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One afternoon not long ago I strolled into the office of 
my literary agent and found him glumly contemplating 
his letter-opener. “Suicide?” I asked. He ignored the 
pleasantry. “I’ve just heard from So-and-So of the Whozis 
Magazine,” he grunted. “He’s read your manuscript him­
self.” “What does he think of it?” I asked, not without 

trepidation. “Likes it. Likes it all—original idea, development, interest, and 
style.” “Then he’s accepted the story?” I said eagerly. “Oh, no,” replied 
my agent wearily, “he’s turned it down. He says it’s too good for his 
readers. Hasn’t got what he calls popular appeal.” “Oh,” I said. “In other 
words, to have appeal to readers of popular magazines a story can’t be ‘too 
good,’ eh ?” “That’s it.”

Consequently, when the publishers of Mystery League asked me to become 
editor of their newly projected magazine, I accepted on one condition: I 
was to have a free hand with material. For it is my honest opinion, after a 
lifetime of reading and a modest but crowded career of writing, that the 
editors of our popular magazines on the whole underestimate the reading 
tastes of the public. I refuse to believe that only fiction that is cut to a 
pattern is acceptable to the popular reader. If that’s an ax, I’m grinding it: 
and I shall continue to grind it until the readers of Mystery League prove 
me wrong.

I guarantee that between the covers of this magazine you will find novels, 
short stories, and features none of which hew to any one line; all of which 
answer only to this: that they be original in idea and development, interest­
ing, and well-written. I fail to see how any reader can do less than thoroughly 
enjoy fiction measuring up to these specifications.



Mystery League in magazine form represents an effort to keep pace with 
the times. When this organization was publishing books, you got for the 
sum of fifty cents a volume in no way distinguishable from a $2.00 detective 
novel. In Mystery League, the magazine, you get not only a full-length 
novel but short stories and features as well—and all for twenty-five cents. 
The economic advantages of becoming a constant reader of Mystery League, 
then, are self-evident; especially since you are assured quality as well as 
quantity.

The policy of Mystery League will always be: Material first. We shall 
not go in for what the profession calls “names”—well-known writers—simply 
because they possess “names” that theoretically build circulation. I insist 
that a story stand on its own feet. As a matter of fact, in selecting the 
contents of our initial issues we have already turned down scores of manu­
scripts by “names” which would of themselves mean instant acceptance by 
other magazines. I turned them down because the stories did not measure up. 
You may buy a magazine because of the names on the cover, but if the 
stories disappoint you the employment of the names becomes a boomerang. 
Names are excellent things, but the proof of the story is in the reading, 
and nothing else counts.

I have other axes to grind. I am constantly being annoyed—as you must 
be—by magazine announcements that The Mystery oj Whatzis is “a full- 
length novel,” only to find on actual examination that the so-called full- 
length novel contains a mere 25,000 to 50,000 words. A full-length novel, to 
be worthy the name, should consist of anywhere from 70,000 to 100,000 
words. Consequently, when Mystery League advertises a “full-length novel,” 
you may depend upon it that it contains a minimum of 70,000 words. In 
this issue, for example, appears Drury Lane’s Last Case., by Barnaby Ross. 
You will find the exact wordage on the cover: 86,431 words.

This is frankly an experiment on my part: an experiment to prove that 
the vast magazine-buying public will flock to the banner of a publication 
built along intelligent and pleasure-giving lines. This is not a problem of 
“highbrow versus popular” fiction. It is not a problem at all, as I see it. 
There will be no pattern here. You will get all sorts and types of stories 
within the range of mystery-detective fiction—the intellectual, the hard- 
boiled, the romantically adventurous, the whimsical or humorous, and the 
bizarre. But every story, I promise you, will be swell reading.



DRURY LANE* 
LAIT CASE
BY BARNABY ROH
Unhesitatingly we pronounce this new Barnaby 
Ross work one of the most remarkable mystery 
novels ever to come to our attention. Rich in idea, 
suavely written, its artful plot builds to an extraordi­
nary climax. We feel very fortunate to be able to 
launch the Mystery League with so superb a novel.

PROLOGUE

JOSEPH'S BEARD

■|MB| IT WAS a curious beard, an unorthodox 
beard, almost a humorous beard. Shaped 
like a Frenchman’s spade, it fell in the 
quaintest wave, rippling from his in- 
visible chin to two grim points below his 
invisible collar. There was something

at once girlish and dignified in its series of perfect 
ringlets, like the majestic statuary brush of Zeus. But 
it was not its sharply two-pronged beauty nor its 
rhythmic volutions that caught the goggling eye.
The true marvel was its colors.

It was a veritable Joseph’s beard, dappled and pied 
and streaked like Joseph’s coat, glinting in unex­
pected blacks and blues and greens. Had it faded 
under a playful sun? Or had its wearer for some in­
scrutable purpose of, his own deposited his solemn 
length on a laboratory table and bathed his remark­

able beaver in a pool of chemicals? Such an Olym­
pian beard could have had an origin no less fantastic. 
This was, one felt, historic hair; a beard for a 
museum, to be preserved for admiring posterity.

