit the lady beside you
in the bed is not your wife?”

“I admit it,” Steve said.

The detective took out a pocket
notebook, made a slashing mark in it,
something like a vindictive pot-
hook, then said to the man who ob-
viously represented Mrs. Duane le-
gally, “Just call on me whenever
you're ready for my testimony,”
and left, with an antiquated tipping
of his hatbrim to Mrs. Duane.

The wife stared after him, almost
in awe, as if she hadn’t seen that
done in years.

The man with the camera equip-
ment now went into action, focusing
from the clear side of the bed,
crouching low, as though he were
going to spring bodily into it. There
was a vivid flash, and the self-con-
fessed adulterer jumped. His “‘com-
panion in sin” shuddered under the
covers.

The lawyer had moved in closer to
supervise.

“Pull down your nightgown a lit-
tle off the shoulder,” he instructed,
while the photographer was busy
shifting the camera angle.

The girl in the bed did not re-
spond.

The lawyer stretched his hand
out and did it for her. As he did so,
the girl’s head turned to that side, as
if to watch what he was doing; but
oddly enough the wet handkerchief
stayed in place, pasted to her face.

The flash this time was cometlike
inits brilliance. Steve jumped again.
The girl in bed was motionless.

“What’re you trying to do, broil
us!” Steve shouted belligerently.

“Now one around on this side,”
the attorney said, stage-managing
from the opposite side of the bed.
“Put your arms around each other,
you two.”

“I will like hell!” Steve yelled. He
raised his arm threateningly at the
two of them. “Get out of here or I'll
bust the both of you!” he snarled
with  unexpected  vehemence.
“You've taken all the pictures
you’re going to get!”

They both backed away appre-
hensively. “I guess that’ll have to
do,” the lawyer conceded reluctant-
ly to his photographer.

The photographer turned and
made for the door. He nodded affa-
bly to Mrs. Duane as he passed her.

“My that was quick!” she com-
plimented him. “You sure know
your job.” She was always very well-
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mannered to people she wasn’t mar-
ried to.

“I try my best,” he said casually.

“Okay,” the lawyer said, closing
the door. “I guess that leaves only
the principals in the matter.” He
turned toward the photogenic bed.
“You can take off the handkerchief
now, young lady. We're all just one
big happy family.”

Steve’s wife blew a cynical stream
of smoke. “Well, big anyway,” she
amended with a look at her soon-to-
be-ex-husband’s discontented face,
“if not happy.”

The girl in the bed kept the
handkerchief on. In fact, she didn’t
seem to have heard the attorney’s
instruction.

“Is she asleep?”” the lawyer asked,
his voice puzzled.

“Probably likes the bed so much
she doesn’t want to leave it,” Steve’s
wife suggested nastily. “Intends to
spend the rest of the night in it.”

The lawyer went over to peer at
the girl more closely. Then he leaned
over and tapped her lightly on the
shoulder. The tap became a touch.
The touch became a tightened grip.
The grip became an urgent shake.
The girl rolled with the shake, but
not of her own volition. When he
turned back to look at the Duanes
his face was ashen.

“She’s out,” he quavered. “Out

cold. It even looks to me like she
might —”

He took a metal-barreled pencil
out of his inside pocket and using
the tip of it with infinite finesse,
lifted an edge of the handkerchief
and folded it back. One eye was ex-
posed. Open and staring.

“I'd better get hold of my law-
yer,” Steve said shakily, making a
move toward the phone. “He was
the one who sent her here.”

“You don’t need a lawyer,” the
other man told him bluntly. “You
need the police. This girl is dead.”

“Oh, no!” protested Steve’s wife
in dismay. “Let me out of here.
That’s all I need!” And with a flurry
of her fur stole she whirled and ran
out.

The lawyer lingered only a mo-
ment more. “‘She must have been
dead through the whole show,” he
said with a sickened look. ‘“Her body
temperature’s already down con-
siderably.”

“And me next to her,” Steve
moaned. “I thought 1 didn’t feel her
move.”

And the next thing Steve knew,
the door slammed shut and he was
alone and half dressed in a hotel
room, with a dead stranger on the
bed to explain away.

(to be concluded next month)
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the NEWEST Inspector Maigret story by
GEORGES SIMENON
first publication in the United States

The story of two hangings on the Seine, against the interesting background
of weirs and locks, barges and tugs, with Chief Inspector Maigret called
into the case when all the other investigators had failed—Maigret as surly
as the Seine 1tself, M aigret puffing constantly on his pipe, M aigret perplexed
and irritable and grumbling and finally coming round to “‘thinking bargee”
—to thinking the way barge people do . .

INSPECTOR MAIGRET THINKS
by GEORGES SIMENON

HE LOCK-KEEPER AT COUDRAY
Twas a thin sad-looking chap,
dressed in corduroys, with a droop-
ing mustache and a suspicious eye—
a type one of ten meets among bailiffs.

He made no distinction between
- Maigret and the fifty people—de-
tectives from Corbeil, officials from
the Public Prosecutor’s office, and
reporters—to whom, for the last two
days, he had been telling his story;
and while he did so he kept watch-
ing, upand down river, the greenish-
blue surface of the Seine.

It was November. It was cold, and
a white sky—garishly white—was
reflected in the water.

“I had got up at six in the morn-
ing to look after my wife,” he said,
and Maigret thought to himself how
it was always these decent sad-look-

ing men who have sick wives to take
care of.

“Even as I was lighting the fire it
seemed to me that I heard some-
thing. But it was later, while I was
upstairs preparing the poultice, that
I finally realized that someone was
shouting. I went downstairs again.
From the lock itself I made out a
dark shape against the weir.

““What is 1t?’ I shouted. A hoarse
voice replied with ‘Help!’

“ ‘What are you doing there?’ 1
asked him.

“He went on shouting, ‘Help!
Help!’ So Igot out my dinghy to go
over. I saw it was the Astrolabe. As
it was getting brighter, I was finally
able to make out old Claessens on
the deck. I'd swear he was still
drunk, and knew no more than Idid
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what the barge was doing on the
weir. Thedog wasloose, even though
I had asked him to keep it tied up.
That’s all—that’s all I know.”

What mattered for him was that a
barge should have come and run
aground on hisweir, at the risk, if the
current had been stronger, of smash-
ing it. The fact that the only thing
found on board—other than the
drunken old stableman and a big
sheepdog—was two hanging corpses,
a man and a woman—that didn’t
concern him at all.

The Astrolabe, afloat again, was
still there, about a hundred and
fifty meters off, guarded by a police-
man who kept himself warm by
marching up and down on the tow-
path. She was an old motorless barge
—an écurie, or stable, as they call the
boats that ply mainly on the canals
and keep their horses on board.
Passing cyclists looked round at this
grayish hull that all the newspapers
had been full of for the last two days

As usual when everyone else had
failed to uncover anything new,
Chief Inspector Maigret was called
in. Everyone concerned had been
engaged on the inquiry, and the
witnesses had already been interro-
gated fifty times, first by the police,
then by the Corbeil detectives, the
magistrates, and the reporters.

“You'll find Emile Gradut did
it!” everybody kept telling him

And Maigret, who had just ques-
tioned Gradut for two hours, had
come back to the scene of the crime,
and stood there, hands in the pockets

of his thick overcoat, looking surly,
smoking his pipe in little short pulfts,
staring at the sullen landscape as if he
wanted to buy a plot there.

The interest lay not in the Cou-
dray lock where the barge had been
stranded, but at the other end of the
reach, eight kilometers upstream at
the Citanguette lock.

The same setting as down here, in
short. The villages of Morsang and
Seineport were on the opposite bank
some distance away so that one saw
only the quiet water fringed with
trees and, here and there, the hollow
of a disused sandpit.

But at Citanguette there was a
bistro. The barges went to any
lengths to lie there overnight. A real
waterman’s inn where they sold
bread, tinned food, sausage, ropes,
and oats for the horses.

It was there that Maigret really
conducted his investigation, without
seeming to, having a drink now and
then, sitting by the stove, going for
little strolls outside while the owner
— a woman so fair she might almost
have been an albino—watched him
with respect tinged with irony . . .

This is what was known about the
Wednesday evening.

Just as it was beginning to get
dark, the Eaglet, a small tug from the
upper Seine, had brought her six
barges like chicks up to the Citan-
guette lock. At that time a fine rain
was falling. When the boats had been
moored, the men as usual had gath-
ered at the bistro for a drink wlule
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the lock-keeper was putting away
his gear.

The Astrolabe appeared at the
bend only half an hour later when
darkness had already fallen. Old
Arthur Aerts, the skipper, was at the
helm, while on the path Claessens
walked ahead of his horses, his whip
on his shoulder.

Then the Astrolabe moored at the
end of the line, and Claessens had
taken his horses aboard. At the time
nobody was paying any attention to
them.

It was after seven o’clock, and
everybody had already finished eat-
ing, when Aerts and Claessens en-
tered the bistro and sat down beside
the stove. The skipper of the Eaglet
was holding forth, and the two had
no need to say anything. The flaxen-
headed innkeeper, a baby in her
arms, served them four or five cheap
brandies without paying much at-
tention,

This, Maigret now understood,
was the way of things here. They all
knew one another, more or less. One
entered with a casual greeting. One
went and sat down without saying
anything. Sometimes a woman came
in, but it was to do her shopping for
the next day, after which she would
say to her husband, busy drinking,
“Don’t be too late coming back

It had been that way with Aerts’s
wife, Emma, who had bought bread,
eggs, a rabbit.

And from this moment onward
every detail became of the utmost

importance, every piece of evidence
was tremendously valuable. So Mai-
gret was insistent. ‘“You're sure that
when he left, about ten o’clock, Ar-
thur Aerts was drunk?”

“Blind drunk, as usual,” the pa-
tronne answered. “‘He was a Belgian,
after all. A good chap, really, who
sat quietly in his corner and drank
until he had only just enough
strength to get back on board.”

“And Claessens, the stableman?”

“It took more than that to make
him drunk. He stayed about another
quarter of an hour, then he left, after
coming back to look for his whip
which he had forgotten.”

So far everything was going well.
It was easy to picture the bank of
the Seine at night below the lock,
the tug at the head, the six lighters
behind her, then the Aerts barge; on
each boat a stable lantern and falling
over it all, a fine steady drizzle.

About half-past nine Emma ar-
rived back on board with her shop-
ping. At ten Aerts got back in his
turn, blind drunk as the woman in
the bistro had said. And at a quarter
past ten the stableman finally made
for the Astrolabe.

“I was only waiting for him to go
to close up, for the watermen go to
b(;d early, and there was no one else
left.”

So much for what was tangible
and reliable.

From then on there was not a
scrap of exact information. At six in
the morning the skipper of the tug
was amazed that the Astrolabe was
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no longer to be seen behind his
lighters, and a few moments later he
noticed that the mooring lines had
been cut.

Just then the Coudray lock-
keeper, tending his wife, heard the
shouts of the old stableman, and
shortly afterward found the barge
grounded against his weir.

The dog on the deck was loose.
The stableman, who had just been
wakened by the impact, knew noth-
ing, and claimed that he had been
asleep all night with the horses as
usual.

But, aft in the cabin, Aerts had
been found hanged, not with a rope
but with the dog’s chain. Then, be-
hind a curtain that screened off the
washbasin, his wife Emma was
found hanged—in her case with a
sheet pulled off the bed.

And this was not all: when he was
on the point of sailing, the skipper
of the tug Eagles called in vain for

his engineer, Emile Gradut, and

found he had disappeared.

“It was Gradut who did it.” Ev-
eryone was agreed, and that evening
the newspapers had headings like:
Gradut Seen Prowling Near Sewme port

Manhunt i the Forest of Rougeau
Aerts Savings Still Massing

For all the statements confirmed
that old Aerts had a nest egg, and
everyone even agreed on the amount
—one hundred thousand francs.
Why? It was quite a story—or,
rather, it was very simple. Aerts,
who was sixty and had two grown-up

sons, married, had taken Emma as

“his second wife; and Emma, from

Strasbourg, was only forty.

Now, things weren’t going at all
well with them. At every lock Emma
complained about the meanness of
the old man, who barely gave her
enough to eat on.

“I don’t even know where he
keeps his money,” she used to say.
“He wants it to go to his sons if he
should die . . . And / have to kill
myself looking after him, steering
the boat, to say nothing of . . .”
She would go into cynical detalil,
to Aerts’s face if need be, while
Aerts stubbornly confined himself
to shaking his head.

Only a%ter she had gone he would
murmur, ‘“‘She only married me for
my hundred thousand francs. But
she’ll be diddled.”

Or Emma would say, “As if his
sons needed it to live.”

In fact, the elder, Joseph, was
skipper of a tug in Antwesp, and
Theodore, assisted by his father, had
bought a fine motor launch, the
Marie-France, which had just been
reached on its way to Maastricht in
Holland.

“But I'll find them, his hundred
thousand francs . . .” She would
tell you this without thinking, even
if she had known you for only five
minutes; she would - give you the
most intimate details about her old
husband, and would then conclude
cynically, “All the same, he doesn’t
imagine it was for love that a young
woman like me . . .”
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And she was deceiving him. The
evidence was indisputable. Even the
skipper of the Eaglet knew all about
1t.

“I am only telling you what I
know . . . But without a doubt
during the fortnight we were lying
idle at Alfortville, and while the
Astrolabe was loading, Emile Gradut
often used to go and see her, even in
broad daylight.”

So?

Emile Gradut, who was twenty-
three, was a rat, that was clear. Ac-
tually, he had been arrested twenty-
four hours later, starving in the for-
est of Rougeau less than five kilo-
meters from Citanguette.

“I haven’t done anything!” he
screamed at the policemen as he
tried to ward off the blows.

An unhealthy little lecher, repel-
lent, whom Maigret questioned for
two hours in his office, and who had
repeated obstinately, “I haven't
done anything.”

“Then why did you clear off?”

“That’s my business!”

As for the examining magistrate,
who was sure that Gradut had hid-
den the money in the forest, he had
the place combed again, without re-
sult.

There was something infinitely
dreary about all this, like the river
which reflected the same sky from
morning to night, like the string of
boats that announced their presence
with hooters—one blast for each
barge under tow—and which were
endlessly edging their way in and

out of the lock. Then, while the
women on the deck, busying them-
selves with the kids, kept an eye on
the barges, the men went up to the
bistro, had a quick drink, and came
back with heavy tread.

All crystal clear, one of his col-
leagues had said to Maigret. And yet
Maigret, surly as the Seine itself, as
a canal in the rain, had come back
to his lock and couldn’t tear himself
away again.

It’s always the same thing: when
an affair appears to be clear nobody
thinks of going deeper into the de-
tails. For everyone it was Gradut
who had done it, and he looked so
much the type who might that this
in itself was taken as evidence.

Notwithstanding, there were now
the results of two post-mortems,
which produced some strange con-
clusions. Thus, for Arthur Aerts, Dr.
Paul said, “Slight contusion under
chin . . . From the degree of rigor
mortis and the contents of the stom-
ach can state that death by strangu-
lation took place between ten and
ten thirty.”

Now, Aerts had come back on
board at ten. According to the albi-
no-blonde patronne, Claessens had
followed him a quarter of an hour
later, and Claessens had stated that
he had gone straight to bed.

Was the light on in the Aerts’s
cabin?

“I don’t know.”

Was the dog loose?

The poor old man had thought for
a long time, only to end with a help-
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less gesture. No, he didn’t know

. He hadn’t noticed . . . Could
he p0551bly have foreseen that his
doings on that particular evening
would become of prime importance
after the event? He was half-seas-
over. He was sleeping fully dressed
on the straw, in the pungent odor of
the horses.

“Didn’t hear anything? Anything
at all?”

He didn’t know, he couldn’t have
known! He was asleep, and when he
woke up he found himself in mid-
stream, up against the weir.

There was another piece of evi-
dence, but could it be relied on? It
was by Madame Couturier, the wife
of the skipper of Eaglet. The chief
inspector at Corbeil had questioned
her as well as the others before let-
ting the convoy proceed on its way
toward the Loing canal. Maigret had
the transcript in his pocket.

Question: You heard nothing dur-
ing the night?

Answer: I wouldn’t like to swear
that.

Q: Tell me what you heard.

A: It's sohazy . . . At one time I
woke up and I looked at the time on
the alarm clock. It was a quarter to
eleven. It seemed to me that some-
one was talking near the boat.

Q: You didn’t recognize the
voices?

A: No. But I thought it was
Gradut having a rendezvous with
Emma. I must have gone back to
sleep straight away.

Could one rely on this? And even

if it were true, what did it prove?

Below the dam, a tug, its six
barges, and the Astrolabe had been
moored for the night,and . . .

The report on Aerts was clear: he
had died by strangulation between
ten and ten thirty. But the story
grew complicated with the second
of Dr. Paul’s reports, the one that
referred to Emma.

The right cheek bore traces of bruis-
ing caused either by a blunt instrument
or by a violent blow from a fist. As to
the time of death—caused by hanging
—it must have been about one a.m.

And here was Maigret, sinking
deeper and deeper into the slow,
heavy way of life of Citanguette, as
if it was only there that he could
think. A motor launch flying Bel-
gian colors made him think of Aerts’s
son, who must by now have arrived
in Paris.

The Belgian colors made him
think, too, of the gin. For, on the
table in the cabin, a gin bottle had
been found, more than half empty.
The cabin itself had been ransacked
from top to bottom: even the mat-
tress had been ripped open, and the
stuffing was spread all round.

All this, of course, in a search for
the savings. Those who had been
first on the scene were saying, “It’s
all very simple. Emile Gradut killed
Aerts and Emma. Then he got
drunk and hunted for the money,
and now he’s got it hidden in the
forest.”

But there was one difficulty: Dr.
Paul’'s post-mortem on Emma re-
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vealed that shehad drunk all the gin.

Well, so what? Then it was Emma
who drank the gin, and not Gradut.

Perfectly clear, was the answer.
Gradut, having killed Aerts, got his
wife drunk so as to have the upper
hand more easily—for you remem-
ber she was a strong woman.

If you believed that story, Gradut
and his mistress had both stayed
aboard from ten or half-past, when
Arthur Aerts died, until midnight or
one in the morning, when Emma
died . . .

It was possible, of course . . .
anything was possible. But Maigret
wanted—it was hard to put into
words—he wanted to come round to
“thinking bargee”—that’s to say,
to thinking as the barge folk did.

He had been quite as hard as the
others on Gradut. For two hours he
had kept grilling him. To begin with
he had used the same old velvet-
glove line, as they call it at Head-
quarters. “Now, listen to me, my
boy, you’re mixed up in this, that’s
obvious. But, frankly, I don’t be-
lieve you killed them both.”

“I didn’t do anything!”

“All right, you didn’t kill them.
But own up, you pushed the old
man round a bit. It was his own
fault, after all—he disturbed you,
so in self-defense you—"

“I didn’t do anything!”

“As for Emma, of course you
wouldn’t have touched her, seeing
she was your mistress.”

“You're wasting your time—I
didn’t do anything!”

Then Maigret got tougher, even
threatening. “Ah, so that’s the way
it is. Well, we’ll see once you’re on
the boat with the corpses.”

But Gradut had not flinched at
the prospect of a reconstruction of
the crime. “Whenever you like. I
didn’t do anything.”

“Wait till they find the money
you’ve got stowed away.”

At that Emile Gradut had smiled,
and it was such a pitying, superior
smile .

That evening there were only two
boats lying at Citanguette, a motor
launch and an écurie. Below, at the
weir, a policeman stood sentry on
the deck of the Astrolabe; he was
very surprised when Maigret
climbed aboard, saying, “I haven’t
time to go back to Paris. I'll sleep
here.”

You could hear the soft lapping
of the water against the hull; then
the policeman, who was afraid of
falling asleep, started marching up
and down the deck. He, poor man,
soon began to wonder if Maigret had
gone mad, for he was making as
much noise down there all by him-
self as if the horses had been let
loose in the hold.

“Tell me, young man ...” It
was Maigret emerging from the
hatchway. “You couldn’t find me a
pickax?”’

Find a pickax, at ten at night, in
a place like this! However, the po-
liceman woke the lock-keeper with
the mournful look. And the lock-
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keeper had a pickax that he used in
his garden.

“What'’s that Inspector of yours
going to do with it?”

“I haven’t the faintest . . .

As for Maigret, he went back to
the cabin with his pickax and for the
next hour the policeman heard muf-
fled blows.

“Look, young man . . .

It was Maigret again, sweating
and puffing, who stuck his head
through the hatch. “Go and make a
phone call for me. I want the exam-
ining magistrate to come over first
thing tomorrow morning, and he is
to have Emile Gradut brought
along . . .”

”»

»

Never had the lock-keeper looked
so lugubrious as when he piloted the
magistrate toward the barge, while
Gradut followed between two po-
licemen. “No, I swear to you, Idon’t
know anything . . .”

There was Maigret, fast asleep on
Aerts’s bed. He didn’t even make
any excuse; he gave the impression
of not noticing the magistrate’s
amazement at the state of the cabin.
The floor had, in fact, been torn up.
Under this floor there was a layer of
cement, but this had been shattered
by great blows from a pickax; it was
complete chaos.

“Come in, sir. I went to bed very
late, and I haven’t yet had time to
tidy myself up.” Maigret lit his pipe.
Somewhere he had found some bot-
tles of beer, and he poured himself a
glass.

“Come in, Gradut. And now

“Yes,” the magistrate said, “and
now . . .*”

“It’s very simple,” Maigret said,
sucking at his pipe. “I'm going to
explain what happened the other
night. You see, there’s one thing
that struck me from the start: old
Aerts was hanged with a chain, and
his wife was hanged with a sheet.”

“I don’t see—"

“You will. Look through all the
police records and I swear you won’t
find one case—not one single one—
of a man who hanged himself using a
wire or a chain. It’s strange, perhaps,
but it’s true. Suicides tend to be
soft, more or less, and the idea of the
links biting into their necks and
pinching the skin . . .”

“So Arthur Aerts was murdered?”

“That’s my conclusion, yes. Es-
pecially as the bruise on his chin
seems to prove that the chain—
which was thrown over his head
from behind while he was drunk—
first struck his face—

“I don’t see—""

“Wait! Next you should note that
his wife, for her part, was found
hanged with a twisted sheet from
the bed. Not even a rope, though on
board a boat there are plenty of
them. No—a sheet from the bed,
which is about the nicest way of
hanging oneself, if I may put it like
that.”

“Which means what?”

“That she hanged herself. Obvi-
ously she did, because to give herself
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courage she had to swallow half a
liter of gin—she who never drank at
all. Remember the doctor’s report.”

“I remember.”

“‘So, one murder and one suicide;
the murder committed at about a
quarter past ten, the suicide at mid-
night or one o’clock in the morning.
From then on everything begins to
get simple.”

The magistrate was looking at him
with some distrust, Emile Gradut
with ironic curiosity.

“For a long time now,” Maigret

continued, “Emma, who didn’t get’

what she wanted by her marriage to
old Aerts, and who was in love with
Emile Gradut, had been haunted by
. oneidea: to get hold of the old man’s

savings and go off with her lover.

“Suddenly she has the chance.
Aerts comes home in a very drunken
state. Gradut is only a few steps
away, aboard the tug. She has seen,
on going to make her purchases at
the bistro, that her husband is al-
ready well on the way to being
drunk. So she unchains the dog and
waits with the chain all ready to slip
round the old man’s neck.”

“But—" the magistrate objected.

“All in good time. Let me finish.
Now Aerts is dead . . . Emma,
drunk with triumph, runs to get
Gradut, and here don’t forget that
the tug skipper’s wife hears voices at
a quarter to eleven. Is that right,
Gradut?”

“That’s right!”

“The two of them come back on
board to look for the savings, search

everywhere, even in the mattress,
and don’t find the hundred thousand
francs. Is that right, Gradut?”

“That’s right!”

“Time passes, and Gradut grows
impatient. I bet he even starts won-
dering if he hasn’t been hoaxed,
wondering if the hundred thousand
francs really exists. Emma swears it
does. But what’s the use of that, if it
isn’t discovered? They start search-
ing again. Gradut has had enough.
He knows he will be accused—he
wants to be off. Emma wants to go
with him.”

“Excuse me, but—"
trate murmured.

“Later! As I was saying, she wants
to be off with him, and, as he has no
wish to be encumbered with a
woman who hasn’t even any money,
he gets out of it by punching her
on the jaw. Then, once he’s on shore,
he cuts the mooring ropes of the
barge. Is that right, Gradut?”

This time Gradut was slow to
reply.

“That’s almost all there is,” Mai-
gret concluded. “If they had dis-
covered the money, they would
have gone off together, or they
would have tried to make the old
man’s death look like suicide. As
they didn’t find it, Gradut, scared
out of his wits, roams around the
countryside trying to hide.

“As for Emma, she comes to find
the boat drifting on the current,
and the corpse swinging beside her.
No hope left. Not even a chance of
getting away . . . Clacssens would

the magis-
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have to be wakened to pole the boat
along . . . Everything’s gone
wrong. And she, in turn, decides to
kill herself. Only she hasn’t enough
courage, so she takes a drink, chooses
a soft sheet from the bed . . .”

“Is that right, Gradut?” the mag-
istrate asked, watching the wretch.

“Since the Inspectorsaysso . . .”

“But wait a moment . . ."” the
magistrate retorted. “‘What is there
to prove that he didn’t find the sav-
ings, and that, just to keep the
meney . . .77

At that Maigret merely stretched
out a foot and pushed away some
pieces of cement, revealing a neat

hiding place containing Belgian and
French gold coins. “Now you un-
derstand?”

“Almost,” the magistrate mur-
mured, without conviction.

And Maigret, refilling his pipe,
grumbled, “One ought to have
known in the first place that the
bottoms of old barges are repaired
with cement . . . Nobody told me
that.”

Then, with a sudden change of
tone, “The best of it is that I've
counted it, and it does in fact
amount to one hundred thousand
francs . . . Queer. kind of couple,
don’t you think?”

NEXT MONTH...

BRAND-NEW detective SHORT NOV EL—complete!
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We have ofien wondered how many different types of short story Gerald
Kersh has written—we doubt if there is any type at all that he hasn't put
his special literary mark on. EQMM has been proud to publish a wide
variety of Gerald Kersh’s short stories—but here is one that is different

Jrom all the others . . .

A GAME PLAYED IN

THE TWILIGHT

by GERALD KERSH

EARING FRENZIED FOOTSTEPS

and a hooting of predatory
boys, the old lady came out of her
quiet little house, leaning on a light
hickory stick with a silver band un-
der the handle. She could detect one
boy running nimbly ahead of the
rest and knew, by his breathing,
that he was in some distress.

So she waited until the hunted
boy was in the shadow of her porch
and his pursuers were given voice.
She paused listening; then smiled;
and came into the open, brandishing
her stick and calling the boys by
name almost playfully as she struck
at- them, “Oh, your back, Charlie
Lygoe—your back, your back! Oh,
poor Jack Sparrow—your legs, your
legs! Oh your arm, John Cotton,
your poor arm!”

They fled, terrified. Her stick
stung, but her voice bit deep; and
there was something especially
frightening in the way the pale-
eyed gentlewoman called her blows.

Now she turned to the boy who
had been running away.,

“What did you run away for?”
“They wanted this pie, ma’am.”
“So you ran?”

“Yes'm—" he was urgent in his"
own defense “—I can run rings
around ’em. I did not run for fear.
I had this pie to bring to you. I
figured I might wind Charlie Lygoe
and the others, then fight it through,
ma’am, and save this pie.”

“Good boy. And what would
you've done if they had caught you,
eh?”

“Ate some of the pie, slapped the
rest in Jack Sparrow’s face, and run
again.”

“And what about Charlie Lygoe?”

“Oh, he’d be down, and then
there would be only one by the time
Jack Sparrow got the pie out of his
eye. So I would have tackled John
Cotton, and anyone can handle
him.”

“Good. I'like you. You will go far,
lad.”

The boy asked, breathless again,
“Are you telling my fortune,
ma’am?”’

Copyright 1959 by Curtis Publishing Company; originally titled ' A Tale Told inthe Twilight”
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“Fortunes cut two ways,”
the old lady, laughing. “Everybody
goes far, don’t yousee—up to heaven
or down to t'other place.”

“Yes’'m.”

It would have been inaccurate to
call this old woman tender in her
manner—tenderized is the word for
her, as for strong flesh rendered soft
by hard knocks and the passage of
time. She was much feared in Troy
Grove, Illinois, because it was be-
lieved that Mama Fixum, as she
was called, had the gift of second
sight. She looked as if through a film
of skimmed milk, yet you sensed
that she was aware of your every
movement, even of your change of
expression. Certainly, for a blind
woman, Mama Fixum was fantasti-
cally perceptive.

She was supposed to go abroad at
night when she should have been
sleeping and not walking; but if she
was, as rumor had it, a witch, her
magic was of the white sort that
heals but does not hurt and lays no
curses; and for her blessings she
made no charge to rich and poor
alike.

Still, to be on the safe side, the
housewives of Troy Grove used to
send her cakes and jars of preserves
with their compliments and kindest
regards, while their husbands raised
their hats to her in the street. At all
events, they said, old Mama Fixum
is a lady.

All the same, they crossed their
fingers behind her back when she
passed, tapping with her little stick;

said
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because hers had been no ordinary
life.

She knew every one of the chil-
dren of the neighborhood—even if
they did not speak—by the way they
moved, so that now, when the awk-
ward boy came into her house with
the pumpkin pie, Mama Fixum di-
lated her nostrils, delicately sniffing
its aroma, and extending a bony but
sensitive hand explored the boy’s
head.

“Aye, aye,” she muttered, ‘‘many
a girl would give more than she
ought for that cornsilk hair and
cheeks like warm peaches! Set you
down, little Jimmy, and I'll give you
a glass of rhubarb wine and some of
my own little cakes. And thanks
very kindly for the pie. I'll give you
a jug of my old elderberry wine to
take home to your good people be-
cause it is a specific for the fever.”

The boy shrank back a little—
there was something frightening in
the smooth face of the old lady and
in the knowledgeable touch of her
fingertips. He had an awful vision of
something older than Time—a brain
activated by ten eyes at the ends of
stalks.

Swallowing fright, he asked, bold-
ly, “I wonder what it feels like to be
blind?”’ .

“It depends on what a person
means by seeing,” said Mama Fix-
um, with a little laugh. “I've been
well nigh blind near on to sixty
years. Now you have lived all of ten
years, Jimmy, with the full use of
your eyes. Look at me, sweetheart,
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and tell me what you see. Do,
now! And I'll wager that I can see
more of you blind than you can see
of me with your bright eyes. Now
then! What do you see?”

Jimmy did not know how to an-
swer, so he asked, “If you please,
ma’am, why do they call you Mama
Fixum?”

She laughed. “Well done, child.
When at a loss to answer a question,
ask another and play for time. My
real name, boy, is Phoebe Fiscombe;
but names get altered according to
the convenience of the vulgar. It is
easier to say Fixum than Fiscombe.
Thus Cholmondeley is pronounced
Chumley, and Featherstonhaugh is
pronounced Fanshaw. My grand-
father was Sir Charles Fiscombe,
child, who came to this country in
1758 from Devonshire in England.
That was nearly a hundred years
ago—if, as you should, you know
your additions and subtractions—
this being the year of Our Lord 1850.
Playing and fighting were my
grandfather’s ruin.”

The boy said gravely, “I like play-
ing. Mama Fixum, but they won’t
let me play with them. And I'm not
afraid to fight, you know, only they
laugh at me because I've got thin
wrists—"’

“Bah! Do you think I am talking
of playing for marbles or whatnot,
or fighting with your knees and el-
bows in the dust? Mercy, no! I
speak of the cards and the dice—
écarté, faro, ombre, piquet, and
poque or, as they call it now, poker;

and with the dice, hazard and the
game of seven. Fighting was with the
sword or pistol. The stakes were gold
on the table, or blood in the field.

“They were men, child, men! But
thank God you are half a girl, by the
touch of you, and may one day be a
minister; because gamblers die in
poverty, and he who lives by the
sword shall perish by the sword.”

“I don’t want to be any pasty-
faced minister,” the boy said.

“You hush now, little Jimmy!
My grand-uncle Amyas, my grand-
father’s youngest brother, was vicar
of Fiscombe, and they tell me there
never was a heartier man nor a
harder rider to hounds in the whole
of the country of Devon; and if he
could not bring a parishoner to grace
with soft words, my grand-uncle
Amyas took him by the scruff of the
neck and beat the fear of the Lord
into him with a stout stick—and
drank his four bottles of wine at
dinner. Pasty-faced, indeed!”

“Mama Fixum, tell me about your
grandfather. And is it true you shot
an outlaw? And is it right what they
say, you were stolen by the Injuns?
And can you really read fortunes—"

“All that and more, child, all
that and more,” replied the old lady,
laughing. “But one thing at a time.
My grandfather, Sir Charles Fis-
combe, was a fine man, but gaming
was his downfall—high play and
quick temper. They don’t mix. So
he fought a duel with young Lord
Millis Hills, the son of the Earl,
over a disputed hand at cards, and
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shot him dead in the dawn; there-
fore, he left England. For it was a
saying, d’you see, that a Fiscombe
never needed to fire twice at the
same man, on account of a trick so
simple that a born baby knows it

. . But these are not matters for
little ears, so run along with you,
boy Jimmy.”

“What was the trick, Mama Fixum?
Please tell me, please do!”

“Hm! You have a charm to un-
lock my tongue and steal my brains
away, I see. Watch me clever and
close—maybe this trick will stand
you in good stead one of these cool
evenings. Who can tell? Now, child,
poor blind me, I can see little more
than your outline. But where is my
finger pointing?”

“At my breast, Mama Fixum.”

“So! Now, you point your fore-
finger at something in this room;
hold that finger steady—don’t move,
now—and take a sight down that
finger. Well, what have you drawn a
bead on?”

“That candlestick, ma’am.”

“Imagine, now, that your index
finger was the barrel of a pistol and
your middle finger was the trigger
finger. Your thumb, d’you see, holds
the hammer back at full cock while
your middle finger has the trigger
down as far as it will go. The pointing
finger 1s doing the aiming, so all you
want to do is lift your thumb, keep-
ing right steady, and your ball will
go exactly where the finger points,
even in the half dark.

“That was my grandfather’s trick,
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and he died, rest his soul, of over-
reliance on it, for after a game of
faro he challenged a Spanish gen-
tleman in Virginia. The challenged
party has choice of weapons. The
Spanish gentleman chose swordsand
ran my grandfather through at the
second pass; for it takes an eye to be
a swordsman—whereas anyone can
shoot like poor blind me—and all
my family were weak in the eyes.
Take another cake and run along.”

““And what about your father and
how you were captured by the In-
juns? And how did you shoot the
outlaw?”

“Well, my grandfather died mid-
dling prosperous, and my dear fath-
er inherited the property, including
four cases of pistols and the Fis-
combe Curse which was a passion for
play, whether with cards or dice.
Sweetheart, better be born in a
ditch with nothing, than in a palace
with a lust to gamble! My mother
was a Wyndham and’ she brought
him twenty thousand dollars, but it
all went—and so did he go.

“Died in a duel, pistols across a
handkerchief, shot by a gentleman
named Scudder. Witnesses opined
that Scudder pulled his trigger a
little too soon, but it was too late to
argue. My honored father fired his
shot while he was down on his knees
and, as I told you, a Fiscombe never
shoots twice at the same target if it
be human. Both perished simultane-
ously. Let this be a lesson to you.”

“And can you really read the fu-
ture, Mama Fixum?”

IN THE TWILIGHT
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“Good gracious, yes, my dear!
Did you ever carry keys in your
pocket?”’

¥Yes m”

“You know by the feel which key
opened what door?”’

“Yes, ma’am.”

“The key carried its own future
with it, then, didn’t it now?”

“Yes, Mama Fixum. How did you
kill the outlaw, you being . . . not
very well able to see?”

“Why, Jimmy, that person mur-
dered my husband and there was
nobody in all the world to hunt him
down. They called him Wild Bull
Chase and he was a bad man. He shot
my husband in the back with a rifle,
having lost a thousand dollars to
him. For my husband—oh, dear me,
how long ago!—was also a Fiscombe,
because he was my cousin three times
removed. But all the world was
afraid of Wild Bull Chase. Wild Bull
by name, and wild bull by nature.
He was the man that shot Bad Al
Kohler and Red Ned Kelly. Our
men were out after the Injuns most-
ly, in those days.”

“But I heard, Mama Fixum, that
you lived years and years with the
Injuns.”

“Ah, child, there’s not much you
miss! Time of the Massacre [ was a
little girl and, surely enough, the
Injuns did carry me away.”

“Did they torture you?” the boy
asked eagerly.

“Torture me? Bless your heart,
not they! You see—I won’t give you
the right words for it, because that

would take half the day, and it’s
high time you were home—there was
a kind of politics. The Injuns let
some white prisoners live while we
let some Injun prisoners live. Di-
plomacy, it is called. It was in case
both sides wanted to make a peace-
ful exchange of prisoners, one
against the other. So it came to pass
I lived five years with the Injun
women. And many a thing they
taught me of herbs and medicines.
One thing above all I learned—"

““Tell me how you killed that Wild
Bull Chase, Mama Fixum.”

“By learning what I'm trying to
tell you, young fellow. By learning
two of the hardest things in the
world—namely, how to keep dead
quiet and how to keep dead still.
The fools that were about in my
time used to think the Injuns were
devils. Nothing of the sort, child.
The Lord tempers the wind to the

.shorn lamb, it’s true, but the lamb

must have his nose to the wind, be-
cause the Lord helps those that help
themselves.

“Watch sun and wind, Jimmy,
and you can see tokill through milk;
aye, though you can’t read your Bi-
ble at twelve inches, guard your po-
sition and you’ll be deadly against
an eagle. The whole trick of invisi-
ibility, Jimmy, is to keep your head
down, get close to something pretty
nigh your own color, and let every
bone in your body go limp and stay
limp. For this reason panthers were
made with spots, and some insects
like unto leaves.
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“If it ain’t a bird you are fighting,
bear this in mind, and keep your
back plumb in the eye of the sun. A
good target, you say? So you are, if
the other man knows how to hood

his eyes. But then he is at a disad- .

vantage, because you can see him a
sight clearer than he can see you,
and the chances are five to two he’ll
miss you by a foot. Then 4e is at
your mercy.

‘“He must fire again, so play Injun
—keep still until he begins to re-
load, and while his eyes are down on
his charge, edge closer; then, when
he’s aiming to sight a hundred paces
behind you, spring up and confront
him, and let him have it. But never
forget, Jimmy honey, the forefinger
along the barrel, the hammer back,
and the trigger pulled with the mid-
dle finger. Let your thumb go and
no human speed will match the fall
of the hammer with the snick of the
spring. Now be off home with you.”

The child persisted, “I want to
know how you killed Wild Bull
Chase, Mama Fixum.”

“You take back that little jug of
elderberry wine for the fever, child.
You can have another cake, if you
like. And don’t go sipping my elder-
berry on the way home, because it is
not for boys—only for ladies with
the fever. Two nice big glasses at
bedtime also cures the nightmare.”

She shook her head and said to
herself, “Any excuse is better than
none for the poor dears; put whiskey
in a medicine glass and they’d drink
thirty ounces a day for their stom-
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achs and blame the hiccups on their
husbands.”

“Yes,” said the boy, “but you
didn’t tell me how you killed Wild
Bull Chase.”

“Oh, bless the child! You don’t
know that you open a sore old
wound, silky-haired little Jimmy.
But Lord lend us patience! It hap-
pened like this. My good husband
Digby, when the game of cards
reached its end, put down a pair of
aces and a pair of eights against Wild
Bull Chase’s aces and threes, and
thereby legitimately won a thou-
sand dollars. Wild Bull Chase got up
in a huff and walked out of the
Grove Tavern.

“It was a warm night and the door
was open and my husband, they told
me, was sitting with his back to the
door. He wanted, you sce, the bene-
fit of the extra moonlight on his
cards, being near-sighted like all us
Fiscombes. Digby said good night
to the other players and—he being
never a man to come home, bless his
heart, at a given time—sat in his
place dealing himself imaginary
hands; with the lamplight over him
and the moonlight white on his
back.

“Then, all of a sudden, my hus-
band went forward as if a sledge-
hammer had struck him and fell on
the table with a bullet in his back.
A second or so later, people heard
the sounds of the shot that had
killed him. Oh, for your health’s
sake, Jimmy, never sit down with
your back to an open door!

IN THE TWILIGHT
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“If somebody had robbed my poor
husband, suspicion might have fallen
on Wild Bull Chase; then, no doubt,
a few men would have taken out
after him and searched him for
money, and hanged him up if they
had found it. But here was no occa-
sion to rouse the town without evi-
dence. Chase was known, everybody
said, as a hand-gun fighter and not a
rifleman. There was no evidence
against Wild Bull Chase, man-killer
though he was. Also, there was not
much law in the land, then, and
Chase had an elegant horse and a
decent start.

“When they brought my man
home, looking so quiet, whom ev-
erybody praised now in his death
who had disliked him so much in his

lifetime because they feared him, I
put my hand on his marble fore-
head, and swore to his cold clay,
‘Digby, lie still and rest; you shall
be avenged!’

“The women here said 1 was un-
natural because I did not cry. Poor
girls, I had learned in a bitterer
school than they. Work first, then
cry; and let your face go to pieces
before strangers? No. Grief is yours
alone. I left Digby decently covered
with a sheet and looked over the
terrain where he had been shot.
There was a dark mark on the floor
and a lead ball only half buried in
the table, where there were some
scattered cards.

“Now, remembering what I knew
of angles and woodcraft, it seemed to
me that the shot must have been

fired from Soo Hill, three hundred
yards away as the crow flies; who-
ever shot my husband Digby must
have been acting out of ‘pure mean-
ness, giving way to the temptation
Digby’s fine broad back must have
offered in the lamplight and the
moonlight.

* ‘I will find that man and he shall
die in his tracks, I vowed, and I
went back home.

“And here was waiting a commit-
tee of ladies and gentlemen to com-
miserate with me, but I begged them
to be gone and leave me alone, for
pity’s sake, with my dead. We used
to have two house servants. One was
a Negro slave called Tarheel—a fine
carpenter and cabinet-maker; the
other was a white bondswoman
called Vidler.

“When everyone else was gone,
Tarheel said to me, ‘Miz Fixum, I
was up on Soo Hill huntin’ for rab-
bit, and I distinkly seen that bad
Wild Bull genamum draw a bead on
Massa Fixum, framed like a picture-
painting in the doorway. There
weren’t no way to stop 'im, me being
so high up the hill, but I'd "a throwed
a rock at his hoss if I'd found one to
hand.

*“ ‘And before I could even cotch
a breff to yell, he was gone. But I
seen which way he headin’.” And this
Negro, weeping, says, ‘I am not by
law ’lowed to bear testimony ’gainst
no white man, but I'sure is 'lowed by
law to hang by the neck. And I will
surely, with yo’ leave, follow that
Wild Bull Chase to the end of the
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world for the sake o’ Massa Fixum!’

“At this, containing myself, I
said, ‘Thank you, I take the will for
the deed. And for this piece of brav-
ery, Tarheel, you shall have your
freedom and your own carpenter’s
shop. Load me the long English pis-
tols and I'm after Wild Bull Chase,
alone. Load me the pair, choose the
balls well, and let them be right, or
I'll switch you with a hickory
branch until it is bare of twigs!’

“Well, then, I changed my skirts
for trousers and my shoes for moc-
casins; for what I had to do was not
work for petticoats. But now the
bondswoman Vidler must have her
say. And she says, ‘Nay, mistress,
but T'll not let thee. Have I not two
strong hands and two good legs and
a pair of sharp eyes? While thee,
poor lady, has but weak eyes. And
thee must not kill, nor bear arms
even. Nay, mistress, let me find him
and bring the good folk to judge
him and spare thee the sin of—

“I told her, ‘Watch your dead
master, but for what you have this
minute felt, you shall have freedom
from bond and a dowry to marry a
good husband. And mark you, you
two,” says I, looking to my pistols
and putting them into my sash, ‘do
you not see that Wild Bull Chase’s
benefit is also my advantage? He has
the eye of a wolf, while I see only in
a milky twilight. He must be travel-
ing westwards; and I shall follow
him this night and tomorrow—at a
distance—until the evening comes
down. Then we will see who stands

on stronger ground! This is a game
played in the twilight—and woe be-
tide the man who meets a Fiscombe
on his own terms!’

“Tarheel said, ‘Massa Chase sure-
ly was headin’ westward, Mix Fixum
—on a right good hoss.’

“I told him, and here’s the truth,
‘There never was a living horse
could run down man or woman in
distance; it is the brain that counts;
otherwise, how could a tame horse
loaded with man and saddle round
up wild horses?

“Then, weeping, ‘Let me get thee
some food to pack and a bottle of
cold tea,” says Vidler, but I tell her
that neither bite nor sup do I touch
until Wild Bull Chase is dead—"

“Mama Fixum, oughtn’t you to
have took something to eat and
drink?” the boy interjected.

“No, because I had vowed my vow
in another place, and I would eat
lead and drink smoke before I broke
that vow. So I kept the eye of the
sun, when it rose, at my back and
held it there—until it was over-
head—while I picked up tracks of
man and horse, circling then, when
the trail led to Thompson’s Creek
which lay close by Pick’s Woods.

“It had to be so, of course, be-
cause Wild Bull Chase was a fugitive
—only from his conscience—and
even if the townfolks had been after
him he must have seen their horses
miles away on these prairies. That is
why I was surer and safer alone, and
on foot; though Chase was well
mounted and armed with a rifle.
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With this rifle, if I had been on
horseback, he could have brought me
down at five hundred paces. But I
bided my time afoot, knowing
where he had to go, which was to the
water and wondering by what mira-
cle the sun seemed to stand still in
the sky—because if ever a morning
and an afternoon lasted the whole six
days of creation, this was it.

“You must understand, Jimmy
boy, that I had to measure my light
and my darkness in grains, like so
much powder to carry a certain shot.
There are two very hard shooting
lights. Clear sunlight is a tricky
one, but most treacherous of all is
when the day marries the night; I
mean, evening. Twilight is my light,
yet I had to gauge how much light
Wild Bull Chase needed to see by.

“So I crawled after him, knee
and elbow, until he reached the
creek. He thought he was alone,
but I was only a hundred paces
away. Wild Bull Chase lit no fire,
but I could make out the figure of
his horse. So I Injun-crawled to a
dead locust tree, and with the pack
thread I always kept in my pocket,
lashed one of my pistols to a limb
and bit the thread off short. Then
I tied a fresh end to the trigger,
cocked the pistol, and, ever so care-
fully crawled away, looping the
thread in my hand around a smooth
young sapling, until all the thread
was paid out. And now I was no
more than ten rods from Wild Bull
Chase, with the evening sun going
down and the thread in my hand.

“Here, naturally, was the time to
draw Chase’s fire because, don’t you
see, a flash gives a man no time to
look, so there had to be light enough
for him to see the curl of the smoke.
Therefore, I pulled on my thread
and the tied pistol went off with a
bang that sent the birds screaming.
The ball must have passed close
enough to whine, for Wild Bull
Chase was down behind his horse in
an instant, and he sent his rifle
bullet right in the direction of
where my pistol was.

“Then he looked to his own pistols
and reloaded his rifle—always with
his eyes in the direction from which
that shot had come—while I was
twenty yards closer to him before
he had that ball rammed home. Now
here, Lord forgive me, here was
something I never have stopped be-
ing proud of, for I had been moving
so like an Injun that my hand closed
on the scruff of the neck of a sleep-
ing hare. There is moving quietly
for you!

“I pitched that poor hare in Wild
Bull Chase’s line of vision, and she
was away into the lengthening shad-
ows in three bounds. But Chase
fired at the sound and the shadow,
while I crept nearer and nearer as
he reloaded once again.

“I will do him this justice—he
was not a coward. He tried to make
himself small and crawled not back-
wards but forwards, little knowing
that I was now less than fifteen
paces behind him. But the wind
changed suddenly and his horse
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caught my scent and whinnied, so
Chase turned with hisrifle at his hip.

“Then I came up into sight, out
of the grass, and said, ‘Wild Bull
Chase, I am the wife of the man you
wantonly murdered. You have a
cocked and loaded rifle in your hands
and I have this pistol. Face to face,
Chase, fire!’

“ ‘Arc you all alone?” he asked.

“ Yes, said 1.

“‘I don’t fight women,’ he said.

“But I knew by his false voice
that his finger was on the trigger,
and I threw myself sideways. He
fired.

““His ball grazed my shoulder, but
mine took him in the forehead, so
that he fell down dead,” said the
old lady.

The boy asked avidly, “And what
did you do then, Mama Fixum?”

“I turned him over with my foot
and said to myself, ‘Now I may weep
for my husband.” And so I sat on
the groundand Idid. Then I mount-
ed Wild Bull Chase’s horse, because
all the spirit had gone out of me,
and rode back home, where I shamed
them all by telling them that a half-
blind young woman had hunted
down and killed in fair fight this
famous bad man. And there is the
whole story, child, Take the jug and
be off with you home.”

“Mama Fixum, could I hold one
of those pistols?”

“You may, child—indeed, there
is only one left of that pair, the one
I tied the thread to. The other I
had buried with my husband. But

it all seems a thousand years away
. . . And this pistol here shall be
buried with me, and much I care if
they say it’s the Injun in me!”

The boy hefted the weapon and
then reluctantly hung it back up
again over the fireplace.

“Tomorrow,” he said, “I’ll come
and cut your grass, Mama Fixum.”

“Do, and I'll bake you a treat,”
the old lady said.

“Mama Fixum, will you read my
future before I go?” the boy begged.

“Reading futures is for old
women, child. Making futures is for
young men. Give you advice,
though—live by the gun and you’ll
die by the gun, live by the cards
and you’ll die by the cards, and
never sit with your back to an open
door. Now be off with you once and
tor all, for I'm tired of talking.”

A number of other boys in various
stages of ferocity were waiting for
Jimmy when he came out in the
hard-baked street. Their ringleader
was fourteen years old and the big-
gest poy of his age in Troy Grove.
He pulled Jimmy’s long silken hair
and, with an odiously awkward
swagger and jeer, asked, “What’s in
that there jug, Jimmy boy?”

With a curious faraway look
Jimmy closed the last three fingers
of his right hand extended the fore-
finger, and cocked the thumb, say-
ing, “If you ever do that again,
Balfour Paltz, I'll kill you.”

Unaccountably, the big boy was
quelled—there was something stir-
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ring in the other’s face that made all
his flesh go cold.

“See here, Jimmy boy—" he
began.

“You know my name. I'll thank
you to call me by it.”” His mind was
moving rapidly; he liked the nick-
name Wild Bull, but he did not want
to be called after a murderer who
fired on blind women. Clearing his
throat, he said, “My name is James
Hickok, but from now on my person-
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al friends may call me ‘Wild Bill.’*
So the young Bill Hickok went
home unmolested, carrying the jug
of elderberry wine in his left hand.
With the index finger of his right
he pointed at an imaginary enemy
and said, “‘Bang! You're dead!”
With one eye shut and the other
half open he saw, as it might be
framed in the sharp V of a gunsight,
an acrid and smoky sector of a
thunderous and bloody destiny.
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In our March 1967 issue (the 26th Anniversary Issue) we introduced
Mr. Strang, high-school science teacher with a flair for crime detection.
Here is Mr. Strang’s second case, and it not only turns Mr. Strang into
@ series character but promises to give us one of the most interesting
new detectives to appear in some time. For Mr. Strang’s second case is
not just an ordinary one: it concerns a dangerous and disturbing situa-
tion that surely must have occurred in many high schools—indeed, its
implications are deep and many-sided, and extremely important not
only to students and teachers but also to parents and administrators ...

MR. STRANG PERFORMS AN
EXPERIMENT

by WILLIAM BRITTAIN

R. STRANG STOOD BEHIND THE

demonstration table, a sa-
tanic smile on his face, and held
aloft the human skull in his hand.
“Hugo, here,” he said, pointing to
the fleshless jaws, “was probably a
rather young man. You will note
that his teeth are in excellent condi-
tion—he undoubtedly brushed after
every meal and saw his dentist twice
ayear.”

Although one or two of the girls
were turning a bit green, the twenty-
eight students in Mr. Strang’s biol-
ogy class laughed dutifully. Mr.
Strang smiled appreciatively in re-
turn. The thin science teacher had
enough of the ham actor in him to
play to an audience—even to a cap-
tive one—when the occasion pre-
sented itself.

The bell rang, ending the period.
The students shifted restlessly but

37

did not rise from their seats. They
had learned early in the semester
that in Mr. Strang’s classes there
was only one signal for dismissal.
Mr. Strang took a long last look at
the skull and murmured, “Alas,
poor Yorick!”—while twenty-eight
pairs of eyes stared fixedly at the
black-rimmed glasses on the demon-
stration table.

Mr. Strang picked up his glasses
and put them in his jacket pocket.

There was a scraping of chairs and
a few minor skirmishes at the rear
of the classroom as most of the
students tried to get through the
doorway at the same time. The man
who was standing just outside the
room, about to enter, was swept
aside by the mass of teen-age hu-
manity.

Finally the doorway cleared, and
the man entered Mr. Strang’s room.
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Mr. Strang looked up, smiled, and
placed the skull in a plastic bag on
the table. “Come in, Russ,” he said,
“and I'll make you a cup of coffee.
I've got a free period now, and my
brew is better than that mud -they
make down in the Faculty Room.”

Mr. Strang busied himself heating
water over a Bunsen burner and
arranging filter paper in a glass fun-
nel. He spooned coffee into the
filter-paper cone and poured boiling
water over it, watching the brown
liquid flow down the stem of the
funnel and into the flask below it.
Only when each had been provided
with a beakerful of steaming coffee
did Mr. Strang ask his question.

“What’s bothering you, Russ?”

“It's—it’s awful, Mr. Strang. I've
got to talk to somebody. It just can’t
be happening to me. But how did
you know about it? Did somebody
tell you?”

“Coelenteratal” muttered Mr.
Strang, making Phylum IV of ani-
mal classification sound like a wiz-
ard’s magic word. “Russell Donato,
do you take me for an idiot? You
walk in here pale as a ghost, and
with your hands shaking as if you
had the St. Vitus’s dance. And then
while you wonder how I know
you're worried, you keep gnawing
at that thumbnail as if you want to
leave nothing but a mashed stump.
Now let’s not beat around the bush.
What's the trouble?”

“I've just come from Mr. Guth-
rey’s office,” said the younger man.
“I'vebeen suspended.”
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“Suspended? What do
mean?”

“Mr. Guthrey just handed me a
thirty-day suspension. I can’t teach
here or anywhere else for the next
month. Maybe never, for all I
know.”

Mr. Strang’s jaw dropped. Al-
though it was only the beginning of
his second year at Aldershot High
School, Russell Donato had the
makings of an excellent chemistry
teacher. He knew his field, he was a
hard worker, and he had quickly
learned to deal with his students
without overstepping the thin line
between friendliness and familiar-
ity. The students not only liked him,
they respected him, and to Mr.
Strang, the second was far more im-
portant than the first. For Aldershot
High School to lose him would be,
in Mr. Strang’s eyes, little short of
a crime. He ran thin fingers through
his rapidly disappearing hair.

“Why, Russ?” he asked.

“Because of Sheila Palinger,” an-
swered Donato.

“Who?”

“Sheila Palinger. She’s a sopho-
more in my seventh-period study
hall. She told Mr. Guthrey that I—
well, she was in my room and—how
do you say a thing like that, Mr.
Strang?”

“She accused you of molesting
her. Is that what you mean, Russ?”

“Yes. And now I've been sus-
pended while the Board of Educa-
tion makes its investigation.”

Mr. Strang toyed for several sec-

you
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onds with a glass rod on the table.
“Did you do it, Russ?” he asked
finally.

Donato turned suddenly. His face
showed hurt and anger. “Of course
not,” he snapped. “What do you
think Tam?”

“That’s what the Board of Edu-
cation has thirty days to find out,”
said Mr. Strang. “Do you want to
tell me what happened?”

Donato shrugged. “There’s not
much to tell,” he said. “I was work-
ing late in my classroom yesterday,
correcting some examination papers
I wanted to give back this morning.
About four o’clock Sheila Palinger
walked in and asked me if I'd help
her with some footnotes for an
English term paper. I suggested that
she see her English teacher, but she
said everybody had gone home, and
she needed the information right
away.”

“Does Sheila take chemistry?”

“No, she’s majoring in art. Any-
way, I wasn’t too sure about foot-
noting myself, but I hauled out an
old book I had on forms for written
reports and found what she wanted.
She wasn’t in the room more than
five minutes.”

“But surely Mr. Guthrey knows
that not much could have happened
in five minutes.”

“Mr. Strang, you ought to hear
the story Sheila told. According to
her, she spent almost half an hour
in my room after school yesterday.
And she sounded pretty convincing,
believe me. She told things about the
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way the room looked that even I
couldn’t remember. But when I
checked this morning, she was abso-
lutely perfect—one hundred per
cent. What was on my desk, the ex-
act way the seats were arranged—
everything.”

MTr. Strang looked thoughtfully at
the skull in its transparent bag.
“Russ,” he said finally, “I wouldn’t

-worry too much about this. The

principal and the Board aren’t com-
pletely against you. But after all, an
accusation has been made. You
can’t expect them to ignore it. Let
me see what I can find out from
Mr. Guthrey.”

“But can they do this, Mr. Strang?
Can they kick me out just on the
word of one kid ?”

“I'm afraid if it comes to a show-
down, they can, Russ. You haven't
got tenure yet, and until you get it,
the Board of Education can sus-
pend you or even fire you just be-
cause they don’t like the style of
shoes you wear or the color of your
socks. But don’t get too excited un-
til I see Mr. Guthrey. Tell me one
thing. Is there any reason why
Sheila Palinger would make trouble
foryou?”

Donato shook his head. “None
that I can think of,” he said. “Oh,
she’s kind of a pain-in-the-neck in
the study hall. Keeps coming up
with idiotic questions about her
work, hangs around my desk most
of the period—things like that. But
she’s never made any real trouble. I
just can’t understand it.”
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“Well, Russ, don’t be in too much
of a hurry to leave the school. I may
want to talk to you again later. But
right now, I want to hear what
Mr. Guthrey has to say.”

As he went down the stairs to-
ward the main office, Mr. Strang
found it hard to keep the worried
expression from his own face. In the
-outer office he passed the Lost and
Found Box and noticed that a chem-
istry textbook topped the pile of
misplaced articles. He walked
through the door marked Marvin
W. Guthrey without knocking, an
action that was not likely to endear
him to the principal of Aldershot
High School, and sat stifily in a
chair in front of Guthrey’s enor-
mous desk.

Behind the desk Guthrey, a small
man with a head of wavy, snow-
white hair of which he was inordi-
nately proud, was talking on the
telephone. His eyebrows shot up in
surprise at the sight of the science
teacher.

“T’ll call you back on this, Fred,”
he said into the phone, “or maybe
we can talk about it just before the
Board meeting. In the meantime I'll
try to find out what I can at this
end.” The principal hung up the
phone. “Now then, Mr. Strang,” he
said, turning in his swivel chair,
“perhaps you can tell me the mean-
ing of this. I'm not in the habit of
having—"

“m here about Russ Donato,”
interrupted Mr. Strang.

“I suppose Donato has told you
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what the trouble is,” said Guthrey,
“so there’s nothing more for me to
add. Fred Landerhoff—he’s on the
Board of Education, you know—
has been on the phone all morning.
He just finished his fourth call to
me when you walked in. He’s the
one who ordered me to suspend
Donato.” ]

“So what happens now, Mr.
Guthrey? How do you go about
finding out whether Donato is in-
nocent or guilty ?”

Guthrey let out a long breath. “I
wish I knew, Mr. Strang,” he said.
“A situation like this is hard on
everybody. As soon as word leaks
out, I'm going to get a hundred calls
asking why I hired Donato in the
first place. Of course, if there’s no
proof of guilt, we’ll keep Donato on
—at least, until the end of the year.
By that time, the good citizens of
Aldershot will probably make it so
hot for him that he’ll have to leave.”

“Shades of Alice in Wonderland,”
muttered Mr. Strang.

“I beg your pardon?”

“I was just thinking of Alice’s
trial, where the Red Queen says
‘Sentence first—verdict afterwards.’
The analogy seems to apply.”

“Unfortunately,  that’'s true.
Words like ‘perversion’ and ‘sex
maniac’ are going to be tossed
around pretty carelessly. Donato
will have a rough time finding an-
other teaching job if we have to let
him go. Oh, if he leaves, I'll write
him a good recommendation, of
course.”



MR.

“Protozoa, Mesozoa, Porifera,”
growled Mr. Strang. His face turned
an angry red. “Make up your mind.
If he attacked the girl or did any-
thing at all improper, he’s not fit to
be in a classroom—any classroom.
If he didn’t, give him a chance to
defend himself. But don’t hang the
man on the unsupported testimony
of achild.”

Guthrey stuck out his chin bellig-
erently. “Mr. Strang,” he rumbled,
“you burst in here without permis-
sion to question me about Donato.
Taking into consideration your
friendship with him as well as your
years of service to the school, I over-
looked this breach of the rules and
decided to discuss the matter with
you. But I do not intend to—to—"

Guthrey raised his hand dramati-
cally and then let it fall slowly to
the desk. “Oh, hell, Leonard,” he
said, looking sadly at the science
teacher. “They’ve got me over a
barrel. You know there isnt a
chance in a thousand of getting any
cvidence. It's just Donato’s word
against Sheila’s. And you won’t find
a parent in a thousand who thinks
his child—his flesh and blood—
would lie about a thing like
this. The kids know it, and there are
some—only a very few, fortunately
—who are just waiting for the
chance to take advantage of it.”

Marvin Guthrey looked forlornly
at Mr. Strang and seemed tiny and
lost in his huge swivel chair. For
the first time in many years the
science teacher could find it in his
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heart to feel sorry for his principal.

There was a thick silence, broken
only by the ticking of the clock on
the wall. Then Mr. Strang banged
his fist loudly on Guthrey’s desk.

“No!” he shouted.

“What is it, Mr. Strang?” asked
Guthrey.

“Are we going to let a man’s
reputation—his whole future—be
ruined? Are we going to let the
good name of this school be
dragged through the mud, with
every teacher afraid to be pleasant
and helpful with his students be-
cause of the possible consequences?
Are we all going to cringe every
time some asinine accusation is
made? No! No! No!” He pounded
the desk three times to punctuate his
last words.

Guthrey looked at the teacher as
if he’d lost his senses. “But what
can you do, Mr. Strang?” he asked,
a worried look on his face.

“There must be some indication
somewhere of what really hap-
pened yesterday, and we’re going
to find it. If Russ Donato is guilty,
at least we’ll have cleaned our own
house. And if he’s innocent—which
I'm sure is the case—we’ll serve no-
tice that nobody can make such a
bald accusation and get away with
it. Mr. Guthrey, can you get some-
body to take over my classes for the
next couple of periods? Anybody
in the department ought to be able
to describe that skull as well as I
can.”

“What are you going to do?”
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“We,” said Mr. Strang, indicating
Guthrey and himself, “are going to
have a little talk with Sheila Paling-
er. She’s still in the building, isn’t
she?”

Guthrey smiled wryly. “You must
have passed Sheila and her mother
when you came through the outer
office,” he said. “They were camped
at my door when I got here this
morning. I spent over an hour lis-
tening to them go on and on about
Donato, and my secretary says they
want to see me again as soon as I'm
free. Between those two and Fred
Landerhoff, I haven’t had time to
take a deep breath yet today.” He
spread his hands helplessly. “I don’t
know what I can tell them that they
haven’t already heard.”

“You won'’t have to say a word,
Mr. Guthrey,” the teacher replied.
“But if that girl’s as big a liar as I
think she is, I'd just as soon have a
witness to what’s said here during
the next few minutes.”

Mr. Guthrey called his secretary,
and a few minutes later Sheila
Palinger entered the office. She was
wearing a simple cotton dress and
a tragic expression that would have
done credit to an actress playing
Camille. Behind her came her
mother, a look of self-pity on her
face.

After the introductions had been
made, Mr. Strang turned to the girl.
“Sheila,” he began, “according to
M:r. Guthrey, you've made a rather
serious charge against Mr. Donato.
I wonder if you’d tell me about it.”
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“Sheila already told him every-
thing,” interruped Mrs. Palinger,
indicating Guthrey with a jerk of
her thumb, “and I gave Fred
Landerhoff the whole story on the
telephone last night. Fred’s a good
friend of mine. I can’t see any sense
in repeating it all and disturbing
the child. I just want to find out
what you're going to do about that
—that teacher.”

“No, Mother,” said Sheila. “I'll
tell them. I want to cooperate in
any way I can. I feel I owe it to my
classmates and to the school.”

Mr. Strang had all he could do
to keep from shouting, “Academy
Award!”

“What is it you want to know?”
Sheila asked.

“Just tell us in your own words
what happened, Sheila,” said Mr.
Strang in a kindly voice. “Right
from the beginning.”

“Well,” Sheila began, her voice
becoming low and confidential, “it
was about five minutes to four yes-
terday. School had been out for al-
most an hour, and the halls were
completely empty. I had some ques-
tions about an English assignment,
and Mr. Donato was the only one
I could find in the building, so I
went to his room. He was there—
alone.”

“So nobody saw you go into the
room?” asked Mr. Strang.

“Nobody,” answered Sheila.
“When I was inside, Mr. Donato
asked me to sit down. He walked
over to the windows and pulled
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down the shades. I didn’t know why
at the time.

“While I was waiting, I noticed a
pile of examination papers on Mr.
Donato’s desk. He had corrected
about half of them. The paper on
top had a mark of eighty. He also
had a chemistry book propped open
to page seventy-three.”

Mr. Strang’s eyes widened. The
girl seemed to have total recall con-
cerning all the details of the meet-
ing. “Did you happen to notice the
color of Mr. Donato’s necktie?” he
asked sarcastically.

“Oh, yes. It was blue, with little
red squares on it. Each square had
a white dot in the center. I thoughtit
went well with his gray suit.”

Mr. Strang couldn’t even remem-
ber the color of the tie he was wear-
ing today. He looked down to
check. Brown, with green acid
stains.

“Mr. Donato came over to my
desk with a book,” Sheila contin-
ued. “I remember thinking how dim
the room was with the shades down
and the lights out. But still I could
see that gold college ring Mr. Do-
nato wears, and I thought it was
funny that the ring should shine in
such a soft light.

“As he leaned over my desk to
help me, he pointed to the book
with one hand. But he kept brush-
ing my hair very lightly with the
fingersof theother hand.”

And since he was leaning over the
desk, he probably fell flat on his
face, thought Mr. Strang, since he
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couldn’t use either hand to prop
himself up. But the science teacher
remained silent.

“Pretty soon,” the girl went on,
“he closed the book and just stared
into my eyes. I began to get a little
frightened. But I didn’t dare say
anything. After all, Mr. Donato was
a teacher. Then he said—he said—"

“What did he say?” Mr. Strang
asked gently.

“He began telling me how—how
lovely he thought I was—and how
it meant so much to him to be alone
with me. Then he began to touch
me. He—he— Oh!” She buried her
face in her hands.

Guthrey cleared his throat loudly.
“And what did you do, Sheila?”

“I didn’t know what to do, Mr.
Guthrey. I remember getting up
and backing away from Mr. Donato
toward the door. Then I ran out.”

“But you did remember to take
your books, didn’t you?” asked Mr.
Strang.

“I must have. That part isn’t too
clear.”

“You seemed to remember every
little detail of what went on in the
room before—er—anything hap-
pened.”

Mrs. Palinger burst into the con-
versation. “That’s not too unusual,
is it? After all, the child’s had a se-
vere emotional upset. And now you
two are almost acting as if you don’t
believe her.”

Mr. Strang ignored the interrup-
tion. “Sheila,” he said, “how long
were you in Mr. Donato’s room?”
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“It must have been at least half
an hour.”

“Mr. Donato said that you were
there no longer than five minutes.”

“He’s lying!” cried the girl. “Why,
he even had time to do his old ex-
periment before he started talking
to me.”

“Experiment?” said Mr. Strang.
“I don’t recall Mr. Donato saying
anything about an experiment when
he talked to me. What experiment
was it, Sheila?”

“How should I know? I don't
take chemistry. But anyway, he did
it while I was there. That ought to
prove I was in the room more than
five minutes.”

“But there was no sign this morn-
ing of any experiment having been
done,” said Guthrey.

“Hummph,” snorted Mrs.. Pa-
linger. “He probably cleaned it all
up before anybody saw it. Just the
thing you'd expect of a snake like
him.”

“Do you remember anything
about the experiment, Sheila?”
asked Mr. Strang.

“Well, he had an iron stand on
the table, and under it was one of
those burners—"

“A Bunsen burner?”

“Yes, I guess so. There was this
big glass thing like a bottle on the
stand, and some tubes and—oh, I
don’t know. It’s kind of hard to ex-
plain. It was like what you see in
the mad-scientist movies. But I could
draw you a picture of how it
looked.”

STRANG PERFORMS AN EXPERIMENT

“Splendid,” said Mr. Strang. He
gave Sheila a pencil and a piece of
paper from Guthrey’s desk. The
girl busied herself with them, and
in a few minutes she showed the
results to Mr. Strang.

If Sheila Palinger knew nothing
about chemistry, she was an excel-
lent artist. The picture showed a
ring stand over a Bunsen burner. On
the stand was a large flask with a
rubber stopper in it. A glass tube
and a funnel were stuck through
holes in the stopper. At one side of
the flask were two bottles. Al-
though the labels on the bottles
were visible, their small size in the
drawing had made it necessary for
Sheila to omit the printing on them.
But the extreme realism of the
sketch made it certain that Sheila
had seen the experiment some-
where. Guthrey looked worriedly at
Mr. Strang.

“Sheila,” said the teacher, “About
those two bottles. What was in
them?”

“Let me see. Oh, yes. One of them
had ‘Hickle’ on the label.”

“Hickle?”

“Yes. And the other one was full
of a black powder called ‘Fess’.”

“I never heard of ‘Hickle’ and
‘Fess’,” said Guthrey. “Mean any-
thing to you, Mr. Strang?”

Mr. Strang’s eyebrows narrowed
in a frown. He reached into a pocket
and dragged out a battered briar
pipe and a pouch of tobacco. Ram-
ming tobacco into the bowl of the
pipe, he lit it and sent clouds of
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smoke billowing into the small
office. Guthrey and Mrs. Palinger
wrinkled their noses disapproving-
ly, but Mr. Strang ignored them. He
leaned back in his chair and closed
hiseyes.

Several minutes passed, and
Guthrey was just about to inquire
if Mr. Strang was feeling all right
when a smile spread over the face of
the science teacher. He chuckled
softly, and then not so softly. Soon
he was emitting gales of laughter
while his slender body shook with
mirth.

“Hickle and Fess!” he gasped
when he could catch his breath.
“Sounds like a vaudeville team,
doesn’t it, Mr. Guthrey ?”

“Let me in on it, Leonard,” re-
plied Guthrey. “What’s so funny?”

Instead of answering, Mr. Strang
took the drawing and made some
rapid marks on the back of it with
his pen. “Is this what you saw on
the labels, Sheila?” he asked, show-
ing her the paper.

“Yes, that’s it.”

Mr. Strang turned the paper so
that Guthrey and Mrs. Palinger
could see it. Printed on the paper
in red ink were the two chemical
symbols, HCl and FeS.

“‘Hickle’—HCI,” explained the
teacher, “is the chemical symbol for
hydrochloric acid. And FeS is fer-
rous sulfide. I'm afraid Sheila made
words out of the chemical sym-
bols.”

“That still doesn’t prove anything
against her,” said Mrs. Palinger.
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“Sheila couldn’t be expected to
know—she told you she doesn’t
take chemistry.”

“No, she doesn’t,” Mr. Strang
agreed. “Now then, Sheila, what did
Mr. Donato do with the Hickle and
Fess?”

“He mixed them together in the
big bottle.”

“It’s called a flask, Sheila. What
happened then—to the experiment,
I'mean?”

“Mr. Donato put it over the flame.
But I don’t remember anything else
about it. That was when he started
to—you know.”

“I see,” said Mr. Strang. “Well,
you’ve been very helpful, Sheila, and
I think we have a pretty good idea
of what really happened. I wonder,
though, if it would be possible for
you to come back to school this
evening—with your mother, of
course—just to tie up a few loose
ends. Say, about eight o’clock ?”

Mother and daughter looked at
one another and shrugged. “Eight
o’clock will be all right,” said Mrs.
Palinger finally. “Just so long as Mr.
Donato is dismissed from this
school. The very idea of letting a
man like that teach our children!”

“I assure you, Mrs. Palinger, that
the entire truth of the situation will
be brought to light this evening.
And you mentioned Mr. Lander-
hoff on the Board of Education.
Would you mind bringing him
along? We'll be meeting in Mr,
Donato’s room.”

“If it’ll help get rid of that—that
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monster, I'll see that Fred Lander-
hoff’s there,” replied Mrs. Palinger.
She stood and patted her daughter’s
head lovingly.

“Until tonight, then,” smiled Mr.
Strang, holding the office door open.

When the Palingers had left,
Guthrey leaned across his desk and
scowled at Mr. Strang. “I hope you
know what you’re doing,” he rum-
bled. “Parents, kids, a member of the
Board—what’s on your mind, Leon-
ard?”

“You forgot one other person I'm
inviting to the meeting,” said the
teacher.

“Who's that?”

“My principal. See you tonight at
eight, Mr. Guthrey.”

The gathering in Mr. Donato’s
science room that evening resem-
bled a meeting between the legend-
ary Hatfields and McCoys at the
height of their feud. In one rear
corner of the room sat Russ Donato.
He was looking daggers at Sheila
Palinger and her mother, who were
sitting as far removed from the ac-
cused teacher as the walls of the
room permitted.

In the center of the room Marvin
Guthrey whispered nervously to
Board member Landerhoff. From
behind the demonstration table Mr.
Strang grinned at his strange assort-
ment of “students” like some dia-
bolic gnome while he busily ar-
ranged the materials of the experi-
ment Sheila Palinger had described
earlier.
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When he had completed his prep-
arations, Mr. Strang rapped for
order. An uneasy quiet descended
on the room. “I believe you all
know each other,” he said, “so intro-
ductions will be unnecessary.”

Fred Landerhoff raised his hand.
Although he was here representing
the Aldershot Board of Education,
the sight of the thin science teacher
in the front of the room made him
feel like a schoolboy who didn’t
have his lesson prepared.

“This is highly irregular, Mr.
Strang,” he said. “I'd like to make it
quite clear that I'm here at Mrs.
Palinger’s request. While I'm natu-
rally interested in getting to the
bottom of this incident, I'm here to
see that—"

“We're all here to see that justice
is done, Mr. Landerhoff,” inter-
rupted Mr. Strang, “and although
the circumstances of this meeting
are unusual, it’s my opinion that re-
cent events warrant it. I would like
it noted, however, that the idea for
the meeting was my own. Mr. Guth-
rey had no partin it.”

The nervous principal let out a
sigh.

“Today,” Mr. Strang continued,
“Mr. Donato was accused of—shall
we say—making improper advances
yesterday toward Miss Palinger,
here. The school administration fol-
lowed the only course of action
open to it. Mr. Donato was sus-
pended, pending an investigation.”

Mr. Strang removed his glasses
and polished them on his necktie.
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Holding the glasses between the
thumb and forefinger of his right
hand, he examined them closely.
Then he inserted his other hand
deep into his left jacket pocket and
leaned across the table, shaking the
glasses at the group in front of him.
He was ready to teach his “class.”

“The difficulty in a situation like
this,” he went on, “is the lack of
evidence. Nobody witnessed the al-
leged incident—for all intents and
purposes, the building was empty.
And if there is no evidence, Mr.
Donato can neither be proved inno-
cent nor guilty.

“But consider the effect of the
accusation itself. Should the parents
of this community be asked to en-
trust their children to a man who is
guilty of the charge made against
Mr. Donato? Absolutely not. On the
other hand, if the accusation is false,
what of Mr. Donato’s reputation?
The man is damned without proof.

“No, the whole situation is in-
tolerable. And for that reason I be-
gan to look for something that
would confirm Mr. Donato’s guilt
or innocence. I believe I've found
it.”

Mr. Strang reached into a drawer
of the demonstration table and pull-
ed out the sketch of the experiment
Sheila had made earlier. “When I
saw this drawing, which Sheila
made,” he went on, “I couldn’t help
noticing the striking resemblance to
a picture in the chemistry textbook
used in Mr. Donato’s classes. Look.”

He took a book titled Elements of
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Chemistry from the drawer and
opened it to a previously marked
page. The page showed a photo-
graph of an experiment in progress.
Holding Sheila’s drawing next to
the photograph, he continued.

“Notice the position of the bottles
in the drawing and in the photo-
graph,” he said. “Look at the shad-
ow cast by the ring stand. It goes
off at the same angle as the one in
Sheila’s sketch. There are other
points of similarity I might draw to
your attention, such as the fact that
all the objects in the photograph are
in the same relative places as they
are in the drawing, but I think you
can see my point. It is possible that
Sheila drew not from life, but from
this photo in the textbook.”

“But why on earth would my
daughter do a thing like that?” de-
manded Mrs. Palinger angrily.

“Simply in order to ‘prove’ that
she had spent half an hour in this
room, rather than the five minutes
claimed by Mr. Donato.”

Fred Landerhoff peered closely at
the book and the drawing. “It’s pos-
sible, Mr. Strang,” he said, “but
hardly conclusive. It could be just
coincidence.”

“True,” said the teacher. “But
let’s go a step further. According
to the description of the experiment
in the book, one of the bottles in the
photograph contains hydrochloric
acid—notice the HCI label—and the
other is filled with ferrous sulfide,
chemical formula FeS.”

“But my daughter told you all that
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_this morning,” cried Mrs. Palinger,
“so how do you know she didn’t see
that very experiment being done by
Mr. Donato right here in this
room?”

“As a matter of fact,” replied Mr.
Strang, “I'm proceeding on the as-
sumption that she did see it here,
rather than in the book. And in
order to clear up any confusion as
to what really happened yesterday,
I'd like to re-enact the events just
as Sheila described them—including
this experiment.”

“No!” cried Sheila. “I won’t let
that man—"

“I will play the part of Mr.
Donato,” said Mr. Strang gently.
“You have nothing to fear from me,
Sheila. Now according to the way
the experiment is described in the
book, we first dump in some—er—
fess.” He removed the stopper from
the flask and poured in a black
powder from abottle labeled FeS.

“Now for the hydrochloric acid.”
Mr. Strang replaced the stopper and
poured a generous amount of liquid
from the acid bottle down through
the funnel. “And finally the flask
goes on the stand over the flame.”
He lit the Bunsen burner.

“Now what?” asked Landerhoff.

“I pull down the shades,” said Mr.
Strang. “You did say they were
down, didn’t you Sheila?”

“Yes, that’s right.” The flask on
the front table bubbled gently. Mr.
Guthrey wrinkled his nose and
peered furtively at Landerhoff.

“Now, Sheila,” smiled Mr. Strang
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when the shades had been pulled
down, “pretend that I'm Mr.
Donato. What happens next?” The
teacher noticed that Donato was
chuckling to himself, while Mrs.
Palinger had taken a perfumed
handkerchief from her purse and
placed it over her nose.

“Why—" Sheila began to shift
restlessly in her seat. Her eyes were
on the bubbling flask in the front of
the room. “Why, Mr. Donate came
over to the desk—"

“Like this?” Mr. Strang walked
slowly up beside Sheila. Those in
the rear of the room started cough-
ing loudly. Fred Landerhoff fanned
the air in front of his face with a
small notebook.

“Yes, sir,” replied Sheila. “Then
he touched my hair with his hand.”

The chemicals in the flask were
bubbling more violently now.

“And then?”

“He put his face down into my
hair. He said it smelled like—like—"

“Rotten eggs!” cried a voice.

“What?” said Mr. Strang gently.
“I'm afraid you’re out of order, Mr.
Landerhoff.”

“Maybe so, but that kid’s out of
her mind if she wants me to believe
that.somebody made love to her in
a room where there was a stink like
this! It smells like all the rotten eggs
in the world! Mr. Strang, I'm will-
ing to agree that Donato’s not guilty
of anything. Just let me out of this
room before I suffocate. What is that
stuff,anyway?”

Without waiting for an answer he
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dashed to the door, flinging the
movable desks aside in his hurry to
escape the overpowering stench. He
was followed in rapid succession by
the Palingers, Guthrey, and Donato.

Mr. Strang remained behind only
long enough to pour the bubbling
mixture from the flask into the small
sink and throw open all the win-
dows of the room; then he too
dashed into the hallway and took
several deep breaths of compara-
tively fresh air.

Later, in Guthrey’s office, Lander-
hoff repeated his question. “I've
asked Sheila and her mother to wait
outside,” he said. “Now what was
that stuff, Mr. Strang ?”

“Hydrogen sulfide,” said the
teacher. “It's a gas formed when
hydrochloric acid is combined with
ferrous sulfide and heated. As you
noticed up in the classroom, it’s the
same gas that gives rotten eggs their
characteristic odor. I admit to using
a bit more of the chemicals than is
ordinarily used, but I think my
point was made. One good whiff of
that gas is enough to dispel all
thoughts of l'amour.”

“When did you first catch on that
Sheila was lying?” asked Lander-
hoff.

“TJust as soon as I realized that the
experiment she was describing was
the manufacture of hydrogen sul-
fide. She said that Russ began the
experiment shortly after she entered
the room. But I knew she couldn’t
have lasted in there for thirty min-
utes with a smell like that.
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“Of course, when I saw that pic-
ture she drew, I knew she’d gotten
it from the textbook—I've taught
enough chemistry to know that
book by heart. She’d have been
better off if she hadn’t been such a
good artist. Fortunately for Mr.
Donato, she didn’t know the devas-
tating effect that hydrogen sulfide
has on the olfactory nerves.”

“But why didn’t Donato recog-
nize the experiment?”

“She never mentioned it to him.
It was only after Mr. Guthrey had
sent Donato out of the office that
Sheila realized time might be an
issue. It wouldn’t have been hard for
her to find the chemistry text in the
Lost and Found Box while she and
her mother were waiting in the
outer office. It was just too bad for
her that she happened to turn to
that particular experiment.”

“But why would Sheila do a thing
like this?” asked Donato.

“Maybe it was a way of getting
into the limelight among her
friends. Or it could be as simple as
her coming home late and blaming
you so she wouldn’t be punished.
Also, youre a fairly handsome
young man, Russ. Perhaps it was a
case of puppy love, and she carried
her daydreaming too far. Perhaps
Sheila herself doesn’t know the real
reason.” )

“What happens now, Fred?”
Guthrey asked Landerhoff.

“Well, Mr. Donato will be rein-
stated with our apologies, of
course,” replied Landerhoff, “and 1
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think I can convince Mrs. Palinger
that Sheila should have a psychiatric
examination. But what I'm wonder-
ing is what will happen if a similar
situation comes up in the future.”
“That’s up to you, Mr. Lander-
hoff,” said Mr. Strang. “You have a
duty as a member of the Board of
Education not only to the children
of the district but to the men and
women who teach them. Given an
accusation without proof, who will
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you believe—the child or the
teacher?”

Landerhoff looked from Mr.
Strang to Donato and back again.
He couldn’t give an answer to Mr.
Strang’s question. He just didn’t
know.

Mr. Strang smiled. The look of
doubt in Landerhoff’s eyes was
enough for him. Just a reasonable
doubt.

That was enough.

0"

For the best in mystery reading

1967 MID-YEAR ANTHOLOGY

ELLERY QUEEN'’S

$1.25 per copy

ELLERY QUEEN'S ANTHOLOGY / 505 PARK AVE. / NEW YORK, N. Y. 10022

Please send me

copies of ELLERY QUEEN’'S 1967 MID-YEAR

ANTHOLOGY—Volume 13. | am enclosing $1.25 for each copy, plus $.25

for postage and handling. EQ-6-67
Name
(Please print)
Address
Zip
City State Code




T he return of Nick Velvet, the choosy crook, the discriminating thief,
who specializes in the unusual, the extraordinary . .. Nick Velvet is
not interested in stealing money, jewels, or bonds—that prosaic plunder
is for prosaic pilferers. But if it's something unique . . . for example, in
this adventure Nick Velvet is commissioned to steal the water from a
swimming pool—all the water—and before the Fourth of July . . .

THE THEFT FROM THE ONYX POOL
by EDWARD D. HOCH

OU STEAL TIHNGS, DON'T You?”

Nick Velvet regarded her

with a slight smile. “Only the hearts
of beautiful maidens.”

“No, seriously. I can pay.”

“Seriously. What do you want
stolen?” .

“The water from a swimming
pool.”

He continued smiling at her, but
a portion of his mind wished he
were back on the front porch with
Gloria and a cold beer. The habits
of the very rich had never been for
him. “T could always pull the plug,”
he suggested, still smiling.

The girl, whose name was Asher
Dumont, ground out her cigarette
with a gesture of angry irritation.
“Look, Mr. Velvet, I didn’t arrange
to have you invited here so we could
trade small talk. I happen to know
that you steal unusual things,
unique things, and that your fee is
$20,000. Correct?”