Now Inspector Thumm, lately of the New York 
Police Department, at present retired and soothing 
his restless spirit with the balm of private detective 
agency work, was after forty years of policing inured 
against the surprises of mankind. But even he was 
first horrified, and then frankly fascinated, by the ex­
traordinary brush on the chin of his Monday visitor 
this mild May morning. There was no precedent in 
the Inspector’s experience for that amazing collec­
tion of multicolored filaments. He stared as if he 
could not see enough of it.

Finally he said: “Sit down,” in a feeble voice, 
glanced at his desk calendar to see if by some alchemy 
of forgetfulness it might not be All Fools’ Day, and 
then sank into his own chair to scrape his broad blue 
jaws and regard his visitor with awed astonishment.

Rainbow-Beard sat down with perfect equanimity.
He was a tall thin man, Inspector Thumm ob-



served—precious little to go on, for the rest of him 
was clothed in as cryptic a mystery as his chin. He 
was heavily attired, as if his body were swathed in 
fold after fold of thick cloth; for the Inspector’s 
trained eye caught the slenderness of the wrists peep­
ing above the man’s gloved hands and the leanness of 
his legs—undisguisable indications of thinness. Blue- 
tinted spectacles concealed the man’s eyes. His non­
descript fedora, which he had with charming insouci­
ance failed to remove upon entering the Inspector’s 
office, effectively disguised the shape of his head and 
the color of his hair.

And he remained, quite like Zeus, supremely silent. 
Thumm coughed. “Yes?” he said encouragingly. 
The beard waggled, as if in amusement.
“Yes? What can I do for you?”
Very suddenly the lean legs whipped across each 

other, and the gloved hands clasped on one bony knee. 
“You’re really Inspector Thumm, I fancy?” the ap­
parition said in a slightly rusty voice. Thumm 
twitched nervously. It was like hearing a statue 
speak.

“That’s me,” said the Inspector faintly. “And 
you----- ?”

A hand waved. “Unimportant, Inspector. The 
fact is—how shall I say it?—I’ve a rather extraor­
dinary request to make of you.”

It would be extraordinary, thought the Inspector, 
if you didn’t—with that get-up! Some of his normal 
shrewdness banished the astonishment in his eyes. 
His hand moved lightly behind the shelter of his 
desk and flicked a little lever. An almost inaudible 
hum developed which the gentleman with the motley 
beard apparently did not notice.

“People who sit in that chair generally have,” said 
the Inspector jovially.

A pointed little piece of tongue appeared in the 
hairy forest about the man’s lips and, as if frightened 
by the strange hues of the underbrush, retreated 
hastily. “I may tell you, Inspector, I’ve been look­
ing you up. What appealed to me was the fact that 
you seem not to be the—ah—usual sort of private 
detective.”

“We aim to please.”
“Quite so. Quite so. . . . Ah—you’re strictly



private? I mean to say, you’ve no connection now 
with the police, Inspector?” Thumm stared at him. 
“You see, I must be sure. My business with you 
must be kept severely confidential.”

“I’m so close-mouthed,” growled Thumm, “that I 
won’t tell even my best friends. If that’s what’s 
worrying you. Unless it’s something off-color. I’m 
death on rats, mister. The Thumm agency doesn’t 
play around with crooks.”

“Oh, no, no,” said Rainbow-Beard quickly. “Noth­
ing like that, I assure you. It’s just that it’s some­
thing—somewhat peculiar, Inspector.”

“If it’s about your wife and the boy-friend,” ob­
served the Inspector, “nothing doin’. I’m not that 
kind of agency, either.”

“No, no, Inspector, not a domestic entanglement at 
all. Nothing of that sort. It is—well, in a word,” 
said Rainbow-Beard, his breath agitating the flora on 
his chin, “I want you to keep something for me. Ah— 
keep something valuable.”

“Oh,” said Thumm; he shifted a little. “Keep 
what ?”

“An envelope.”
“Envelope?” The Inspector scowled. “What’s in 

it?”
Rainbow-Beard exhibited unexpected firmness. His 

lips clamped together. “No,” he said. “I won’t tell 
you that. Surely it doesn’t make any difference, In­
spector ?”

The Inspector’s cold gray eyes stared at his re­
markable visitor for some seconds. The blue spec­
tacles remained impenetrable. “I see,” said the In­
spector, although it was quite evident that he did 
not. “Just what d’ye mean—keep it for you? Don’t 
get you at all.”

“Hold it for me safely. Until I call for it. In 
trust, as it were.”

Thumm yawned. “Hell, I’m not runnin’ a safety­
deposit vault. Why not go to a bank? It’ll be a 
damn’ sight cheaper, too.”