“All right,” he told her, playing
along. “I don't know exactly how
you came upon that information' in
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your circle, but I'll admit it’s reason-
ably accurate, Miss Dumont.”

“Then will you?”

“Will I what?”

“Steal the water from Samuel
Fitzpatrick’s pool?”

Nick Velvet had been approached
by many people during his career,
and as his peculiar reputation had
grown, he’d been hired to steal
many curious things. He’d once
stolen a tiger from a zoo, and a
stained-glass window from a mu-
seum. His fee for such odd thefts
was a flat $20,000, with an extra $10,-
000 for especially hazarous tasks.
He never stole money, or the ob-
vious valuables that other thieves
went after. He dealt only in the un-
usual, often in the bizarre—but in
his field he was the best in the busi-
ness.

“That’s a peculiar assignment
even for me,” he told the girl. She
was blonde, with shoulder-length
straight hair in the tradition of girl
folksingers. He wouldn’t have been
surprised to see her back in his old



52 THE THEFT FROM THE ONYX POOL

Greenwich Village neighborhood,
but somehow she seemed out of
place sipping cocktails at a society
reception in Westchester. It was only
her dress, a gleaming satin sheath,
that belonged at the party—not the
girl.

“I understood that you specialize
in the peculiar.”

“I do. When do you want it done,
and where is the place?”

She sipped her cocktail and
glanced around to make certain
they weren’t overheard. “Samuel
Fitzpatrick has an estate twenty
miles from here, in Connecticut.
T'll find an excuse to take you over
there. After that you’re on your
own. Only one stipulation—it must
be done before next week-end’s hol-
iday. Before the Fourth of July.”

“I suggested pulling the plug.
That would be the easiest way. It
would save you twenty thousand.”

“You don’t seem to understand,
Mr. Velvet—I want the water from
that pool. I want you to steal the
water, all of it, and deliver it to me.”

“Is this some sort of wild bet?” he
asked. He could imagine nothing
else.

Asher Dumont stretched her long
tanned legs under the table and
drew in on her cigarette. “I under-
stood that you were a businessman,
M. Velvet. The reason shouldn’t be
important to you.”

“It’s not. I was only being inquisi-
tive.”

“Can you come with me to the
Fitzpatrick estate in the morning?”

“By the way, who is this Samuel
Fitzpatrick? The name is vaguely
familiar.”

“He’s a writer and producer of
mysteries. Two hits on Broadway
and he’s had a very successful se-
ries on television. Remember The
Dear Slayer?”

“I don’t follow the theater as
closely as I should,” Nick admitted,
“but I've heard of Fitzpatrick.
That’s all I need to know about him.
It gives me a talking point.”

“Then I'll see you in the morning,
Mr. Velvet?”

“Since it’s business, Miss Dumont,
I usually receive a $5000 retainer in
advance, and the balance when I
complete the assignment.”

She didn’t blink. “Very well, I'll
have it for you.”

Nick left her at the table and
threaded his way through the recep-
tion crowd. In the outer hall he
found a phone booth and dialed
Gloria’s number.

“Hi, how're things?”

“Great, Nicky. You
home?”

“T'll be a while. Maybe a week.
We'’re checking out some new plant
sites in Connecticut.”

“Oh, Nicky! You'll be away over
the Fourth!”

“Maybe not. I'll try to be home by
then. Maybe we can have a picnic or
something.”

He knew that would satisfy her,
and after a few more words he hung
up. Often on summer nights, sitting
on the porch with Gloria, he’d be

coming
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tempted to give it all up and take a
job as a salesman or a bookkeeper.
But always there was the odd in-
vitation from somebody like Asher
Dumont to get him back to work.
The money was good, and he liked
his “specialty.” He was a thief, and
he knew he’d never change.

Asher Dumont picked him up in
a little white sports car that seemed
hardly big enough for her lanky
frame and long legs. The top was
down, and her long blonde hair
spun out behind her like a banner as
she wheeled the car onto the park-
way and headed for Connecticut.

“You didn’t tell me to dress casu-
ally,” he said, commenting on her
shorts and blouse.

“Sam would be suspicious right
away if he ever saw me in a dress.”
She steered the car around a truck
and shot the speed up to seventy.
“There’s a check for $5,000 in my
purse. Take it out.”

“A check?”

“Go on, I'm not trying to get evi-
dence against you. I don’t carry that
much around in cash.”

“T’ll have to cash this before I fin-
ish the job.”

“Sure. Right now, though, tell me
what kind of cover story you’'ll use
with Fitzpatrick. I'm introducing
you as someone interested in his
plays.”

“Better fill me in on the sort of
thing he likes to produce.”

As she talked he had the distinct

impression she was merely a rich
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girl indulging in a game. His busi-
ness associates were more often
shady gang figures or nervous dip-
lomats, the people who could afford
to hire Nick Velvet. He didn’t know
if he liked it, but she was nice to
look at and besides, he’d never been
commissioned to steal the water
from a swimming pool.

Samuel Fitzpatrick’s estate was
actually a generous-sized house with
a double garage, situated at the edge
of a gently rolling field of scrub
brush and young trees. Nick looked
out across the low stone walls and
open fields and wondered if people
still went fox hunting in country
like this.

Asher didn’t bother with the door-
bell, but took Nick around the back
to a flagstone patio which led to a
fenced-in swimming pool. A mid-
dle-aged man with thinning hair
and a tanned, weathered face
opened the gate to meet them.
“Well, Asher! You're more lovely
every day.”

“Thanks, Sam,” she said, bestow-
ing a quick kiss on his cheek. “This
is the man I told you about on the
phone—Nick Velvet.”

“Velvet?” Fitzpatrick extended
his freckled hand. “Glad to meet
you.”

He led them through the wooden
gate to the pool. It was a medium-
sized one as such things went, with
a shallow end for wading and a
deep end with a springy diving
board. There was a woman in the
pool, swimming with a powerful

THE ONYX POOL
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breast stroke, but Nick couldn’t see
her face at the moment. She seemed
to have taken no notice of their ar-
rival.

“Nice place you have here,” Nick
observed.

“I like privacy. Nearest neigh-
bor’s more than a mile down the
road.”

“This is quite a pool.” Nick had
been drawn to the edge, noticing
the way the smooth edge glistened
in layers of multiple colors. It was
like marble or quartz, but cut
through to show the layers of black
and white, with sometimes just a
hint of red or brown. “What’s this
edge made of?”

“Onyx. My first big play on
Broadway was T he Onyx Ring. The
pool is one of my few luxuries.”

Nick was beginning to under-
stand. With the water out of the
pool something might be done to re-
move these onyx layers from the
- edge. He wondered if Asher Du-
mont had a poor boy friend lurking
somewhere offstage.

The woman climbed out of the
water, feeling for an oversized bath
towel. Her figure was still good, but
Nick knew she’d never ‘see forty
again. Asher made the introduc-
tions. - “Nick, this is Sam’s wife,
Lydia. This is a friend, Nick Vel-
vet, Lydia.”

The woman squinted and groped
on the poolside table for her glasses.
“Im blind without them,” she ex-
plained. “Pleased to meet you, Mr.
Velvet. Lovely weather, isn’t it?”
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“Certainly is,” Nick agreed, sink-
ing into the red-and-green chair that
Fitzpatrick had indicated. He was
studying the rear of the house, and
the street beyond where no traffic
seemed to pass. An idea was begin-
ning to shape itself in his mind.

“Let me get drinks for us,” Lydia
Fitzgerald offered, blinking from
behind her thick glasses.

“Fine idea,” her husband said.
Then, “Now, what did you want to
see me about, Mr. Velvet?”

“I admired your plays,” Nick said,
playing with the plastic webbing of
his chair. “Especially The Dear
Slayer. Quite a tricky ending.”

Fitzpatrick leaned back in his
own chair and stroked his thinning
hair. “That’s what you need for
Broadway, a trick ending.”

“I have a plot that might interest
you,” Nick told him. “It’s never
been done before.”

“You're a writer?”

“No, that’s why Asher suggested
I come to you.”

The producer smiled slightly, as
if he’d heard it all before. Lydia re-
turned with drinks and settled to
the ground at her husband’s side.
“I get a lot of people with ideas,”
Fitzgerald said. “Usually I don’t
even like to listen to them. But I'll
make an exception since you’re a
friend of Asher’s. This girl is like a
daughter to me.” He reached out to
take her hand and she smiled as if
on cue.

Nick sipped his drink. “Well, it’s

a locked-room sort of thing."
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“Locked rooms are a bit old-
fashioned for Broadway.”

“Not this one!” Nick hoped he
was conveying the proper enthusi-
asm. “Listen. A man is murdered in
a completely locked room. The
doors and windows are all sealed
and there’s no secret passage.”

“A locked room is difficult to
bring off on the stage, when one
whole wall is always open to the au-
dience. But go on—how’s it done?”

Nick leaned back and grinned.
“There’s a type of laser beam that
can pass through a transparent sur-
face without damaging it. The killer
fires the beam through the closed
and sealed window, murders the
man inside, and yet the room re-
mains completely locked.”

Fitzpatrick nodded in admira-
tion. “Not bad. Not bad at all, but I
think it would go better in print
than on the stage. If I were still do-
ing the television series I might give
it a try—I've always liked wild
things like that, the wilder the bet-
ter.”

Nick stood up and strolled slowly
along the edge of the pool as he
talked, and once he managed to slip
in a question on the pool’s depth,
direct to Mrs. Fitzpatrick. The slant-
ing bottom made it difficult to figure
exactly, but he thought the pool
probably held close to 19,000 gallons
of water. A big job for any thief. He
knew it would take days to empty
it by ordinary means.

It was nearly four when they £-
nally left the Fitzpatricks, with Nick

shaking hands and promising to
keep Sam informed of his progress
with the idea. Then he was back in
the sports car with Asher, racing
through the quiet countryside.

“What do you think ?” she asked.

He glanced down at her bare
knees and thought of a reply, but
then decided to stick to business.
“It can be done,” he told her.

“By the week-end?”

“By the week-end. I just have to
check on one piece of equipment
and find a few people to help me.
Do you need 4! the water?”

She thought about that. “Not
every drop, naturally, but most of
it. Enough to empty the pool.”

“I'm interested in why you want
it, why it’s so valuable to you.”

“You're getting $20,000,” she re-
minded him. “For that much you
can stay curious.”

“I have a couple of ideas,” he went
on. “Once the pool is empty, perhaps
those onyx slabs could be pried up
and stolen.”

She glanced at him sideways.
“You really think I'm a criminal,
don’t you? Those slabs aren’t even
real onyx—just a good imitation.”

“You can’t want the water for it-
self. It must be the emptiness of the
pool that you really want.”

“I hired you to be a thief, not a
detective.”

“Sometimes the logic demanded
by the two professions isn’t that
different,” he told her. “What'’s your
connection with Fitzpatrick and his
wife,anyway?”
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“You mean the bit about my be-
ing like a daughter to him? I sup-
pose it’s true in a way. His first wife
was Mary Dumont, my aunt. I spent
most of my childhood with them,
and they really did treat me like a
daughter. My parents both died
early, but there was a great deal of
money in both branches of the
family. I think, really, that Sam re-
sented my aunt’s money. Anyway, a
month or so after his first play was
a hit, he asserted his independence
one night and Aunt Mary left him.
That was ten years ago, and no-
body’s seen her since—though she
occasionally sends me money
through a lawyer in California.”

“Fitzpatrick divorced her?”

The girl nodded. “On the
grounds of desertion. He married
Lydia three years ago.”

“You resent Lydia, don’t you?”

“Because she took my aunt’s
place? Oh, I suppose so.”

Nick Velvet was thinking of
Lydia Fitzpatrick’s poor eyesight,
and her swimming habits. Would
she come running out to dive into
the pool one morning and find only
the hard concrete bottom waiting
for her? Or did such things only
happen in comic strips?

“One thing,” he said. “Of course,
Fitzpatrick’s going to know the
water’s being taken. There’s no way
of stealing 19,000 gallons of water
without his knowing about it.”

“I want him to know,” she told
Nick. “As long as it’s before the
holiday week-end.” She steered the
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sports car like an expert, maneuver-
ing it through the beginnings of the
rush-hour traffic. “I still can’t
imagine how you're going to do it,
though. If he knows you're taking
it, how are you going to have the
time toempty the entire pool?”

“Leave that to me,” Nick said
with a smile. “That’s what you're
paying me for.”

Friday afternoon was calm and
clear, with a musty heaviness about
the air that hinted at a change in
weather before the long week-end
really got under way. Sam Fitz-
patrick and his wife were at the pool
—she was sunning herself while he
was typing a reply to a letter in the
morning’s mail.

It was mid-afternoon when he
first smelled the smoke, and glanced
over the fence at the nearby field.
“Lydial There’s a grass fire here!
Come look!”

“Hadn’t we better call the Fire
Department,Sam ?” The fire already
had a good start, spreading in a sort
of ring that reached from the distant
woods almost to Fitzpatrick’s line.

“Damn! I suppose I'd better.” But
then they heard the rising wail of
the schooclhouse siren, and the an-
swering call from the firehouse. The
volunteers had been summoned and
were on their way.

Within ten minutes the flaming
field had been converged on by two
pumpers and a pair of auxiliary
water trucks. There were no hy-
drants out this far, and the volun-
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teers had to bring their own water
supply. Fitzpatrick knew most of
the volunteer firemen by name, but
this day a stranger in rubber coat
and leather helmet came running up
to the fence.

“Mr. Fitzpatrick?”

“Yes. That’s quite a blaze you've
got there.”

“Sure is.” The stranger turned up
his collar and glanced over Fitz-
patrick’s shoulder. “We need more
water than our trucks can supply.
Could we throw a hose into your
swimming pool and pump out the
water ?”

“What? Say, don’t I know you
from somewhere?”

“Better hurry,” the fireman
warned him. “A shift in the wind
could endanger your house.”

“Well . . . all right, I suppose

so.”
In a moment the heavy canvas
hose was over the fence, splashing
into the deep end of the pool. The
fireman gave a signal to the nearest
pumper and they started to drain
Sam Fitzpatrick’s water. Off in the
distance two firemen played a small-
er hose on the leading edge of the
fire.

The familiar-looking fireman was
everywhere, directing activities,
shouting orders. After a half hour,
when the pool was already half
empty, one of the auxiliary water
trucks pulled out through the high
grass to get a refill at the town tank.

Finally, when another truck-load
of water and the remainder of the
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pool’s supply had been used up, the
fire began to retreat and die. Sam
Fitzpatrick watched it with relief,
and he called out to the familiar-
looking fireman, “You fellows want
adrink?”

“No time now, sir. Thanks any-
way.”

“What about my pool?”

“The trucks will be out tomorrow
to refill it. Thanks for your help.”

Fitzpatrick watched them pull
away and then walked over to stare
into the empty swimming pool. At
the deepest end a few inches of water
remained, but otherwise there was
only the damp concrete below.

He started to light a cigarette,
then stopped suddenly with the
lighted match in mid-air. He'd just
remembered where he had seen the
fireman before.
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. Asher Dumont was waiting in

her sports car a few miles down the
road. Nick hopped off one of the
pumpers and tossed his helmet and
rubber coat onto the seat. Then he
ran over to the car. “Where do you
want it? 19,000 gallons of Sam Fitz-
patrick’s swimming-pool water, as
ordered.”

“You're mad,” she said with a
laugh. “I never thought you'd be
able todoit.”

“I've had harder assignments than
this.”

“But I still don’t understand. The
firemen—"

“While we were pumping out his
pool with a big hose and filling up
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one of the auxiliary water trucks, we
were fighting the fire with a small
hose from the other truck. With the
high grass he couldn’t see which
hoses went where. And when the
first truck was full, we took it out
and brought in another empty one.
Each of the pumpers has a 1,000-
gallon tank of its own, so we had
plenty of water for the fire without
using the water from the pool.”

“But these are the real firemen
and their trucks!”

Nick nodded. “I gave them $100
each and told them we wanted to
shoot a film for television. They
know Fitzpatrick’s in the business,
so they believed it.”

“Where were your cameras, Mr.
Television Producer?” she asked
with an impish grin.

“I told them this was the dress
rehearsal. People will believe a lot
for $100.” He opened the door and

slid in beside her. “How about my

money now?”

“Just one more thing,” she said,
suddenly serious.

“What'’s that?”

“I want you to come back to Sam’s
house with me and tell him exactly
what you did.”

“Now we’re getting to the root of
it,aren’t we?”

“Maybe.” She gunned the motor
into life.

“We’re going there now?”

“Tomorrow, when the week-
end’s started. Then you'll get your
money. It’s worth every cent of it.”

“What about the water?”

“There’s a dry creek behind my
place. We can dam it up and keep
it there.”

He shook his head. “You're a
wonderful girl.”

“Wait till tomorrow,buddy.”

He could wait. There was a ques-
tion forming itself in his mind,
and he would have to ask her when
the time came. But for now he
could wait.

The following morning Lydia
Fitzpatrick led them out to the pool.
Asher wore a pale summer dress
with a full skirt, and seemed some-
how overdressed to Nick after her
brief costumes of the past days.
There was something else different
about her, too—the spark was gone
from her eyes, replaced by some-
thing cold and hard.

“Asher! How are you?” Sam
Fitzpatrick asked, rising from his

deck chairtomeet them.
“I'm fine, Sam.” Quietly, tight-
lipped:

“And you've brought Mr. Velvet
again!” The words rang not quite
true to Nick’s ears.

A garden hose was hanging over
the side of the swimming pool,
feeding a trickle of water into the
puddle at the bottom. “We can’t get
any pressure out of this thing,”
Lydia explained. “It'll take us a
week to fill it again. The firemen
needed the water yesterday—"

Fitzpatrick had resumed his seat,
but Asher remained standing. “I
know,” she said. “Tell them, Nick.”
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“I don’t think you have to tell me
anything,” Fitzpatrick said. “I final-
ly recognized Mr. Velvet in his fire-
man’s suit—but not in time to keep
him from taking my water. And I
suppose you set the fire yourself?”

Nick nodded. “I was paid $20,000
by this young lady to steal the water
from your pool.”

“Twenty . .. ! Asher, have you
gone completely mad ?”

“The money came from my fam-
ily. I think they would have wanted
itspent this way.”

“Butwhy?”

“I've taken samples from that
water—a hundred samples already,
with more to come. They’re all be-
ing analyzed, Sam.”

“Analyzed?”

“There’s chlorine in your pool
water. Apparently you're not famil-
iar with the effects of chlorine on
calcified cement. There’ll be traces
of calcium in that water, Sam, es-
pecially after ten years.”

“I don’t know what you're talking
about.”

“I think you do, Sam. I'll be back
on Tuesday with the results of the
analyses.”

Nick hesitated a moment, then
followed her out, leaving Fitz-
patrick and his wife staring after
them.

Back in the car, heading away
from the house, Nick Velvet leaned
back in the seat. “I had a question
to ask you last night. I'll ask it now.
Was Fitzpatrick installing his pool
the night your aunt disappeared ?”

She drove for a long time without
answering, bathing in a morning
sun already high in the sky. “How
did you know ?” she asked finally.

“He built the pool in honor of his
first hit play, and you told me your
aunt vanished a month or so after it
opened. It seems logical that the two
events came at about the same time.”

She nodded. “The divorce papers
were never served on Aunt Mary.
That’s what first made me suspi-
cious. Last winter I hired a private
detective to check on this lawyer
who’s been sending me the money
in my aunt’s name. He reported that
the money was actually coming
from Sam. That’s when I really be-
came suspicious that something had
happened to her ten years ago.”

“And you remembered the pool.”

“I remembered. I was only four-
teen at the time, but I remembered
that last day with my aunt. We’d
watched them pouring the concrete
for the bottom of the pool. Aunt
Mary said it wouldn’t be hard till
morning.” She was staring straight
ahead at the road.

Nick Velvet lit a cigarette.
“There’s no such thing as a chlorine
effect on calcified cement. You made
that up, and you wasted your twenty
thousand.”

“I didn’t waste the twenty thou-
sand. It had to be a big lie if he was
to believe it at all. He’d have laugh-
ed in my face if I took a single test-
tube sample from the pool. But he’s
written this sort of thing, remember
~wild, way-out stuff, real Campy.
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I know him—this is just bizarre
enough for him to believe. The
calcium from her bones, being
drawn out of the cement bot-
tom ...”

“What do you do now?”

“Wait.”

They didn’t have long to wait.
She came to Nick’s hotel room the
following morning with  his
check.

“You're up early,” he said. It was
the Fourth of July, and outside
someone was setting off illegal fire-
works.

“Lydia phoned me. He killed him-
self during the night. Out by the
pool.”

Nick Velvet turned away. “I'd
hate to be your enemy.”

“It had to be done.”

“Just one thing,” he said. “Why
did it have to be over the long week-
end?”

“He was a writer, remember?”
She was staring out the window at
something far away. “I didn’t want
him calling the library or some
science editor in New York to check
on my chlorine-on-cement effect.
This way he couldn’t find out till
Tuesday, and I knew he wouldn’t
last that long.”

Nick thought about Gloria, back
home on the porch, and remembered
that he’d promised to be there for
the Fourth. It was time to be going.
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Avram Davidson’s newest story has a curious connotation for your
Editors. We recall that when the Ellery Queen novel titled INSPECTOR
QUEEN’S OWN CASE (subtitled NOVEMBER SONG) first appeared in 1956 (is
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one of the most important of contemporary problems—automation.
We don't know if this is the first crime story spawned by automation
—probably not; but surely itis an early example . ..

THE MEMORY BANK
by AVRAM DAVIDSON

HOM HART’S ONLY DISSATISFAC-
Ttion with having cooked Joe’s
goose lay in the latter’s being really
so far beneath him. A junior, even a
very junior, executive shouldn’t
have to bother noticing an old clerk
long overdue for retirement. A
young man whose shirts are tailored
for him in the right shop ought not
to have to trouble himself with an
old man whose rumpled and dirty
suit hasn’t been dry-cleaned from
one year to another; someone fa-
vored with so good an appearance
—Thom checked that line of
thought with a mental shrug. Joe
with his dirty eyeglasses—Goodbye,
Joe.
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The Board of Directors Room,
now. Thom looked around it ap-
provingly. Its decor was dull and
dingy with age, but that didn’t mat-
ter much at the moment. That
could all be changed. Maybe the Di-
rectors and ‘the senior executives—
men like Roger Stanton, C. Langley
Hopkins, Sidney Edwards, John H.
B. Powell, and the others—didn’t
realize that one day Thom Hart was
going to sit at the head of that table.
In fact, come to think of it, few of
them were likely to be alive by that
time. Some of them didn’t seem to
be very alive even now. But Thom
Hart was!

Promotion

and advancement
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(not always synonymous) were rea-
sonably sure in the normal course
of events—although you never
knew. But Thom Hart wasn’t go-
ing to wait for the normal course of
events. He caught sight of his re-
flection in the glass case of one of
the ship models (ship models!) and
allowed himself a brief smile. It was
fortunate that he was neither oo
handsome nor ?oo sentimental.
Then he attended to what Mr. Sid-
ney Edwards was saying.

“It’s too bad, though, I suppose.
Joe is an institution.”

And Roger Stanton, nodding,
said the same thing.

It was true enough. If anyone, for
example, wanted to know how
many rounds Corbett and Jackson
went in 1892, or the batting figures
on Ty Cobb for 1914, or exactly
when Braddock was heavyweight
champion, Joe knew. For more aca-
demic tastes or interests, Joe also
knew when Colley Cibber was Poet
Laureate, whom Millard Filemore
appointed to head his State Depart-
ment, the ships involved in the Bat-
tle of Jutland on both sides, the de-
tails of every preferential tariff that
ever was, and the unlisted phone
numbers of all the company’s best
customers. It was always a good
game to call in Joe to impress a
visiting fireman by asking Joe for
an arcane and unlikely bit of data.

Joe always knew.

He wasn’t employed for that,
though, but it gave some idea of
what he was employed for—his phe-

nomenal memory for every single
detail of the company’s business.
Joe knew where every item of stock,
however small or scant, was located,
had been located, or was not lo-
cated. He knew exactly how every-
thing could be done, could not be
done, had once been done, and
could (or could not) be done again,
if necessary. Joe knew why X
weight carbon paper had been dis-
continued as a stocked item since
1928. That Scotch (and which
brand) was the thing to send Mr.
Armstrong, whereas Irish (but
which brand not) was the only
thing for Mr. Bainbridge. And so
on.
In short, although all this and
much more were on file here and
there and somewhere else, it was—
it seemed—always easier to just ask
Joe.

Who, speaking of the devil, had
finally got around to coming in. It
would have been just like him not
to show up on time. Not that it
would have been hard to find him,
for he never went far; in fact, for
years he had even lived here, in a
tiny apartment originally meant for
a watchman.

“ ..served us faithfully and
well,” John H. B. Powell was say-
ing. “I am not even sure that this
machine, computer, memory bank
or whatever they call it, can do your
job. In which case, we'll—=" he
chuckled—*“have to be calling you
back out of retirement.”

Joe said, “No.”



THE MEMORY BANK 63

It wasn’t quite clear that he real-
ized exactly what was going on. It
wasn’t quite certain, for that mat-
ter, that automation was called for
as a matter of present necessity to
the company. But that—although
the older men here didn’t realize it
—wasn’t the point. Any more than
it was the point that May Jenson
was a good stenographer. The point
there had been that there were lots
of good stenographers and that
Thom Hart didn’t need to keep on
anyone he didn’t care to. May had
eventually got that point and
climbed into Thom’s black Jaguar
in her new red dress and not much
later had taken the same dress off
without getting out of the car.

But the point Aere was that Joe
wasn’t going to live forever and was
bound, eventually, to be replaced by
magnetic tape. What circumstances
might obtain then couldn’t be pre-
dicted. They might be circum-
stances which would be of no par-
ticular use to Thom—which was
why he had to act in the matter
now. Now.

By proposing the new equipment
Thom had connected himself with
it in everybody’s mind. He had also
made it his business to become in-
formed all about it. May, having
become more or less reconciled to
things, had then become annoyed
when he had spent so many eve-
nings studying equipment instead
of studying her. Thom made a
mental note: she’d have to go too,
one of these days.

Meanwhile and afterward, as au-
tomation moved on up in the com-
pany’s needs, Thom Hart would
naturally move on up with it.

“Think of all the ball games
you'll be able to see from now on,”
Sidney Edwards said jovially.

“I never watch them,” Joe said. “I
just remember the figures.”

The perhaps very slightly embar-
rassed pause in the ceremony was
finally broken by the first V.P,, a
reformed Lothario turned moralist.
“I'm sure,” said Roger Stanton,
“that you won’t in any event find
life in retirement dull. If anyone
can, you can say, ‘My mind to me &
kingdom is””

Joe looked at him through his
bleared spectacles. Now he’d have
to be moving out of his fusty, famil-
iar little cell in the warehouse. And
eat elsewhere than in the company
employees’ cafeteria. And live
where? And do what?

“‘Such present joys therein ]
find,|That it excels all other bliss|
That earth affords or grows by
kind:|Though much 1 want which
most would/Have/Yet my mind
forbids to crave’—Edward Dyer,
1540; 1607. Rawlinson Poetry MS
85. You mean,” Joe added as the
admiring chuckle died down, “that
I can remember good. So can think
about all the things I remember
and I won't get bored.”

“Exactly,” said Stanton. “So—"

Joe nodded. “Maybe, though, I
spent too much time on that. Maybe
I should of had more, like, a good
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time. Girls and things. And cars.”
He fell silent.

With a look around at his col-
leagues and in a let’s-get-on-with-it
tone of voice, Stanton said, “Thom,
it seems appropriate that you should
make the presentation.” He handed
him a flat thin box.

Thom hadn’t expected it, but he
rose to the occasion. “We have some-
thing else for you to remember, Joe.
Our—the company’s gratitude. It’s
one of the best watches money can
buy, and—"

Joe’s comment did not seem a de-
liberate interruption; his comment
might have arisen from some pri-
vate thought, the way he said it. “I
don’t really need no watch.”

Then Joe nodded and seemed to
focus his eyes on the young man
now looking at him with a trace of
annoyance. “You don’t spend your
time that way, Mr. Hart,” he said.
“You got this ’66 black Jaguar and a
key to the executive parking lot.
June 16—that fell on a Wednesday,
average temperature 85—you were
there from about 10:45 to, say, 1:30
with a girl in a red dress name of

3

Thom hadnt known his face
could get so hot. It was old Mr.
Hopkins who broke in with a
cough and a brisk, “We want you
to have this watch, Joe, because—"

The dull eyes moved over to him.
“There weren't any Jaguars in those
days,” Joe said. “You had a red
Bearcat, Mr. Hopkins, license num-
er W 1809. Week-end of Labor Day,

1928, you spent all Saturday night in
your father’s old office here with a
lady in a white dress, name of Mrs.

“That’s enough, Joe! Do you
hear?” Old C. Langley Hopkins
seemed about to get up, but he sat
down again.

Mr. Sidney Edwards said, “More
than enough.” His deadly look was
directed, not at Joe, but at C. Lang-
ley Hopkins, and Thom—for a fleet-
ing and uneasy second—felt con-
vinced that Edwards had more than
a good idea who the lady in the
white dress must have been.

Then Mr. John H. B. Powell
said, “Not another word of that, I
warn you, Joe.”

Joe, unrufiled, looked at him and
said, “Mr. Powell.”

Gray-haired Mr. Powell said,
“You'd btter be quiet, Joe. I was a
married man when I first came here
and I still am and I'm not ashamed
to say that I've never even looked
at another—"

He began to talk about how Mr.
Powell had been the first to intro-
duce training films to the company.
The men present subsided some-
what—though  only  somewhat.
There was a great deal of throat
clearing and shifting around in
seats.

“On October 11, 1933,” Joe went
on in his monotonous voice, “After
the company didn’t declare a divi-
dend for the third year in a row and
the Brunswick National Bank said
they couldn’t extend our note again,
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sometime between eleven p.m. and
midnight the old north warehouse,
that didn’t have hardly anything in
it, burned down. Luckily, by Mr.
Powell’s orders and against every-
one else’s wishes, the payment on
Phoenix policy number 27876 had
been paid just two days before; it
only took care of the old north
warehouse and Phoenix had to pay
off. But it covered the Brunswick
National note.”

John H. B. Powell seemed to have
shrunk a bit back into his gray suit.
His face seemed to have gone gray
to match it. Joe went on to talk
about certain fragments of celluloid
film found in the ruined ware-
house.

“Phoenix couldn’t prove they
didn’t belong there,” Joe said. “But
they didn’t. Film was stored only in
the main warehouse—third, fourth,
and fifth shelves of the third bin on
the right-hand side of aisle G, west
end. Morning of October 12, train-
ing films RD 113 to 127 inclusive
were missing. We didn’t restock
them till next April 23, though, be-
causc Mr. Powell never ordered
any of those films showed till then
and so it wasn’t until then that any-
one noticed they were missing.
Anyone else,” Joe added reflectively.

There was a long, long silence,
broken only by loud breathing.
Then C. Langley Hopkins said, in a
flat, controlled voice, “Suppose you
retired on full salary, Joe. Eh? In-
stead of just your pension. Would
you want to do that? And take a

trip around the world at our—at
company expense?”

Joe said, “No.”

“What do you want, then?”

Joe looked around the room—at
the photographs and portraits of de-
ceased members, at the ship models,
at the Seth Thomas clock; he
looked out of the window at the
factory and warehouse and yards.
“Nothing,” he said. “Just want to
keep on here like always. That’s the
only thing I want.”

The silence this time was briefer,
and marked by an exchange of
quick glances among the Directors,
Sidney Edwards said, “Well, I'm
sure it can be arranged—it’s a very
moderate desire. After all, automa-
tion isn’t everything. Humanity
counts for something. We—the
company is not ungrateful, Joe.
Stay on—yes, by all means stay on.
And as long as you like. But, er, do
take the watch. Please. After all,
we’ve already had it engraved, so
we can’t get our money back.” He
watched the man remove the thin
flat box from Thom Hart’s sudden-
ly fumbling fingers. “Thank you,
Joe.”

Then, as Joe started to shamble
away with gift in hand, Mr. Powell
checked him. “One more item.
You've told us a number of inter-
esting things about some of us,
Joe.” He chuckled thinly. “But only
about some of us. This, ah, sort of
leaves some of us at a—shall we
say >—disadvantage. Wouldn't the
rest of us agree? I rather thought
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you would. So—Joe—before you go
—Ilet’s hear some interesting memo-
rabilia about the others. You might
begin with Mr. Stanton, for exam-
ple.”

Roger Stanton roared and pushed
himself halfway up from the table,
but he was immediately voted down
by a voice vote. Joe shambled back.

“On January 11, 1936, when Mr.
Stanton told his wife that he was
going to Bermuda—"

It was Mr. Hopkins who inter-
rupted this time. “I really do not be-
lieve that we need detain Mr. Hart,”
he said. “It is true that Mr. Hart
knows a great deal about computers
and memory banks. Indeed, it was
at his original suggestion that we
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decided—mistakenly, as it now ap-
pears—to replace Joe with one.
Nevertheless, I am sure that Mr.
Hart can find something else—be-
sides memories—to occupy his time
—while he is still with us, that is.”
Hart rose and excused himself.
For a moment more he observed
them still looking at him, before
their eyes swung back to Joe. And
not lovingly, either. They were cer-
tainly not a happy bunch right now.
Still, they might not fire Thom
Hart after all. They just might keep
him on, as they were keeping Joe
on. But most assuredly they would
never advance or promote him.
It certainly looked as if Thom
Hart had cooked the wrong goose.

NEXT MONTH...

2 HONOR ROLL reprints—

AGATHA CHRISTIE’s

At the Stroke of Twelv

JONIN DICKSON CARR’S The Lion's Paw



a MISS MARPLE story by
AGATHA CHRISTIE

Miss Marple’s outstanding quality as a detective stems from a simple
but fundamental belief: “Human nature is much the same every-
where.” Miss Marple did not have to travel far from her native village
of 8t. Mary Mead to learn about life and to understand the hearts and
minds of people; and then, of course, there was Miss Marple’s added
advantage—her splendid opportunities to observe life and people in so
“intimare” a community as an English village . . . Miss Jane Marple—

long may she flourish!

ASK AND YOU SHALL RECEIVE
by AGATHA CHRISTIE

ND NOW, AUNT JANE, IT IS UP TO
you,” sajd Raymond West.

“Yes, Aunt Jane, we are expecting
something really spicy,” chimed in
Joyce Lempriére.

“Now, you are laughing at me,
my dears,” said Miss Marple placid-
ly. “You think that because I have
lived in this out-of-the-way spot all
my life I am not likely to have had
any very interesting experiences.”

“God forbid that I should ever
regard village life as peaceful and
uneventful,” said Raymond with
fervor. “Not after the horrible reve-
lations we have heard from you!
The cosmopolitan world seems a
mild and peaceful place compared
with St. Mary Mead.”

“Well, my dear,” said Miss Mar-

ple, “human nature is much the
same everywhere, and, of course, one
has opportunities of observing it at
closer quarters in a village.”

“You really are unique, Aunt
Jane,” cried Joyce. “I hope you don’t
mind me calling you Aunt Jane?”
she added. “I don’t know why I do
it.”

“Don’t you, my dear?” said Miss
Marple.

She looked up for a moment or
two with something quizzical in her
glance, which made the blood flame
to the girl's cheeks. Raymond West
fidgeted and cleared his throat in a
somewhat embarrassed manner.

Miss Marple looked at them both
and smiled again, and bent her at-
tention once more to her knitting.

Copyright 1928 by Agatha Christie; renewed; originally titled
“The Thumb Mark of St. Peter”
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“It is true, of course, that I have
lived what is called a very unevent-
ful life, but I have had a lot of ex-
periences in solving different little
problems that have arisen. Some
of them have been really quite in-
genious, but it would be no good
telling them to you, because they are
about such unimportant things that
you would not be interested—just
things as: Who cut the meshes of
Mrs. Jones’s string bag? And why
did Mrs. Sims wear her new fur
coatonly once?

“Very interesting things, really,
to any student of human nature. No,
the only experience that I can re-
member that would be of interest
to you is the one about my poor
niece Mabel’s husband.

“It is about ten or fifteen years ago
now, and happily it is all over and
done with, and everyone has for-
gotten about it. People’s memories
are sMort—a lucky thing, I think.”

Miss Marple paused and mur-
mured to herself, “I must just count
this row. The decreasing is a little
awkward. One, two, three, four,
five, and then three purl; that is
right. Now, what was I saying?
O, yes, about poor Mabel.

“Mabel was my niece. A nice girl,
really a very nice girl, but just a trifle
what one might call sily. Rather
fond of being melodramatic and of
saying a great deal more than she
meant whenever she was upset. She
married a Mr. Denman when she
was twenty-two, and I am afraid it
was not a very happy marriage.
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“I had hoped very much that the
attachment would not come to any-
thing, for Mr. Denman was a man
.of very violent temper—not the kind
of man who would be patient with
Mabel’s foibles—and I also learned
that there was insanity in his family.
However, girls were just as obsti-
nate then as they are now, and as
they always will be, And so Mabel
married him.

“I didn’t see very much of her
after her marriage. She came to stay
with me once or twice, and they
asked me there several times, but as
a matter of fact, I am not very fond
of staying in other people’s houses,
and I always managed to make some
excuse. They had been married ten
years when Mr. Denman died sud-
denly. There were no children, and
he left all his money to Mabel.

“I wrote, of course, and offered
to come to Mabel if she wanted me;
but she wrote back a very sensible
letter, and I gathered that she was
not altogether overwhelmed by
grief. I thought that was only natu-
ral, because I knew they had not
been getting on together for some
time.

“It was not until about three
months afterwards that I got a most
hysterical letter from Mabel, beg-
ging me to come to her, and saying
that things were going from bad to
worse, and she couldn’t stand it
much longer.

“So, of course,” Miss Marple went
on, “I put Clara on board wages and
sent the plate and the King Charles
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tankard to the bank, and I went off
at once. I found Mabel in a very
nervous state. The house, Myrtle
Dene, was a fairly large one, very
‘comfortably furnished. There was a
cook and a house-parlormaid as well
as a nurse-attendant to look after old
Mr. Denman, Mabel’s husband’s fa-
ther, who was what is called ‘not
quite right in the head.” Quite peace-
ful and well-behaved, but distinctly
odd at times. As I say, there was in-
sanity in the family.

“I was really shocked to see the
change in Mabel. She was a mass of
nerves, twitching all over, yet I had
the greatest difficulty in making her
tell me what the trouble was. I got
it, as one always does get at these
things, indirectly. I asked her about
some friends of hers she was always
mentioning in her letters, the Gal-
laghers.

“She said, to my surprise, that she
hardly ever saw them nowadays.
Other friends whom I mentioned
elicited the same remark. I spoke to
her then of the folly of shutting her-
self up and brooding, and especially
of the silliness of cutting herself
adrift from her friends. Then she
came bursting out with the truth.

““It is not my doing, it is theirs.
There is not a soul in the place who
will speak to me now. When I go
down the High Street they all get
out of the way so that they shan’t
have to meet me or speak to me. I
am like a kind of leper. It is awful,
and I can’t bear it any longer. I shall
have to sell the house and go

abroad. Yet why should I be driven
away from home like this? I have
done nothing.’

“I was more disturbed than I can
tell you. I was knitting a comforter
for old Mrs. Hay at the time, and in
my perturbation I dropped two
stitches and never discovered it un-
til long after.

“‘My dear Mabel,’ I said, ‘you
amaze me. But what is the cause of
all this?’

“Even as a child Mabel was always
difficult. I had the greatest difficulty
in getting her to give me a straight-
forward answer to my question. She
would only say vague things about
talk and idle people who had noth-
ing better to do than gossip, and
people who put ideas into other peo-
ple’s heads.

“*“That is all quite clear to me,’ I
said. “There is evidently some story
being circulated about you. But what
that story is you must know as well
as anyone. And you are going to tell
me.

““It is so wicked,” moaned Mabel.

“‘Of course it is wicked, I said
briskly. “There is nothing that you
can tell me about people’s minds
that would astonish or surprise me.
Now, Mabel, will you tell me in
plain English what people are say-
ing about you?’

“Then it all came out.

“It seemed that Goffrey Denman’s
death, being quite sudden and unex-
pected, gave rise to various rumors.
In fact—and in plain English as I
had put it to her—people were say-
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ing that she had poisoned her hus-
band.

“Now, as I expect you know,
there is nothing more cruel than
talk, and there is nothing more dif-
ficult to combat. When people say
things behind your back there is
nothing you can refute or deny, and
the rumors go on growing and
growing, and no one can stop them.

“I was quite certain of one thing:
Mabel was quite incapable of poison-
ing anyone. And I didn’t see why
life should be ruined for her and her
house made unbearable just because
in all probability she had been doing
something silly and foolish.

““There is no smoke without
fire,’ I said. ‘Now, Mabel, you have
got to tell me what started people off
on this tack. There must have been
something.

“Mabel was very incoherent, and
declared there was nothing—noth-
ing at all, except, of course, that
Geoffrey’s death had been very sud-
den. He had seemed quite well at
supper that evening, and had taken
violently ill in the night. The doc-
tor had been sent for, but the poor
man had died a few minutes after
the doctor’s arrival. Death had been
thought to be the result of eating
poisoned mushrooms.

“‘Well, I said, ‘I suppose a sud-
den death of that kind might start
tongues wagging, but surely not
without some additional facts. Did
you have a quarrel with Geoffrey or
anything of that kind?’

“She admitted that she had had a

quarrel with him on the preceding

“morning at breakfast time.

“ ‘And the servants heard it, I sup-
pose?’ I asked.

““They weren't in the room.’

“*No, my dear,’ I said, ‘but they
were probably near the door out-
side.’

“I knew the carrying power of
Mabel’s high-pitched, hysterical
voice only too well. Geoffrey Den-
man, too, was a man given to raising
his voice loudly when angry.

““What did you quarrel about?’
I asked.

“‘Oh, the usual things. It was al-
ways the same things over and over
again. Some little thing would start
us off, and then Geoffrey became
impossible and said abominable
things, and I told him what I
thought of him.

““There had been a lot of quarrel-

ing, then?’ I said.

“‘It wasn’t my fault—’

“‘My dear child,’ I said, ‘it does-
n’t matter whose fault it was. That
is not what we are discussing. In a
place like this everybody’s private
affairs are more or less public prop-
erty. You and your husband were
always quarreling. You had a par-
ticularly bad quarrel one morning,
and that night your husband died
suddenly and mysteriously. Is that
all, or is there anything else?’

“‘I don’t know what you mean by
anything else, said Mabel sullenly.

“‘Just what I say, my dear. If you
have done anything silly, don’t for
heaven’s sake keep it back now. I
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only want to do what I can to help
ou.’

“‘Nothing and nobody can help,’
said Mabel wildly, ‘except death.’