“I’m afraid you don’t understand, Inspector,” said 
Rainbow-Beard cautiously. “That wouldn’t do at 
all, you see. I must have it in safe-keeping with a 
person, you see, a person of integrity,” and he ex­
amined the hard chunky face of the Inspector very 
closely, as if to reweigh that doughty gentleman’s 
trustworthiness.

“Heard you,” said Thumm. “Heard you and got 
you. Well, let’s see the evidence, Mister Anonymous. 
Let’s see it, let’s see it!”

For some time the visitor did not respond; but 
when he did it was with swiftness, as if he had made 
up his mind after due deliberation. His gloved right 
hand groped within the folds of his swathings and 
emerged after a moment clutching a large, long brown 
manila envelope. Thumm’s eyes gleamed, and he ex­
tended his hand. The envelope dropped into it, 
reluctantly.

S
IT WAS an ordinary manila envelope 
such as may be purchased in any sta­
tionery store. Both front and back were 
innocent of markings. It had been 
sealed not only by its original adhesive 
flap; evidently the visitor had taken 
certain precautions against the frailties of human na­
ture, for six small bits of ordinary cheap white paper 

cut into odd shapes had been pasted over the flap for 
additional protection against tampering.

“Neat,” remarked the Inspector, “neat and not 
gaudy. Hmm.” He fingered the envelope without 
seeming to do so. His eyes narrowed. The visitor 
sat quite still. “What’s inside? You can’t expect----- ”

There was presumptive evidence that Rainbow- 
Beard smiled, for the hairs on the corners of his mouth 
suddenly twitched in a northerly direction. “I like 
your persistence, Inspector, like it enormously. It 
confirms what I’ve heard of you. You’ve a very fine 
reputation, you know. Your cautious attitude------”

“Yes, but what’s in it?” growled Thumm.
The man—if it was a man, for a preposterous sus­

picion crossed Thumm’s mind suddenly—leaned for­
ward. “Suppose I told you,” he whispered hoarsely, 
“suppose I told you that inside that very envelope in 
your hand, Inspector, there’s a clue to a secret, a 
secret so important, so significant, so tremendous, that 
I daren’t trust anyone in the world with the whole 
truth!”

Inspector Thumm blinked. He might have known. 
The beard, the spectacles, the heavy disguising cloth­
ing, the antics of his strange visitor—why, the man 
was obviously an escaped lunatic! Clue. Secret. 
Anyone in the world. . . . The poor nut was cracked.

“Uh—take it easy,” he said. “No need to get ex­
cited, mister.” He felt hastily for the tiny automatic 
he carried in his armpit holster. The crazy fool might 
be armed!

He was startled to hear Rainbow-Beard utter a 
cavernous chuckle. “You think I’m mad. Can’t say 
I blame you, Inspector. I suppose it does sound a bit 
—er—thick. But let me assure you,” and the queer 
rusty voice became very sanely dry, “that I’ve told 
you the exact truth without any dramatic coloration. 
And you needn’t finger your automatic, Inspector; 
I shan’t bite you.” Thumm snatched his hand out 
from beneath his coat and glared, red-faced, at his 
visitor. “That’s better, really. Now please listen 
carefully, because I’ve very little time, and it is im­
portant that you understand clearly. I repeat that 
that envelope contains the clue to a colossal secret, 
Inspector. And let me add,” he said in calm tones, 
“a secret worth millions!”

“Well, if you’re not balmy,” growled Thumm, “then 
I am. You’ll have to tell me more than that if you 
expect me to swallow that yarn. What d’ye mean— 
secret worth millions? In this skinny envelope?”

“Precisely.”



“Political secret?”
“No.”
“Oil strike? Blackmail—love letter? Treasure? 

Jewels? Come on, mister, come clean. I’m not going 
to handle anything I’m in the dark about.”

“But I can’t tell you that,” replied Rainbow-Beard 
with a trace of impatience in his voice. “Don’t be 
stupid, Inspector. I give you my word of honor 
there's nothing nefarious about the contents of that 
envelope. The secret is quite legitimate. It has 
nothing to do with the very ordinary things you’ve 
just mentioned. It concerns something infinitely more 
interesting and of infinitely greater value. Remem­
ber, too, the envelope contains not the secret itself, 
if I make myself clear; it contains merely a clue to 
the secret.”

“You’ll have me going nuts in a minute, too,” 
groaned Thumm. “Why all the mystery? Why do 
you want me to keep the damned thing?”

“For a very good reason.” Rainbow-Beard pursed 
his red lips. “I am on the trail of—well, let us say 
the ‘original’ of the clue in the envelope, the secret 
I've mentioned. You understand, then, that I haven’t 
found it yet. But the trail is extremely warm, ex­
tremely warm indeed! I fully expect to succeed. 
Now, if anything should—ah—happen to me, Inspec­
tor, I want you to open this envelope.”