“ ‘Have a little more faith in Prov-
idence, dear,’ I said. “‘Now then, Ma-
bel, I know perfectly well there s
something else that you are keeping
back.’

“I always did know, even when
she was a child, when she was not
telling me the whole truth. It took a
long time, but I got it out of her at
last. She had gone down to the
pharmacist’s that morning and had
bought some arsenic. She had had,
of course, to sign the book for it.
Naturally, the pharmacist had
talked.

“‘Who is your doctor?’ I asked.

“‘Dr. Rawlinson.’

“I knew him by sight. Mabel had
pointed him out to me the previous
day. To put it in perfectly plain lan-
guage, he was what I would describe
as an old dodderer. I have had too
much experience of life to believe in
the infallibility of doctors. Some of
them are clever men and some of
them are not, and half the time the
best of them don’t know what is the
matter with you. I have no truck
with doctors and their medicines
myself.

“I thought things over, and then
I put on my bonnet and went to call
on Dr. Rawlinson. He was just
what I had thought him—a nice old
man, kindly, vague, and so short-
sighted as to be pitiful, slightly deaf,

and, withal, touchy and sensitive to
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the last degree. He was on his high
horse at once when I mentioned
Geoffrey Denman’s death, talked
for a long time about various kinds
of fungi, edible and otherwise.

“He had questioned the cook, and
she had admitted that one or two of
the mushrooms cooked had been ‘a
little queer,’ but as the shop had sent
them she thought they must be all
right. The more she thought about
them since, the more she was con-
vinced that their appearance was
unusual.

“‘She would be, I said. “They
would start by being quite like
mushrooms in appearance, and they
would end by being orange with
purple spots. There is nothing that
type of woman cannot remember if
she tries.

“I gathered that Denman had
been past speech when the doctor
got to him. He was incapable of
swallowing, and had died within a
few minutes. The doctor seemed
perfectly satisfied with the certificate
he had given. But how much of that
was obstinacy and how much of it
was genuine belief I could not be
sure.

“I went straight home and asked
Mabel quite frankly why she had
bought arsenic.

“‘You must have had some idea
in your mind,’ I pointed out.

“Mabel burst into tears. ‘I wanted
to make away with myself,’ she
moaned. ‘1 was too unhappy. I
thought I would end it all’

“‘Have you the arsenic still?’

SHALL RECEIVE
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“‘No, I threw it away.’

“I sat there turning things over
and over in my mind.

“‘What happened when he was
taken ill? Did he call you?’

“‘No.’ She shook her head. ‘He
rang the bell violently. He must
have rung several times. At last
Dorothy, the house-parlormaid,
heard it, and she waked the cook up,
and they came down. When Doro-
thy saw him she was frightened. He
was rambling and delirious. She
left the cook with him and came
rushing to me. I got up and went to
him. Of course I saw at once he was
dreadfully ill.

“Unfortunately Brewster, who
looks after old Mr. Denman, was
away for the night, so there was no
one who knew what to do. I sent
Dorothy off for the doctor, and cook
and.I stayed with him, but after a
few minutes I couldn’t bear it any
longer; it was too dreadful. I ran
back to my room and locked the
door.’

““Very selfish and unkind of
you,’ I said; ‘and no doubt that con-
duct of yours has done nothing to
help you since, you may be sure of
that. Cook will have repeated it ev-
ierywhere. Well, well, this is a bad
business.’

“Next I spoke to the servants. The
cook wanted to tell me about the
mushrooms, but I stopped her. I
was tired of those mushrooms. In-
stead, I questioned both of them
very closely about their master’s
condition on that night. They both
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agreed that he seemed to be in great
agony, that he was unable to swal-
low, and he could only speak in a
strangled voice, and when he did
speak it was only rambling—noth-
ing sensible.

“‘What did he say when he was
rambling?’ I asked curiously.

“‘Something about some fish,
wasn’t it?’ the cook said, turning to
the other.

“Dorothy agreed.

“‘A heap of fish,” she said; ‘some
nonsense like that. I could see at
once he wasn’t in his right mind,
poor gentleman.’

“There didn’t seem to be any
sense to be made out of that. As a
last resource I went up to see
Brewster, who was a gaunt, middle-
aged woman of about fifty.

“‘It is a pity that I wasn’t there
that night,’ she said. ‘Nobody seems
to have tried to do anything for him
until the doctor came.

“‘T suppose he was delirious,’ I
said doubtfully; ‘but that is not a
symptom of ptomaine poisoning, is
16

“‘It depends,’ said Brewster.

“I asked her how her patient was
getting on.

“She shook her head.

“‘He is pretty bad,” she said.

“‘Weak ?’

“‘Oh, no, he is strong enough
physically—all but his eyesight. That
is failing badly. He may outlive all
of us, but his mind is failing very
fast now. I have already told both
Mr. and Mrs. Denman that he ought
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to be in an institution, but Mrs. Den-
man wouldn’t hear of it.’

“I will say for Mabel that she al-
ways had a kindly heart.

“Well, there the thing was. I
thought it over in every aspect, and
at last I decided that there was only
one thing to be done. In view of the
rumors that were going about, per-
mission must be applied for to ex-
hume the body, and a proper post-
mortem must be made and lying
tongues quietened once and for all.
Mabel, of course, made a fuss, most-
ly on sentimental grounds—disturb-
ing the dead man in his peaceful
grave,\and so on—but I was firm.

“I won’t make a long story of this
part of it. We got the order and they
did the autopsy, or whatever they
call it, but the result was not so satis-
factory as it might have been. There
was no trace of arsenic—that was all
to the good—but the actual words
of the report were that there was
nothing to show by what means the
deceased had come to his death.

“So, you see, that didn’t lead us
out of trouble altogether. People
went on talking—about rare poisons
impossible to detect, and rubbish of
that sort. I had seen the pathologist
who had done the post-mortem, and
I had asked him several questions,
though he tried his best to get out of
answering most of them; but I got
out of him that he considered it
highly unlikely that the poisoned
mushrooms were the cause of death.

“An idea was simmering in my
mind, and I asked him what poison,

if any, could have been employed to
obtain that result. He made a long
explanation to me, most of which, I
must admit, I did not follow, but it
amounted to this: that death might
have been due to some strong vege-
table alkaloid.

“The idea I had was this: suppos-
ing the taint of insanity was in Geof-
frey Denman’s blood also, might he
not have made away with himself?
He had, at one period of his life,
studied medicine, and he would
have a better knowledge of poisons
and their effects than most people.

“I didn’t think it sounded very
likely, but it was the only thing I
could think of. And I was nearly at
my wits’ end, I can tell you. Now, 1
daresay you modern young people
will laugh, but when I am in really
bad trouble I always say a little
prayer to myself—anywhere, when
I am walking along the street, or at
a bazaar. And I always get an an-
swer. It may be some trifling thing,
apparently quite unconnected with
the subject, but there it is. I had that
text pinned over my bed when I was
a girl: Ask and you shall receive.

“On the morning that I am telling
you about, I was walking along the
High Street, and 1 was praying
hard. 1 shut my eyes, and when I
opened them, what do you think
was the first thing that I saw?”

Five faces with varying degrees of
interest were turned to Miss Marple.
It may be safely assumed, however,
that no one would have guessed the
answer to the question right.
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“I saw,” said Miss Marple impres-
sively, “the window of the fishmon-
ger’s shop. There was only one
thing in it—a fresh haddock.”

She looked round triumphantly.

“Oh, my God!” said Raymond
West. “An answer to prayer—a fresh
haddock!”

“Yes, Raymond,” said Miss Mar-
ple severely, “and there is no need to
be profane about it. The hand of
God is everywhere. The first thing I
saw were the black spots—the marks
of St. Peter’s thumb. That is the leg-
end, you know. St. Peter’s thumb.
And that brought things home to
me. I needg¢d faith, the ever-true
faith of St. Peter. I connected the
two things together—faith and fish.”

Sir Henry blew his nose rather
hurriedly. Joyce bit her lip.

“Now what did that bring to my
mind? Of course, both the cook and
the house-parlormaid had men-
tioned fish as being one of the
things spoken of by the dying man.
I was convinced, absolutely con-
vinced, that there was some solution
of the mystery to be found in these

words. I went home determined to -

get to the bottom of the matter.”

She paused.

“Has it ever occurred to you,” the
old lady went on, “how much we go
by what is called, I believe, the con-
text? There is a place on Dartmoor
called Grey Wethers. If you were
talking to a farmer there and men-
tioned Grey Wethers, he would
probably conclude that you were
speaking of these stone circles, yet it
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is possible that you might be speak-
ing of the atmosphere; and in the
same way, if you were meaning the
stone circles, an outsider, hearing a
fragment of the conversation, might
think you meant the weather. So
when we repeat a conversation, we
don’t, as a rule, repeat the actual
words; we put in some other words
that seem to us to mean exactly the
same thing.

“I saw both the cook and Dorothy
separately. I asked the cook if she
was quite sure that her master had
actually mentioned a heap of fish.
She said she was quite sure.

“‘Were these his exact words,’ 1
asked, ‘or did he mention some par-
ticular kind of fish?’

““That’s it,’ said the cook; ‘it was
some particular kind of fish, but I
can’t remember what now. A heap
of—now what was it? Not any of
the fish you send to table. Would it
be a perch now—or pike? No. It
didn’t begin with a P’

“Dorothy also recalled that her
master had mentioned some special
kind of fish. ‘Some outlandish kind
of fish it was,’ she said.

“‘A pile of—now what was it?’

“‘Did he say heap or pile?’ I
asked.

“‘T think he said pile. But there, I
really can’t be sure—it’s so hard to
remember the actual words, isn’t it,
Miss, especially when they don’t
seem to make sense. But now I come
to think of it, I am pretty sure that it
was a pile, and the fish began with
C; but it wasn’t acod, or a crayfish.’
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“The next part is where I am real-
ly proud of myself,” said Miss Mar-
ple, “because, of course, I don’t
know anything about drugs—nasty,
dangerous things I call them. I have
got an old recipe of my grand-
mother’s for tansy tea that is worth
any amount of your drugs.

“But I knew that there were sev-
eral medical volumes in the house,
and in one of them there was an
index of drugs. You see, my idea
was that Geoffrey had taken some
particular poison, and was trying to
say the name of it.

“Well, I looked down the list of
H’s, beginning He. Nothing there
that sounded likely; then I began on
the P’s, and almost at once I came to
—what do you think?”

She looked round, postponing her
moment of triumph.

“Pilocarpine. Can’t you under-
stand a man who could hardly
speak trying to drag that word out?
What would that sound like to a
cook who had never heard the
word? Wouldn't it convey the im-
pression ‘pile of carp?’”

“By Jove!” said Sir Henry.

“I should never had hit upon
that,” said Dr. Pender.

“Most interesting,” said Mr. Peth-
erick. “Really most interesting.”

“I turned quickly to the page in-
dicated in the index. I read about
pilocarpine and its effect on the eyes
and other things that didn’t seem to
have any bearing on the case, but at
last I came to a most significant
phrase: Has been tried with success

as an antidote for atropine poison-
ing.
“I can't tell you the light that
dawned on me then. I never had
thought it likely that Geoffrey Den-
man would commit suicide. No,
this new solution was not only pos-
sible, but I was absolutely sure it was
the correct one—because all the
pieces fitted in logically.”

“I am not going to try to guess,”
said Raymond. “Go on, Aunt Jane,
and tell us what was so startlingly
clear to you.”

“I don’t know anything about
medicine, of course,” said Miss Mar-
ple, “but I did happen to know this,
that when my eyesight was failing,
the doctor ordered me drops with
atropine sulphate in them. I went
straight upstairs to old Mr. Den-
man’s room. I didn’t beat about the
bush.

“‘Mr. Denman,’ I said, ‘I know
everything. Why did you poison
your son?’

“He looked at me for a minute or
two—rather a handsome old man
he was, in his way—and then he
burst out laughing. It was one of the
most vicious laughs I have ever
heard. I can assure you it made my
flesh creep. I had only heard any-
thing like it once before, when poor
Mrs. Jones went off her head.

“‘Yes,” he said, ‘I got even with
Geoflrey. I was too clever for Geof-
frey. He was going to put me away,
was he? Have me shut up in an
asylum? I heard them talking about
it. Mabel is a good girl—Mabel stuck
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up for me, but I knew she wouldn’t
be able to stand up against Geoffrey.
In the end he would have his own
way; he always did. But I settled
him—TI settled my kind, loving son!
Ha, ha! I crept down in the night. It
was quite easy. Brewster was away.
My dear son was asleep; he had a
glass of water by the side of his bed;
he always woke up in the middle of
the night and drank it off.

“‘I poured it away—ha, ha!—and
I emptied the bottle of eye drops
into the glass. He would wake up
and swill it down before he knew
what it was. There was only a table-
spoonful of it—quite enough, quite
enough. And so he did! They came
to me in the morning and broke it
to me very gently. They were afraid
it would upset me. Ha, hal’

“Well,” said Miss Marple, “that is
the end of the story. Of course, the
poor old man was put in an asylum.
He wasn’t really responsible for
what he had done, and the truth was
known, and everyone was sorry for
Mabel and could not do enough to
make up to her for the unjust suspi-
cions they had had. But if it hadn’t
been for Geoffrey realizing what
the stuff was he had swallowed and
trying to get everybody to get hold
of the antidote without delay, it
might never have been found out. I
believe there are very definite symp-
toms with atropine poisoning—di-
lated pupils of the eyes, and all that;
but, of course, as I have said, Dr.
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Rawlinson was very short-sighted,
poor old man.

“And in the same medical book
which I went on reading—and some
of it was most interesting—it gave
the symptoms of ptomaine poison-
ing and they are not unlike—pto-
maine and atropine poisoning, I
mean. But I can assure you I have
never seen a pile of fresh haddock
without thinking of the thumb
mark of St. Peter.”

There was a very long pause.

“My dear friend,” said Mr.
Petherick. “My very dear friend,
you really are amazing.”

“I shall recommend Scotland
Yard to come to you for advice,”
said Sir Henry.

“Well, at all events, Aunt Jane,”
said Raymond, “there is one thing
that you don’t know.”

“Oh, yes, I do, dear,” said Miss
Marple. “It happened just before
dinner, didn’t it? When you took
Joyce out to admire the sunset. It is
a very favorite place, that. There by
the jasmine hedge. That is where
the milkman asked Annie if he
could put up the banns.”

“Dash it all, Aunt Jane,” said
Raymond, “don’t spoil all the ro-
mance. Joyce and I aren’t like the
milkman and Annie.”

“That is where you make a mis-
take, dear,” said Miss Marple. “Ev-
erybody is very much alike, really.
But fortunately, perhaps, they don’t
realize it.”

‘O



A pair of SECOND PRIZE stories
from the CWA contest

On November 15, 1965 we inaugurated a special short-story contest for
members of CW A (Crime Writers Association of England ). T he con-
test closed on May 16, 1966.

Last month we gave you the winner of the First Prize—Christianna
Brand’s “Twist for Twist.” This month we offer you two of the five
Second Prize winners—Miriam Sharman’s “Battle of Wits” and Colin
Watson’s “Return to Base.”

Miriam Sharman’s “Battle of Wits” has only one scene and two char-
acters (a very important character is offstage ). There is no action in the
sense of chase—all the “movement” is in or directly outside a single
room, as if it were a one-act play; and yet the story is packed with

" suspense, full of tantalizing and unexpected developments. You will
feel as if you were sitting in the front row of a theater, just below the
stage, on the edge of your seat, on 'tec tenterhooks, caught in a deadly,

and diabolical duel of wits ...

BATTLE OF WITS

by MIRIAM

S THE DUSK OF A SUMMER EVENING
A took its reluctant departure,
the Headmaster drew the curtains
across the French doors and
switched on the lamp, angling the
shaft of light onto his desk. The
room, now framed in deep shadows,
suited his mood of quiet contempla-
tion—which was almost immedi-
ately shattered by the unexpected,
unremitting ringing of the doorbell.

The visitor was a tall lean man in
his late forties, wearing a loose light-
weight coat. He was hatless, an in-

77

SHARMAN

formality that brought a frown to
the Headmaster’s brow.

“You are Richard Lumsden ?” the
stranger asked.

At least, the Headmaster thought,
the voice was that of an educated
man. He nodded. “You wish to see
me?”

The beam of light from the study
signaled the way. The visitor en-
tered, followed by the Headmaster,
silently disapproving. They seated
themselves at the desk, facing each
other.
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“You're a parent of one of the
boys here?” Lumsden asked po-
litely. His eyes flickered with annoy-
ance at the other’s silence. The man’s
pale, narrow face was expression-
less, his body taut. His air of remote-
ness was disturbing. “School busi-
ness had better be left until my suc-
cessor moves in,” the Headmaster
said. “My authority here is at an
end.”

“My name is Dean.”

“Dean.” Lumsden echoed
name, suddenly wary.

“Gregory Dean.”

“Ah, the actor!” Lumsden smiled.
There was no answering smile, only
the cold steady stare. Lumsden
glanced toward the fireplace, then
immediately regretted his instinctive
reaction.

Dean was across the room in a mo-
ment, studying the framed photo-
graphs on the wall, one of which
finally held his attention. He eased
it off the wall with his gloved hands,
brought it back to the desk, and
thrust itat the Headmaster.

“The school Dramatic Society,”
Lumsden murmured.

Dean jabbed at the face of a four-
teen-year-old boy.

“A most distressing business,” the
Headmaster said quietly. His relief
at placing his visitor in context was
lessened by the man’s odd behavior.
Lumsdcn felt impelled to elabor-

e. “Among younger children, of
course, it is not uncommon, this
petty pilfering. They grow out of it.
But with a boy of fourteen—" He

the

shook his head regretfully. “And he
had been warned several times.”

Dean maintained his unnerving
silence. Lumsden felt the stirrings of
anger. “If you have nothing to say,
Mr. Dean, I must ask you to leave.
I still have some odds and ends to
clear up.”

In his determination to sound nat-
ural he explained rather too care-
fully. “I'm taking a leisurely tour
abroad. No doubt to you the pros-
pect of travel is not especially attrac-
tive. But I am looking forward to
it. Yes, indeed, I have a carefully
planned itinerary—

“I'm sure you have,” Dean inter-
rupted curtly. “Everything accord-
ing to plan. And at what stage did
you plan to get rid of my boy ?”

The Headmaster was taken aback
by this frontal attack. “What are you
talking about? Your boy is an incor-
rigible thief. It was unfair to the
others to keep him here.” He added
with a note of reproof, “I wrote and
told you of my decision.”

“Your letter was forwarded to me
in Belgrade. They put in my under-
study. I flew back immediately.”

Lumsden was relieved at the
more rational turn of the conversa-
tion. “Well,” he said mildly, “That
was scarcely my responsibility.”

“Your responsibility was of a
very different order. Why did you
not ask me to come and take the
boy away quietly, without making
any fuss?” Dean’s voice trembled.
“Why did you exvel him before the
whole school 7
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Dean’s eyes, glittering now with
hostility, forced the Headmaster to
choose his next words carefully.
“The boy had been given previous
chances—indeed, some of the mas-
ters had intervened in his behalf on
several occasions. And all to no
avail.”

Lumsden felt his confidence re-

turning. “His final act of defiance -

had to be dealt with firmly—for the
boy’s own sake. I have run this
school in my own way. If you dis-
approved of my methods you had a
simple remedy—to remove the boy.”

“I wish to God I had.” The bitter
passion in the words startled Lums-
den. Dean continued more quietly,
“But my mistakes as a parent do
not exonerate you.”

“Come, come,” Lumsden said in
a conciliatory tone. “But I stand by
my judgment. I am in no need of
exoneration.”

“In that last interview you had
with my son,” Dean said harshly,
“you had him at your mercy.”

The Headmaster shrugged. “A
somewhat theatrical conception.”

Dean’s face hardened. “How
many boys have you expelled from
this school ?”

“Not many,” Lumsden replied.
“Only three in twelve years.”

“And how many publicly?”

“What do you mean—publicly?”
the Headmaster countered. “To the
assembled school? With the boy
himself present? One.”

“And because I am a public figure
it got into the newspapers.” Dean’s

face was bleak. “You abused your
power.”

The highly unsatisfactory inter-
view had gone far enough for
Lumsden. He spoke briskly, au-
thoritatively. “If you are going to
be offensive—" He stood up. “You
must go—now. I have a few things
to attend to before I leave for the
airport.”

“You're not going to the airport.”
The gun in the gloved hand point-
ed unwaveringly at Lumsden’s
head. “Sit down.”

Slowly, incredulously, the Head-
master lowered himself into his
seat.

“What did you say to my son
in that final interview ?”

In spite of the gun Lumsden’s
indignation spilled over. “Why
don’t you ask him?”

There was a short pause. The
Headmaster sensed the tremor that
passed through the other man’s
body. At the highest point of expec-
tancy, with the timing of a good
actor, Dean said, “I can’t ask him.
He’s dead.”

Lumsden stared, shocked, at the
gaunt white face. Dean’s bald state-
ment seemed to have effected some
kind of release. His words now
flowed. “I have a small flat in Lon-
don. I called there with my luggage
just before coming here. And there
was my son—hanging from the
ceiling—dead.”

There was, then, reason to fear
the gun, Lumsden thought.
“Dreadful,” he murmured. “Poor
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boy, he must have felt his disgrace
keenly.”

“You broke his spirit—do you
hear me?—you broke his spirit!”
Dean’s misery was almost palpa-
ble. “Useless at games—scholastic
work not high—too sensitive, too
interested in the Dramatic Society.
You could have helped him, but
but you preferred to crucify him!”

The Headmaster suddenly per-
ceived the flaw. “Why haven't the
police been in touch with me?” he
demanded.

“Because I haven’t told them,
Dean replied simply. “First things
first. Why did you choose that par-
ticular moment and that particular
manner of humiliating my son?”

Lumsden hesitated. “You think a
gun will produce the answers you
want to hear?”

“A trick question. The gun is for
killing. You are going to kill your-
self with it.”

Fear was at last threading its way
into the Headmaster’s conscious-
ness. “You can’t force me to kill
myself.”

“Obviously I shall have to do the
actual shooting—but the verdict
will be suicide.”

“If you murder me, you will be
caught.”

Dean shook his head. “Mistakes
come from taking too many pre-
cautions, I have concentrated on
only the basic ones. Nobody saw
me arrive and nobody will see me
leave. It is very quiet round here. I
came in a very ordinary car and

2

parked it among several other ordi-
nary cars, about half a mile away.”

“But you will be an obvious sus-
pect because you have motive.”

“You admit that!” Dean’s reply
was like an explosion.

Lumsden frowned at his slip.
“The motive is irrational,” he ex-
plained, “but it would make you
their first suspect.”

“Suspicion is one thing, proof
another. I've been over all that in
my mind.” He sounded a warning
note. “You have no monopoly on
reason or logic.”

“Believe me,” the Headmaster
spoke feelingly. “I do not under-
estimate you for one moment, but I
must draw your attention to the
weaknesses of your position. If you
think that all you have to do is
shoot me and put the gun in my
hand—" He broke off. The begin-
nings of an idea stirred in his mind.
“Why sit here and discussit?”

Dean’s reply came almost eagerly.
“Because I respect your mind, with
its trained thinking capacity. You
have only to convince me that 1
cannot succeed—and you will be
safe.”

“I don’t possess a gun,” Lumsden
pointed out quickly.

“It’s an old service revolver, un-
traceable. You came across it in
your final clearing up.”

“And how do you propose to es-
tablish that?” the Headmaster quer-
ied.

“No need to try. That’s the sort
of perfectionism that leads to mis-
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takes.” The faint smile actually

held a touch of amusement. “You
and I won’t be present to hear it,
but T'll wager somebody will re-
member having glimpsed the gun
—the power of suggestion is very
strong.”

“The inference of suicide may
come readily to the police,” Lums-
den said, “but it will be challenged
by all who know me. Using a gun
would simply not occur to me—it’s
out of character.”

“If you had a choice, perhaps.
But there was the weapon to hand
—quick, clean, a man’s way.” Dean
paused and his next words came
harshly. “Not like hanging. A
quick death for you.” His voice
rose. “Not like my son’s—my des-
perate, distracted son.”

That anguish was suspect, Lums-
den thought, as if Dean had re-
membered a line from a play. The
conversation must be restored to a
rational basis.

“I am the last person in the world
to take my own life,” the Head-
master said quietly, “especially to-
day, my last day as head of this
school. You are a man of imagina-
tion. Can’t you hear what my col-
leagues and friends will say? ‘He
had planned a long tour abroad to
which he was looking forward
with great enthusiasm. He had the
respect of his pupils and his staff. It
is inconceivable that, at the close of
a distinguished career, he would
kill himself."”

Lumsden had warmed up to this

picture of himself. Dean’s smile of
disdain failed to halt him. “ ‘He was
enjoying the knowledge of a job
well done, of a successful career. He
had been dedicated to his work, see-
ing it not as a job but as a fulfill-
ment. He left the school with its
prestige higher than at any time in
its history.””

Dean’s expression was thought-
ful, but the gun did not waver. He
took his time before replying.
“Take those same points and turn
them upside down.”

“Ah.” Lumsden leaned forward
as if enjoying the cut and thrust of
the duel. Dean’s response was to
tighten his finger on the trigger
and aim the gun more carefully.
The Headmaster withdrew to his
former distance acrossthe table.

“The boys and the staff left here
before noon today,” Dean said.
“That’s common practice on the
last day of a term. Yet you arranged
to spend the rest of your last day
alone.”

“I had a great deal of clearing up
to do,” Lumsden said sharply.

Dean shook his head. “Surrend-
ering yourself to memories, deeply
moved by the good wishes and gifts
of your colleagues and your pupils
—a somewhat sentimental indul-
gence for a man like you. And so,
as dusk approached, a sense of des-
olation swept over you. Years of
loneliness lay ahead. You are a
widower, without family, with few
intimate friends. It was a mistake to
have devoted yourself so exclusive-
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ly to your work, to have had so
few outside interests.”

Dean’s voice throbbed a little as
he went on, “As these last minutes,
amid the surroundings you loved
so much, closed in, the realization
swept over you that the future was
without savor, that life had lost its
meaning—and the gun was tempt-
ingly at hand.”

Lumsden broke the spell. “It’s
weak. How can anyone guess what
goes on in the mind of a suicide?
Your boy, for instance—" His prov-
ocation was deliberate. “You are
very quick to assume that it was his
expulsion—"

Dean stood up suddenly, but the
gun remained steady. “He left a
note,” he said softly. “Like all reli-
able suicides, he left a note, express-
ing his sorrow for having let me
down. He mentioned your big
scene with him and how you had
made him feel there was no place
for him—anywhere. I destroyed the
note because I wanted to play
down his expulsion.” He paused.
“You, too, are going to leave a
note.”

“You intend to forge my hand-
writing?” the Headmaster asked
warily.

“You must know I wouldn’t be
as stupid as that. You will write the
note yourself.”

“You cannot force me to do that,

- Lumsden said firmly. “Even at the
point of a gun.”

It was as if his prayer had been
answered. Now that he felt on the

verge of victory he experienced an
inner thrill of exhilaration.

Dean walked cautiously round
the desk, taking up his position
alongside the Headmaster. He gave
his orders in a commanding voice.
“Pull that pad towards you. Pick
up that pen.”

If the scheme now in his mind
failed, Lumsden warned himself, he
was a dead man. He made no move
to touch the pen or the pad. Dean
seemed not surprised. He placed the
pad in front of the Headmaster and
with his gloved hand picked up the
pen which he then used to punctu-
ate his words.

“Even in your despair, your lan-
guage must be somewhat literary.”
Dean.pondered for a few moments.
“‘T thought to welcome the quiet
years ahead. I thought to savor a
sense of fulfillment. Instead, I find
the prospect bleak and empty. I pre-
fer to cut it short”” Dean paused.
“That’s notbad.”

Lumsden shook his head. “Not
my style—much too emotional.”

“You are not yourself. There
must be an indication of deep dis-
turbance.”

“They won’t . .. believe it,
Lumsden said, with a deliberate
hesitation.

“The police can only go on the
evidence, and all the evidence will
point to suicide. Why should they
look for any other explanation ?”

The Headmaster slumped deject-
edly into his chair. Dean looked
down on him with grim satisfac-

’
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tion. He thrust the pen forward.
“Write as I dictate. Write!”

Lumsden let his words come out
angrily. “Why should I? If I write
this note you will kill me.”

Dean looked at his watch.
“There’s not much time left. The
scene has gone on too long.” He
pressed the gun to Lumsden’s right
temple. At the touch of the cold
metal on his flesh the Headmaster
shuddered.

“It’s a psychological impossibil-
ity,” Dean pursued relentlessly, “to
reject even a few minutes more of
life. You will write because you feel
the touch of death, because—who
knows?—the time it takes you to
write that note might be vital to you.
Something could happen to save
you—aring at thedoor . . .”

He paused with theatrical timing
and it was as if both men were sus-
pended, expecting just such a thing
to happen. But there was utter si-
lence.

With apparent hopelessness, as
Dean’s finger curled round the trig-
ger, the Headmaster slowly accept-
ed the pen which was thrust into
his right hand. Dean sighed as
Lumsden wrote the dictated fare-
well.

“That’s good,” Dean murmured,
“that unsteady handwriting indi-
cates a man in a highly emotional
state.”

The Headmaster, keyed up to the
crucial moment, put down the pen.

“There,” said Dean pleasantly.
“That wasn’t so difficult, was it?”

He tore off the sheet bearing the
farewell message and laid it along-
side the pad.

Now, thought Lumsden. With
quick, controlled movement he
picked up the pen with his left hand
and rewrote the farewell note on the
fresh top sheet.

Dean, perplexed, tense, stood
watching. His eyes flickered war-
ily. “So,” he said. “Something I did-
n't think of—you’re left-handed.”
But he sounded doubtful.

With his right hand Lumsden
tore off the top sheet and placed the
two suicide notes side by side in
front of him. Dean looked carefully
first at one, then the other.

“That’s the one,” he pointed. “The
left-handed one.”

It had started to work, the Head-
master thought, his scheme had
started to work. “How can you
tell?” he asked, keeping all triumph
out of his voice. “Both notes are
legible.”

“You're bluffing,” Dean said
quickly. “You’re right-handed. If
you’d been left-handed, I'd have no-
ticed.”

“There was nothing for you to
notice. I haven’t used either hand
since I planned this piece of mystifi-
cation.”

Dean peered into the shadowy
corners of the study.

“You'll get no help from this
room,” Lumsden said. “All my per-
sonal papers are already in storage.

_Only the clothes I need for my trip

and some of my books are here.
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Even the labels on those suitcases in
the corner were typed by my secre-
tary. There is not a single specimen
of my handwriting in this room.”

He had difficulty in controlling
his exultation at taking over the
initiative.

“This trick hasn’t saved you.”
Dean sounded confident. “When
I've killed you, I'll have time to
search the room. I'll find something
to_”

The Headmaster interrupted.
“You want to check these drawers?”
Heindicated the desk.

“You'd like me to give you a
chance to grab this gun.”

“I've no use for weapons of vio-
lence,” Lumsden said severely. “I'm
fighting you with my intellect, and
my intellect has pointed out the seri-
ous flaw in your juvenile plan of
vengeance.”

There was just a hint of despera-
tion in Dean’s voice. “The main
thing is, I've got the note. When
you're dead I'll use the one I think
best.” His gloved finger curled
round the trigger.

Lumsden braced himself. “Are
you quite sure?” he asked grimly,
“that you're in the right position for
the kill?” He did not dare make any
sudden movement. “If you don’t
know for certain,” he went on with
deliberation, “whether I'm right- or
left-handed, how can you know
which side to shoot from ?”

There was no reply from Dean.
Then, after an eternity, the Head-
master knew the gun had been low-

ered. He waited a few seconds be-
fore cautiously turning his head,
raising his eyes to glimpse Dean’s
face. It looked so different from the
face of the man who had sat oppo-
site him that he almost exclaimed
aloud. The face had become a mask
of total weariness.

Lumsden watched, fascinated, as
Dean, the gun now dangling from
his hand, walked slowly round the
desk, sat down, and leaned forward
slightly as if needing support; his
body was crumpling visibly.

The Headmaster seasoned his re-
lief with warnings of caution. His
superior intellectual power had tri-
umphed, but Dean’s hand still hov-
ered near the gun on the desk in
front of him.

“Tomorrow,” Lumsden mur-
mured, “you will be grateful to me
—grateful that you did not commit
the ultimate crime.”

He had the impression that Dean
did not even hear these sympathetic
words, that in some odd sort of way
Dean was beyond communication.

Lumsden raised his voice as if to
penetrate the barrier. “I am not a
vindictive man, so I shall make no
charge. I don’t want my traveling
plans disrupted by police inquiries.”

He glanced at his watch. He had
less than twenty minutes in which
to get rid of his unwelcome visitor
—and the sooner the better, before
he inadvertently revealed whether
he was right-handed or left-handed.

Dean’s deep sigh seemed to come
from another world.
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“Please—" His voice was little
more than a croak as he indicated
the carafe of water. “A drink ?”

Lumsden just prevented himself
from reaching for the glass. “Help
yourself,” he said shortly.

The water revived Dean a little,
but his eyes were puzzled as he
peered round the room. Lumsden
could even feel a twinge of pity for
the man.

“You must go now, Mr. Dean. I
promise you will near no more of
this.” He eased himself eflortlessly
into his thinking habits. “T'ry to see
your son’s death in the whole.
There’s no saying what further sor-
row he might have caused you. The
seeds of delinquency were in him.”

Wrapped up in his own vindica-
tion, Lumsden’s voice was persua-
sive. “I knew all about him, you see
—his unwholesome devotion to one
of the masters and to Bowen, the
Head Boy. We have to be on the
alert for things of that sort in a
boys’ school. I let him know what I
suspected, and naturally I could not
tolerate a new Headmaster inherit-
ing a situation in the least doubtful.
So I made an example—" He
stopped suddenly. He had let him-
self be carried away. Had he said
too much?

It was Dean who eventually broke
the silence. “Forgive me,” he said
apologetically. “I haven’t really ta-
ken in all that. It made no sense to
me, but I hesitated to interrupt
you-”

Lumsden swallowed his aston-

ishment as the other man again
looked round the shadowy room.

“Before I try to explain, would
you make a telephone call for me?”
Dean asked.

Lumsden stiffened. “That is ask-
ing rather a lot,” he replied sharply.

“It is important.” The visitor was
almost pleading. “May I make it
myself?”

The Headmaster nodded. The
other man drew the telephone to-
ward him, his lower arm resting on
the gun. He seemed not to notice
this—indeed, he seemed not to no-
tice anything, to be troubled, diffi-
dent, drained of all emotion.

“St. Andrew’s Hospital?” His
voice was weary. “Dr. Boyce,
please . . . George Denham.” He
kept his eyes lowered.

“St. Andrews, the private mental
hospital?” Lumsden asked the
question, already anticipating the
answer.

His visitor nodded. He spoke into
the receiver. “Dr. Boyce. Yes, it is.
Please send quickly.” He raised his
eyes to Lumsden. “What is this
place?”

“Michelson’s School, Parkway.”

The visitor repeated the name
and address into the phone, then
hung up. “I'm a patient there,” he
said. “Have been for nearly two
years.”

“Schizophrenia?” Lumsden quer-
ied cautiously.

The other shrugged. “That’s the
label. How long will it take a car
to get here from St. Andrew’s?”
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“Ten to fifteen minutes.”

Lumsden tried to tidy up his dis-
ordered thoughts. “I'll have a word
with the doctor when he calls for
you,” he said sympathetically.

“They send a male nurse with the
driver—the doctor doesn’t come
“himself.”

Lumsden raised an eyebrow. “It’s
happened to you before?—this sort
of thing, I mean.”

“Three times—no, . four.” He
sounded indifferent. “I can’t re-
member.” As he leaned back wear-
ily in his chair he noticed the gun
on the desk. “I—I brought this—did
I?” he stammered.

“You threatened me with it.”
Much as the Headmaster would
have liked to take possession of the
gun, he felt he must not yet make
any obvious movement with either
hand.

“Nonviolent,” the visitor mur-
mured, “up till now. This is the
first time . ..” His voice trailed
off in despair.

“Don’t give up hope,” Lumsden
said. “Medical science is making
remarkable strides these days. What
did you do for a living, Mr—?”

“Denham—George Denham.” He
stirred restlessly, looked at his
watch, strained his ears for the
sound of a car. “Why are you so in-
terested in me?”

“You came here impersonating
the father of one of my boys and
you were determined to kill me for
some imaginary grievance. Don’t
you remember something of that?”

“No, nothing.” His voice sound-
ed hopeless. He gripped his head
between his hands. “Let me try. I
can remember having tea in the
dining room—bread and butter and
fruitcake. Then I was one of the
first in the lounge, so I got a com-
fortable chair.” He slowed down
with the intensified effort at con-
centration. “I picked up a news-
paper—the Chronicle, 1 think it
was. I started to read it.” With a
sigh he gave up. “Nothing after that
—nothing.”

Lumsden longed to believe him
and thus restore young Dean to life.
“When you found yourself sitting
here,” he asked, “at what moment
did you cease to be the obsessed
parent and become the wandering
hospital patient?”

“It isn’t like that—not like a pho-
tographic shutter, one minute open,
the next moment closed. There’s a
sort of no man’s land.”

“Where could you get a gun?”

“I don’t know.” The visitor took
a wallet from his inside pocket,
extracted some banknotes. “I could
have bought it, I suppose—I should
have more money than this.”

Lumsden, nearly convinced that
George Denham was genuine,
asked the key question. “How did
you know young Dean had been
expelled?”

“Expelled? Poor kid—"

Lumsden mustered all his quiet
authority. “How did you know to
come here? That’s the crux of it.
You're faking, youmust be!”
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The visitor blinked. He seemed
more confused than intimidated. “I
—I—" He began to go through his
coat pockets, bringing out a freshly
laundered handkerchief and a
newspaper clipping.

It took a tremendous effort of will
on the Headmaster’s part not to
reach for the handkerchief. The vis-
itor pushed it across the desk.

“Initials, G.D. George Denham.”

“Or Gregory Dean,” Lumsden
said abruptly.

The visitor shrugged as if every-
thing was now beyond him. He
looked at his watch. “They should
be here,” he muttered.

“You must have some means of
identification on you,” Lumsden
insisted.

“I expect so.” The visitor gave
this a moment’s thought as he was
about to stuff the newspaper clip-
ping back into his pocket. Some-
thing in it caught his eye. He held
the paper out to Lumsden who, still
on his guard, took it with both
hands.

The celebrated actor, Gregory

Dean, flew in from Belgrade to-

day. His son, Christopher, was

recently expelled from Michel-
son’s School.

Lumsden’s suspicions flooded
back. “There’s nothing here about
the boy’s suicide,” he said sharply.

“Suicide?” The visitor’s shocked
expression was almost immediately
replaced by pity. “You mustn’t
blame yourself,” he said compas-
sionately.

“How could you have invented
the suicide and the note?” Lums-
den desperately wanted the reassur-
ance that young Dean was still
alive, that there would be no in-
quest to upset his future plans.

The visitor licked his dry lips. His
face twitched. “I—I did that? I
caused you such pain?” He sighed.
“I identify very, very intensively
with the personalities I assume.
Something starts me off—this time,
possibly, the same initials . . .” Sud-
denly he stood up. “There it is—the
car.” His movements were hurried
now.

Lumsden decided on a final chal-
lenge. “I'll come with you to the
hospital and have a word with the
doctor.”

“Yes,
wish.”

The Headmaster hesitated. If he
went to the hospital now, he would
have to reorganize all his travel ar-
rangements, a difficult thing to do
at this time of year. The man had
surely established his identity.

“You’re not coming?” The visi-
tor was already in the hall. “You’ll
getin touch with the hospital?”

“Yes. When 1 return from
abroad.” Through the open study
door the Headmaster watched him
leave. He thought he heard the
faint sound of a car. What was it the
visitor had said about the power of
suggestion ?

Suddenly Lumsden realized he
was trembling and soaked in per-
spiration. He found some brandy

yes, do that .. .if you



38 BATTLE OF WITS

in a cupboard. It restored him to
near normality. Something glinting
on the carpet near the desk caught
his eye. He picked it up. It was a
few seconds before he recognized it
—a stick of grease paint.

He found the telephone number
in the directory. “St. Andrew’s?
Dr. Boyce. It’s urgent.”

The reply came crisply. “Are you
sure you have the right number?
No doctor of that name here.”

“A patient, then,” Lumsden al-
most shouted, “named George Den-
ham.” He kept the receiver to his
ear. His glance fell on the ridicu-
lous suicide notes. The newspaper
clipping still lay on the desk.

The gun? Where was the gun?

“No patient of that name,” the
crisp voice announced.

Lumsden slammed down the re-
ceiver. At the same moment his eyes
were drawn to the curtains across
the French doors. One gloved hand
was parting them, the other was
holding the gun.

It was clear to Lumsden that
Dean, from that vantage point, had
watched him pour a drink, pick up
the grease paint, use the directory,
make a phone call—all with his
righthand!

And now Dean was moving pur-
posefully” round the desk into the
right position—for the kill.




Second SECOND PRIZE story from CWA contest

Colin Watson’s “Return to Base” is written with rare distinction,
with a magic quality of mood, place, and emotion. Like Miriam
Sharman’s Second Prize story, also in this issue, Colin Watson's has
only two important characters (again with one leading character off-
stage). But there is more than one scene, and- more action in the
physical sense.

Also like Miss Sharman’s, Mr. Watson’s story could be a one-act
play; it is equally full of suspense, though of an entirely different
kind from Miss Sharman’s; and while there is what might be called
a “battle of wits,” its impact and meaning and “texture” are again
altogether different . . .

In other words, two stories, alike in some ways, yet worlds apart—
tllustrating again the startling contrast to be found in the warp and
woof of today’s detective-crime-mystery short story . . . Yes, there
are superficial resemblances, similarities in underlying techniques;
but a hundred modern mystery stories, or a thousand, can offer a
hundred or a thousand different reading experiences. The basic prin-
ciples and patterns always persist—as they have persisted these past
126 years; but the genre as a whole has an infinite capacity for varia-
tion—and it is this infinite variety that will preserve the form, and
guarantee that the mystery short story will last forever . . .

RETURN TO BASE

by COLIN WATSON

T 'WAS THE LOOK OF THE MONEY

ing prices. A fourpenny cup of Eng-
]I that broke his long dream of a

lish coffee was doubtless as dead as

return, The sight of the first hand-
ful of change from a pound note.
Note, not bill. That he remembered.

He looked down at the heavy,
elaborately fashioned coins. There
were fewer than he had expected.
But dreams take no account of ris-
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the five-cent cigar.