“Ha,” said the Inspector.
“In the event that something happens to me—and 

when you open the envelope—you’ll find my little 
clue. It will lead you by a rather devious route to— 
me. Or rather to my fate. I’m not providing against 
this contingency in any spirit of revenge, I’ll have 
you understand. If anything happens to me I’m not 
interested so much in being avenged as in having the 
original of the secret preserved. Do I make myself 
clear?”

“Hell, no!”
Rainbow-Beard sighed. “The clue in this envelope 

is just that and nothing more; it tells little oj itselj. 
But that’s precisely as I want it! Its very incom­
pleteness will protect me against—no offense meant, 
my dear Inspector!—against even your curiosity, or 
the curiosity of anyone else in whose hands the en­
velope might fall. If you should open it before I 
intend you to, I assure you that what the envelope 
contains will be quite meaningless to you.”

“Oh, cut it out!" cried Thumm, rising. His face 
was darkly red. “You’re trying to make a fool out 
of me. Who the hell put you up to this crazy kid’s 
trick, anyway, damn it all? I can’t waste—-—”

Something buzzed insistently on the Inspector’s 
desk. The visitor did not stir. Inspector Thumm cut 
short his explosion of annoyance and snatched up the 
receiver of his inter-office communicator. A feminine 
voice snapped in his ear. He listened bitterly for a 
moment, replaced the receiver, and sat down.

“Go ahead,” he said in a choked voice. “Go on.

Give it to me. I’ll bite. I’ll swallow it hook, line, 
and sinker. What’s next?”

“Dear, dear,” said Rainbow-Beard with a little 
cluck of concern. “Really, Inspector, I’d no inten­
tion. . . . That’s really all.”

“Not on your life, it isn’t,” said the Inspector grim­
ly. “If I’m going to fall for this, I’ll do it proper. 
Must be somethin’ else. Crazy as it is, it can’t be 
as crazy as you’ve left it.”.

The man stroked his extraordinary beard. “I like 
you better and better,” he murmured. “Yes, there is 
something more. You must promise that you won’t 
open this envelope unless----- ” He paused.

“Unless what?” growled Thumm.

THE VISITOR licked his lips. “Today 
>s the sixth of May. Two weeks from 
today, on the twentieth, I shall telephone 

W you here. I’m confident that I shall 
telephone you here on that date. And 
also 011 the twentieth of June, and the 

twentieth of July—on the twentieth of each month 
until I’ve found—it. My telephoning on a schedule 
this way will tell you that I am still alive, that I’ve 
run into no unexpected danger.” A brisk note sprang 
into his rusty voice. “While that condition continues, 
you are merely to keep the envelope in your safe until 
I call for it. On the other hand, if by midnight of 
any twentieth I have failed to telephone you, you 
will know that I’m probably beyond calling altogether. 
Then—and only then—are you to open the envelope, 
read what it contains, and proceed as your very good 
judgment, I’m sure, will dictate.”

Thumm sat, hard-bitten and sour, deep in his 
chair; there was a cynical twist to his smashed 
pugilist’s nose, a stubborn air about him mingled with 
a rather bitter curiosity. “You’re going to a hell of 
a lot of trouble, mister, to make sure of this secret 
of yours. Somebody else is after it, hey? Some­
body you think may bump you for it before or after 
you get it?”

“No, no,” cried Rainbow-Beard. “You misunder­
stand. As far as I know, no one else is after the— 
the secret. But there’s always the possibility that 
someone is after it, someone whose intentions or iden­
tity I’m unaware of. I’m merely taking precautions 
against that remote contingency, that’s all. It’s so 
remote that I won’t tell you my name or—or any­
thing! Because if nothing happens—and I don’t ex­
pect anything to happen—I don’t want you or any­
one else to come into possession of a clear clue to my 
secret. I’m sure that’s frank enough, Inspector. . . .”

“By God,” groaned the Inspector, “hasn’t this gone 
far enough? Listen, mister.” He pounded on his 
desk. “First I thought you were a nut. Then I 
thought somebody put you up to playin’ a joke on me. 
Now I don’t know what to think except this: I’d 
be a whole lot happier if you’d get the hell out of 



here pronto. Scat! Shoo! ”
The beard sagged in honest bewilderment just as 

the communicator buzzed again. Thumm started, 
flushed like a small boy caught stealing apples, and 
jammed his fist into his pocket. “All right, all right,” 
he muttered to the buzzer, and said aloud: “Excuse 
me. I—I got up this morning with a grouch. Guess 
I’m not used to your kind of”—he groaned aloud— 
“case. I’m just a plain dick, and I s’pose I can’t get 
used to the idea of becoming wet-nurse to an envelope. 
. . . All right, I’ll be crazy, too, just to..be sociable! 
When you ring me up on the twentieth, how will I 
know it’s you?”

The visitor sighed heavily with relief. “I’m so 
glad----- Hmm. Very clever, Inspector, very clever
indeed. I hadn’t thought of that.” He chuckled and 
rubbed his gloved hands together. “Really, this is 
quite exciting! Like that mad chap Lupin’s adven­
tures!”

“Whose?” demanded Thumm suspiciously.
“The immortal Arsene. Hmm. Password. Pass­

word, of course! That’s the logical answer, Inspec­
tor. Very well, when I call you I shall say—let me 
see—ha! ‘This is the man from Nowhere. Millions!’ 
and by that, as Matthew didn’t say, ye shall know 
me. Ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha,” said the Inspector. “ ‘This is the man 
from----- ’ ” He shook his head wearily. Then a
gleam of hope scurried to the surface of his eyes, 
“But maybe my fee wouldn’t----- ”

“Ah, your fee,” said Rainbow-Beard. “Yes, yes, I’d 
almost forgotten that. What would your retainer be, 
Inspector, to take this odd little case of mine?”

“Just for holdin’ this damned envelope in my safe ?” 
“Quite so.”
“That will cost you,” said the Inspector desperately, 

“just five hundred smackers.”
“Smackers?” repeated Rainbow-Beard, apparently 

puzzled.
“Iron men. Simoleons. Bucks. Five hundred of 

’em! ” cried Thumm. He searched his client’s face 
eagerly for signs of consternation; that jaw with its 
horrible foliage should drop, and there would be re­
lieved triumph when the visitor beat a precipitate 
retreat in the face of so preposterous a demand.

“Oh, dollars,” said the visitor with a vague smile. 
He did not appear unduly alarmed. He fished among 
his swaddling clothes, took out a fat wallet, ex­
tracted a stiff bill, and tossed it on the desk.

It was a crisp new thousand-dollar banknote.
“I think,” said Rainbow-Beard briskly, “that a 

thousand dollars is more nearly the proper remunera­
tion, Inspector. This is an unusual and—ah—un­
orthodox assignment, to be sure, and besides it’s 
worth all of that to me. Peace of mind, a sense of 
security----- ”

“Uh-huh,” gulped Thumm, touching the bill with 
dazed fingers.

“That’s settled, then,” continued the visitor, rising. 
“There are just two conditions more. I must insist 
upon your observance of them, Inspector. First, you 
are not to have me—what is the colloquial term?— 
shadowed when I leave this office, and unless I fail 
to telephone on a twentieth you must make no effort 
to trace me.”

“Sure, sure,” said Thumm in a trembling voice. A 
thousand dollars! Tears of joy gathered in his stony 
eyes. These were lean days. A thousand dollars for 
keeping a skinny envelope in his safe!

“Second,” and fhe man went swiftly to the door, 
“if I should fail to call on a twentieth, you must not 
open the envelope except in the presence of Mr. 
Drury Lane.”

The inspectorial mouth gaped like the Cavern of 
Doubt. It was the finishing blow. The rout was com­
plete. Rainbow-Beard smiled deprecatingly, trotted 
through the doorway, and vanished.

MISS PATIENCE THUMM, free, white, over 
twenty-one, female, honey-haired and, horticulturally 
speaking, the apple of her father’s eye, snatched the 
ear-phones from her head and swiftly replaced them 
in the bottom drawer of her desk in the anteroom, 
the drawer serving as the receiving end of the de- 
tectograph apparatus in the Inspector’s very modern 
office. An instant later the Inspector’s door opened 
and the tall bundled man with the blue glasses and 
impossible beard appeared. He did not seem to see 
Patience, which was a pity, and indeed seemed intent 
only on one course; to remove his glasses, his beard, 
and his incredible self from the premises of the 
Thumm Detective Agency with the greatest expedi­
tion. The outer door snicked shut behind him and 
on the instant Patience, who was possessed of fewer 
moral scruples than most females—after all, she had 
given no promise!—sped to the door and peeped out 
just in time to see one prong of the wonderful beard 
whip around a corner of the corridor as its wearer, 
disdaining the elevator, fled down the emergency 
stairs. Patience wasted three precious seconds suck­
ing at her lower lip; and then she shook her head, 
virtue having triumphed, and hurried back into the 
anteroom. She burst into her father’s sanctum, her 
blue eyes warm with excitement.

INSPECTOR THUMM, still dazed, sat 
limply at his desk, in one hand the long 
manila envelope and in the other the 
thousand-dollar bill.

“Pat,” he said hoarsely. “Pat, did 
you see that? Did you hear that? Is

he shovin’ the queer? Am I crazy, or is he, or 
what?”

“Oh, father,” she cried, “don’t be an idiot.” She 
seized the envelope, her eyes dancing. Her fingers 
pressed it, and something crackled inside. “Hmm.