Half a crown. That was the big
one, with the thick milled edge and
Latin words and a shield and heral-
dic lions. A wheel that had rolled
out of history. He ran his thumbnail
over the corrugated rim. A beer and
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twenty tight-packed British—no,
English—cigarettes, very white,
with a thin, acrid fume, exactly the
same color as his airman’s tunic.
And some change.

“Give me a pack of those, will
you?” He pointed, unable to remem-
ber the name, then automatically re-
called something else. “Please.”

He put the half crown on the
counter and made a question with
the rest of the coins on his open
palm.

“Five and five, sir.”

The money was slicked away into
the cash register and he was left
alone, unnoticed. Well, why not?
The world was just one long street
now. Nationality was no more no-
ticed than the color of one’s eyes.
Even the English, it seemed to him,
were too preoccupied to pretend
their famous magnanimous surprise
at the existence of foreigners. A sort
of beavers’ peace prevailed every-
where.

Professionally watchful behind
his busy-ness, the barman noted that
the thin, worried-looking American
was shaking his head as he grappled
uncertainly with the cellophane
wrapping on the packet of cigarettes
he had just bought. The barman
reached for the packet, deftly
skinned and returned it, and smiled.
He was a little afraid that the man’s
nervousness might swell into some-
thing odd, and bad for trade.

“A bit different from what you're
used to, sir.”

“I guess so. Thanks.”

The American lit one of the ciga-
rettes and inhaled resolutely. He
suppressed the immediate desire to
cough, and tried again. This time
he shut his eyes and tried to will the
effect he had wanted—to draw
through the long tube of the years
the curiously exhilarating com-
pound of mist and smoke and frost
that had hung in the dawn.above an
East Anglian runway.

It didn’t work. The smoke tasted
stale and scented; there was a femi-
nine second-handedness about it,
redolent of dance-hall powder
rooms or of a car lately emptied of
a necking party.

He crushed out the cigarette and
turned to go. He caught sight of the
barman’s reminding gesture toward
the packet on the counter. With a
nod he made its abandonment a be-
quest.

The barman watched the closing
door and stirred coffee for his next
customer. Thoughtfully he slid the
cigarettes into the pouch of his
apron. “They like to be liked, don’t
they?” The customer grinned.

The American’s mind fastened on
the next two facts in the line of his
purpose. He had to get to King’s
Cross station. And taxis were expen-
sive. Almost expertly, he found his
way by Underground.

There was no point in hanging
around London. His journey had
nothing to do with nostalgia. Even
the flight, for which he had saved so
long, had failed to register as an ex-
perience. It had been no more than
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a numb wait between the closing
and reopening of a door.

He asked about trains to Emble-
stone. The name came as easily to
him as if it were a New Jersey com-
muters’ suburb.

“Emblestone?” The clerk peered
at him doubtfully.

“It’s the station for Carding
Down. There’s—there used to be
an air base there.”

The clerk leaned away for hidden
consultation. When he faced the
window again, he held a book of
timetables.

“There is an Emblestone, appar-
ently. But that line’s closed now. I'd
say that Peterborough’s your best
bet.” He sounded like a reluctant
seller of lottery tickets.

“Okay. Peterborough.”

“There’ll probably be a bus or
something.”

“Sure.”

“Return, sir?” The clerk waited,
eyeing the queue behind.

For a long, absurdly impotent
moment the traveler stood clutch-
ing the notes he had taken from his
breast pocket. The quiet, almost in-
different question echoed round his
brain like a challenge on the borders
of death.

“Are you coming back, I mean?”
The clerk had tried vainly to think
up some acceptably American ver-
sion of “return.”

The man started. “I'm sorry . . ,
No, just a one-way ticket. That’ll be
fine” He leaned down, ready to

pay.
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At Peterborough he hired a car,
Long and confusing formalities
were involved before he was al-
lowed to drive, tensely aware of the
task’s wrong-sided difhculty, into
the thronged, narrow streets. Until
he was clear of the city he kept in
second gear. The car felt small and
rigid about him, its engine feverish
and frighteningly responsive.

Carefully he bored through the
husk of the suburbs, heading east.

In the open country he relaxed a
little and let the car roll along in
high. The straight fenland road ar-
rowed ahead into a landscape of
black earth, parceled meticulously
between parallels of hedge and dike.
Flatness, relieved only by distant
smoke puffs of trees and a dozen
steeples that spiked the sky’s edge in
lavender silhouette, gave a sense of
huge distance and universal im-
mobility.

He passed a scarlet tractor that
seemed fixed in the furrows like a
monument. The farm truck that he
had noticed a couple of miles farther
along the road neither approached
nor receded. The only tokens of mo-
tion were crows and curlews bank-
ing and sideslipping across the great
ivory sky like wind-blown pages of
burned books.

He had not eaten for twelve hours.
More. It was now well past midday.
But the thought of food did not oc-
cur to him. His mind was aban-
doned, in what amounted to an al-
most langourous acceptance of
physical weariness and hunger, to
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the contemplation of what he had
set himself to do.

At ten minutes to three he arrived
in the village of Great Carding. He
drove to the end of the main street,
round two corners of the church
into the green, and over a humped
stone brldgc

The inn was unchanged except
for fresh, more garish paint on its
timbcring and a string of colored
lights across the top of the porch. Its
familiarity startled him. As he
pulled round into the graveled yard,
he saw that the wall nearest the river
was still streaked with ivy and
bright bronze lichens.

He went at once to look at the
white-lettered board above the door.

Herbert Coppin, licensed to retail
beer, wines, and spirits in accord-
ance with . . .

Coppin. Not dead. Not moved
away.

He bowed his head and breathed
in slowly. At the end of the breath
came a deep shudder, as if he had
worn himself out with weeping.

The oaken darkness of the bar-
room smelled of snuff and wet clay.
Copper gleamed here and there
among the rafters, sending back the
light from a single-element electric
fire perched in the great brick chim-
ney corner.

The last of the morning custom-
ers had gone. Behind the bar, turned
half away as he gently, dreamily
polished a glass, was a man with
massive shoulders.

“Mr. Coppin?”
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The shoulders swung unhurried-
ly round. The American saw a
broad, countryman’s face, its high
color dark as pottery in the shad-
owed recess of the bar. Again, as
when the inn had come into sight, he
felt immediately the shock of re-
connection with the past. He looked
stralght into the publican’s eyes,
certain of answering recognition;
but they showed only patience and
mild curiosity, the acquired calm of
the server of liquor.

“My name’s . . .” It was ridicu-
lous, like re-introducing himself to
an old neighbor. “My name’s Reider
—Lou Reider.”

Coppin nodded slowly. He smiled
at the glass that he had not ceased to
revolve around the wadded towel.
“Reider. Aye, of course.”

He turned to put the glass on a
shelf. Then his hand was open
across the bar. “How are you, Lou?
It's been a long time.”

Reider had known he would
speak like this. No haste, no gush.
Each word carefully chosen and
presented, like a special object.

Coppin poured him whiskey
straight from the bottle. Reider
could not remember his ever having
dispensed a drink, even a free drink,
without putting it through a meas-
ure; the favor moved him.

“It was whiskey, wasn’t it?”

“Sure.” So it was. Nothing else in
those days.

“Have you been over here long?”

“Not long. Seven, eight o'clock,
maybe.”
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“What, this morning, you mean?”

“Today, yes.” He saw that Coppin
was surprised.

“So you came straight on up
here?”

“More or less.”

Coppin watched him take two
small sips of the whiskey.

“I wanted to see you,” Reider
said. “That’s the only reason why
I'm in England.” He stared into his
glass, tilting it gently from side to
side. “It’s about Betty.”

There was a long silence. Each
man seemed to be waiting helpless-
ly, awed by the thought of what the
other might say next.

Then Coppin leaned back a little
from the bar and eased a thick silver
watch from his waistcoat pocket.

“I'd better close up.”

He lumbered off, frowning. Rei-
der heard the rattle of bolts at the
door by which he had entered, then
the publican’s slow steps along a
stone passage to the rear of the
house.

When Coppin returned, he sat
down by the table to which Reider
had brought his drink. His breath-
ing was labored; the effort to con-
trol it gave his mouth a tightness,
like a suppressed smile.

“You've—you've not heard any
more, I suppose,” Reider asked.

Coppin said nothing. Even a ges-
ture of confirmation seemed point-
less. His eyes remained steady, wait-
ing.

“You and her mother—"
“The wife died five years ago.”

“Oh.” He paused and looked
down. “I'm sorry. It’s just that I
wondered what you both thought
—what difference it made.”

“I can’t tell you. We never really
talked about it.”

“No.” Reider raised his eyes. He
gazed at the old man’s thin rumple
of vyellowish-gray hair. “You,
though—what do yox think hap-
pened to her?”

Coppin made no answer. He
spaced the thick finger ends of one
hand along the table edge and
watched them gently caress the
black polished wood.

“There’s something you've got to
know,” Reider said. “I didn’t say
anything about it at the time. Maybe
I should have but—oh, I don’t know
—it was five, six days before the po-
lice came round the base and ques-
tioned all the fellows. I just shook
my head with the rest. That seemed
to finish it. I guess at that age it’s
easy to mistake the beginning of
something for its end.”

Coppin went on stroking the edge
of the table. He seemed scarcely to
be listening.

“That night when—when Betty
didn’t come home . . .” The rest of
the sentence was like a door facing a
man too encumbered to open it.

The fingers stopped moving. Cop-
pin waited a moment before looking
up. Then he said, “Yes?”

“She was with me.”

The old man nodded calmly.
“And so?”

Now words poured out of Reider.
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“I’ve often thought about it. That
night. I think she was ill. Or hurt.
That might have been it. Over the
years the thing shifts and changes
shape. Bits of dreams get drawn in
and grow. You come to wonder
about things you couldn’t have even
imagined at first. You keep scratch,
scratch, scratching away at the pos-
sibilities and all the time they be-
come more horrible.

“And they sort of change into
memories. Real memories. Things
you believe have actually happened
to you. You wake up in the morn-
ing and the first thing you know is
that you're telling yourself: I'm the
guy—me. It's your very first
thought, morning after morning.
And every time it scares you sick.
Every time.

“And then you think: yeah, but
that was five years ago. Or ten. Or
twenty. But it makes no difference.
Every morning it's like something
you've only just found out.”

Coppin was looking not at Reider
but toward the dark, timbered wall
beyond. His breathlessness had
passed and the big body was quite
still. When he spoke it was with the
quiet, courteous patience of country
habit.

“You asked just now what I think
happened to Betty. Well, I'll tell you.
I think she went off with some fel-
low she’d fallen for. Maybe to Lon-
don, Birmingham—you know, some
big city .or other. Then she got
killed in a raid. Before she could get
in touch again, I mean. She would
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have done that sooner or later. We
got on all right—the wife and me
and Betty. So that’s what must have
happened.”

Reider frowned at his empty glass.
He wondered if he were slightly
drunk. “In an air raid? You think
she was killed in an air raid?”

“It’s all there is to think. All
there’s ever been.”

“But you don't really believe that,
do you? I've been trying to tell you
—can’t you understand. It was me
who was with her that night.”

The old man’s bulk heaved and
subsided resignedly. “Twenty years,
Lou. It’s a very long time. One night
and another night—what’s the dif-
ference? People forget.”

“No! Oh, no ...” Desperation
began to rise in him.

“But they do—they sort of melt
into each other. Look, I'm not saying
she did anything wrong, but Betty
would go out with a different lad
every night. Another thing—you
talked about her being ill or some-
thing. She never had a day’s sickness.
Never.”

“She was hurt. And it was that
night. My God, I ought to know!”

Reider’s outburst left a wavering
resonance among the bottles on a
glass shelf behind the bar. He lis-
tened to it, wondering if it was just
a sound in his own head. Then he
heard Coppin’s voice.

“Hurt? How do you mean?”

“I—I think I might have hurt her.
Her neck. Not meaning to. I would-
n’t have done that. But it happens
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sometimes that a girl gives you the
wrong idea—or you just get the
wrong idea anyway, never mind
how—and you end up feeling mad.
Oh, it’s stupid as hell. Like playing
at God just because you're in uni-
form. That’s stupid, too, but it’s part
of it. And booze—that’s another
part.”

“You'd been drinking?”

“Sure I'd been drinking,” Reider
said wearily. “Could you see me
dating anybody sober?”

Suddenly Coppin felt that he and
this shriveled, middle-aged man in
his crumpled suit and dusty shoes
had been talking of people he had
never known, who had never exist-
ed as far as he was concerned. A
young airman. A girl. Laughing and
quarreling in a village lane in the
wartime darkness. What was it to do
with him?

“We'd been for a walk,” Reider
went on, “out to that bit of forest on
the other side of the base. Some-
thing-or-other Woods, they called it.
I didn’t have a late pass but there
was a place where we could get back
into camp. She came in with me and
we sat around a while out there near
the end of the East runway, and she
was very sweet—you know ?—and I
had to get damned stupid, and kind
of rough with her. Just for seconds.

“You kind of stop thinking, just
for seconds, like losing hold of a
wheel or something. Then I was on
my own and listening to the noise
she made in the grass, going away
from me, and then a Flying Fort

came in to land and I couldn’t hear
her any more after that.”

Reider stared a long while at his
hands before looking up again.

“You know something?” The
eyes seemed to crave belief.

Coppin waited for the lie.

“I've wondered sometimes—now
and again at first, then every
damned day in life—I've wondered
if I didn’t hear her fall just as that
Fort was coming in.”

“Fall?”

“Trip and fall.” Reider gestured
with his hand. The action suggested
a plunging bird.

“I don’t quite—"

“You wouldn’t know the place
I'm talking about. There's some-
thing there that I remembered after-
wards. I want to show you.”

The old man shook his head.

“But you’ve got to let me. It’s why
I've come back after all these years.
Can't you see that?”

“But what good would it do?”

Reider brought up both hands,
held them there a moment as if to
clutch forth words. Foreigners,
thought Coppin inconsequentially,
they always wave when they talk.

The hands fell.

“Please,” Reider said quietly.
“Please won’t you come with me?
Now.”

Again the old man shook his
head, but he pushed back his chair
and got up. He went in front of
Reider to the door. Before opening
it he took down a blue cloth cap and
carefully smoothed it over his
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sparse, tousled hair. Reider thought
how bowed he looked, how slow
and vulnerable.
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Half a mile from the village, tilled
fields and cottages and gardens came
to an end on the edge of the great
gray scar of the abandoned airfield.
Its boundary was a high thorn
hedge in which the rusty remnants
of steel-wire fencing hung like red
crecper.

Reider drove slowly along the
lane that skirted the western side of
the airfield. The first two gaps in
the hedge that once had given on to
service roads were now blocked
with rubble and old oil drums. The
third, nearly twenty yards wide, was
clear enough for the car to get
through. Only whben Reider had
steered past the littered wreckage of
a blockhouse and a heap of rotting,
wire-enwrapped trestles, did he real-
ize that this had been the main en-
trance to the base, busy then as a
city street, white-lined, neat, a-clat-
ter with the crisp footfalls of boys in
men’s uniform.

“They’ll not clear this, not in a
hundred years,” murmured Coppin
at his side. “They say they’re nine
foot thick, those runways.”

Before them lay an immense
checkerboard of concrete, moss-
stained and dappled with shallow
pools. From its narrow fissures
brown grass had grown. The grass
was tall but it looked lifeless.

The car traveled diagonally across
the vast square. The place was
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strewn with chunks of concrete,
some as big as suitcases. Avoiding
them demanded concentration, but
Reider spared a glance now and
then through the side windows of
the car, as if to take bearings.

He saw, far off, the long feature-
less rectangles of the hangars, sinis-
ter geometrical anomalies in the wil-
derness. He saw the turfed mounds
of the old bunkers. He glimpsed
against the sky the frame of the con-
trol tower, bereft of glass and most
of its paneling, like the skeleton of a
carousel.

They were off the square and
turning onto the main runway. The
old man stared in front of him, be-
wildered. He had never seen the
runway before. From here it looked
limitless. A gigantic road with its
own horizon. Lonely and purpose-
less. And he hated it

The concrete rolling back be-
neath them was still faintly marked
with the great red and yellow ar-
rows that Reider once had watched
streak past the belly of the Flying
Fortress bearing him and his young
good luck back from a raid on Ger-
many. He had poured death on
cities jauntily, a boy up-tipping a
bucket of slops in the night.

Reider stopped the car at the edge
of the runway just before the point
at which its surface crumbled and
merged with rank grass and bram-
bles. He got out and stared anxious-
ly across to their left.

“We'll have to walk from here.
Not far.”
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He swayed slightly, Coppin no-
ticed. And there was a grayness
about his mouth. The old man went
to him and laid a hand lightly on
his arm. He felt it shiver.

“Hadn’t we better go back? I
mean, it’s not likely to do any good,
is it?”

For an instant Reider looked at
him with anguished exasperation.
Then he turned and began clumsily
picking his way through the long
grass. Coppin, ponderous but more
sure-footed, followed him.

They went on for about a hun-
dred yards, the ground rising slight-
ly all the way. Reider stopped and
looked about him intently. At the
sight of a cluster of yellow-painted
pipes, jutting from a bed of weeds,
he nodded and bore off to the right.

“This is where we were. Just
here.”

The old man stood beside him.
His shoulders were hunched with
the effort of drawing breath.

Reider pointed. “You see, anybody
in the dark going that way—with-
out knowing, I mean—look, TIll
show you.” He walked on.

‘lNO!”

Reider turned and stared. The
cry had been one of pent-up fear. He
came back and seized the old man’s
arm.

“We've got to see. We've got to
make sure.”

“I don’t want to! Let it be, for
God’s sake!”

“Please!” He pulled Coppin for-

ward.

“But they looked—they looked for
weeks.”

“Not everywhere.” The words
sounded hard, wrought from
knowledge.

Coppin stopped resisting. Be-

tween gasps for breath the low gab-
bled phrases of appeal became in-
coherent.

“Hold on.” The grip on his arm
halted the old man. Reider took an-
other step and knelt. He pulled
aside clumps of long grass.

Coppin saw a sill of moldering
brick. It rimmed the dark mouth of
a pit, four or five feet wide.

Reider dragged away more of the
overgrowth. He worked fiercely, as
though glad of the barbed punish-
ment of hawthorn and bramble, un-
til the whole opening was clear.

Coppin watched him all the time,
using Reider’s back as a shield
against seeing what lay beneath.

When he had finished, Reider
crouched against the sill, gripping it
and peering down.

Coppin remained still, a little way
behind him.

“Can’t see from here.” Reider
stood. There was blood where he
had grasped the bricks. He went to
the left-hand side of the pit mouth
where part of the structure had col-
lapsed into a steep ramp of earth and
rubble. He began to climb down.

Coppin stared unseeingly over the
flat, mist-veiled landscape. He
looked like a man beside an open
grave whom grief had at the last
frozen into mindlessness.
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In the bottom of the pit Reider
leaned back against one of the three
undamaged walls. Intense cold
struck at once into his shoulders,
arms, and hands. For several min-
utes he remained pressed rigidly
against the seeping brickwork. The
air was thin and sour.

His gaze was fixed on a point low
on the wall directly opposite. What
he saw was a semicircular arch,
framing blackness, the vent of some
kind of culvert or drain. He was
still watching it when, without con-
sciousness of effort, he found that
he had stepped forward and was
slowly crossing the weed-tangled
floor. For the second time in his life.

The old man did not hear the
shout when it came.

“Mr. Coppin!”

Reider waited, then called again.

“Mr. Coppin!”

In the echoing confinement of the
pit the cry crowded back into his
own ear. It was like the wail of a
terrified child.

Reider climbed a little way up the
ramp until he could see the old
man's head against the sky. He
drew breath to shout a third time.

The name, though—he couldn’t
think of the name.

At that moment Coppin turned a
little. Reider saw his face. He re-
membered that he had been about to
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call out. It was just as well that he
hadn’t, he thought. The old man
was a complete stranger. And weep-
ing.

Pulling himself forward by roots
and tussocks, Reider dragged him-
self from the pit as wearily as if he
had been imprisoned there for years.
When he reached the level grass
above, he remained on hands and
knees for nearly five minutes, his
breathing quick and shallow, his
head down like an animal’s. Then
he got to his feet.

He felt terribly tired and cramped.
But he knew the first thing he ought
to do was to be kind to the old man
standing silent before him. What
was he crying about, for God's
sake?

Reider went closer, staring, until
the glistening lines down the old
man's cheeks filled his vision.
Strings of half-dried tears, tenuous,
unaccountable. Absolutely unac-
countable. Like the pale fronds of
that skeletal foot, sprouting from
the culvert’s mouth.

He put an arm round Coppin’s
shoulders and smiled wonderingly
into his face.

“Say, you're new here, aren’t you?
So shall I tell you what we’re going
to do? We're going over right now
to that canteen and have a drink.
War or no goddam war.”

I-o-l-
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This is the 306th “first story” to be published by Ellery Queen’s Mystery
Magazine . . . a “first story” with an interesting background—and a
solid example of how a new writer tramsmutes first-hand observation
and experience into contemporary fiction.

The author, Robert Ladner, [r., was 21 when he wrote “Choice of
Evils” and a senior at Gettysburg College, majoring in Sociology
(significant!) and Anthropology. He has traveled and worked in more
than half the states of the Union, “employed in capacities ranging from
newspaper reporter to photographer to commercial artist to detective’s
assistant and from horticulturist to ditch digger.”” He based his “first
story” en what he learned while working his way through his junior
year as @ mechanic and “gas jockey.”

Myr. Ladner described his aspirations in an interesting way: *'When
l was a kid in North Philadelphia I used to sit for hours in the local
barber shop and read magazines. One day I ran across a cartoon depict-
ing structural steel workers eating lunch about two or three miles above
the street, and mixed in among the peanut-butter-and-jelly and bologna
sandwiches was one character whose lunch pail folded out into a com-
plete white-linen seven-course meal complete with candelabra. One of
his buddies pointed, saying. ‘Now there’s a real Renaissance man!’

“T he cartoon haunts me yet. I am aiming for the Ministry, not struc-
tural steel, but the originality, the verve, the vitality of the ‘Renaissance
man’ nags along the back of my mind, goading me toward that same
brand of constructively unconventional thought and action.”

We'll hear more from Mr. Robert Ladner, Jr—you can bet on it!

CHOICE OF EVILS
by ROBERT LADNER, Jr.

AUL TUGGED THE BASEBALL cap against the cold draft of air that ac-
pover his gray crew-cut, then companied Clete’s disgusted en-
jammed his hands deep into his ov- trance into the gas-station office.
erall pockets, pulling his neck in “Would you believe?” said Clete.
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“Cadillac a block long and all it

wanted was a buck’s worth of reg-
ular.”

The additional sagging of Paul’s
body as he leaned against the coun-
ter top was his only comment. Clete
crossed over to the cash register
and rang up the sale, digging the
green stamps out of his pocket and
tossing them on the counter. He set-
tled his lanky frame on the window
sill and glanced at his watch.

“Slow,” he said.

Paul nodded absently.

Outside a woman in a red Cor-
vair turned sharply at the traffic
light and headed in toward the west
island. Clete swung his feet to the
floor as she hit the first alarm cord,
then relaxed as she hit the second,
third, and fourth, racing past the
gas islands and back intc the street
on the other side of the intersection.
Clete lifted his feet back on the
window sill and stared out the win-
dow.

“Looks like rain,” he said hope-
fully. Rain meant a waiver of the
necessity of washing windshields.

“Mmph.” To Paul rain meant
fewer customers and another
Wednesday night chalking up more
figures in the red column of his
logbook. “Dammit,” he said weari-
ly, “if it isn’t one thing it’s another.
Business is bad enough without
rain making it worse.”

“Maybe it won'’t rain,” Clete said
diplomatically.

“Weatherman said tonight would
be clear.”
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The first drops began to splatter
on the enameled tops of the gas
pumps—big drops, fat globules of
water, then smaller drops hissing
on the macadam station surface and
splashing on the signboards, dark-
ening the cement island runways.

“Better get your bike in,” said
Paul.

Clete nodded and moved to the
garage door, yanking upward on
the frayed rope, bringing the shud-
dering portcullis off the ground
and overhead. He stepped outside,
head bowed against the rain, and
wheeled the bicycle inside.

“Seat’s wet,” he observed.

“Close the door,” Paul snapped.
“You want you should bankrupt
me?” Grinning, Clete reached up
and grabbed the rope, bringing the
door rumbling down, slowing it
with a last-minute reverse tug on
the rope.

A blue Mercury sped up to the

-trafhic light, tires chirping as the

driver downshifted to brake the
car. The motor snarled when the
light changed, sending the car slew-
ing around the corner, accelerating
in a squeal of tires and a haze of
exhaust.

“Damn kids.” Paul fished in his
pocket for a cigarette, lit one, then
flipped the match in the general di-
rection of the wastebasket. “They’ll
drive me right out of business.”

“Punks?”

“Yeah, most of them. Lawler,
Gates, Bradley—hell, they all've
been in jail one time or another.:
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Johnny Turk’s brother’s gonna
keep the cops hopping for a year.
Trouble is, I tried to give the kids
a break, you know, give ’em a place
to work on their cars and all. But
no, that wasn’t enough. They stole
my tools, loused up my oil, used
the bays for their carburetor-switch-
ing parties, got the police all hot
and bothered. Drove half my good

customers away. Won'’t hardly no--

body come around here to buy gas
any more.”

“January’s a slow month any-
way,” Clete said sympathetically.

“Yeah, but this slow?” Paul
jabbed a finger at the register. “Less
than a hundred bucks since we
opened this morning. Hell, operat-
ing expenses eat up twice the profit
in that. Costs fifty-five dollars to run
this place every day, and that’s gotta
come out of the profits. We don’t
make more’n a nickel on the gallon,
that’s fifteen cents on the dollar. So
we made maybe fifteen dollars to-
day, and spent fifty-five. That means
so far forty bucks in the hole. With
luck, by the time we close tonight, it
might be only twenty-five or thirty.
But that’s all pure loss.”

Clete thought for a minute, feel-
ing vaguely guilty about the dollar-
fifty an hour he was getting. “Can’t
yougetout?”

“Can’t until at least May. Blasted
franchise contract says I have to stay
in business for a full year, barring
fire or theft. If the place gets burned,
or we get hit, then I can get out. But
not until.”

The rain continued, now a drone
against the pavement, running
down the faces of the mercury-va-
por lamps, turning spilled gasoline
into rainbows on the concrete.

The blue Mercury was back, this
time with an Impala. The two cars
jockeyed for position at the light, the
Impala jerking as the driver rode
the clutch. The driver revved it up,
then raced the engine until it cut
out, tickling the accelerator up to
maintain his confidence. The light .
changed and both cars jackrabbited

across the intersection. Clete
watched them until they were out of
sight.

The alarm bell rang. Clete pushed
himself off the window sill, caught
the green stamps that Paul tossed to
him, then barged out the door.

“Dollar’s worth of regular,” he
figured, looking at the beat-up
Chevy.

“Dollar’s worth of regular,” the
woman said from behind the wheel.
“And check the oil and the tires.
And the spare in the back.”

Clete grimaced, then sloshed the
gas into the tank, tripping the cutoff
valve with his little finger just as
the meter reached the $1.00 mark.
He replaced the nozzle, then

" grabbed a paper towel for the dip-

stick, glaring as the woman banged
out the contents of the car’s ashtray,
depositing a pile of ashes and filter
butts onto the sopping pavement.
Paul was laughing when he came
in.
“What’s so funny?” Clete asked.
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“Oh, the look on your face when
she emptied her ashtray on the
apron. How much did she want?”

“Dollar’s worth. What else ?”

“Figures. You meet the damned-
est people in thisbusiness.”

The rain kept up its wordless
comment, a monotonous tattoo on
the office roof. A police car—Silver-
glade’s one and only—swished by
the station. Clete reached into his
pocket and took out a stick of gum,
carefully wadding up the paper be-
fore putting the gum in his mouth.

“What'll you do if you go out of
business?”

“Oh, maybe go back into electri-
cal contracting.” Paul reached into
his pocket, produced a handker-
chief, and blew his nose loudly.
“Hell, I was doing line work in
Germany during the war, got lots of
experience, and I had a pretty good
job here in town, too, but I wanted
to start my own place. Needed a
bigger challenge, I thought.”

“You got one.”

“Yeah, but not the kind I bar-
gained for. I wanted to find a new
way to run a business, not a new
way togo bankrupt.”

“Think you can hold out until
summer?”

“Summer’s not what I'm worried
about. I already had my summer.
Thing is, from now on is my slow-
est period, and I didn’t do that good
during the rush last year. Just about
made two, three hundred dollars
profit over costs, and that’s eaten up
already, and four months to go yet.”
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It was slow, even for a rainy
Wednesday, although the rain had
slacked off to a gentle misting.

“Clete, think you can close up by
yourself tonight if I left, say, atten?”

“Sure, no sweat,” Clete replied.
“If things get too hectic, I'll give
you a call.”

Paul glanced at his watch. It was
9:30.

The alarm bell rang—the blue
Mercury again.

“I'll get it.” Clete pushed off the
sill and tucked his head in against
the mist as he stepped outside.

The car was crammed full of the
black-leather-jacket set, a flying box
car oozing wisecracks.

“Fill ’er up, little man,” said the
leader behind the wheel. “And
check the oil and the tires and the
battery—the works.”

“Yeah, and none of this ‘quart
low’ jazz. Make sure you ram the
stick all the way in.” This came
from a half-toothless grin and a
long shock of red hair.

“Out,” the leader commanded.

The four doors of the sedan flew
open and the occupants emerged,
some slouching, some stretching
with exaggerated sensuality, some
preferring the half-sleepy heavy-lid-
ded expression of Cool. The mist
had stopped now, so that the only
reminder was a damp heaviness
in the night air.

Clete snapped open the fender
cover and reached in to unscrew the
gas cap. “Regular or high test?” he
asked mildly, depositing the cap on
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top of the pump and reaching into
his pocket for another stick of gum.

“High test, little man, and take
your time. Check everything.”

Clete nodded and deliberately un-
wrapped the gum, wadding the sil-
ver foil wrapper before flipping it
into the trash can on the island. He
unhooked the gas nozzle, nudged
the switch with the filler pipe, and
bent over the tank.

Paul looked up, glaring, as the six
youths entered the office.

“What do you want?” The words
sounded weak, somehow. The red-
haired lieutenant leaned against the
candy machine and lit a cigarette
with a kitchen match, flicking it
alight with a studied casualness that
changed to surprise when the flame
scorched his thumb. The leader
snickered, a staccato sound from a
narrow face, then dug into his pock-
et for a crumpled dollar bill.

“Change, Pop.”

Paul surveyed the crew. They
were silent now; the only sound
was an ominous breathing.

Six to one.

“What do you need the change
for?” Paul asked, aware how inane
the question was, how much it be-
trayed his nervousness.

“Stow it, Pop, just give with the
change. We don’t want to cause any
trouble.” The remark from Red
Hair brought a ripple of laughter
from the group, stifled almost at
onceby a glare from theleader.

Paul glanced outside to where
Clete had opened the hood and was
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carefully inserting the dipstick.

No help there, Paul muttered to
himself. He sighed and reached in-
te his pocket for the key, jammed it
into the register and cranked it
open. The reflection of a sudden
movement in the glass of the win-
dows was his only warning before
the sand-filled sock hit the back of
his head solidly.

Clete glanced into the office as his
boss crumpled over the cash regis-
ter. His eyes narrowed, measuring
the odds—six to one. He replaced
the dipstick and closed the hood. He
would have to outthink them.

“The money—get the money,” the
leader ordered, lugging Paul behind
the counter, stuffing him into the
knee-space of the desk. Red Hair-
moved to the cash register, scooped
out handfuls ef bills and coins, jam-
ming them into his pockets.

“Over in front of the window,”
he reminded the others who moved
numbly, effectively blocking view
from the outside. They waited,
lounging, as Clete finished his work
on the car and turned back toward
the office; then they moved out, a
tight group, intercepting Clete on
his way in.

“How much?” the leader de-
manded of Clete.

“Five for gas, plus a buck-fifty for
oil and a quart of antifreeze. Six fifty
altogether.” Clete was calm; his jaw
moved slowly around his wad of
gum. The leader peeled two bills
from the roll in his pocket, then
dug deeper for the change. Red
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Hair got behind the wheel, the lead-
er beside him, as the others piled in
the rear of the car.

“Stamps?” Clete asked noncha-
lantly.

“Naw, keep ’em yourself,” the
leader snickered as the car spun
out of the station.

Clete stood there a moment, the
license-plate number fixing itself in
his mind; then he turned and head-
ed into the ofhice.

Paul was gingerly disengaging
himself from the knee-hole of the
desk when Clete entered.

“Youokay?” Clete asked.

“Yeah,” Paul grunted. He slowly
hauled himself up, then staggered
to a chair and half collapsed onto
it. “I'm gonna have a goose egg the
size of a grapefruit tomorrow,” he
predicted. He ran his fingers along
the back of his head, wincing as he
touched the sore spot.

“That did it,” he groaned. “First
the business goes sour. Then the
town punks steal my tools. Then the
bad weather sets in. Now this.” He
looked up at Clete. “You recognize
any of them?”

Clete shook his head. “All from
out of town, I'd say.”

Paul nodded, then grinned wryly.
“I'd better check the cash register.”

Clete glanced at his watch. “We
ought to call the police first. They
should be stopped in about five min-
utes, and I want them close to the
center of town before they find out
their car is blitzed.”

Paul squinted at him. “Before
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they find out what and have time
to repair it.”

“That I blitzed their car.”

“Man, you don’t know enough
about cars to blitz their wagon in
the time it took them to hit this
joint.”

“No, maybe not in theory. But in
practice, yes.” Clete picked up the
phone book.

Paul regarded his helper curious-
ly, then shrugged and moved to the-
cash register, flipping the cover off
the “Total” column and checking
the figure on the invoice slip. “Hun-
dred and fifty-two dollars and eighty
cents,” he recited.

“Minus six fifty for the stuff they
bought here,” Clete amended, “That
comes to a hundred and forty-six
dollars and thirty cents.” Paul nod-
ded as Clete shoved a dime into the
pay phone and began to dial.

“Hundred and forty-six,” Paul
mused. “Minus twenty-two bucks
profit, that leaves hundred and
twenty-four.”

Clete paused in his dialing. “So?”

“So I actually lose only a hundred
and twenty-four bucks. At the rate
I've been losing money already, this
is the same as staying in business
for threeor four days.”

“I repeat, so?”

Paul’s eyes narrowed. “My fran-
chise gets broken as a result of a
night robbery—an unsolved night
robbery.”

Clete took his finger out of the
dial. “You mean, an unsolved rob-
bery is cheaper than a solved one?”
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Paul buried his face in his hands.
“I don’t know, Clete. It’s a hell of a
lot cheaper for my business, that’s
for sure.”

“There’s something wrong about
letting six punks get away with a
hundred and forty-six bucks.”

“Yeah, but one way I lose a hun-
dred and twenty-four and the oth-
er way I lose maybe ten times that
amount. Sure, there’s something
wrong about letting cheap punks get
away with a robbery, but there’s
something wrong when a man is
starving to death and going bank-
rupt to maintain a business he
can’t get out of. Hell, Clete, I'm not
asking you to say the robbery never
occurred—just  shift the facts
around a little.”

“Like how?”

“Well, like it happened in the
middle of the night—a break-in in-
stead of a hold-up. Maybe they bust-
ed a side window to get in.” Paul
paused to think. “But you said you
gimmicked their car ?”

Clete nodded, replaced the phone
on the hook, and scooped his dime
from the return slot. “Yeah, I
plugged the vent in the gas cap
with some chewing gum. I figured
the car'd go for maybe five, ten min-
utes before the vacuum kept the
gas from coming into the carbure-
tor.” He glanced at his watch. “I
figure about now.”

Paul grinned. “You figured
wrong. Most old cars, yeah, that
would’ve done it. But that model
Mercury’s got an extra vent in the
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gas pipe, to keep gas from backing
up and over the fender in the sum-
mertime when it expands from the
heat. Sorry, Clete, but they’re good
for a lot of miles before their vac-
uum locks the gas line.”

Clete smiled, a wry smile that was
more grimace than grin. “Then it
wouldn’t make any difference when
we called the cops, would it?”

Paul shook his head. “You know
Nickie Nightstick. He couldn’t de-
tect his way out of a paper bag.”

“So now what?” asked Clete.
Paul did not answer, but walked
over to the tool bench and picked
up a towel. Clete watched him as he
stepped outside, crossed over to a
window in the lube bay, and
smashed his hand through a pane
of glass near the sash lock.

“That’s the way they got in,” Paul
explained, returning to the office.
“Since you closed up after I left, I
couldn’t take the day’s receipts with
me. You left it in a paperbag in the
back room, and they found it and
stole it. They knew where to look,
obviously.”

“Obviously.”

Paul nodded, satisfied. “Guess I'll
be going home, then. Call me up if
it gets busy—right?”

“Right.”

Paul opened a desk drawer and
removed a card file. “Might as well
work on some of my back bills,”
he said. “Y’know, Cletus, it’s sur-
prising how many dishonest people
you find in a town like Silverglade.
Kinda makes you wonder.”
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BEST MYSTERIES
OF THE MONTH

recommended by ANTHONY BOUCHER

Few pleasures can compare, for the booklover, with that of discovering a
posthumous new book by a favorite author; and in 1967, through the
intercession of the patron saint of booklovers (and who, I wonder, should
that be?), we are twice vouchsafed that delight. MURDERS THAT BAFFLED
THE EXPERTS (Signet T3104, 75¢) contains 10 essays from Liberty, 1931-
33, by America’s greatest true crime writer, Edmund Pearson (1880-
1937); 7 seem to be new in book form, and 3 deal with cases which
Pearson never treated elsewhere. The standard of scholarship, wit and
grace is predictably impeccable.

BUT THE pocTOR DIED (Lancer 73-544, 60¢), by Craig Rice (1909-1958),
purports to have been “recently discovered in manuscript form in a long-
locked trunk.” I can believe it; it sounds like authentic Rice—short of
her best, and obviously in first draft, but still bright and foolish and wise
and warming . . . and how wonderful it is to be back in Chicago again
with the Justuses and the incomparable John ]J. Malone!

*% %k THE POWER HOUSE, by William Haggard (Washburn, $3.95)

A national election hinges on an M.P.’s defection—and on gang
warfare in London’s gambling houses. Probably the best yet of the subtly
spun intricacies concerning Colonel Russcll of the Security Executive.

%% %k DEAD CORSE, by Mary Kelly (Holt, Rinehart & Winston, $3.95)

The British steel industry, Anglo-Saxon puritanism, the war of
the generations, Hamlet, and Beethoven’s Ninth are somehow all factors
in this admirable novel by an always distinguished writer.

% %% THE EXECUTIONERS, by John Creasey (Scribner’s, $3.95)

Chief Superintendent West faces a band of fanatics resolved to
restore capital punishment with their own hands.. Effective melodrama on
a strong social theme. And do not overlook Cresey’s finest novel to date:
GIDEON’S FIRE, by “J. J. Marric” (1961; Signet, 60¢).

%%% THE OPERATORS, by Allan Prior (Simon & Schuster, $5.95)
The Big Caper novel expanded to twice its usual length by excel-

lent novelistic penetration into its criminal characters; solid and meaty.
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We have Ellery Queen with us twice: as editor in ELLERY QUEEN’s AN-
THOLOGY: 1967 Mip-YEAR EprrioN (Davis, $1.25), 13th in these splendid
semiannual bargains, with a short novel by John Dickson Carr and 18
other stories, from good to remarkable; and as author-detective in race
10 FACE (New American Library, $4.95), which is in the noble EQ vein
of elaborate deductive artifice, complete with Dying Message and startling -
logical solution.

XX MURDER FOR ART’S SAKE, by Richard Lockridge (Lippincott, $3.95)
Nice understanding of modern art and artists; good puzzle; sound
detection by Lieutenant Shapiro and Dorian (Mrs. William) Weigand.

Yok% THE NAMELESS ONES, by Lesley Egan (Harper & Row, $4.50)
Today’s senseless crimes of youthful violence preoccupy the Glen-

dale P. D. in a good solid procedural novel.

k% STRANGE CORNER, by Mildred Davis (Crimc Club, $3.95)
Odd sort of Hawaiian Gothic (in both its old and new senses)—
persuasive and often chilling. And compare Miss Davis’ notable first novel,
THE ROOM UPsTAIRs (1948; Avon S239, 60¢).

%k DEVIL AT YOUR ELBOW, by D. M. Devine (Walker, $3.95)
Ingenious and well-clued novel of academic malice in a small uni-
versity, by a British author who deserves to be better known here.

Yk UNTIL TEMPTATION DO US PART, by Carter Brown (Signet D3122, 50¢)
One of the liveliest of Lieutenant Al Wheeler’s cases—if you like
your murders fast, brash, bouncy, wisecracking and sexy.

At first blush, Barbara Garson’s Maceirp (Grove BC-132, 75¢), which has
occasioned as much controversy as the Warren Commission Report, may
seem to have no place in these pages, but I feel that EQMM readers are
more apt to understand and relish this remarkable work than the New
York theater reviewers, who (to my mind) so completely missed the
point. You have been exposed in EQMM (and in books, if you've fol-
lowed this column’s recommendations) to not a few examples of the
Mystery of the Absurd, the New Humor, or whatever one wishes to call
those outrageous, unpardonable, magnificent works of savage comedy
which seem so characteristic of the late 1960's. All political considerations
aside, MACBIRD is @ major masterpiece of this New Humor; enjoy it as such.
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Ince again Manuel Andradas, the Photographer—the paid assassin of
the Big Ones, the Corporation, the professional killer who preferred to
think of himself as a “‘nullifier.”” Andradas had two loves— photography
and money; and much as he loved his work (photography, you understand,
not killing), he loved money more. Andradas was a man who always heard
the rapping of opportunity, the knock on the door—and opportunity never
had to knock twice for the Photographer . . .

THE PHOTOGRAPHER AND THE
COLUMNIST

by JAMES HOLDING

ANUEL ANDRADAS LICKED HIS
M lips in anticipation—not of
the killing itself (he took no pleasure
in that) but of the money it would
bring him.

“How much?”’ he asked Rodolfo.

Rodolfo sipped inky coffee from
a small cup. With a touch of malice
he made no attempt to hide, he
said, ‘“One million cruzeiros, Pho-
tographer.” His long lips lifted.

Manuel stiffened. “It1san insult.”

“Do not start that again,” Rodol-
fo said, “about being underpaid and
how reliable you are. This time the
Big Ones have no paying client.
There is no profit to us, you under-
stand. It is all out-of-pocket ex-

ense.”’

“Oh. The Corporation itself wish-
es somebody nullified?”

“Exactly,” Rodolfo said. ‘“‘Hence
the smaller fee.”