There’s another envelope inside this one. Not the 
same shape, either. It seems squarish, father dear. 
I wonder----- ”

“Oh, no you don’t,” said the Inspector hastily, tak­
ing the envelope from her. “I’ve accepted that bird’s 
dough, remember. Pat, it’s ten C’s, a grand!”

“I think you’re mean,” complained Patience. “I 
can’t imagine what----- ”

“Listen, dovey, this means a new dress for you, and 
that’s all.” The Inspector grunted and tucked the 
envelope into the remotest corner of his office safe. 
He swung the steel door shut and returned to his 
desk, where he sat down and wiped his damp brow.

“Should have let me kick him out,” he muttered. 
“I never saw such a loony business. And I would 
have, too, if you hadn’t buzzed me on the communi­
cator. Cripes, if a guy put this interview in a book 
nobody’d believe it!”

Patience’s eyes were dreamy. “It’s a lovely case. 
Lovely! ”

“For an alienist,” grumbled the Inspector. “If not 
for that grand, I’d----- ”

“No! He’s—oh, he’s quaint. I never imagined a 
grown person with unaddled brains—he’s not a maniac, 
father!—could dress himself up like someone out of 
a fairy tale and. ... I suppose you were properly 
impressed with the beard?” said Patience suddenly.

“Beard! More like dyed wool.”
"A work of art. Whimsical art. Those cunning 

ringlets! No, there’s something decidedly queer about 
this,” murmured Patience. “I can understand a man 
feeling the necessity of disguising himself----- ”

“So you saw that, too? It was a phony, all right,” 
said the Inspector glumly. “But the queerest phony I 
ever saw.”

“No question about it. And the beard, the glasses, 
the heavy clothes—all meant to conceal his true ap­
pearance. But why the colors in the beard, father?”

“He’s a nut, I tell you. A green and blue beard!”
“Is it possible he meant to convey something. . . .?” 

Patience sighed. “But that’s preposterous. Divested 
of his camouflage he should be a tall thin man with 
sharp features, probably middle-aged, with a twangy 
voice----- ”

“Disguised his voice, too,” muttered the Inspector. 
“But you’re right. There was a nosey quality about 
it. But he’s not a Down-East Yank, Patty. Not 
that kind of twang.”

“Of course not. Surely you got it? He’s English, 
father.”

The Inspector slapped his thigh. “By God, Pat, 
that’s right! ”

“He couldn’t conceal it,” said Patience, frowning. 
“And some of his locutions were British, too. His 
accent was Oxford rather than Cambridge. And then 
he tripped up on your salty synonyms for ‘dollars,’ 
although that may have been deliberate.” She 
shrugged. “I don’t think there’s any doubt about his 

being a man of culture. There was something even 
professorish about him, don’t you think?”

“Something screwy about him,” growled Thumm. 
He stuck a cigar into his mouth and scowled at his 
daughter. “But there’s one thing he said,” he went 
on in a quieter voice, "that bothers me. If he shouldn’t 
call up on the twentieth and we have to open the en­
velope we’ve got to call in old Drury for the unveil­
ing. In the name of little Caesar, why?”

“Yes, why?” repeated Patience oddly. “I should 
say that’s the most significant feature of your man’s 
visit.”

They sat in silence, staring thoughtfully at each 
other. The extraordinary parting request of the dis­
guised Englishman overshadowed the other mysteries. 
Mr. Drury Lane, while a colorful figure, was the least 
mysterious old gentleman in the world. Over seventy, 
for more than a dozen years retired from the stage, he 
lived the secluded life of the opulent and aging artist 
in upper Westchester on an estate of broad acreage, 
its castle and gardens and little manorial village all 
charming reproductions of Elizabethan England, which 
he loved. The Hamlet, as he called his estate, was 
fit setting for the man. In a past generation Drury 
Lane had been the world’s most distinguished Shake­
spearean actor. At sixty, in the full vigor of his 
incredible career, he had suddenly and tragically been 
stricken stone-deaf. Philosophically, for he was 
supremely sane, he had set about learning to read lips 
—an art in which he became remarkably proficient— 
and had retired to The Hamlet to live on the income 
of his vast personal fortune and to provide a refuge 
for outcasts of his own profession and indigent mem­
bers of the allied arts. The Hamlet became a shrine 
of learning; its theatre a laboratory for the experi­
mental drama; and its library of Elizabethan folios 
and Shakespeareana the Mecca of ambitious scholars. 
Purely as a hobby, the grand old man of the stage 
had turned his sharp, restless intelligence to the in­
vestigation of crime. It was in pursuit of this hobby 
that he met Inspector Thumm, then in active service 
in the Detective Bureau of the New York Police De­
partment, and their odd friendship sprang up. They 
had co-operated effectively in numerous murder in­
vestigations both before and after Thumm’s retire­
ment from the Department to open a private detective 
agency. And then they had been joined by Thumm’s 
daughter Patience who, returning to the land of her 
birth after an adolescence spent in wandering about 
Europe with a chaperon, had at once and with char­
acteristic zest plunged into a practical detective alli­
ance with her father and the old actor.

The eyes of the Thumms were troubled. What 
connection could exist between their mysterious, faint­
ly. raffish visitor with his Oppenheimish insinuations 
of a secret worth millions and their deaf, ailing—Lane 
had of late years succumbed to the ills of aged flesh 
■—upright, dearly beloved and brilliant old friend?



“Shall I write him?” murmured Patience.
The Inspector flung his cigar away in distaste. “I 

wouldn’t. Patty, I tell you this whole business is 
cock-eyed. Old Drury’s connection with us is pretty 
common knowledge, and this funny galoot with the 
phony chin-whiskers may be just using Lane’s name 
to impress us. That bird’s playing a deep game! No 
sense in bothering Lane about it now. We’ve got till 
the twentieth. I tell you, kid, on the twentieth 
Whiskers won’t call up—doesn’t intend to call up. He 
wants us to open that envelope. Something’s primed, 
and I don’t like the smell of it. . . . Time enough to 
let Lane in on it.”

“As you say,” said Patience meekly; but her eyes 
wandered to the locked door of the safe and a deep 
pucker appeared between her brows.

AS IT turned out, the Inspector was a poor and 
therefore bitterly astonished prophet. Promptly at 
noon on the twentieth of May, Thumm’s telephone 
rang. A slightly rusty English voice said: “Inspec­
tor Thumm?”

“Yeah?”
Patience, listening on the extension telephone, felt 

her heart leap.
“This is the man from Nowhere. Millions!” said 

the rusty English voice; there was a chuckle from the 
other end of the wire and, before the Inspector could 
recover from his stupefaction, there was a click and 
the line went dead.

CHAPTER I

THE MAN IN THE BLUE HAT

ON THE twenty-eighth of May, which 
was a Tuesday, Miss Patience Thumm, 
whose office hours were elastic, entered 
the anteroom of the Thumm Detective 
Agency at a few minutes of ten, smiled 
cheerily at the sad moon-eyed Miss

Brodie, the agency’s official stenographer, and burst 
into the inner sanctum to find her father listening in­
tently to the heavy earnest tones of a visitor.

“Ah, Patty,” said the Inspector. “Glad you came 
so early. This is Mr. George Fisher and he’s got an 
interesting little story. My daughter, Fisher. Sort of 
her father’s keeper,” he chuckled. “The brains of this 
outfit, so you’d better spill it to her.”

The visitor scraped his chair back and rose awk­
wardly, fumbling with his cap. It was a visored cap 
with a soft crown; a small enameled plate above the 
visor said: “Rivoli Bus Co.” He was a tall, broad, 
pleasant-looking young man with unholy red hair; a 
smart uniform of blue-gray fitted his bulky figure 
snugly, his chest was bisected obliquely by a black 
strap which met his broad belt at the waist, and his 
stout calves were encased in leather.

“Pleased to meet you, Miss Thumm,” he mumbled. 
“Ain’t much of a case----- ”

“Do sit down, Mr. Fisher,” said Patience with the 
smile she reserved exclusively for good-looking young 
clients. “What’s the trouble?”

“Well, I was just givin’ the Inspector an earful,” 
said Fisher, his own ears reddening. “Don’t know if 
it’s anything, y’see. But it might be. This bird 
Donoghue’s my pal, see, and------”

“Whoa,” said the Inspector. “We’d better start at 
the beginning, Fisher. Fisher drives one of those 
big sightseeing buses that park around Times Square, 
Patty. Rivoli Bus Company. He’s worried about a 
friend of his; and the reason he’s come to see us is 
because this friend, fellow by the name of Donoghue, 
often mentioned my name to him. Donoghue’s an 
ex-cop; I seem to remember him as a nice husky old 
boy, good record on the force.”

“Is Donoghue employed by your company, too?” 
Patience asked, inwardly sighing at the prosaic be­
ginning of the story.

“No, ma’am. He retired from the force about five 
years ago an’ took a job as special guard at that 
museum on Fifth an’ Sixty-fifth—the Britannic.” Pa­
tience nodded; the Britannic Museum was a small 
but highly esteemed institution for the preservation 
and exhibition of old English manuscripts and books. 
She had visited it several times in the company of 
Mr. Drury Lane, who was one of its patrons. “Don­
oghue an’ my old man were together in harness, see, 
an’ I’ve known him all my life, ma’am.”

“And something’s happened to him?”
Fisher fumbled with his cap. “He’s—ma’am, he’s 

disappeared!”
“Ah,” said Patience. “Well, father, that seems to 

be more in your line. When a staid and respectable 
gentleman of past middle age vanishes it’s generally 
a woman, isn’t it?”

“Oh, no, ma’am,” said the bus-driver hastily, “not 
Donoghue!"