“It should be larger, not smaller,”
Andradas argued sullenly. “After

all, for someone who is a danger to
the Big Ones themselves—"

“Enough.” Rodolfo held up a
hand. ““One million is the price,
Take it or leave it.”

Manuel emptied his coffee cup.
He lifted his muddy brown eyes to
Rodolfo. And as he did so, it sud-
denly came to him with the shatter-
ing impact of absolute truth, never
before suspected, that Rodolfo was
holding out for himself a part of the
money the Big Ones had authorized
him to pay Manuel for this murder.
One million—it was meager pay,
even for the Corporation. A mere
$450, North American!

Manuel reined his temper. He had
but two gods, money and photogra-
phy, and the greater of these was
easily money. To bilk him of money,
therefore, was the unforgivable of-
fense. Could it be that Rodolfo had
also taken a commission on Manuel’s
past services, too?
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A searing rage churned in him at
the thought. Rodolfo! That cow-
ardly jackal who inhabited the very
lowest kennel in the house of the
Big Ones! And yet so arrogant and
complacent in his role of lackey for
the Corporation that he dared to
withhold the honestly carned wages
of a conscientious craftsman like
the Photographer! It was intolera-
ble.

Yet Manuel kept his anger hid-
den. One million, though admitted-
ly meager, was still one million.

Looking into the Photographer’s
expressionless eyes, Rodolfo was
reminded for an uncasy moment of
a bushmaster he had once tried to
stare down through the glass of a
snake pen at Butantan Institute. To
conceal a shiver of distaste, even of
fear, he shrugged and repeated,
“Take it or leave it, Photographer.”

Manuel hooked his thumb under
the strap of the camecra case he car-
ried over his shoulder and pretended
to reflect. He said at length, *T take
it.”

Rofolfo laughed. “I knew you
would.”

“Who is it, then?”

The name and address, written
by Rodolfo in a childish untidy
scrawl on the edge of the cafe menu,
were instantly committed to the
Photographer’s excellent memory.

Senhor Enrico Pallas
Corcovado Apartments

Rodolfo tore the menu into tiny
fragments and put the fragments in
his pocket.
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As a rule, Manuel Andradas sedu-
lously avoided detailed knowledge
of the victims he was to assassinate
(although he preferred the word
“nullify””). But this was different.
He said, “What has he done to the
Big Ones?”

Rodolfo shook his head. “‘Just kill
him, Photographer. What he has
done is our business, not yours.”

Manuel shrugged. “How soon?”

“As soon as possible. The matter
is of great urgency.”

Andradas nodded. I will call you
afterward.”

“Do not call me tonight.” Rodol-
fo showed rotten teeth in a lewd
smile. “There is a beautiful new
dancer in the chorus line of The
Three Swords—" He broke off as
their waiter approached, and Rodol-
fo paid for their cafezinhos.

When the waiter left, Manuel
said with little interest, “A new
dancer? She has been kind, I hope.”

“More than kind.” Rodolfo licked
his lips.

“Then 1 will call you tomorrow if
I finish the job by then.”

“I'am flying to Recife on Corpora-
tion business early tomorrow,” Ro-
dolfo said with an air of importance.
“I will be back here Thursday morn-
ing. Call me then, ch?”

“All right.”

“Don’t put off the job till then,
though. As I told you, it is urgent,
The Big Ones are concerned.”

“You can count on me,” said
Manuel. He stood up. “Half in ad-
vance, please.”
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When they shook hands outside
the cafe, Rodolfo left a thick pad
of crisp, inflation-born 10,000-cru-
zeiro notes in Manuel’s hand. Then
he walked away down the Rua do

Ouvidor with the insolent gait of a

monkey.

Manuel stared after him stolidly,
though anger was still a turmoil
within him,

Less than an hour later he had
identified the apartment house in
which his intended victim lived. It
was shiningly new—a tall balconied
finger of glass and tile that rose
gracefully on stilts over its own
parking area at street level. The
name Enrico Pallas was on a card
above a mailbox labeled 12-A in the
elevator lobby. By telephoning sev-
eral times from a public booth down
the street, Manuel ascertained that

Pallas was not at home—at least, .

nobody answered his telephone. So
Manuel took the self-service eleva-
tor to the 12th floor.

There he discovered in less than
a minute that the lock on the door
to apartment 12-A yielded with
pathetic ease to one of his skeleton
keys, thus assuring him easy en-
trance when he should require it.
After checking to make sure the door
was not fitted with an inside bolt or
chain, he relocked it quietly with-
out entering the apartment.

He then inspected the corridor
that bisected the 12th floor and sep-
arated the entrances to apartments

12-A and 12-B from those of 12-C
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and 12-D. The corridor smelled of

frying meat. Someone was cooking
an early dinner in 12-D. At the end
of the corridor nearest 12-A, just
beyond the tiny elevator lobby, he
found a metal firedoor leading to a
flight of steep firestairs.

Briefly he debated secreting him-
self behind the firedoor or inside
Pallas’ apartment and awaiting Pal-
las’ return. Rodolfo had said the
matter was urgent. But positive
identification was more important
than speed; one did not become the
trusted nullifier of the Corporation
in Rio by killing the wrong pigeons.

So Manuel returned to the street,
bought an evening newspaper at a
nearby kiosk, and retired to a bench
across the avenue from the apart-
ment to wait. Running an eye up
the impressive facade of the building
and marking the twelfth-floor win-
dows, he wondered again what En-
rico Pallas had done to arouse the
lethal anger of the Big Ones.

In the fading light of late after-
noon he leafed through his news-
paper, reading nothing, but exam-
ining with a critical professional eye
the photography exhibited in the
half-tone illustrations. On page 7,
the entertainment page, at the head
of a night-life column called Rio
Ramblings, an inch-square cut of a
man’s head attracted his attention.
It was a photograph of a spectacu-
larly ugly man with bald head,
emaciated face, slightly crossed eyes,
and no visible upper lip, although
the lower lip, full and thick, came
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up to clamp repulsively against the
base of a fleshy nose.

Beside the cut, a byline leaped
out at Manuel. By Enrico Pallas.

Manuel’s hands twitched infinites-
imally. The newspaper rattled slight-
ly. So, he thought. A newspaper re-
porter, then. A columnist. A café-
society scandalmonger. This is the
man § am to nullify. With great in-
terest he read Enrico Pallas’ column,
feeling suddenly a smug awareness
of destiny's benign interest in his

welfare. Only the last paragraph of*

Rio Ramblings was at all enlighten-
ing. It read:
As noted in this space before, your
reporter is convinced that a huge
crime syndicate flourishes in Bra-
zil today, dealing for profit in
narcotics, prostitution, gambling,
even in murder. Yours truly is
determined to expose this succu-
bus that feeds upon us all. There-
fore, to anyone furnishing reliable
information about this criminal
organization—the so-called Big
Ones, or Corporation—or supply-
ing a verifiable lead to the identity
of any active member in it, your
reporter is authorized by this
newspaper to pay a substantial
reward and also to guarantee the
anonymity of the informer.
Manuel chuckled. Small wonder
the Big Ones had seen fit to call for
the immediate services of the Pho-
tographer! This Senhor Pallas was
sniffing hungrily at their heels, it
seemed; attempting to suborn their
staff; threatening to expose the in-
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dividuals who made up the organi-
zation.

He folded the newspaper and
dropped it on the bench beside him.
His momentary amusement at the
ambitious plans of Enrico Pallas
gave way once more to a brooding
contemplation of Rodolfo’s perfidy.
For a long time he sat motionless on
the bench, watching the building
entrance but thinking of Rodolfo.

It was after eight o'clock and al-
most dark when a foreign sports car
of ancient vintage turned into the
parking area under the apartment
house with a squeal of worn rubber.
Manuel saw a man get out and walk
toward the elevator well. There was
no mistaking the shockingly ugly
face revealed by the elevator light.
It was Enrico Pallas. Two minutes
later a light came on in the front
windows of 12-A on the 12th floor.
Enrico Pallas was now at home. But
for how long, Manuel asked himself.
Did not night-club columnists spend
their nights in night clubs? Assured-
ly.
yHe hastened at once, therefore, to
the telephone booth he had used
before and made two calls.

The first was to the supper club
known as The Three Swords.

A deliberately provocative fe-
male voice answered his call. “The
Three Swords,” it said. “You wish
a reservation?”

“l do not,”” Manuel answered.
“Can you tell me the name of your
new dancer in the chorus line?”

“I am sorry we are not permitted
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to give out the addresses or tele-
phone numbers of our artistes.”

“I don’t want her address or tele-
phone number,” Manuel growled.
Then he tried to sound romantic. I
merely want to know her name so
that I can send her some flowers
backstage as a token of my admira-
tion.”

“Why didn’t you say so?” The
girl on the phone laughed. “Her
name’s Maria Campos. It’s listed on
the program.”

“How was I to know which name
was hers?” Manuel said. And he
hung up.

Then he called Enrico Pallas’
apartment. Almost at once a man’s
voice answered the telephone. ‘“Hel-
lo. Enrico Pallas here,” it said. The
words had a certain liquid blurring,
no doubt caused by the man’s de-
formed mouth. “Who is this?”

“I prefer not to give my name,”
Manuel spoke solemnly. “I am call-
ing about your offer of a reward in
today’s Rio Ramblings.”

“Yes? What about it?”

The Photographer went to the
heart of the matter at once. “I can
supply you with the verifiable lead
you are so anxious for, Senhor Pal-
las.”

There was a moment of silence
during which Manuel could hear the
man’s breathing quicken over the
wire. When Pallas spoke, however,
it was with an attempt at calm. “You
interest me greatly, Senhor,” he
said cautiously. “What information
do you have?”

113

“It is quite valuable, I believe.
How much is the reward?”

“For what, specifically?”

“For putting you on the track of
an active member of the Big Ones.”

“Ahl” Pallas’ voice reflected ex-
citement despite his efforts to main-
tain a businesslike tone. “A million
cruzeiros for that. But it must be
genuine. It must produce results,
you see?”’

“It will. You have my word for
that. And my niece’s, too.”

“Your niece’s?”

“Yes. She is a dancer. And she has
recently been led, poor innocent,
into a liaison with an admirer who
frequents the club where she dances.
Last night, to her horror, she discov-
ered quite by accident that this man
is a member of the Corporation.”
Manuel brought this out baldly.

Pallas said after a pause, “Your
niece’s lover is a member of the Cor-
poration? Is that what you are try-
ing to tell me?”

“Yes. Exactly. And the reward?”

“Forget the reward for a moment,
Who is your niece’s lover?”

“I don’t know.” Manuel permit-
ted a thread of regret to color his
tone.

“You don’t know! Then why in
God’s name are you calling me?”

“I speak for my niece, Senhor.
Please listen to me. Naturally, she is
terrified, knowing all at once that her
friend is one of the Big Ones—a
criminal, an evil man, perhaps a
murderer. She reads your column,
you see.” Manuel threw this in sly-
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ly, uncertain whether Pallas was
susceptible to flattery.

“Half a million people read my
column,” Pallas snapped. “What has
that to do with it?”

“Only that my niece believes her-
self to be in a very dangerous posi-
tion now, do you see? She came to
me this morning, weeping, seeking
comfort and advice. Her parents are
dead, you understand. She would
tell me nothing about this man, not
even his name—except that he is
definitely one of the Corporation. I
didn’t, of course, know how to ad-
vise her, poor child—that is, until
I saw your column this afternoon in
the newspaper.”

Pallas laughed. “ You thought you
would muscle in on a nice fat re-
ward, is that it?”’

“I merely thought,” -said the
Photographer with dignity, “that
your reward might furnish my niece
with the funds she would need to
withdraw safely from her liaison
with this—this criminal.”

“What does she need funds for?”

“The plane fare to Buenos Aires,”
said Manuel simply. “Or to Monte-
video, where she can get work danc-
ing. She would have to leave Rio at
ance—you understand that, don’t
youp7,

“I suppose so.” Pallas paused.
“Are you offermg to advise your
niece to confide in me, then? To tell
me her lover’s name for the re-
ward? Is that your suggestion?”

“You are very astute. Yes. Juss
that. But if you could tell her the
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reward is of half a millien only—"
Manuel spoke anxiously—"" she will
still think it a fortune.”

“And yort would collect the other
half million, is that it?”

“Why not? I am arranging mat-
ters, am I not? I will guarantee,
Senhor Pallas, that my niece will
meet you tomorrow night wherever
you say—she sleeps in the daytime,
you understand—and tell you the
name of her lover and what he looks
like. Thus, you will be able to iden-
tify him absolutely and have him
followed secretly until he leads you
to other members of the Corpora-
tion—if that is how you want to
handle it.”

“Never mind how I want to hand-
le it,” Pallas said. ““All I want is the
man’s name and description from
your niece.” For a moment Manuel
thought that any suspicions Pallas
may have entertained about the
veracity of the story had been laid
to rest by Manuel’s obvious greed
for half the reward. Then Pallas
added thoughtfully, “That is, if you
have a niece. And this is not just a
confidence trick.”

“I assure you I have a niece. And
it is not a confidence trick. I have
promised to send my niece to see
you tomorrow night, have I not?
And if she fails to convince you, you
need not give her one-half of the re-
ward. Is that not true?”

“I suppose it is.”

“Well, then. You must have the
reward ready to give her at once if
her information satisfies you,” Man-



THE PHOTOGRAPHER

uel said. “Tomorrow night. Because
she will have te fly from Rioinstant-
ly to escape the vengeance of the
Big Ones, eh?”

Caustically Pallas said, “And when
must I have your half of the reward
ready?”

“At the same time. Tomorrow
night. I will meet you as soon as my
niece leaves you.”

Impatiently Pallas said. “I must
have some facts, some verifiable
facts, before I can make any deal
with you.”

“What facts? I will not reveal my
name. I told you that.”

“You said your niece isa dancer in
a night club. Right? Tell me the
name of the night club.”

“The Three Swords,” Manuel re-
plied promptly.

“The Three Swords,” said Pallas
more amiably, “is a part of my night-
ly beat. All right. So far, so good.
And what is your niece’s name? That
is another fact I must have.”

“Since she is my sister’s daugh-
ter,” said Manuel, ‘“her name is not
mine. I can therefore tell it to you.
It is Maria Campos. Have youheard
of her, perhaps?”

Pallas whistled. “Yes, I have. She
is quite beautiful. I have seen The
Three Swords’ floos show a dozen
times.”

Manuel said, “Maria is not with-
out beauty, true. But alas, all it has
gotten her is a lover who is a crimi-
nal.”

“How did yeur niece find out that
her boy friend is a Big One? You
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told me that it was by accident.”

“So she said. But she did not tell
me how.”

After an appreciable hesitation
Pallas said, ““All right, whoever you
are. Tomorrow night.”

Manuel drew a slow breath. Pallas
was hooked. “Where?” asked Man-
uel.

“At my apartment?”’

“That might be best. Any more
public place would be dangerous for
her. She must avoid any possibility
of being seen with you. You can un-
derstand that.”

“What time can you have her
here, then? It is 12-A, Corcovado
Apartments, by the way.”

“Would midnight be convenient?
She can leave the supper club be-
tween her early and late shows and
not be missed for several hours—
except by her lover, perhaps, should
he happen to be at the club tomor-
row night.”

“I'll be waiting for her at mid-
night. You are sure you can persuade
her to come?”” The way he said “‘per-
suade” showed he would have pre-
ferred to say “force.”

“Not a doubt of it. She is desper-
ate for a way to rid herself of this
man. She will be there, never fear.”

“All right. Anything more?”

“Nothing,” said Manuel, “except
please remember to have the money
in cash—all of it. T shall give you
and my niece an heur in which to
express your gratitude to each other
for mutual favors—"" he deliberately
put innuende into the words—*‘be-
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fore I arrive to collect my share. Va
bem?”

“Va bem,” said Pallas.

When Manuel heard the humming
of the dead line in his ear, he slowly
replaced his own receiver. Then un-
consciously he flexed his fingers, like
a pianist who wishes to ease his joints
before tackling a difficult composi-
tion.
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The next evening, knowing that
Rodolfo was safely in Recife, Man-
uel himself attended the early show
at The Three Swords. Grudgingly
he admitted that Rodolfo and Sen-
hor Pallas had been right. Maria
Campos was beautiful.

When the chorus finished its last
number, he sent a note backstage to
her. Written in an untidy childish
scrawl amazingly like the handwrit-
ing with which Rodolfo decorated
the edges of menus while giving
Manuel his assignments, it read:

Darling—]Just stopped in on my

way from the airport to leave you

this note because I can’t stay. I

am home earlier than I expected

and have business to finish, but

I will see you later on tonight I

hope. Flew back from Recife this

evening with a newspaperman I

know—an influential fellow who

writes a column called Rio Ramb-
lings. Do you know it? I raved to
him about your talent and beauty
until he begged me to bring you
to a party he is giving tonight at

his apartment. If he gives you a

complimentary mention in his
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column, it could aid your career
enormously, couldn’t 1t? So meet
me at his place at midnight, will
you? His name 1s Enrico Pallas,
12-A, Corcovado Apartments. I
am sure I will be able to make it
by midnight. See you then, Maria.
Rodolfo
When the waiter nodded to him
that the note had been delivered in-
to the hands of Maria Campos, and
that she had questioned neither its
source nor its penmanship, Manuel
glanced at his wrist watch. It was
twenty minutes to twelve. Unhur-
riedly he paid his bill, took up his
camera case, and left The Three
Swords. There was ample time for
him to reach the Corcovado Apart-
ments before Maria Campos; ample
time to conceal himself behind the
firedoor on the 12th floor and check
over his camera before the column-
ist and the dancer confronted each
other at midnight.

On Thursday morning Manuel
met Rodolfo by appointment in a
small café overlooking Ipanema
Beach. Although it was only noon
the beach was already crowded.

Rodolfo ordered’ cafezinho and
said, ““Well?”

“It is done,”” Manuel answered.
“Senor Pallas met with a regretta-
ble accident last night.”

“So I heard on the radio. He fell
twelve stories from his balcony into
the street, did he not?” Rodolfo
grinned and clicked his tongue.
“Too much to drink perhaps.”
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‘““He wasquite sober when I visited
him shortly after midnight,” Man-
uel said. “See for yourself.” He
passed a small print to Rodelfo.

Shielding it with his hands, Ro-
dolfo inspected it. It showed Senhor
Pallas sitting in one of his own leath-
er armchairs, his eyes closed, his in-
credible mouth hanging open. He
might have been asleep, save for the
unnatural arigle at which his bald
head lolled loosely on his neck.

“What an ugly brute!” murmured
Rodolfo who was no beauty himself.
“We are well rid of him. Did you
have any trouble?”

“None at all. Except that I had
to wait behind a firedoor in his cor-
ridor for almost an hour.”

“Why was that?”

Something changed in Manuel’s
eyes. ““A woman was with him until
after midnght.”

Rodolfo grinned. *“A last fling be-
fore the end. Lucky man.”

““Lucky, all right. She was beauti-
ful, truly beautiful.”

Rodolfo showed interest.

“Yes. A crazy one, though,” re-
marked Manuel.

“Crazy? Why crazy?”

“I listened at Pallas’ door several
times during her visit.”

“You peeping Tom!”

“No, I could not see, but I could
hear a little. She was boasting to
Pallas that one of her lovers was a
member of the Corporation.”

Rodolfo sat erect in his chair.
“What! Why should she boast of
such a thing? Even if it were true?”
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“It was hard to hear through the
door. I am quite sure, however, that
Pallas was offering her money to re-
veal this other lover’s name. At
least that was the impression I got.”

Although his coffee cup clattered
a little when he set it back in its
saucer, spilling a few drops, Rodolfo
asked calmly enough, “And did she
tell Pallas this other lover’s name?”

Manuel Andradasspread his hands
in a gesture of ignorance. ‘‘Some-
body came up in the elevator just
then, and I had to skip back to my
firedoor,” he said. “Do you think it
likely she told him?”

“I do not,” said Rodolfo almost
too positively. “And T'll tell you
why. First, she couldn’t possibly
know for sure that any man, even a
lover, was a member of the Corpora-
tion. All members are sworn to si-
lence in the matter on pain of death,
as you know. And second, even if
she had such information, she'd be a
fool to sell it. The Big Ones repay
such carelessness with certain death. -
As she must realize if she has any
intelligence at all.”

“Perhaps,” said Manuel trying to
be helpful, “she was just an inno-
cent. Teasing Pallas a little. Trying
to make him jealous with her talk of
a lover among the Big Ones.”

Rodolfo was contemptuous. “‘One
does not usually tease a prominent
newspaper columnist in just that
way. Nor does a newspaper reporter
usually offer money to be teased.”

“Is that what Pallas was? A news-
paper reporter?” Manuel feigned
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surprise. ‘“Well, no matter. He has
been nullified now. And whether the
dancer told him the name of her
lover really makes no difference,
eh? Will you show your superiors my
photograph and bring me the rest
of my money?”

“As usual,” said Rodolfo absently.
He was lost in thought. Finally he
said, ““Did you overhear the dancer’s
name by any chance?”

“NO_”

“You are sure?”’

“Of course I am sure. Why are you
so concerned about her, Rodolfo?
Pallas is dead.”

“The woman is not, I might point
out. If she sold information once, or
even considered doing it, she could
do so again. Always providing she
has information. I would like to be
sure of her identity, that is all. This
could be vital to the security of the
Big Ones. Don’t you see that?”” The
Photographer detected a growing
uneasiness in Rodolfo’s voice.

“But you just said you thought it
extremely unlikely she sold Pallas
any information.”

“True. But I need to be certain.”
Rodolfo ordered another cafezinho
for each of them.*“You said you saw
the woman?”

“I told you—unbelievably beau-
tiful.”

Rodolfo said, “Did she look at all
familiar? Had you ever seen her be-
fore?”

“‘She was a perfect stranger to me.
I wish I did know her. She would
make a magnificent model. Such a
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slender waist, stately carriage, en-
trancing face. Oh, she was a real
knockout, Rodolfo. Here, look at
her.” With an air of the greatest
candor Manuel brought out of his
inside jacket pocket a snapshot. *I
took this picture of her as she was
leaving Pallas’ apartment last night.
Maybe you know who she is, Rodol-
fo” He handed the photograph
across the table.

While Rodolfo examined the pic-
ture, his head bent, Manuel re-
called with quiet pleasure the small
comedy he had witnessed the pre-
vious night just before he snapped
that picture through the half-open
firedoor.

Dressed in a floor-length white
evening gown that enhanced her
beauty, Maria Campos had knocked
on Pallas’ door at midnight exactly.
And when Pallashad eagerly thrown
the door wide, she had asked in a
timid voice, “Senhor Pallas?” al-
though anyone familiar with his
picture in Rio Ramblings could not
possibly have mistaken him.

“Your servant,” Pallas had re-
plied with a bow. “Come in, Maria.”

Maria said, “You are so sweet to
invite me to come to your party,
Senhor.” She entered the apart-
ment, then noticing the lack of par-
ty noises, she hung back. “It is a
party? Rodolfo said—"

“Rodolfo?”” Pallas raised his eye-
brows, puzzled.

“Yes, Rodolfo. His note said you
were giving a party and to meet him
here.”
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“Oh.” Pallas beamed, a horrible

grimace with him. “Your uncle. Is
that Rodolfo?”

Maria drew herself up. “You are
pleased to joke, Senhor.” There was
ice in her voice. “Where is Rodolfo,
if you please?”

“I do not know any Rodolfo,
honey. Unless he is the man whose
name you are going to sell me for
half a million cruzeiros.”” Manuel,
behind his firedoor, grinned at how
scrupulously Pallas was keeping
their bargain.

Maria’s’ mobile features had first
expressed bewilderment, then dis-
may. She was thoroughly at sea. She
stared at Pallas, then checked the
number on the apartment door be-
hind him. As for Pallas, he continued
to smile at her, urging her to enter.
And Maria smiled back—a smile of
embarrassment for this repulsive
stranger, of apology, censure, and
anger, all mixed up together. Yet a
smile nevertheless. And Manuel’s
camera had caught the scene neatly
at the very moment when Maria
Campos was saying “I'm afraid there
has been some mistake, Senhor.”

Then she had turned onher rhine-
stone heel and gone back to the wait-
ing elevator. There they were in the
snapshot—the columnist and the
dancer, he in the doorway, she in the
corridor; both smiling like friends
(or lovers?); both faces in perfect
focus; even the number on the door
was clearly visible.

Rodolfo raised his eyes from the
print in his hand, He said, clearing
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his throat, “She 7s beautiful, isn’t
she?”’” He drummed his fingers on the
tabletop. “It would be a sinful waste
to kill her needlessly, would it not?
I think you were mistaken, Photog-
rapher, in what you thought you
heard through the door.”

Manuel shrugged indifferently.
“Perhaps,” he conceded. He was
savoring Rodolfo’s torment with a
blank face but a joyous heart. The
snapshot, incontrovertible evidence
that Maria Campos had visited En--
rico Pallas for some purpose last
night, had shaken Rodolfo badly.
His arms trembled. He worried his
lips with his teeth. Undoubtedly,
Manuel surmised, Rodolfo was grop-
ing desperately in his memory for
any chance word of his, any careless
action, that could have hinted to
Maria Campos that he was one of
the Big Ones. Manuel had never
seen Rodolfo so obviously agitated.

It was time for the coup de grice.

Obligingly Rodolfo fed him the
cue. “She must be an innocent,” he
muttered once more. “For how
could she possibly know that her boy
friend is a member of the Corpora-
tion?”

Manuel suddenly struck himself
lightly on the forehead. “I am a
dolt!” he exclaimed. “Of course.
That is what she meant by her part-
ing words to Pallas last night!”

“What did she say?” Rodolfo had
trouble with the simple phrase.

Manuel replied with the air of a
tolerant man-of-the-world, *“She
made some laughing reference to
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lovers who talk in their sleep . . .

Rodolfo sagged, all the starch
gone out of him. A faint greenish
pallor crept under the tan of his
cheeks. Distraught, he thrust Man-
uel’s photographs into a pocket. He
lifted his eyes to Manuel as though
it was a physical effort to raise them.
They contained both apology for
guilt and mute acknowledgement
of it. He spoke in a strained whisper.
“We—we must kill her after all
then.”

‘(We?"

“You. Please. She is your next
assignment.”

“Good,” said Manuel. I can use
the money.” He played the farce out
to the end. “But we don’t know who
she is, do we?”

“She is Maria Campos, a girl in
the chorus line at The Three

»
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Swords,” Rodolfo said in a dead
voice.

“You know her after all?”

“T know her.”

“How curious,” said Manuel. He
paused. “Then yox must be the
lover she meant, eh?”

Rodolfo said nothing, so the
Photographer went on sympatheti-
cally, “Then we certainly must nul-
lify her quickly. She is a threat to
us all, Rodolfo.”

Placidly then he sat back in his
chair and waited for Rodolfo’s in-
evitable question—the question he
himself was usually forced to ask.

It came at last. “How much?”
asked Rodolfo.

The Photographer smiled. “Two
million should cover it,” he said, “if
you want a quick, quiet, reliable
iob.”

There’s no reason for you to
miss the fascinating reading
of the greatest of mystery
writers. You can find it in
each and every issue of
EQMM.

ELLERY QUEEN’S
MYSTERY MAGAZINE
505 Park Avenue/
Ncw York, N.Y. /10022

Plcase enter my subscription to
ELLERY QUEEN’S MYSTERY MAGA.
ZINE —6 issucs for $3.00.

[0 $3.00enclosed [] Billme

Name.
Addr

Gty e State_Lip o

(Plcase print)




It was exactly the sort of case that “happened” to Sir Blane [opphy,
Commissioner of Metropolitan Police, whenever he left his office in

New Scotland Yard . ..

LAMENT FOR A

SCHOLAR

by NEIL MacNEISH

ORMALLY NOTHING HAPPENS AT
St. Merridue College—that
is, nothing out of the ordinary.
Young men arrive, become educat-
ed in their fashion, and leave to
make place for a new lot of igno-
ramuses. Professors argue small
points with each other in the com-
mon room after dinner, and gossip,
when they have the opportunity,
with remarkable pettiness about
those colleagues who do not hap-
peri to be present at the time.
On one such evening they were
doing just that—even with a distin-
guished visitor, Sir Blane Jopphy,

in their midst. Sir Blane had sim-

ply stopped off to spend the night
when his car had broken down, so
he really didn’t count. The fact that
he was Commissioner of Metropoli-
tan Police didn’t count either, for
what have Shakespeare and Homer
to do with the Metropolitan Police?

“You know Deedcase,” Sceptus
was saying. Sceptus was lean and
wiry, and had a low opinion of his
colleagues. “Our distinguished fel-
low scholar, that is, who is not here
tonight. Where is he, by the way?”

“Gone to town—to the cinema, I
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believe,” put in Rasley scornfully.
Rasley, even with one arm in a
sling, conveyed an impression of
boundless, but acrid, energy.

“Just what you'd expect,” said
Sceptus. “As I was saying, I think
he’s getting—I do hate to say it—a
bit shallow. T found him reading
Suetonius in English.” A shocked
silence, followed by a low murmur,
greeted this revelation.

“Surely not,” Farlee Prout-Rossi-
ter, whose field was Comparative
Litcrature, protested. He was
younger, plumper, and milder than
the others, apparently deficient in
that aspect of personality which
leads one to take pleasure in the foi-
bles and failings of others. Perhaps,
thought Jopphy, adiposity is the dif-
ferentiating factor—or perhaps it’s
youth.

Hadenet, the white-haired and
fragile Dean of the college, spoke
to Jopphy. “I'm afraid all this is
over your head.” he said kindly.
“Still, Deedcase has been annoying
us considerably of late by his ill-
considered tastes. It isn’t seemly for
a professor to behave thus, and we
are no end disturbed.”
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At that precise moment the har-
monious little scene was shattered
by the unprecedented bursting in—
there is no other expression for it—
the bursting in of a student.

“Nudsett, what is the meaning of
this?” asked the Dean sharply.

“Sir,” replied the unhappy youth,
“it really is important. We've found
the body of Deedcase at the archery
range—with an arrow through it.
Through the body, I mean. It's—I
mean he's dead, sir,” he added.

“Now, 'now,” said the Dean, em-
ploying a surprisingly mild tone to
this boy who had entered the sacred
precincts of the common room. “No
need to be redundant, you know.
When you say you found a body,
that presupposes it to be a dead
one.”

“Sorry, sir.” The youth looked
properly abashed.

“Well, well,” the Dean turned his
attention from the student. “I don’t
know that I am versed in proce-
dures for dealing with bodies that
are dead.” He waited for a response
to this sally, then went on. “I do be-
lieve, though, that we are fortunate
to have with us—what a singularly
fortuitous coincidence, my dear sir
—a—um—a bobby, if that is the cor-
rect nomenclature. Can you help us,
Sir Blane?”

Jopphy was unruffled by this ap-
palling ignorance of the difference
between a bobby and a Commis-
sioner of police. He merely said that
he would be delighted to instruct
the gentlemen in proper procedure,
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the first step of which was to call
inthelocal police.

“But surely,” the Dean protested
gently, “you yourself have a greater
—hem—eminence than they. If we
already have a Commissioner on
the scene, what need we with
them?”

“So,” thought Jopphy, “the old
boy isn’t quite so naive in worldly
matters as he tries to appear. That
might be useful to know. Decided-
ly useful.”

Aloud he explained about juris-
dictions, protocol, and similar baf-
fling matters, and then he himself
called the local police without fur-
ther delay.

The local Inspector, Collier Pact-
son, on learning to whom he was
speaking, of course invited Sir
Blane, with the utmost deference,
to participate ex officio in the in-
vestigation.

Sir Blane then sent Nudsett back
to stay with the body, and contin-
ued, while awaiting the arrival of
Inspector Pactson, to elicit more in-
formation about the dead man.

For a large point had yet to be
elucidated—and that, of course, was
whether it was accident or murder.

Sceptus was as acid in his ap-
praisal of Deedcase as before. Was
he so innocent of the suspicious light
in which he was thus placing him-
self, or was he pursuing some deep
game of his own? The answer to
that, Sir Blane decided, would
come later.

“Deedcase,” Sceptus was saying,
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“aroused much dislike. He was not
a proper scholar, nor was he a nice
man. He provokes—no, I should
now utilize the past tense, should
I not?—he provoked Rasley merci-
lessly. He threatened to expose his
treatise on the weapons of the Bible
as a thoroughly trumpery work. Of
course, my dear fellow,” he turned
to Rasley, “I'm not so sure it isn’t.
But that’s neither here nor there.”

So that was it. Sceptus had, un-
fortunately for him, conveyed his
own antagonism toward Deedcase
too early and too firmly to undo—
before, in fact, the death had been
discovered. Now he was losing no
time in supplying the others with
motives as cogent as his own. Did
not this also indicate, in some meas-
ure, innocence? For, if Sceptus were
guilty, he would not have spoken
against Deedcase even before the
discovery; he would have known
even then that Deedcase was mur-
dered.

Rasley protested with vigor.
“That was just the usual innocent
merriment that adds spice to schol-
arship, so to speak.” He waved his
injured arm, winced, and contin-
ued to gesture with the other one.
“We were the best of friends, really.
That, indeed, is why we indulged
in our little byplay of criticisms.
Friendly bickering, that was all
there was to it.”

A noise came from the Dean that
would, in a less utterly dignified
person, be called a snort. Jopphy
turned to him. “Do you, perhaps,
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have a different interpretation of
their relationship, sir?”

“No, indeed, not at all,” objected
the Dean. “Surely Rasley knows
best how he felt about his late col-
league. All in the spirit of fun, if
he says so.”

For the second time that evening
the peace of the common room was
disturbed. The local Inspector was
a brisk, bustling, no-nonsense man,
who ruffled the atmosphere consid-
erably. However, he was somewhat
ill at ease in this academic milieu,
which threw his briskness a little
out of focus.

“I'm very glad you're here, sir,”
he confided to Jopphy. “You are an
educated man yourself, if I may say
so, and you may understand these
blokes. I don’t know what they're
talking about, and besides, a man
has been killed—one of their own.
Wouldn't you think they'd care? All
they talk about are conditional con-
cessive clauses and iambic pentame-
ters and I don’t know what.”

“Dust, my dear Pactson—they’re
just throwing dust in our eyes with
their twaddle. They think one of
themselves killed Deedcase, and
they'’re badly frightened. Decidedly
that.”

Pactson was cheered by this out-
look. “Ah. That makes a differ-
ence, doesn’t it? Now we know
where we are. Let’s have a look at
thescene of the crime.”

The Dean wanted to show them
the way, but he was really too frail
and palsied for a crosscountry walk
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at night. It fell to Sceptus to guide
the police to the archery range.

“We installed it just two weeks
ago,” he explained as they went.
“Some of us are quite good at it.
I myself,” he said, trying to sound
modest, “am no mean hand with a
longbow. Rasley too is quite an en-
thusiast, and avers that he is expert
as well. But he hasn’t demonstrated
this as yet. No. He broke his arm
helping to install the equipment.
Most fortuitous, don’t you think?”

“Are you suggesting,” asked Jop-
phy, “that he broke his arm delib-
erately, so as not to have to make
good his claim to being a skilled
archer? Or, alternatively, do you
think he is pretending about the
arm to avoid possible loss of face?
Or even, pretending about the arm
to prepare a defense against a
charge of murder by longbow?”

“You may not believe it, said
Sceptus aggressively, “but I would
not think Rasley incapable of such a
deception. However, no. The arm
is broken. I asked his doctor.” He
uttered an embarrassed titter. “You
must think I don’t have a high
opinion of anyone. I like Prout-Ros-
siter, though. In fact, I like Prout-
Rossiter so much I spent the whole
day with him.”

Here it comes, thought Jopphy—
the first alibi. He had wondered
when these learned but unworldly
gentlemen would get around to
that. The whole day, though. Was-
n’t that overdoing it? Or did it re-
veal rather that Sceptus did not
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know when the crime had taken
place and was taking no chances?
Or was that what Jopphy was
meant to think? To be, or not to
be, that is the question. Now why,
he mused, should this have come
into his head ?

They walked on in the dark. Jop-
phy tripped over a piece of woad,
halted, then inspected the archery
range, now lit by the torches of the
police. He was standing on a small

‘hillock, by a shed which would no

doubt prove to contain bows and
arrows. The shed, he noted, was un-
locked. Across the meadow, at what
seemed to be a stiff version of reg-
ulation distance, were three targets.
They went over to those. Four
targets, if one included the body of
a man with an arrow in his chest.

“Not a doubt of it, sir.” The In-
spector was brisk and bustling
again as they sat in the common
room, now cleared of professors
and established as police headquar-
ters for the investigation. Pactson
had taken over, making the com-
mon room his own, vanquishing
academe and installing brisk police
practicality. “There was poison on
that arrow. We can rule out acci-
dent once and for all. But you did
that long ago, didn’t you?”

“It had the smell of murder,” Sir
Blane agreed. “I can’t be more def-
inite than that. They weren’t acting
naturally, or what passes with them
for natural. They thought it was
murder. And one of them knew.”
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“And the others suspected it. I
can follow you, and them, that far.
Now then”—his efficiency was cer-
tainly coming -through—*“there are
some we can rule out. The profes-
sors who weren’t here at all tonight,
for a start. They had engagements
elsewhere, with reputable people to
vouch for them that they really
were where they said they were.

“Then there’s the Dean. He
could never draw one of those long-
bows. He’s too weak and shaky by
far for a feat of that strength, or for
accurate aim. And Rasley couldn’t
have done it with his broken arm.

“Then there’s Sceptus. I like him.
What I mean is, I don’t like him,
but I like him as our man. He ad-
mitted he’s a good shot with a long-
bow—had to, knew we’d find out—
and he certainly didn’t like Deed-
case. His alibi could be a phony—
we're checking it now. Of course,
if it is, we'll have to consider Prout-
Rossiter too, but he’s less likely. Not
even this bunch of birds has said
anything against him, and he does-
n’t seem to be in on the general
dislike of Deedcase. Besides, they
all say he can’t handle a bow and
arrow. But that’s not such a telling
point—he could be pretending, of
course. What’s your opinion, sir?”

“The slings and arrows of outra-
geous fortune,” said Jopphy.

“I beg your pardon, sir?” Pactson
was puzzled. “If you'll excuse my
saying so, you sound like one of
them. I know you’ré an educated
man, but you’re a policeman too.”
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“Sorry.” Jopphy hadn’t meant to
speak the quotation aloud, but now
he felt he had to explain. “It’s just
something I've been thinking of. I
don’t really know why. It doesn’t
get us much further. We know
there are arrows in the case. There’s
a sling too, but as you so appositely
point out, a man with his arm in a
sling—legitimately—cannot draw a
bowstring. I agree that we must
find out more about Sceptus’ alibi.
Decidedly we must.”

But why did he keep coming

" back to Hamlet’s soliloquy ?

To be, or not to be: that is the
question:

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind
tosuffer

The slings and arrows of out-
rageous fortune,

Or to take arms against a sea of
troubles,

And by opposing end them? To
die; tosleep . . .

Well, someone had certainly died.
And someone had taken arms, for
a bow and arrow could be called
thatt And Deedcase’s troubles,
whatever they might have been,
had ended. He did seem to have
trouble in maintaining harmonious
relations with his colleagues. But
could that be called a sea of trou-
bles? It might not have troubled
Deedcase at all. He might, indeed,
have enjoyed it.

Sir Blane tried another tack. The
murderer, presumably, had end-
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ed some of his own troubles by his
act. For one does not kill unless
one is troubled, and expects to find
relief, or at least improvement in
an intolerable situation. But could
the murderer’s troubles be said to
be ended? Surely some further
trouble would be involved in avoid-
ing detection.

At that moment Nobcastle, a
member of the local constabulary,
entered with the discouraging news
that Sceptus’ alibi was valid. So, of
course, interrelatedly, was Prout-
Rossiter’s. Not perhaps for the
whole day. But that was not nec-
essary—the claim had been, in fact,
an extravagance. Deedcase had
been killed between 6:00 and 7:00
p.m.—they knew that now—and
Sceptus and Prout-Rossiter had
been in the latter’s quarters during
that period. They had been waited
on by Prout-Rossiter’s servant, who
seemed quite reliable; also, various
members of the student body had
been in and out, some by invitation
and some unexpectedly.

Decidedly the alibi was valid. It
was too large, too numerous, one
might say, to be anything but that.

“Which brings us back to Rasley
and the Dean,” said Pactson with-
out much hope. “Do you think it
could be someone we haven't yet
considered? In this crazy place I
could even believe a student might
murder because of a“grudge.”

“Perhaps.” But Jopphy’s reply
was absent-minded and without
conviction. The slings and arrows
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of outrageous fortune. It kept com-
ing back to that.

And now he saw how. “Pactson,
Rasley is our man.”

“Indeed, sir?” The Inspector was
doubtful. “How do you figure
that?”

“It hinges, as I thought, on slings
and arrows. Or, to be more exact,
on a man with his arm in a sling,
and on slingskots. That was what
we overlooked. Arrows can be shot
from slings, not exclusively from
bows, as we had been taking for
granted. By a skilled shooter of ar-
rows, that is. A man who studies
Biblical weapons and likes archery.
The probability is high that he has
experimented with slingshots.

“Perhaps, as Sceptus so uncharit-
ably suggested, he did break his
arm on purpose—to divert suspi-
cion from himself. He planted his
slingshot in the ground on that hill-
ock we stood on and needed only
one arm to draw the arrow back.
I believe I actually tripped on the
slingshot. Certainly there was a
piece of wood lying about, on
which I stumbled. He was careless
to leave it there, but perhaps he was
feeling overly secure because his
broken arm would free him from
suspicion, and so he didn’t take suf-
ficient pains over the other points.
With poison on the arrow he didn’t
need the power of a longbow—just
enough to break the victim’s skin.

“And there was always his name,
Pactson. His name pointed to him
atonce.”
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Ebrrors' Note: Once again we have the homicidal handi-
work of our Mistress of Anagrams, Mrs. Norma Schier.

As Sir Blane Jopphy remarked, the murderer’s name was
a dead giveaway—for “Rasley” anagrams to “slayer”; and
as in previous “disguised detectives” all the other proper
names are anagrammatic clues:

St. Merridue = murder site

Deedcase = deceased

Hadenet = the Dean

Sceptus = suspect

Farlee Prout-Rossiter — Literature Professor
(a beautiful anagram!)

Nudsett = student

Collier Pactson = local Inspector

Nobcastle = constable

The detective was no doubt easily recognizable:
Sir Blane Jopphy = Sir John Appleby

the supposed author’s name carried on Mrs. Schier’s

personal ’tec tradition:

Neil MacNeish = Michael Innes
(a good enough anagram for Michael Innes
to use!)

himself
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a Commissioner Appleby SHTORT NOVEL — complete!
by MICHAEIL. INNES

Young Derry Fisher, an up-and-coming estate agent, had a curious
adventure on the 8:05 train back to London—curious indeed! As an
opening situation you will find it (as the very pretty and very fright-
ened young girl found it) a “disturbing episode”—and irresistible

reading . . .

Here is one of Michael Innes’ best stories about Commissioner Sir
John Appleby-—a short novel of detection in the most literate tradition
of English crime writing. It poses a very pretty (and very frightening)
problem—a queer fish of a case, odd and puzzling and ingenious in the

purest ‘tec technique . . .
First-class entertainment!

DEAD MAN’S SHOES
by MICHAEL INNES

ATCHING THE §:05 TRAIN HAD
meant an early start for
Derry Fisher. A young man adept
at combining pleasure with busi-
ness, he had fallen in with some
jolly people in the seaside town to
which his occasions had briefly
taken him, and on his last night he
had danced into the small hours.
As a result of this he was alniost
asleep now—and consequently at a
slight disadvantage when the pant-
ing and wide-eyed gir]l tumbled
into his compartment. This was a
pity. It was something that had
never happened to him before.
“Please . .. I'm so sorry . .. I only

—” The girl, who seemed of about
Derry’s own age, was very pretty
and very frightened. “A man—"
Again speech failed her, and she
swayed hazardously on her feet.
“Yousee, I wasalone, and—"

But by this time Derry had col-
lected himself and stood up. “I'm
afraid you’ve been upset,” he said.
“Sit down and take it easy. Noth-
ing more can happen now.”

The girl sat down—but not
without a glance around the empty
compartment. Derry guessed that
she badly felt the need of some per-
son of her own sex. “Thank you,”
she said.
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This time she had tried to smile

as she spoke. But her eyes re-
.mained scared. It suddenly oc-

curred to Derry that part of the
nastiness of what had presumably
happened must be in its anonymous
quality.

“My name is Derry Fisher,” he
said. “I work for an estate agent in
London, and I've been down to
Sheercliff on a job. I caught this
train so as to be back in the office
after lunch.”

Whether or not the girl took in
this prosaic information Derry was
unable to tell. Certainly she did
not, as he had hoped, do anything
to supply her own biography. In-
stead, she produced a handker-
chief and blew her nose. Then she
asked a question in a voice still
barely under control. “I suppose I
must look an utter fool ?”

Derry resisted the temptation to
say that, on the contrary, she
looked quite beautiful. It mightn't,
in the circumstances, be in terribly
good taste. So he contented himself
with shaking his head.

“Not a bit,” he said. “And I wish
I could help in any way. Did you
have any luggage in the compart-
ment you had to leave? If you did,
may I fetch it for you?”

“Thank you very much.” The
girl appeared steadied by this un-
exciting proposal. “I have a green
suitcase, and the compartment is
the last one in this coach. But first
I should tell you about the man.”

Derry doubted it. He knew that,
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unless the man had been so tire-
some that he ought to be arrested,
it would be wise that no more
should be said. The girl could tell
her mother or her best friend later
in the day. She would only regret
blurting things to a strange man.

“Look here,” he said, “I would-
n't bother about the chap any more
—not unless you feel it’s only fair
to other people to bring in the po-
lice at Waterloo. In that case I'll see
the guard. But at the moment I'll
fetch the suitcase. And you can
think it over.”

“I don’t think you understand.”

Derry paused, his hand already
on the door to the corridor. “I beg
your pardon ?”

“Please stop—please listen.” The
girl gave a sharp laugh that came
out unexpectedly and rather un-
comfortably. “I see I've been even
more of a fool than I thought.
You've got the—the wrong impres-
sion. The man didn’t—"

Suddenly she buried her face in
her hands and spoke savagely from
behind them. “It was nothing. I
imagined it.I must be hysterical.”

Derry, who had sat down again,
kept quiet. He knew that women

-do sometimes get round to imagin-

ing things. This girl didn’t seem at
all like that. But no doubt it was a
trouble that sometimes took hold
of quite unexpected people.

“I mean that I imagined its impor-
tance. 1 certainly didn’t imagine
the zhing. Nobody could have a—
a hallucination of that sort.”
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Asif nerving herself, the girl put
her hands down and looked
straight at Derry. “Could they?”
It was Derry who laughed this

time—although he could scarcely
have told why. “Look here,” he

said. “I think I Agve misunder-

stood. What wasit?”

“It was his shoes.”

For a moment the girl’s glanee
was almost helpless, as if she was
aware of the absurd anti-climax
that this odd statement must pro-
duce.

“It was something about his
shoes.”

The engine shrieked, and the ex-
press plunged into a tunnel. In the
wan electric light which had re-
placed the early summer sunshine,
Derry stared at the girl blankly.

“You mean—this isn’t about any-
thing that happened?”

“No—or yes and no.” For a mo-
ment the girl appeared to struggle
for words. Then she squared her-
self where she sat. “May 1 tell you
the whole thing?”

“Please do—I'm awfully curi-
ous.” Derry spoke sincerely. The
story, whatever it might be, was
not going to be an awkward chron-
icle of attempted impropriety.
“You did say shoes?”

“Yes. A brown shoe and a black
one.”

The train had returned to day-
light. This did not prevent Derry
Fisher from a sensation of consid-
erable inner darkness. “You mean
that this man—"
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“Yes. He is wearing one brown
shoe and one black . . . How in-
credibly trivial it sounds.”

“I don’t know. It’s not a thing
one ever sees.”

“Exactly!” The girl looked
gratefully at Derry. “And when
you see it, it gives you a shock. But
the real shock was when Ae saw
that I saw it. You see?”

Derry smiled. “Not really. Had-
n’t you better start at the begin-
ning?”

“The beginning was at Sheer-
cliff. T thought I'd only just catch
the train myself, but this man cut
it even finer than I did. He tum-
bled in just as we started to move.
With any sort of baggage he could-
n’t have managed it. But he had
nothing but a brief case.”

“Is he tidily dressed apart from
this business of the shoes?”

The girl considered. “He cer-
tainly isn’t noticeably untidy. But
what chiefly strikes me about his
clothes is that they look tremen-
dously expensive. He’s in the sort
of tweeds that you could tell a mile
off, and that must be terribly good
if they’re not to be ghastly.”

“Is he a loud sort of person him-
self?”

“Not a bit. He’s middle-aged
and intellectual-looking, and quite
clearly one of nature’s First Class
passengers. I think he jumped into
a Third in a hurry and hasn’t both-
ered to change. He simply put his
brief case down beside him—there
were only two of us in the com-
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partment—and disappeared behind
T he Times.

“I had a book, and I didn’t do
much more than take a glance at
him. It wasn’t perhaps for half an
hour that I noticed the shoes. They
gave me a jar, as I've said. And al-
though I went on reading, the
queerness of it stuck in my head.
So presently I had another look,
just to make sure I hadn’t been mis-
taken. And as I looked, %4e looked.
That is to say, he happened to
glance over The Times, saw the
direction of my eyes, and followed
it,

“What he discovered was a terrific
shock to him. His legs jerked as if
he’d been stung, and his feet made
a futile effort to disappear beneath
the seat. I looked up in surprise
and just caught a glimpse of his
face before he raised The Times
again. He had gone a horrible
gray, as if he was going to be sick.
It made me feel a bit sick myself.
And matters didn’t improve when

he turned chatty.”
“But not, surely, about the
shoes?”

“Yes, about the shoes. He put
down his paper and apologized for
them—just as if the compartment
was my drawing room and he felt
that he had come into it too casu-
ally dressed.”

“He made a kind of joke of it?”

“That was what he seemed to in-
tend. But he was very nervous. He
was smoking those yellow ciga-
rettes—aren’t they called Russian?
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—and he kept stubbing out one and
lighting another. He asked me if
the shoes made him look like an
absent-minded professor.”

“And what did you say to that?”

Derry guessed that it was doing
the girl good to talk about her
queer encounter. And it sounded
merely eccentric rather than sinis-
ter. Presently she ought to be able
to see it as that.

“I said it didn’t, somehow, look
like a thing which absent-minded-
ness would explain. I said it ought
to, that it was the sort of thing one
might make an absent-minded per-
son do in a story; but that when
one actually saw it, that just didn’t
seem to fit.”

Derry Fisher smiled. “You gave
him quite good value for his mon-
ey. It was what might be called a
considerable reply.”

“Perhaps. But he didn’t like it.”
To Derry’s surprise the girl’s agita-
tion was growing again. “I sup-
pose I was tactless to do more than
murmur vaguely. He stubbed out
another cigarette, and I felt a queer
tension suddenly established be-
tween us. It was a horrid sensation.
And what he said next didn’t at all
ease it. He said I was quite right,
and that he wasn’t at all absent-
minded. He was color blind.”

Derry was puzzled. “That’s cer-
tainly a bit odd. ButI don’t see—"

“I happened to know that it was
almost certainly nonsense.”

This time the girl sounded
slightly impatient; and Derry de-



132

cided, quite without resentment,
that she was cleverer than he was.
“I'm not absolutely certain that
color blindness of that sort doesn’t
exist. But I know that anything
other than the ordinary red-green
kind is excessively rare. So this was

a very tall story. And, of course, I.

had another reason for disbeliev-
ing him. Wouldn’t you agree ?”

Derry stared. “I'm afraid I don’t
at all know.”

“If this man #s unable to distin-
guish between black and brown, he
couldn’t possibly have received
such a shock the moment his glance
fell on his shoes. Don’t you see ?”

“Yes—of course.” Derry felt
rather foolish. “And what hap-
pened then?”

“This time I didn’t say anything.
I felt, for some reason, really
frightened. And I was even more
frightened when 1 detected him
cautiously trying the handle of the
door.”

“The door to the corridor ?"

“No. The door on the other
side.”

Derry Fisher, although not bril-
liant, had a quick instinct for the
moment when action was desir-
able.

“Look here,” he said, “it’s about
time I had alook.”

And with a reassuring glance at
his companion he rose and stepped
into the corridor.

They were moving at consider-
able speed and had been doing so
steadily since some time before the
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beginning of his encounter with
the frightened girl. He walked up
the train in the direction she had
indicated, glancing into each com-
partment as he passed. In one there
was a group of young airmen,
mostly asleep; in another a solitary
lady of severe appearance seemed
to be correcting examination pa-
pers; in a third an elderly clergy-
man and his wife were placidly
chatting.

Derry came to the last compart-
ment and saw at a glance that it
was empty.

Conscious of bcing both disap-
pointed and relieved, he stepped
inside. The girl's green suitcase
was on the rack. On the opposite
seat lay an unfolded copy of The
Times. There were three yellow
cigarette butts on the floor. The
window was closed.

Derry felt obscurely prompted
to make as little physical impact on
the compartment as might be. He
picked up the suitcase and went
out, shutting the corridor door be-
hind him.

The girl was still sitting where
he had left her, and he set the suit-
case down beside her. “He’s gone,”
he said.

“Gone! You don't think—"

“It’s very unlikely that anything
nasty has happened.” Derry was
reassuring. “The window s
closed, and he couldn't have
chucked himself out without open-
ing the door. In that case, it would
be open still. Nobody clinging to
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the side of the train could get it
shut again, even if he wanted to,
Your tiresome friend has just made
off to another carriage. It’s the end
of him—but quite harmlessly.”

“He could only have gone in the
other direction, or we’d have seen
him.”

“That’s perfectly true. But he
naturally would go off in the op-
posite direction to yourself. And
the greater length of the train lies
that way. It’s more crowded, too,
_at that end. He realizes that he’s
made an ass of himself, and he’s
decided to submerge himself in the
crush.”

The girl nodded. “I suppose
youre right. But I haven’t really
told you why I bolted.” She hesi-
tated. “It’s too fantastic—too silly.
I didn’t think he had any notion of
killing himself. I rather thought he
was meaning to kill me.”

The girl laughed—and it was her
unsteady laugh again. “Isn’t it a
disgusting piece of hysteria? It
must mean that my  subconscious
mind just won't bear looking into.”

“Rubbish.” Derry felt it incum-
bent to speak with some sternness.
“This chap is a thoreughly queer
fish. It was perfectly reasonable to
feel that he might be quite irre-
sponsible. You say he actually be-
gan fiddling with the door-
handle ?”

“Yes. And I really thought that
he was thinking out what you
might call two co-ordinated move-
ments—getting the door open and
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pitching me through it. And when I
did get up and leave, I felt that it
was a terrific crisis for him. I
sensed that he was all coiled up to
hurl himself at me—and that he
decided in the last fraction of a
second that it wouldn’t do.”

The girl stood up. “But this is
all too idiotic. And at least I al-
ready see it as that—thank good-
ness.” She smiled rather wanly at
Derry. “I shall go along and try
the effect of a cup of coffee.”

“May I cometoo?”

“I'd rather you didn’t. But you've
already been terribly kind. You've
helped me pull myself together.
It’s just that I feel I can finish the
job better alone.”

Left in solitude, Derry Fisher
reflected that he had learned very
little about the girl herself—noth-
ing at all, indeed, except the dis-
turbing episode in which she had
found herself involved. Might he,
when she returned, ask for her
name—or at least attempt a more
general conversation?

The probability was that he
would never see her again; and this
was a fact which he found himself
facing with lively dissatisfaction.
Her appearance in his compart-
ment had been the sort to make his
imagination expect some further
succession of strange events, some
romantic sequel.

But when the girl did return, her
own manner was notably prosaic,
Coffee and reflection seemed fur-
ther to have persuaded her that she
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had already dramatized an insigni-
ficant circumstance too much. She
remained grateful and talked po-
litely. But Derry guessed that she
felt awkward, and that at Waterloo
she would be glad to say goodbye,
both to him and to the whole inci-
dent.

So he forebore to make any sug-
gestion for the bettering of their
acquaintance. Only when the train
reached the terminus he insisted on
accompanying her through the bar-
rier and to the taxi rank. The man
who had scared her—the man with
the black and brown shoes—must
be somewhere in the crush; and if,
as seemed likely, he was crazy,
there was a possibility that he
might bother her again.

But they caught no sight of him.

The girl gave an address in Ken-
sington and stepped into her cab.
“Thank you,” she said. “Thank you
so much.”

Derry took his dismissal with a
smile. “Goodbye,” he said. “At
least, you're safe and sound.”

Her eyes widened, and then
laughed at him. “Yes, indeed. He
can’t dispatch me now.”

The cab moved off. Derry, step-
ping forward to wave regardless of
the traffic, was nearly bowled over
by one of the next cabs out; inside
it, he glimpsed a man’s amused
face as he skipped nimbly to safety.
He had been in danger, he saw, of
making an ass of himself over
that girl. He hurried off to catch a
bus . ..
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Shortly after lunch Derry went
in to see his uncle—at present his
employer, and soon, he hoped, to
be his partner. Derry sat on one
corner of his uncle’s desk—a privi-
lege which made him feel slightly
less juvenile—and gave an account
of himself. He described his few
days at Sheercliff and his labors
there on behalf of the firm.

His uncle listened with his custo-
mary mingling of scepticism and
benevolent regard, and then pro-
ceeded to ask his customary series
of mild but formidably searching
questions. Eventually he moved to
less austere ground. Had Derry
got in any tennis? Had he found
the usual agreeable persons to go
dancing with?

On these topics, too, Derry
offered what were by now prescrip-
tive replies, whereupon his uncle
buried his nose in a file and gave
a wave which Derry knew was
meant to waft him from the room.

All this was traditional. But as he
reached the door his uncle looked
up again. “By the way, my dear boy,
I see you left Sheercliff just before
the sensation there.”

“The sensation, Uncle?” Only
vaguely interested Derry saw his
relative reach for a newspaper.

“An unidentified body found on
the rocks in mysterious circum-
stances—that sort of thing.”

“Oh.” Derry was not much im-
pressed.

“And there was something rather
unaccountable. Now, where did 1
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see it?” Derry's uncle let his eye
travel over the paper now spread
out before him. “Yes—here it is.
The body was fully dressed. But it
was wearing one black shoe and
one brown ... My dear boy, are
you ill? Too many late nights, if
you ask me.”

At nine o’clock that morning—it
was his usual hour—Superintend-
ent Lort had come on duty at
Sheercliff Police Station and found
Captain Merritt waiting for ‘him,
The circumstance gave Lort very
little pleasure. He was an elderly
man, soon to retire; and he had felt
from the first that Merritt be-
longed to a world that had passed
beyond him.

Merritt was an ex-army officer,
and so to be treated with decent
respect. His job was that of body-
guard—there could be no other
name for it—to a certain Sir Ste-
phen Borlase, who had been staying
for some weeks at the Metropole
Hotel. It was not apparent to Lort
why Borlase should require protec-
tion other than that provided by
the regular police.

Merritt, it appeared, was paid by
the great industrial concern whose
principal research chemist Borlase
was. But it was an important Min-
istry that had yanked Merritt out
of one of the regular Security Serv-
ices and seconded him to the job.
Borlase’s research, it seemed, was
very much a work of national im-
portance. And so there was this
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irregular arrangement. This most
irregular arrangement, Lort said to
himself now—and greeted his visi-
tor with a discouraging glare.

“Borlase has vanished.” Merritt
blurted out the words and sat
down uninvited. He looked like a
man whose whole career is in the
melting pot. Probably it was.

“Vanished, sir? Since when?”

“Well, since last night—or rather
very early this morning. I saw him
then. But now he’s gone. His bed
hasn’t been slept in.”

“Do I understand, Captain Mer-
ritt, that it is part of your—um—
employment to visit Sir Stephen
Borlase’s bedroom before nine a.m.,
and at once to communicate with
the police if he isn’t found there?”

“Of course not, man. The point
is that he hasn’t slepr there. And
that needs inquiring into at once.”

“But surely, sir, such an inquiry
is what you are—er—paid for?”

“Certainly. But I naturally ex-
pect the help of the police.” Merritt
was plainly angry. “Borlase is a
damned important man. He is
working now on the devil knows
what.”

“That probably describes it very
well.” And Lort smiled grimly.
“But are we to raise an alarm be-
cause this gentleman fails to sleep
in his hotel? I know nothing of his
habits. But the fact that he has been
provided with a somewhat unusual
—um-—companion in yourself, sug-
gests to me that he may not be
without a few quiet eccentricities.”
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“He’s a brilliant and rather un-
stableman.”

“I see. But this is not information
that has been given us here in our
humdrum course of duty. Do I un-
derstand it is thought possible that
Sir Stephen may bolt ?”

Merritt visibly hesitated. “That’s
not for me to say. I am instructed
merely to be on guard on his be-
half. And yox, Superintendent, if I
am not mistaken, have been in-
structed to give me any help you
can.”

“I have been instructed, sir, to
recognize your function and to co-
operate. Very well. What, in more
detail, is the position? And what
do you propose should be done?”

“Part of the position, Superin-
tendent, I think you already know.
Sir Stephen is here as a convales-
cent, but in point of fact he can’t be
kept from working all the time.
Apparently his stuff is so theoretical
and generally rarefied that he can
do it all in his head, so all he needs
to have about him is a file or two
and a few notebooks.

“He has been pottering about the
beach and the cliffs during the day,
as his doctors have no doubt told
him to do. And then, as often as
not, he has been working late into
the night. It has made my job the
deuce of abore.”

“No doubt, sir.” Lort was un-
sympathetic. “And last night?”

“He sat up until nearly one
o'clock. I have a room from which
I can see his windows, and it has
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become my habit not to go to bed
myself until he seems safely tucked
up. You can judge from that how
this job has come to worry me.
Well, out went his lights in the end,
and 1 was just about to undress
when I heard him open the outer
door of his suite.

“He went downstairs. It seemed
to me I'd better follow; and when 1
reached the hall, there he was giv-
ing a nod to the night porter and
walking out of the hotel. He hadn’t
changed for dinner, and in his
tweeds he might have been a visitor
leaving the place for good. He was
merely bent, however, on a noc-
turnal stroll.”

“It was a pleasant night, no
doubt.” Lort offered this comment
impassively.

“Quite so. Sir Stephen’s proceed-
ing was no more than mildly ec-
centric. But if I'd let him wander
off like that in the small hours, and
if anything Aad happened, it would
have been just too bad for both of
us. So I took that stroll too—some
fifty yards in the rear.

“He went straight through the
town and took the short cliff path
out to Merlin Head. It's an ex-
tremely impressive spot in full
moonlight, witk the sheer drop to
the sea looking particularly awe-
inspiring, I imagine. Of course
there was nobody about. And as
there is only the one narrow path
to the Head, I didn’t follow him to
the end of it. He doesn’t like being
dogged around.”



DEAD MAN'S SHOES

“‘I'm not surprised.” Lort was

emphatic. “I don’t know what
things are coming to that such an-
tics should be considered necessary
in a quiet place like this. But go
on.”
“You will remember that there’s
a little shelter on the verge of the
Head, with a bench from which
you can command the whole
sweep of the bay. Borlase disap-
peared into that, but didn’t sit for
long. Within ten minutes he was
making his way back towards me
—and at that I slipped out of sight
and followed him discreetly back
to the hotel.

“Perhaps I should mention hav-
ing a feeling that there was some-
thing on his mind. His walk out to
the Head had been direct and de-
cisive. But on the way back he hes-
itated several times, as if doing a
bit of wool-gathering. So I kept
well in the background, and he had
gone to his bedroom by the time I
re-entered the hotel. I waited, as
usual, until his lights were out, and
then I turned in.”

“And now, you say, he has van-
ished?”

“Yes. I've got into the way of
taking him his letters in the morn-
ing. That is how I've discovered
that he never went to bed at all.”

Lort frowned. “But you say all
the lights went out in his suite?
Could there have been one still
burning when you went to bed
yourself—one that wouldn’t be vis-
ble toyou?”
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“I think not.”

“And the night porter? Was he
aware of Borlase’s leaving again?”

“No. But he potters around a
little, although not supposed to
quit the hall. T doubt if it was diff-
cult for Borlase to let himself out
unobserved.”

Merritt paused. “And that, Su-
perintendent, is the position now.
What do you make of it ?”

“I'm far from feeling obliged to
make anything of it at all.” Lort
allowed himself some tartness in
this reply. “Here is a man, devoted
to abstruse scientific thought, who
takes a reflective stroll at one
o'clock in the morning. Moonlight
doesn’t help with whatever prob-
lem he’s chewing over, so for a
time he sits in the dark and tries
that.

“Presently he wanders out again,
and very probably walks till morn-
ing. Eventually he emerges from
his abstraction, discovers himself
to be uncommonly hungry, break-
fasts at the first inn he sees, returns
to Sheerclif at his leisure, and
finds that the conscientious Cap-
tain Merritt has persuaded the po-
lice to start a nranhunt.”

And Lort favored his visitor
with a bleak smile. “The truth may
not be precisely that. But my guess
is that I'm well within the target
area.”

“I see.” Merritt had produced his
watch and glanced at it. Now he
put it away and turned a cold eye
on the elderly and sardonic man
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before him. “And you think mine a
very odd job?”

“I do, sir—decidedly.”

“And so it is, Superintendent.
But then Borlase, as it happens, is a
very odd man. Just how odd, I

_think I must now take the responsi-
bility of telling you.”

“I am very willing, sir, to hear
anything that makes sense of your
anxieties.”

“Very well—here goes.” Merritt
paused as if to collect himself.
“Perhaps I can best begin by re-
peating what I have just said—but
with a difference. The Borlases
are a very odd couple of men.”

Lort stared. “You mean there is
a brother—something like that?”

“I mean nothing of the sort. I
mean that Sir Stephen Borlase—
the man stopping at the Metropole
Hotel—is much more easily under-
stood as two people than as one.”

Lort sat back in his chair. “Jekyll
and Hyde?”

“Or Hyde and Jekyll. That is
undoubtedly the popular express-
sion of the thing, and perhaps the
best for laymen like you and me,
Superintendent, to hang on to. Or
possibly we might think of him as
a sort of Hamlet—the man who
couldn’t make up his mind.”

“Frankly, sir, I don’t find this
easy to believe. I suppose Dr. Jekyll
may have been a man of some sci-
entific attainment, but I can’t see
Hamlet as an eminent research
chemist.”

“Perhaps not.” Merritt took a
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moment to estimate the cogency of
this pronouncement. “But the fact
is that Borlase combines immense
drive and concentration as a scien-
tist with a highly unstable person-
ality. Commonly his ideological
convictions are very much those of
any other man of his sort in our
society. For the greater part of his
days, that is to say, he is completely
reliable. But every now and then
he is subject to a fit of emotional:
and intellectual confusion, and
from this there emerges for a short
time what is virtually a different
personality.

“It's an awkward thing in the
days of the cold war, as you can
see. Let certain folk effectively con-
tact Borlase when he has swung
over to this other polarity—this
other set of values—and goodness
knows what they might not get out
of him. And now I think you can
understand why I was given my
‘unusual’ job—and why I think
the present situation genuinely
alarming.”

“I still feel, sir, that I've a good
deal to learn.” Lort was clearly
preparing to plod doggedly round
the strange story with which he
had been presented. “Am I to un-
derstand that Sir Stephen Borlase
is fully aware of his own condi-
tion?”

“In a general way—yes. But he
plays it down. When normal, he
declines to admit that these periods
of disturbance go, so to speak, at
all deep. He wen’t treat himself as
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potentially a mental case. Nothing
in the way of regular visits by the
appropriate sort of medical man
would be tolerated by him. So he
has been persuaded that he is in
the first flight of V.LP.s—as indeed
he pretty well is—and provided
with—"

“—the new style of guardian
angel represented by yourself.”
Lort, having given his cautious
antagonism this further airing,
reached for a scribbling pad as if to
indicate that the matter had en-
tered a new phase. “Have you
been given to understand that there
does now exist against Borlase a
specific threat? Are there, in fact,
supposed to be persons aware of
his condition and actively plan-
ning to exploit it?”

“It is thought very likely that
there are—particularly a fellow
called Krauss.”

“I see. And you have been told
what signs to look for in Borlase
himself?”

“He is said to go moody, restless,
distraught—that sort of thing.”

Lort nodded. “What about the
last few days? Has he appeared all
right?”

“The devil of it is, Superintend-
ent, that he has always appeared a
bit of a queer fish to me. I can’t
claim to have noticed any change
in the last few days.”

“Then, Captain Merritt, it re-
mains my guess that this is a false
alarm. When did you leave the
Metropole—half an hour ago? Like-
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ly enough, Borlase has returned
in the interval. I'll call the place up
and find out.”

Two telephones stood on Lort’s
desk—and now, as he was in the
act of reaching for one, the second
emitted a low but urgent purr.

The Superintendent picked it up.
“Yes...Yes...Dead, yousay? ...
Where?”

Lort’s glance, as he listened,
fleetingly sought Merritt’s face.
“The t#ide? If that was so, you did
perfectly right . . . Unidentified?
I hope he remains so . . . I said, I
hope he remains so ... Never mind
why . .. Yes, of course—within
ten minutes. Thank you.”

When Lort had snapped down
the receiver, there was a moment’s
silence. Merritt had gone pale, and
when he spoke it was with a curi-
ous striving for a casual note. “Not,
I suppose, anything to do with—?"

“Probably not.” Lort was on his
feet. “Still, you might care to come
along—just in case.”

“In case—?”

“In case it is the body of Sir
Stephen Borlase that has just been
found below Merlin Head.”

“Accident?”

The Superintendent reached for
his cap. “That’s what we’re going
to find out.”

The sky was almost cloudless,
the air filled with a mild warmth,
the sea sparkling within its far-
flung semicircle of gleaming cliffs.
On the front and in the broad tree-
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lined streets, visitors made their
way to and from the baths, the
Winter Gardens, the circulating
libraries, or exercised well-bred

dogs with due regard to the clean-

liness and decorum which is so
marked a feature of the Sheercliff
scene.

As he drove the agitated Captain
Merritt through this pleasing pag-
eant, Superintendent Lort discern-
ibly let his spirits rise. But the effect
of this was only to give a more
sardonic turn to his speech. An
accident, he pointed out, whether
in the sea or on the cliffs, was an
undesirable thing. The City Coun-
cil deprecated accidents. Accidents
were dissuasive; potential visitors
read about them and decided to go
elsewhere.

But a crime was another matter.
Many pious and law-abiding Sheer-
cliff citizens would ask for noth-
ing better than a really sensational
crime. The present season, it was
true, was somewhat early. Even a
murder extensively featured in the
national Press would have little
effect on Metropole or Grand or
Majestic folk. But the August
crowds—the true annual bearers of
prosperity to the town—were an-
other matter. A course of events
culminating in the Central Criminal
Court in about the third week of
July, Superintendent Lort opined,
would probably take threepence off
the rates.

Captain Merritt showed no ap-
preciation of this unexpected vein
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of pleasantry in his professional
colleague. He sat silent during the
drive. He remained silent in the
small Police Station which they
entered at the end of it. Here a
melancholy sergeant led them out
to a shed at the back for the pur-
pose, as he expressed it, of viewing
the remains. This, however, was
for some minutes delayed. With a
due sense of climax the sergeant
chose to pause in the intervening
yard and favor his superior with a
fuller account of the case.

An elderly clergyman, early
abroad in the interest of birdwatch-
ing, had been the first to peer over
Merlin Head and see the body. It
lay sprawled on an isolated outcrop
of rock at the base of the cliff, and
only by an unlikely chzuace had it
pot fallen directly into the sea. Had
this happened, it would probably
have disappeared—at least, as an
identifiable individual—for good.
For the currents played strange
tricks on this coast, and it was only
after some weeks that the sea com-
monly rendered up its dead.

On this point the sergeant was
disposed to be expansive. “Nibbled,
sir—that’s how they often are.
Some quite small fish, it seems, are
uncommonly gross feeders. But
come along.”

On this macabre note the three
men entered the shed. The body
lay on a long table, covered with a
sheet. The sergeant stepped for-
ward and drew back the sheet so
that the face was revealed.
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“It's your man, all right.” Lort’s
voice was decently subdued.

“It’'s my man.” Merritt, very pale,
glanced at the sergeant. “Any cer-
tainty howit happened?”

“The back of the head’s stove in.
He might have been hit, and then
thrown over the cliff. Or he might
just have jumped and the damage
been done by the rocks. The sur-
geon thinks they’ll be able to tell
just which, once they’ve gone into
the body more particular.”

“I see.” Merritt moved closer to
the body, gave a startled exclama-
tion, and drew the sheet down
farther. “It’s Sir Stephen Borlase,
all right. But those aren’t his
clothes. At least, I never saw him in
them.”

Lort frowned. “He wasn’t
dressed like this when you followed
him last night?”

“He wasn’t in anything like this
dark stuff at all. He was in country
kit—a tweed with rather a bold
pattern.”

“Peculiar.” Lort turned to the
sergeant. “Anything on those
clothes—a tailor’s label with the
owner’s name, for instance?”

“Nothing of the sort, sir. I'd say
they were ordinary, good-class, off-

‘the-peg garments. But there’s some-
thing queer about the shoes.”

“They don’t fit?” Lort pounced
on this.

“It’s not that. It’s zAis.”. .

The sergeant, his sense of drama
reasserting itself, whipped away
the sheet altogether. “Did you ever
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see a corpse in one black shoe and
one brown?”

“Suicide.” Lort had driven half-
way back through Sheercliff be-
fore he spoke. “Suicide planned so
that it could never be proved. Bor-
lase was simply going to disappear.
When you followed him last night
—or rather early this morning—he
was spying out the land. Or it might
be better to say the cliff and the
sea.”

“Look before you leap?” Merritt
was moodily stuffing a pipe.

“Just that. And perhaps he didn’t
like what he saw. You told me that
he walked up there briskly enough,
yet his return to the Metropole was
a bit irresolute. But he went
through with the thing. Knowing
that he had to give you the slip this
time, he changed into those anony-
mous clothes in the dark—which is
how he managed to land himself
with different-colored shoes.”

“That may be true.” Merritt was
suddenly interested. “And the shoes
were, in fact, to give him away! It
might be one of those odd tricks of
the mind—and particularly of a
mind like Borlase’s. Part of him
didn’t want anonymity and extinc-
tion—so he made this unconscious-
ly motivated mistake and betrayal.
An instance of what Freud calls the
psychopathology of everyday life.”

“No doubt.” Superintendent Lort
did not appear to feel that his pic-
ture of the case was much
strengthened by this speculation.
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“Well, Borlase slipped out again
later, and simply pitched himself
over Merlin Head. He reckoned to
go straight into the sea and to be
drawn out by the current. Later we
might or might not have got back
an unrecognizable body in uniden-
tifiable clothes. Of course, further
investigation may prove me wrong.
But I'd say it’s a fair working sup-
position. Do you agree?”

Without interrupting the business
of lighting his pipe, Captain Mer-
ritt shook his head. “I don’t see it.
Borlase was an odd chap, or I
wouldn’t have been given my job.
He might, I suppose, feel driven to
take hisown life. And he might feel
the act to be disgraceful—as some-
thing to disguise. But why not dis-
guise it as an accident? He had
plenty of brains to work out some-
thing convincing in that way. Why
should he try to make his death
look like an unaccountable disap-
pearance?”

“Might it be because he disliked
you,sir?”

“What’s that?” Merritt was star-
tled.

“l mean, of course, disliked the
way you'd been set on him. He re-
sented having a jailer disguised as
a bodyguard—and quite right too,
if you ask me.” Lort delivered him-
self of this sentiment with vigor.
“So he resolved to leave you in as
awkward a situation as he could.
Had he seemed just to clean van-
ish, you'd have been left looking
decidedly a fool.”
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“I see.” Merritt digested this view
of the matter in silence for some
seconds. And when at length he
pronounced upon it, it was with
unexpected urbanity. “Well, Borlase
is dead, poor devil—and it’s a bad
mark for me either way. I'll be
quite content myself if your inter-
pretation is accepted by ‘the Coro-
ner.”

“But you doubt whether it will
be?”

“I do.” And Merritt puffed at his
pipe with a somber frown. “My
guess is that there’s more to come
out, Superintendent. And probably
with more bad marks attached. The
country has lost Stephen Borlase. 1
have a nasty feeling it may have
lost something else as well.”

Derry Fisher felt rather like the
Bellman. “What I tell you three
times is true.” It was just that num-
ber of times that he had now told
his story: first to his uncle, then at
the local Police Station, and now—
rather to his awe—to Sir John Ap-
pleby, high up in this quiet room in
New Scotland Yard.

Appleby himself, Derry saw, must
be pretty high up. He was, in fact,
a Commissioner. Derry was alrcady
guessing that the strange situation
in which he found himself involved
was important as well as conven-
tionally sensational.

Appleby was not at all portentous.
His idea of police investigation ap-
peared to be friendly and at times
mildly whimisical conversation. But
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Derry sensed that he was feeling
pretty serious underneath.

“And you say you saw this girl
into a taxi? But of course you did.
Pretty or not, it was the natural and
proper thing for you to do. And
then you took the next taxi your-
self?”

“No, sir.” Derry shook his head,
genuinely amused. “I found my nat-
ural level on top of abus.”

“Quite so. Taxi queues at these
big stations are often longer than
bus queues, anyway. I suppose there
was a queue—streams of taxis go-
ing out?”

“Yes, sir. Parts of our train had
been pretty crowded. 1 had to wait
a moment while several more taxis
shot past. One of them nearly
bowled me over.”

“Did you find yourself staring at
people’s shoes?”

Derry burst out laughing. “As a
matter of fact, I did. I keep on doing
it now.”

“You do, indeed. You had a look
at mine the instant you entered this
room.” And Appleby smiled gen-
ially at his embarrassed visitor.
“You'd make a good detective, Mr.
Fisher, I don’t doubt. And you tell
your story very clearly.”

“To tell you the truth, sir, 'm very
relieved to find it credited. It seems
so uncommonly queer.”

“We get plenty of queer yarns in
this place.” Appleby companionably
held out a box of cigarettes. “But of
yours, as a matter of fact, we have a
scrap of confirmation already.”
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Derry Fisher sat up eagerly.
“You've heard from the girl?”

“Not yet—although we ought to
hear today, if she ever looks at a
newspaper or listens to the radio.
Unless, of course—" Appleby
checked himself. “What we’ve had
is news of an angry traveler at Wa-
terloo, complaining of theft from his
suitcase while he was absent from
his compartment.”

“Isn’t that sort of thing fairly
common?”

“Common enough. But this was
on your train from Sheercliff this
morning. And what was stolen was
a pair of shoes—nothing else. I've
no doubt that you see the likely sig-
nificance of that. By the time you
had got to Waterloo, there was cer-
tainly nobody on your train in the
embarrassing position of wearing a
discernibly odd pair of shoes. Only
the dead body in Sheercliff was still
doing that . .. By the way, have
you any ideas about this?”

Derry, although startled, an-
swered boldly. “Yes, sir. At least, I
see one way that it might have come
about. The two men—this Sir Ste-
phen Borlase who is dead and the
man who was on the train—for
some reason changed clothes rather
hastily in the dark. And they mixed
up the shoes.”

Appleby nodded approvingly.
“That’s very good. Borlase, as a
matter of fact, has been found in
clothes which, it seems, can’t be posi-
tively identified as his. Correspond-
ingly, the clothes which your girl de-
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scribed as worn by the fellow on the
train sound uncommonly like those
being worn by Borlase when he was
last seen alive. He may, of course,
have been dead when the exchange
took place. Indeed, that would seem
to be the likely way of it. I wonder,
now, what it would be like, chang-
ing clothes with a dead man—say,
with a murdered man—in the dark.”

“I'm sure I'd mix up a good deal
more than the shoes.” Derry Fish-
er’s conviction was unfeigned. “One
would have to possess nerves of
steel to do so ghastly a thing.”

“Either that or be in an uncom-
monly tight corner. You'd be sur-
prised at the things that timid or
even craven people will brace them-
selves to when really up against it.”

Appleby paused, then mused,
“But aren’t we supposing a darkness
that can’t really have been there?
Unless, of course, we can place the
thing in a cave or cellar or shuttered
room.”

“The moonlight!”

“Precisely. I asked myself about
that during my last phone call to
Sheercliff half an hour ago. There
can be no doubt that there was a full
moon in an unclouded sky. I dare-
say you were aware of it yourself.”

“Yes, sir. As a matter of fact, I
was dancing in it.”

“Then, there you are.” Appleby
appeared much pleased. “Are you
fond of Rubens as a landscape
painter?”

“Rubens?” Derry felt incapable of
this abrupt transition to a polite cul-
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tural topic. “I'm afraid I don’t know
much about him.”

“He has one or two great things
done in full moonlight. Everything
marvelously clear, you know, but at
the same time largely drained of .
color.” Appleby chuckled. “If you
knocked me out by the light of the
moon, Mr. Fisher, you could ex-
change clothes with me without the
slightest difficulty. But you might
very well go wrong over brown and
black shoes. My guess is that they
wouldn’t be indistinguishable to
a careful scrutiny, but that they
would be the next thing to it ...
And now I must really go across
to Waterloo. I should be greatly
obliged if you’d come along.”

“While you investigate ?”

“Just that. You might be a great
help to me.”

“I’ll certainly come.” Derry stood
up—and suddenly a new view of
this invitation came to him. “You
don’t mean to lese sight of me?”

“That is so.” For the first time
Appleby spoke with real gravity.
“You may as well know, Mr. Fisher,
that this affair may be very serious
indeed. Nobody will be lost sight of
until it is cleared up.”

“You make me wish I hadn’t lost
sight of the girl.”

“I wish you had not. We must
face the fact that she is the only per-
son who can identify the man on
the train—the living man in the
odd shoes.”

Slowly it dawned on Derry. “And
I_?’,
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“You are the only person who
can identify the girl, supposing—
well, that she is no longer in a posi-
tion to speak up for herself.”

“You think she may be in dan-
ger?”

“I'd like to know who was in the
next taxi or two after hers.”

It chanced that the morning train
from Sheercliff had been neither
broken up nor cleaned through,
and a clerk led them to it over what,
to Derry, seemed miles and miles of
sidings. It stood forlorn, dusty, and
dead, in the rather bleak late-after-
noon sunshine.

Once aboard, Derry had less difh-
culty than he had expected in identi-
fying the compartment in which his
adventure had begun. It looked very
impersonal and uninteresting now.
He felt suddenly depressed, and
watched with growing scepticism
the minutely careful search that Sir
John Appleby made.

“This fellow who complained of
losing shoes,” Appleby said. “Where
was he?”

The clerk consulted some papers.
“We have a note of that, sir. It was
three carriages down, next to the
dining car. The passenger had gone
to get himself an early lunch, leav-
ing his suitcase on the seat of the
empty compartment. When he got
back, he found it open, with the con-
tents tumbled about, and a pair of
shoes missing. Of course he has no
claim.”

“Except on our interest.” Appleby
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turned to Derry. “Now, I wonder
why our elusive friend didn’t substi-
tute his own troublesome footwear
and close the case? That would
have given the other fellow a bit of a
shock. But perhaps it was no occa-
sion for a display of humor.”

Appleby spoke absently. His
glance was still darting about the
uncommunicative compartment, as
if reluctant to give up. Then he
stepped into the corridor and moved
up the train.

“A group of airmen,” he said,
“mostly asleep. A solitary lady. A
clergyman and his wife. Is that

right?”
Derry nodded. “Quite right.”
“And then the compartment

where your girl made her awkward
observation. If you don’t mind, I’ll
go into thisone alone.”

He did so, and moved about as if
the whole place was made of egg-
shell. Derry watched fascinated. His
scepticism was entirely gone. To his
own eye the compartment looked
blank and meaningless. Yet it sud-
denly seemed impossible that to so
intent and concentrated scrutiny it
should not at once yield some deci-
sive fact.

“You can still smell what she
called the Russian cigarettes.” Ap-
pleby spoke over his shoulder. “And
here are the three yellow stubs you
saw yourself. I at once produce pill
boxes and forceps. Also a pocket
lens.”

Derry glimpsed the railway clerk
watching wide-eyed as Appleby ac-
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tually performed these legendary op-
erations. “I sniff. This tobacco—my
dear Watson—is manufactured only
in Omsk. Or is it Tomsk? At any
rate, I distinctly begin to see Red.
Only Commissars are ever issued
with this particular brand. The plot
thickens. The vanished man has a
slight cast in his left eye. A joint—
one of the lower ones—is missing
from his right forefinger . . .”

On this surprising rubbish Apple-
by’s voice died away. Regardless of
the two men waiting in the corridor,
he painfully explored the confined
space around him for a further fif-
teen minutes. When he emerged
he was wholly serious. And Derry
Fisher thought that he saw some-
thing like far-reaching speculation
in his eye.

“Those young airmen, Mr. Fisher
—you say they were asleep?”

“Not all of them.”

“And the clergyman and his
wife?”

“Chatting
view,”

“On the far side?”

“No, the corridor side.”

“And the solitary lady ?”

“She struck me as a headmistress,
or something of that sort. She was
working at papers.”

“AbsorBed in them ?”

“Well—not entirely. I think I re-
member her giving me rather a for-
midable glance as I went by. You
think these people may have seen
something important, sir?”

“They are a factor, undoubtedly.”

and admiring the
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Appleby was glancing at his watch.
“I must get back. The mystery of the
rifled suitcase is something that we
needn’t pursue. What we want is
your girl. And there ought to be
word of her by now. What would be
your guess about her when she reads
all this in the papers? Is she the sort
who might lose her head or panic
and lie low?”

“I’'m sure she’s not. She would see
it was her duty to come forward,
and she’d do so.”

“Kensington, you said—and you
absolutely didn’t hear any more?”
Appleby had dropped to the line and
they were now tramping through a
wilderness of deserted rolling stock.
“And you gleaned absolutely noth-
ing about her connections—profes-
sion, reason for having been in
Sheercliff,and soon?”

“Im afraid I didn’.” Derry hesi-
tated. “It wasn’t because I didn’t
want to. But she’d had this shock,
and it would have seemed imperti-
nent—"

“Quite so.” Appleby was curtly
approving. “But I wish we had just
the beginning of a line on her, all
the same.”

Derry Fisher for some reason felt
his heart sink. “You really do think,
sir, that she may be in danger?”

“Certainly she is in danger. We
must find her as soon as we can.”

Back in his room half an hour
later, and with Derry still in tow,
Appleby was making a long-dis-
tance call.
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“Stephen Borlase?” The culti-
vated voice from Cambridge wasted
no time. “Yes, certainly. I have no
doubt that I count as one of his old-
est friends. The news has saddened
me very much. A wonderful brain,
and on the verge of great things...
Mentally unbalanced? My dear sir,
we all are—except conceivably at
Scotland Yard. I know they were
worried about Stephen, but if I were
you I'd take it with a pinch of salt.
He was not nearly so mad as Mark is
if you ask me.”

“Mark ?”

“Mark Borlase—Stephen’s cousin.
Haven't you made contact with
him?” The voice from Cambridge
seemed surprised. “Mark is certainly
next of kin ... Address? I know

only that he lives in a windmill.

From time to time I should imagine
that he goes out and tilts at it ., ,
Precisely—an eccentric. He goes in
for unworldliness and absence of
mind . .. The same interests as Ste-
phen? Dear me, no. Mark is literary
—wrote a little book on Pushkin,
and is a bit of an authority on Rus-
sian literature in general. An inter-
esting but ineffective type.”

“Thank you very much.” Appleby
was scribbling on a desk pad. “Just
one more thing. I wonder if you can
tell me anything significant about
Sir Stephen’s methods of work?”

“Yes.” The voice from Cambridge
took on extra precision. “It hap-
pened in his head, and went straight
into a small notebook which Le kept
in an inner pocket. That—and per-
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haps a few loose papers lying rather
too carelessly about—was nowadays
pretty well his whole stock-in-trade.
I hope that notebook’s safe.”

“So do I. Sir Stephen had a body-
guard who ought to have kept an
eye on all that. I expect to reach him
at any time. You'd say that the note-
book may be very important in-
deed?”

“My God!” And the telephone in
Cambridge went down with a click.

As Appleby dropped his own re-
ceiver into place, a secretary entered
the room. “A caller, sir—somebody
I think you’ll want to see about this
Sheercliff affair.”

Derry Fisher was conscious of
sitting up with a jerk as Appleby
swung round to ask crisply, “Not
the girl?”

“I'm afraid not, sir. A cousin of
the dead man. He gives his name as
Mark Borlase.”

“Bring him in.” Appleby turned
back to Derry. “Lives in a windmill
and pops up as if he were answering
a cue. He may interest you, Mr.
Fisher, even though he’s not your
girl. So stay where you are.”

Derry did as he was told. Mark
Borlase was a middle-aged, culti-
vated, untidy man. He had a charm-
ing smile and restless, tobacco-
stained hands. His manner was de-
cidedly vague, and one felt at once
that his natural occupation was
wool-gathering. Only good breed-
ing and a sense of social duty, Derry
guessed, kept him from relapsing
into complete abstraction.



148

“Sir John Appleby? My name is
Borlase. They got hold of me from
Sheercliff, and asked me to come
along and see you here. This about
Stephen is very sad. I liked him,
and hope he liked me. We had noth-
ing to say to each other, I'm afraid—
nothing at all. But he was a good
sort of person in his dry way. I'm
very sorry that his end should be a
matter of policemen and inquests
and so forth. I wonder what I can
do?”

As he spoke, Mark Borlase pro-
duced a pair of glasses from a breast
pocket and clipped them on his nose
“PerhapsI could identify the body—
something like that?”

And Mark Borlase looked slowly
round the room, as if confidently ex-
pecting a corpse in a corner. Not
finding this, he let his glance rest
mildly on Derry Fisher instead.
“This your boy?”

“Your cousin’s body is naturally
at Sheercliff, Mr. Borlase. It has
been adequately identified. And this
gentleman is not my son”—Appleby
smiled faintly—“but Mr. Derry
Fisher, who happened to travel up
from Sheercliff this morning in cir-
cumstances which give him an in-
terest in your cousin’s death.”

“From Sheercliff this morning?
How do you do.” And Mark Borlase
gave Derry a smile which, for some
reason, sent a prickling sensation
down the young man’s spine. “You
were a friend of poor Stephen’s?”

“No—nothing of that sort. I never
knew him. It’s just that on the train
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I ran across a—another passenger
who’d had a queer experience—one
that seems to connect with Sir Ste-
phen’s death. That’s why the police
are interested in me.”

“Indeed.” Mark Borlase did not
appear to find this ingenuous ex-
planation sufficiently significant to
hold his attention. He turned his
mild gaze again to Appleby. “They
say, you know, that there were
times when Stephen wasn’t quite
himself.”

“But you have no personal experi-
ence of that?”

“I didn’t see him very often. Of
course, we corresponded occasion-
ally.”

“About what?”

Mark Borlase seemed momentar-
ily at a loss. “Well—don’t you know
—this and that.”

“You said a moment ago that you
and Sir Stephen had nothing at all
to say to each other. Can you be a
little more specific about the this
and that which were mentioned in
your letters?”

“As a matter of fact”—and Mark
Borlase hesitated—"“Stephen got me
to look at things for him from time
to time.”

“Things, Mr. Borlase?”

“Articles in Russian. It’s my sub-
ject.”

“I see.” And Appleby nodded.
“Articles, that would be, in learned
and scientific journals? Sir Ste-
phen’s own stuff?”

“Dear me, no.” Mark Borlase
evinced a sort of absent-minded
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amusement. “I'm a literary person,
and would be no good on anything
technical. Stephen had his own ex-
perts to do all that sort of thing.”

“Philosophy, then—and sociology

and so forth? He used you to ac-
quaint himself with untranslated
writings of—well, an ideological
cast?”

‘Mark Borlase’s hand moved un-
easily. “Is this what they call a secur-
ity check? But it was matter of that
sort. Stephen had an intermittent—
but occasionally intense—interest in
Communist theory and the like. 'm
bound to confess that it irritated me
very much. Not the doctrine—I
don’t give twopence for one politi-
cal doctrine or another—but the
style. I like my Russian good.”

“You would have viewed with
indifference your cousin’s entering
upon treasonable courses, but would
have deprecated his continued con-
cern with inelegant Russian prose?”

Rather surprisingly, Mark Borlase
was on his feet and flushing darkly.
“Damn it all, man, you understand
the conversation of gentlemen better
than that. I dont give a tinker’s
curse, I say, for one or another sort
of hot air. But of course I wouldn’t
have a kinsman make a fool of him-
self and disgrace the family if I
could help it. I used to translate or
explain whatever rubbish Stephen
in these occasional fits sent along—
and do my best to laugh at him for
hispains.”

“And you were never seriously
uneasy ?”
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Mark Borlase’s hesitation was just
perceptible. “Never. I realize there
has been a certain amount of sinister
talk. Stephen himself told me that
some fool of a Cabinet Minister had
decided he was a dangerously split
personality, and that Stephen had
been plagued with a lot of nonsense
as a result. For all I know, such idi-
ocy may have driven Stephen to sui-
cide.”

“I sincerely hope not.” Appleby’s
tone was sober. “And I am sorry,
Mr. Borlase, to have had to sound
you on some rather unpleasant
ground. It was good of you to come
along so quickly. One of my assist-
ants may want a little routine infor-
mation at your convenience in a
day or two. At the moment I have
only one further question. When
did you see your cousin last?”

This time Mark Borlase answered
promptly. “Six weeks ago. And he
was perfectly well. 'm at the Wes-
sex, by the way, should you want
me.”

“Thank youvery much.”

For some moments after the door
closed on Mark Borlase there was
silence. Appleby sat quite still, lost
in thought. Then he turned to
Derry. “Well?”

“I've seen him before.”

“W hat!”

“I’ve seen him before. It came to
me when he smiled. I've seen him
quite recently.”

“Be careful, man.” Appleby had
sat up at his desk, square and severe.
“This sort of thing is new to you
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—and sometimes it sets people to
fancying things. We don’t want a
false scent. So think.”

Derry’s mouth was dry and he
guessed that he looked strange For a
full minute he, too, sat quite still. “I
know I've seen him recently—and it
connects with Sheercliff.”

“Mark may be like Stephen in
personal appearance. And you may
have caught a glimpse of Stephen
down there in the streets.”

“No—I've seen him.” Derry felt
his hear pounding. “In a taxi . ..
smiling . . . driving out of Waterloo
today.”

Sir John Appleby appeared quite
unsurprised. “That is capital. It
looks as if we are on the track of
something at last. Let us suppose
that you are not mistaken. The over-
whelmingly probable inference is
that Mark Borlase has himself been
down to Sheercliff, and indeed trav-
eled back by the same train as your-
self.”

“Then he lied, didn’t he? He said
he hadn't seen his cousin for six
weeks.”

“It certainly sounds like a lie. But
he may have gone down intending
to see Stephen, and then for some
reason changed his mind. You
didn’t manage to see how he was
dressed?”

Derry shook his head. “I'm afraid
not. He may have been in those
tweeds of Stephen’s. All I saw was
his face—leaning forward, and
rather amused that I had to skip out
of the way of his cab. But look here,
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sir’"—Derry was suddenly urgent—
“it was the cab immediately behind
the girl’s. Could he have followed it,
and tracked her down? Can one
really tell a taxi driver to do that?
It's always happening in stories.”

Appleby smiled. “Certainly one
can. Men occasionally want to fol-
low girls without necessarily having
it in mind to commit murder. You
can imagine cases in which the mo-
tive might even be laudable. And
most taxi drivers wouldn’t mind a
bit of a chase. Try it, some time.”

Derry, although accustomed by
now to the intermittent levity of the
Commissioner, was rather shocked.
“But, sir, oughtn’t we . . . I mean,
if there’s a chance he knows where
to find her—”

“Quite so. One or two arrange-
ments must certainly be made.” Ap-
pleby was scribbling as he spoke,
and now he touched a bell. “Here
they are.” He held up a sheet of pa-
per and then handed it to his secre-
tary. “See that this is acted on at
once, Hunt, please. And are there
any developments?”

“Captain Merritt just arrrived,
sir.”

“Excellent. Show him in.” Ap-
pleby turned to Derry. “The man
who knows all about the Sheercliff
end. It will be a bad business if
we don't get somewhere now.” He
frowned. “And also, perhaps, if we

do.”

Captain Merritt was military,
brisk, and (Derry suspected) in-
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wardly somewhat shattered. He lis-
tened to what Appleby had to say,
nodded an introduction to the
young man, and plunged straight
into his own narrative.

“I waited in Sheercliff for the doc-
tors to make up their minds. It
seems there can be no doubt about
what happened, and that the local
man’s notion of suicide is all wrong.
Borlase was killed by a terrific blow
on the head, and then within a few
minutes was pitched over the cliff.
I've tried to get medical help on
the clothes. You know how scalp
wounds, even when only superficial,
bleed in a profuse and alarming
way? I wondered if the clothes he
was wearing when killed would re-
main wearable and presentable.”

Appleby nodded. “A good point.”

“But the leeches won'’t be positive
one way or the other. It isn’t certain
there would have been any great
mess. It’s my bet now that the mur-
derer stripped the dead man of his
clothes and got him into the ones he
was found in.”

“I agree.” Appleby was incisive.
“But why? What was the situa-
tion?”

“I was the situation, if you ask
me.” And Merritt laughed, but
without much mirth. “As I see it
now, the murder happened not on a
second trip of Sir Stephen’s to Mer-
lin Head, but on the first and only
trip. I saw Sir Stephen go up there. I
thought I saw him come down. But
all I really saw were his clothes. In
fact, I came a first-class crash.”
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“It’s certainly a possibility.” Ap-
pleby spoke with a hint of profes-
sional commiseration. “And can
you name the man who fooled
you?”

“Krauss.”

Appleby nodded. “I gather he
may be involved. The Minister
made a great point of it when he
phoned me this morning.”

“You see, Krauss—" Merritt hesi-
tated. “Is Mr. Fisher here interested
in Krauss?”

Appleby smiled. “I don’t think it
will much endanger the country,
Mr. Fisher, to tell you about Krauss.
He is a foreign agent whom we sus-
pect of specializing in approaching
scientists with the object of extract-
ing secret information from them.
Krauss’s is the ideological and not
the venal approach. We don’t know
that he has ever had much success.
But it is believed that he keeps on
trying. And Captain Merritt is per-
fectly correct in saying that Krauss
is supposed to have been on the
track of Sir Stephen Borlase. So
Krauss is a likely suspect enough.”

Appleby turned to his colleague.
“Fisher and I, as it happens, have
anotherone. But carry on.”

“Another suspect?” Merritt was
startled.

“Not a bad one. But first come,
first served. So continue.”

Merritt laughed. “Very well. Here
is the crime as I see it. Stephen Bor-
lase was an unstable fellow, with fits
in which he didn’t very well know
his own mind on certain vital mat-
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ters. As a result, Krauss got a long
way with him—got, in fact, as far as
Merlin Head in the small hours of
this morning.

“He persuaded Borlase to an ap-
pointment there—to a moonlight
conferencein the little shelter by the
cliff edge. The meeting, however,
was a failure. Borlase was not dis-
posed, after all, to see treason as a
higher duty. Conceivably he never
was. These, after all, are jumpy
times. If they were not, some of us
would be out of a job.”

“Quite so.”

“Krauss, then, was stuck. And, be-
ing stuck, he struck.” Merritt
paused, as if mildly surprised at his
own command of the resources of
English. “Primarily he was out to
suborn Borlase. But there was this
other possibility. Borlase carried on
his person notes that were the vital
growing point of his researches.
These would be enormously worth
stealing—and particularly if the
brain capable of producing them
could simultaneously be destroyed
forever. That is why Krauss killed
Borlase.”

“If he did.”

“I'm only putting a case.” Merritt
was patient. “Now, what would be
the first thing one would do after
committing murder and robbery? I
think one would scout around.
Krauss took a peer out from that
cliff shelter—and just glimpsed me
at the far end of the path leading
to it. He would realize the situation
and see that is was pretty grim.”
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“Grim enough to take the fantas-
tic risk of donning Borlase’s clothes
and hoping to evade you that way?”

“Yes. And it wasn't really so fan-
tastic. He would know I was being
as unobtrusive as possible, and that
I would keep well back.”

“It’s a first-class hypothesis.” Ap-
pleby drummed absently on the
desk before him. “But one point
worries me. Borlase was found in
entirely strange clothes? Why a
complete exchange? And why
bother to redress the corpse at all?”

“Krauss suddenly tumbled to the
significance of the cliff, the sea, and
the currents. With luck, he could get
rid of the body for days or weeks.
That would be valuable in itself.
Moreover, if it was then recovered
entirely unidentifiable, either in its
own person or by any of its clothes,
the eminent Sir Stephen Borlase
would simply have disappeared
without explanation. There was a
neat little propaganda trick to take
in that.”

“Very well. Krauss—or another—
effects this change of clothes and
then pitches the body into the sea.
Or rather, not into the sea. It lands
on a small outcrop of rock. And so
the murderer’s plan—as you see it,
that is—partly fails. Now, there is
a point that occurs to me there. Sup-
pose the murderer, for some reason,
was—so to speak—aiming not at the
sea but at that rock. Would it have
been a practical target? Could he
have reckoned on keeping the body
fromthesea?”
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Merritt frowned. “I'm not clear
about the bearing of your question.”

“Conceivably it has none. But one
ought, I think, to consider the ques-
tion Accident or design? on every
occasion that one possibly can.”

“I entirely agree.” Merritt thought
for a moment. “Yes, I think the rock
would prove, if one experimented, a
reasonably easy target.”

“Well, then—let’s go on. The dis-
guised Krauss, with Borlase’s note-
book in his pocket, does succeed in
getting past you.”

“I'm afraid so. But he is by no
means out of the wood. There I am,
discreetly behind him. If he wants
to avoid suspicion, there is only one
natural thing for him to do at the
end of this nocturnal stroll. He
must return to Borlase’s hotel. He
must accept the risk of being con-
fronted, face on, by a night porter.
Moreover, he probably has no more
than Borlase’s key as a clue to what
room he must make for. And he
must find it before I, in my turn, re-
gain the Metropole.”

“In fact, it was all pretty sticky—
without knowing it he had made
the ghastly slip-up over the shoes
and was now wearing one of Bor-
lase’s and one of his own.”

“Exactly. But he did get to Bor-
lase’s suite quite safely. Later he
crept out again and took the first
train to Town. He can't, I think,
have had any base in Sheercliff, or
he would have made for it first and
got into other clothes.”

Derry Fisher had listened fasci-
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nated to this hypothetical recon-
struction of events in which he him-
self had been obscurely involved.
Now he broke in. “This man
Krauss, sir—have you ever seen
him?”

Merritt nodded. “Certainly. I was
given an unobtrusive view of a good
many of his kidney when I took on
my present job.”

“Could he be described as middle-
aged and intellectual-looking; and
does he smoke Russian cigarettes?”

“I don’t know about his smoking,
although there are people who will,
But the description certainly fits.”

“It certainly fits.” Appleby nodded
thoughtfully. “But then—it would
fit Mark Borlase as well.”

“Mark Borlase?” Merritt was puz-
zled.

“Stephen’s cousin. They don’t
seem to have briefed you on the
family, Merritt, quite as they
should. Mark Borlase appears to
have traveled up from Sheercliff to-
day, although he has kept quiet
about it. Fisher here saw him at
Waterloo—and believes that he may
even have followed the taxi of the
girl who spotted the shoes. When I
hear of anybody claiming actually to
have seen your friend Krauss there,
I shall begin to take rather more in-
terest in him.

“Meanwhile, I'll keep my eye on
Cousin Mark. You don’t happen to
be a member of the Wessex? A pity.
He told us he’s putting up there for
the night. You could have taken a
peep at him for yourself.”
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“I'm going to do my best to take
a peep at Krauss.” Captain Merritt
rose. “I haven’t much hope for that
notebook—but one never knows.
These fellows have peculiar ways.
He may hold on to it till he gets his
price.”

“There’s some comfort in that.
Or Mark Borlase may.”

Merritt moved to the door. “I
think your Mark Borlase is a rank
outsider.”

“Fisher and I have our money on
him, all the same.”

When Merritt had departed, Ap-
pleby looked at his watch. “I won-
der,” he asked, “if you would care
for a cup of tea? We make astonish-
ing tea at the Yard. And capital
anchovy toast.”

“Thank you very much.” Derry
‘Fisher was disconcerted. “But
oughtn’t we—?”

Appleby smiled. “To be organiz-
ing the siege of the Wessex—or
otherwise  pushing  effectively
about? Well, I think we have an
hour to relax in.”

Derry stared. “Before—before
something happens?”

“Before—my dear young man—
we take a long shot at finally clear-
ing up this odd business of a dead
man’s shoes.”

“A, black shoe and a brown—how
very curious!”

“What did you say ?” Jane Grove
set down her teacup with a surpris-

ing clatter.
“And—dear me!—at Sheercliff.”
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Jane’s aunt, enjoyably interested,

reached for a slice of cake. “You

might have run into it. Which just
shows, does it not? I mean, that in
the midst of life we are in death.

I’'vegota whole cherry.”

“I don’t know what you're talk-
ing about.” Jane’s voice trembled
slightly.

“Something in the paper, dear,”
Jane’s aunt propped the folded page
against the milk jug. “A poor man
found dead beneath the cliffs quite
early this morning.”

“Early this morning!”

“And something about another
man. Will you have a third cup?”

“No.Goon.”

“I intend to, dear. I always take
three cups.”

“I mean about the other man.”

“The other man? Oh, yes. He
seems to have traveled on a train,
and to have worn mixed-up shoes
too. There are people at Scotland
Yard who want any information
about him.”

“May I see?” Jane took the eve-
ning paper and read without speak-
ing.

“It couldn’t be a new fashion?”
“A new fashion, aunt?”
“Wearing different-colored shoes.

Two men, you see. But one—of

course—now dead.”

Jane laughed a little wildly. “No
—not a new fashion.” She got
abruptly to her feet. “I think I
must—"

“Yes, dear?”

Jane hesitated. “I must water the



DEAD MAN’S SHOES

pot. You might like a fourth cup.”

-She performed this commonplace
action with a steady hand, and
when she spoke again her tone was
entirely casual. “I'm afraid I have
to goout.”

“To go out again, Jane—after
your long day?”

“I—I've got to do something I
forgot. It’s rather important.” Jane
fetched her handbag and gloves. “t
don’t suppose I shall be very long.”

“Very well, dear. But don’t for-
- get—you can'’t be too careful.”

Jane Grove jumped. “Careful ?”

“Of the traffic, dear. So danger-
ous nowadays.”

Jane, standing by the window,
smiled wryly. The quiet Kensing-
ton road was deserted. She lingered
for some minutes. Then, as if re-
proaching herself for some lack of
resolution, she hurried out.

Sir John Appleby’s tea and an-
chovy toast, although it had all the
appearance of being a leisurely and
carefree affair, had a steady accom-
paniment of messages dispatched
and received. Finally, Appleby’s
secretary came in and spoke with a
trace of excitement.

“Fifteen Babcock Gardens, sir.
And at five forty five.”

“Good.” Appleby rose briskly.
“He did as he was told, and said
he'd walk ?”

“Yes. He’s making for the Green
Park now."”

“That gives us all very good
time. You've got three cars out?”
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“They should be pretty well post-
ed by now. We've studied the maps
and had a report from the section.”

Appleby nodded and signaled to
Derry Fisher to follow him. “And
what sort of problem does this
house in Babcock Gardens look like
presenting ?”

“Tricky, sir—but it might be
worse. At a corner, but very quiet.
All the houses there have base-
ments with areas. There’s a desert-
ed cabmen’s shelter over the way.”
The secretary hesitated. “Are you
taking a bit of a risk, sir?”

“That’s as it will appear.” Apple-
by’s tone suggested that he found
this question not wholly in order.
“And now we'll be off.”

“You car’'s outside, sir—with
the short-wave tested and correct.”

Below, a discreetly powerful lim-
ousine was waiting, and into this
Derry Fisher found himself bun-
dled. It had a table with street plans,
and it was filled with low-pitched
precise speech. Appleby had no
sooner sat down than he joined in.
The effect, as of an invisible con-
ference, was very exciting.

Derry had been involved in this
sort of thing before—but only in
the cinema. He rather expected the
car to go hurtling through London
with a screaming siren. The pace,
however, proved to be nothing out
of the ordinary. Turning into the
Mall, they moved as sedately as if
in a procession. Carlton House
Terrace seemed to go on forever,
and the Royal Standard fluttering
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above Buckingham Palace drew
only very slowly nearer. When
they rounded Queen Victoria on
her elaborate pedestal and swung
round for Constitution Hill, it was
at a speed that seemed more ap-
propriate to sightseers than to emis-
saries of the law.

But if the car dawdled, Derry’s
mind moved fast—much faster
than it was accustomed to do in the
interest of his uncle’s business. He
had never heard of Babcock Gar-
dens, but he guessed that it was an
address in Kensington—and the
address, too, which he had failed to
hear the girl giving at Waterloo
that morning. And somebody was
walking to it—walking to it
through the Green Park. And Ap-
pleby had acknowledged that the
girl was in danger, and Appleby’s
secretary had let slip misgivings
over the riskiness of what was now
going on.

What was now going on ?

Quite clearly, the setting of a
trap.

Appleby was setting a trap, with
the girl as bait.

“I ought to tell you that there
may be a little shooting before
we're through with this.”

Derry jumped. Appleby, appar-
ently unconscious of any strain, had

murmured the words in his ear.

“Shooting, sir—you mean at the
girl?”

“But all this is a very long shot.
Appleby had ominously ignored
the question. “It mayn’t come off at

"
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all. But it’s going to be uncommon-
ly labor-saving if it does ...I
think we turn out of Knightsbridge
at the next corner.”

Derry was silent. He felt helpless
and afraid. The crawl continued.
Appleby was again absorbed in
listening to reports and giving or-
ders. But he had time for one brief
aside.

“Complicated, you know. Lurk-
ing for lurkers. Requires the police-
man’s most catlike tread. Not like
marching up and making an arrest
in the name of the law.”

Again Derry said nothing; he
didn’t feel at all like mild fun. Sud-
denly the pace increased. Appleby’s
dispositions—whatever they were
—appeared to be completed.

The car now ran through broad,
quiet streets between rows of solid-
ly prosperous-looking houses. Pres-
ently it turned left into a narrower
road, and then left again into what
seemed a deserted mews. And there
it drew to a halt.

Appleby jumped out. “The unob-
trusive approach to our grandstand
seat.”

Derry followed. “A grandstand
seat?”

“We are at the back of Babcock
Gardens. A surprised but obliging
citizen is giving us the run of his
dining room. Number fifteen is just
opposite.”

It seemed to Derry Fisher after-
ward that what followed was all
over in a flash. The dining room of
the obliging citizen was somber
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and Victorian, and this gave the
sunlit  street outside, viewed
through a large bay window, some-
thing of the appearance of a theatri-
cal scene—an empty stage awaiting
the entrance of actors and the begin-
ning of an action.

Suddenly it was peopled—and the
action had taken place. The house
opposite stood at a corner. Round
this came the figure of a man, glanc-
ing upward, as if in search of a
street number.

Derry had time only to realize
that the man looked familiar when
the door of number 15 opened and
a girl came down the steps. It was
the girl of Derry’s encounter on the
train that morning.

She had almost reached the foot-
path when she staggered and fell—
and in the same instant there came
thecrack of a revolver shot.

The man was standing still, ap-
parently staring at her intently.
Derry could see only his back. But
he now knew that it was the back
of Mark Borlase.

Borlase took a step forward. Si-
multaneously another figure leaped
across the road—it must have been
from the corresponding corner—
and made a dash for Borlase. It was
Merritt. What he intended seemed
to be a flying tackle.

Bu+ before he could bring this off,
yet another figure dramatically ap-
peared. A uniformed policeman,
hurling himself up the area steps of
number 15, took the charging Mer-
ritt in the flank and brought him
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crashing to the ground. In an in-
stant there were policemen all over
the place.

“Come along.” Appleby touched
the horrified Derry Fisher on the
arm. They hurried out. Mark Bor-
lase had not moved. Shocked and
bewildered, he was looking from
one side to the other. On his left,
Merritt had been hauled to his feet,
and stood collared by two powerful
constables.

On his right, still sprawled on the
steps of number 15, lay the girl—a
pool of blood forming beneath one
arm.

Derry ran toward her, his heart
pounding. As he did so, she raised
herself, and with a groping move-
ment found her handbag. For a
moment, ard with a queerly ex-
pressionless face, she gazed at Mer-
ritt and at the men who held him.
Then with her uninjured arm she
opened her bag, drew out a small
glittering object and thrust it in her
mouth.

“Stop her!”

Appleby’s cry was too late. An-
other revolver shot broke the quiet
of Babcock Gardens. Incredibly—
incredibly and  horribly—Derry
Fisher’s beautiful girl had blown
her brains out.

Late that evening Appleby ex-
plained.

“There was never much doubt,
Mr. Borlase, that your cousin had
been murdered. And clearly the
crime was not one of passion or im-
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pulse. The background of the case
was international espionage. Sir
Stephen was killed in order to ob-
tain an important scientific secret
and to eliminate the only brain ca-
pable of reproducing it. There may
have been an attempt—conceivably
by the man Krauss—to get at Sir
Stephen by the ideological route.
But that had certainly come to noth-
ing. You agree?”

Mark Borlase nodded. “Stephen
—as | insisted to you—was really
perfectly sound. He worried me at
times, it is true—and it was only
yesterday that I felt I ought to go
down and have a word with him.
Actually, we didn’t meet. I got him
on the telephone and knew at once
that there was no question of any
trouble at the moment. So I con-
cealed the fact that I was actually in
Sheercliff, put up at the Grand for
the night, and came back this morn-
ing. I ought to have been franker
when you challenged me, no
doubt.”

“It has all come out straight in
the wash, Mr. Borlase. And now let
me go on. Here was a professional
crime. This made me at once sus-
picious of the genuineness of any
mix-up over those shoes. But they
might be a trick designed to mis-
lead. And if that was so, I was up
against a mind given to doing things
ingenionsly. 1 made a note that it
might be possible to exploit that
later.

“Now the train.I came away from
my inspection of it convinced that
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the girl’s story was a fabrication
from start to finish. The fact stared
me in the face.”

Derry Fisher sat up straight.
“But how could it? I've chewed
over it again and again—"

“My dear young man, these
things are not your profession.
This girl, representing herself as
badly frightened, ignored three
compartments—in two of which she
would have found feminine support
and comfort—and chose to. burst in
on a solitary and suitably impres-
sionable young man of her own
age.

“Again, while the mysterious man
with the different-colored shoes
would certainly have retreated zp
the train, the rifled suitcase was
down the train—the direction in
which the girl herself went off un-
accompanied, for her cup of coffee.

“Again, the Russian cigarettes had
discernibly been smoked in a hold-
er. On one of them, nevertheless,
there was a tiny smear of lipstick.”

Appleby turned to Derry. “I
think I mentioned it to you at the
time.”

“Mentioned it?” Derry was be-
wildered—and then light came to
him. “When you made that silly—
that joke about seeing Red ?”

“I'm afraid so. Well now, the case
was beginning to come clear. Sir
Stephen’s body had been dropped
on that rock, and not into the sea,
deliberately; we were meant to find
it in the strange clothes and the un-
accountable shoes—otherwise the
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whole elaborate false trail laid by
the girl on her railway journey
would be meaningless.

“But awhy this elaboration? There
seemed only one answer. To serve
as an alibi, conclusive from the
start, for somebody anxious to
avoid any intensive investigation.
My thoughts turned to Merritt as
soon as he produced that stream-
lined picture of the man Krauss as
thecriminal.”

Mark Borlase nodded. “And so
you set a trap for him ?”

“Precisely. But first, let me give
you briefly what my guess about
Merritt was. He had been offered
money—big and tempting money—
to do bozh things: get the notebook
and liquidate Sir Stephen. He saw
his chance in Sir Stephen’s habit of
taking that nocturnal stroll. Last
night he simply followed him up to
the Head, killed and robbed him,
and dressed the body in clothes he
had already concealed for the pur-
pose,including the odd shoes.

“Then he dropped the body over
the cliff so that it would fall just
where it did, returned to the Metro-
pole, and telephoned his confeder-
ate to begin playing Aer part on
the 8:05 this morning. The girl—her
name was Jane Grove—was de-
voted to him. And she played her
part very well—to the end, I'd
say.n

For a moment there was silence
in Appleby’s room. Then Derry
asked a question. “And your trap?”

“It depended on what is pretty
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well an axiom in detective investi-
gation. A criminal who has—suc-
cessfully, he thinks—brought off an
ingenious trick will try to bring off
another, twice as ingenious, if you
give him a chance. Still guessing—
for I really had no evidence against
Merritt at all—I gave him such a
chance just as irresistibly as I could.

“The girl, you see, must come
forward, and repeat the yarn she
had told on the train. That was es-
sential to the convincingness of the
whole story. It was, of course, a
yarn about encountering a man
who doesn’t exist. For this nobody
I determined to persuade Merritt
to substitute a somebody: yourself,
Mr. Borlase. You had been on that
train and had concealed the fact.

“I let Merritt have this informa-
tion. I gave him the impression
that I strongly suspected you. T let
slip the information that you could
be reached at your club, the Wessex.
And as soon as Merritt had left I
got a message to you there myself,
explaining what I wanted and ask-
ing you to cooperate. You did so,
most admirably, and I am very
grateful to you.”

Mark Borlase inclined his head.
“A blood hunt isn’t much in my
line, I'm bound to say. But it seemed
proper that Stephen’s murder
should be brought to book.”

Derry Fisher looked perplexed.
“Idon’t see how Merritt—"

“It was simple enough.” Appleby
broke off to take a telephone call,
and then resumed his explanation.
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“Merritt represented himself to Mr.
Borlase on the telephone as my sec-
retary and asked him to come to
my private address—which he gave
as fifteen Babcock Gardens—at five
forty-five. He then got in touch
with the girl and arranged /s
trap.” Appleby smiled grimly. “He
didn’tknow it wasourtrap too.”

“He was going to incriminate
Mr. Borlase?”

“Just that. Remember, you
would have been able to swear that
you saw Mr. Borlase leaving Wat-
erloo in a taxi just behind the girl.
From this would follow the infer-
ence that Mr. Borlase had tracked
her to her home; and that after his
interview here he had decided that
he must silence her.”

“But Merritt didn’t himself mean
to—to kill the girl ?”

“He meant to stage an attempted
‘murder by Mr. Borlase, and to that
he must have nerved her on the
telephone. It all had to be very nice-
ly timed.”

Mark Borlase suddenly shivered.
“He was going to have me arrested,
after he had himself winged the
girl? He would have said the revol-
ver was mine—that sort of thing ?”

“Yes. He may even have meant
to kill you, and maintain that it had
happened in the course of a strug-
gle or self-defense. Then the girl
would have identified you as the
man with the odd shoes. And that
would have been that.”
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“How would he have explained
being on the scene—there in Bab-
cock Gardens, I mean—atall?”

“By declaring that I had prompt-
ed him to go and have a look at
you at your club and that he had-
spotted you coming out and had
decided to shadow you. It would
have been some such story as that.:
He had lost his head a bit, I'd say,
in pursuit of this final ingenuity. It
was criminal artistry, of a sort. But.
it was thoroughly crazy artistry as
well”

“And Stephen’s notebook ?”

“That telephone call was to say it
has been found with Merritt’s
things. Merritt thought himself ab-
solutely safe, and he was deter-
mined to hold out for the highest
possible price.”

Appleby rose. “Well, that’s the:
whole thing. And we shall none of’
us be sorry to go to bed.”

As they said goodbye, Derry
Fisher hesitated. “May I ask one
more question ?”

“Certainly.”

“The shooting in Babcock Gar-
dens was an afterthought of Mer-
ritt’s—and I think it was the after-
thought of a fiend. But why—after
you had examined the train and
guessed nearly the whole truth
—did you tell me that the girl was in
danger?”

“She was in danger of the gal-
lows, Mr. Fisher. But at least she
has escaped zhaz.”
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The Photographer and the Col-
UMNISt sevsesasesnnascsas
INNEs, MicHAEL: Dead Man’s
Shoes ticeevennnonnnnnans
Karp, JoaN: Mystery, Mov1e Style
KersH, GErRALD: A Game Played
in the Twilight
LADNER, JR., RoBERT: Choice of
Evilsk. o0 . o epejotelatsiefe s[sfeFTeTe
MacNersH, NeiL: Lament for a
Scholar
MATHEWSON, JosEPH: A Strangcr s
Tale puoctelsarelsarersste o siorers .
McBaIN, Ep: The Empty Hours .
McConNor, VINceNT: The Man
Who Collected Obits .......
McNEear, Rosert: The Salad
Maker ...vevenennnas
Moorg, KENNETH: Protection ...
Orrorp, LENORE GLEN: Memoirs
of a Mystery Critic .
O‘NEILL, Juprt: The Identifica-
tion
PeNTECOST, HUGH: Volcano in the
Mind
The Monster of Lakeview ....
Porces, ArRTHUR: The Scientist
and the Multiple Murder .
The Scientist and the Invisible
Safe
PoweLL, Tarmace: Last Run of
the Night
QuEEN, ELLERY: Last Man To Die
The Adventure of Abraham
Lincoln’s Clue +vovevnnn.
Rapin, Epwarp D.: Who lelcd
Charlotte Schaber? .....
ReacH, ALICE ScaNLaN:. Father
Crumlish and His People .
Savers, DorotHy L.: The Queen’s
Square s.eciaccsccacesaane
SHARMAN, MiriaMm: Battle of Wits
SuaRrp, MarGeRrY: Driving Home .
SiMENON, GEORGES: Inspector Mai-

...........

-----------------

e

...... sescsscssssnse

gret Directs «..cveunn. 5800
Inspector Maigret Thinks .....
Sisk, Frank: The Strange Adven-
ture of Charles Homer .....

Feb. 111
. April 37
June 51
Jan. 108
June 109
June 128
March 133
June 26
June 99
June 121
March 78
May 111
Feb. 99
Jan. 94
Jan. 59
April 63
F 77
Jan. 6
March 88
Feb. 127
May 40
Jan. 63
Jan. 131
March 52
May 65
May 67
April 104
June 77
Feb. 138
March 137
June 16
March 109"

(Continued on page 127)



{Continued from ather side)

6 Gardners plus 1 Christie

PLUS 2 MORE NEW MYSTERIES 72 2270] ALL Jo7, B ] OO

HRILL to tense courtroom bat-  Mignon G, Eberhart. John Creasey,

tles, spellbinding action. baffing nd Van Wyck Mason. ALL TH}!\!SE
clues! You &et six of Erle Stanley Rn many mguerb f‘kmO“S lu‘d ors
Gardner's best Perry Mason mys-  piave had thelr books selected by
teries — in six full-size, full-length, i€ C U ISR YE ane members
hardbound books. You also get emselves’

Azntha Chrlstles latest thriller — Club selecttons are ALL newly
PLUS — 2 MORE new full-length vublished books. As 8 member, you
: myst,enes in a big Trinle-Volume. et THREE of them complete in one
! These nine mysteries would cost andsomey bound Triple V lume
$3295 in the bublishers’ original a $10.50 to $11.95 value ins“
editlons — but YOU get ALL NINE ers editions) for ONLY

of them for only $1.00 as your in-

n;oducti%n tt})l Lhe,magl{’ adﬁa?ta&es Take ONLY The Books
= of membership in e Detective

Baok Club. Yov Want

L . You do NOT have to take a vol-
“Cream’ of New Mysteries ume every mé)éltr.m\]()ou xl;ece%vi'ewg

| {ree copy of Ciub’s “Preview”
for LESS than 97¢ EACH which will fully describe all com-

Out of the 300 or more new de- ing selections and you may reject

tective books that come out every any volume before or after recelv-
year. the Club selects the very ing it. NO money in advance; NO
‘‘cream of the crop’ -- by gutstand- membership fee. You may cancel
ing authorslike Erle Btanle Ga.rd- membership at any time.

ner, Agatha Christle, A. r.
SEND NO MONEY
Mail Postcard for
ALL 7 Volumes

8imply mall postcard promptly
and we will send you at once the
81X complele Perry Masan thril-
lers -- PL.US the Agatha Christie —
PLUS the two other exciting mys-
teries described on the other side.
But don’'t delay. Mail postcard
NOW to:

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
Roslyn, L. 1., New York 11376

SEND NO MONEY — JUST MAIL THIS POSTCARD  7.297

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
Roslyn, L. L., New York 11576 7-BF

Please enrall me as a member and send me at once the BIX full.length
hard-bound editions of Perry Mason thrillers, PLUS8 the brand-new 3-in-1 vol-
ume Club selection containing the new Agatha Christie and 2 other great m¥s-
teries. 1 enclose NO MONEY IN ADVANCE: within a week after receiving my
books. I will either return them all and owe nothing, or keep ALL SEVEN
volumes, containing NINE first-rate mystery stories, for the special new-
member introductory price of ONLY $1.00 (plus a few cents mailing charges).

As a8 member, I am to receive advance descriptions of all future selections,
but am not obligated to buy any. For each future Triple Volume I decide to
keep, I will send you only $2.89 (plus a few cents malling charges). I may reject
any volume before or after I receive it, and I may cancel my membership at
any time. ( Books shipped in US.A. oniy.)

MAIL THIS
POSTCARD
NOwW
FOR YOUR
NINE
MYSTERIES

No
POSTAGE
NEEDED

F!—————-—————-_——dw -



ENLESTANLEY

GARDNER &2 GHRISTIE

and more! !,%' $ 1

NINE great mysteries =.°1

WORTH $32.93

Un P\lblhh?rs'
Original Editions)

5350 in vuu $350
in r\ml in Pubi

({H

in 6 full-length,
Get 6 mm hard.bound books

Valve in Publ. Eds.

Agatha Christie’s

© TheCuseof the © _The Case of the @ _ The Case of the latest thriller
WORRIED WAITRESS TROUBLED TRUSTEE PHANTOM FORTUNE
Perry’s client 18 charged with Palmer {s dead. Dutton was Perry must: defend himself — Oﬂd 2 more
deadly assault — andhis ace with him, and his gun xilled ageinst the deadly serieus
defense witness 18 TOTALLY him. How can Perry ever cherge of framing an at- 10P-"ig'|f
BLIND! save Dutton? tempted murder! i
The Case of the @  The Case of the ) TheCeoseofthe mysteries
BEAUTIFUL BEGGAR HORRIFIED HEIRS DARING DIVORCEE in this big
Perry agrees to help a lovely Perry’s client and Mrs. Trent A suspected murder weapon
girl — who turns eut to be 8  have a '‘friend” ‘who wants disappears — and the D.A. “3.in~-1°' Volume

cunning murderess.

e e e St e e e e e e e e e e e e —— ——

to murder them both!

threatens to jail Perryi

FIRST CLASS
PERMIT No. 47
Rosiyn, N. Y.

BUSINESS REPLY MAIL

No postage stamp necessary if mailed in the United States

POSTAGE WILL BE PAID BY

THE DETECTIVE BOOK CLUB
Roslyn, L. 1.,

New York 11576

||I|||||||Hl||

|
o AT BERTRAM'S
HOTEL
by Agurba Christie
Jane Marple tracks
down the [}
million~doliar traln
robbery...an elder-

ly absent-minded.
vicar?!

|
|
|
|
|
|
|
| @ ABsusiness
1 OF BODIES
| by Stonion Forbas
A funeral director 18
| MURDERED agd the
I KILLER may be Yout
| veryBEST FRIEND(
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|

ik
e COMNCEAL AND
DISGUISE
by Hengy Kume:

Can a tep smsjel;
doctor Mcanc -n

ASBA: 8
decd tuwrutltau
doudlanoroes?

{Continved
on lastde)