“Have you notified the Missing Persons Bureau ?”
“No, ma’am. I—I didn’t know if I'd ought to. Old 

Donoghue would be sorer ’n a pup if I raised a fuss 
for no good reason. Y’see, Miss Thumm,” said Fisher 
earnestly, “it may be nothin’. I don’t know. But it 
looked damned funny to me.”

“And it is funny,” said the Inspector. “Queer set­
up, Pat. Go ahead and tell Miss Thumm what you 
told me, Fisher.”

Fisher told a strange tale. A party of school teach­
ers from Indianapolis, in New York on a combined 
group vacation and educational tour, had chartered 
one of the Rivoli Bus Company’s mammoth machines 
to conduct them about the city on an itinerary ar­
ranged by mail in advance of their visit. Fisher had 
been told off to drive the party about the city on the 
previous day, Monday. They had embarked promptly 
at noon from the company’s starting point, Forty­



fourth Street off Broadway. The last destination on 
the day’s itinerary had been the Britannic Museum. 
The museum was not on the bus company’s regular 
sightseeing route for obvious reasons: it was a dis­
tinctly “highbrow joint,” remarked Fisher without 
rancor, and most sightseers were content with viewing 
Chinatown, the Empire State Building, the Metro­
politan Museum of Art (from its chaste exterior), 
Radio City, the East Side, and Grant’s Tomb. How­
ever, the party of visiting school teachers was not 
composed of the usual sightseers; they were teachers 
of Fine Arts and English in the hinterland and, in 
Fisher’s unadmiring proletarian phrase, were “a bunch 
of highbrows.” Inspection of the famous Britannic 
Museum had long been contemplated by the visiting 
esthetes as one of the features of their New York tour. 
At first it had seemed as if they would be doomed to 
disappointment; for the museum for several weeks 
past had been shut dowm pending extensive repairs 
and alterations of the interior, and indeed was not 
scheduled to be reopened to the public for at least 
two months to come. But finally the curator and the 
Board of Directors of the Britannic had granted spe­
cial permission for the party to visit the museum dur­
ing its restricted stay in the city, much to the visitors’ 
delight.

“Now here’s the funny part, Miss Thumm,” said 
Fisher slowly. “I counted ’em as they climbed into 
my bus—didn’t have to, because on a special like this 
the bus-starter takes care of the arrangements and all 
I have to do is drive; but I counted ’em out of habit, 
I guess, and there were nineteen of ’em. Nineteen 
men and women. . . .”

“How many of each?” asked Patience, her blue eyes 
kindling.

“Can’t say, ma’am. So there were nineteen when 
we started from our terminal. And what do you 
think ?”

Patience laughed. “I haven’t the faintest of brain­
storms, Mr. Fisher. I’m a little weak that way. What 
do you think?”

“Plenty,” said the bus-driver grimly. “When we 
gets back to the terminal, see, late afternoon—com­
pany rule always to start and finish at the Forty­
fourth Street station, ma’am—when we gets back there 
and my passengers start gettin’ out, I counts ’em 
again and by God—I says to myself—if there wasn’t 
only eighteen I”

“I see,” said Patience. “Very odd, to be sure. 
But what has that to do with the disappearance of 
your friend Donoghue?”

“His friend Donoghue,” drawled the Inspector, 
“comes in later. You notice the plot’s thickening. Go 
on, Fisher.” He stared out of the window at the gray 
walls of Times Square.

“Who was missing?” asked Patience. “Did you 
check up with the party?”

“NO, MA’AM. It all happened so fast. 
But in thinkin’ it over I thought I knew 
who the bird was that hadn’t come back 
with me,” replied Fisher, hunching his 
big torso forward. “I’d noticed him on 
the trip up because he was a queer­

lookin’ duck. Sort of middle-aged, and he wore a big 
bushy gray mustache—the kind you see in the movies. 
Regular soup-strainer. Tall gent. And he wore a 
funny hat, too—kind of blue color. He’d kept to 
himself all day, now that I came to think of it—didn’t 
pal with the others or talk to ’em. And now he was 
missing—hadn’t been on the return trip with us.”

“Queer, hey?” said the Inspector.
“Very,” said Patience. “And what about Donoghue, 

Mr. Fisher? I still fail to see the connection.”
“Well, ma’am, it was this way. When we got to 

the Britannic, I turned my passengers over to Dr. 
Choate------”

“Ah, Dr. Choate,” said Patience brightly. “I’ve met 
the gentleman. Curator of the museum.”

“That’s right, ma’am. He took ’em away and 
started showin’ ’em around. My part of the job was 
done until we were due to go back, so I stopped at the 
door for a friendly word with Donoghue. Hadn’t seen 
him for a couple of weeks, so we made a date to go 
to the fights last night at the Garden----- ”

“The fights, Mr. Fisher?”
Fisher looked puzzled. “Sure, ma’am, the fights, 

the—the boxin’ matches at the Garden. I’m pretty 
handy with my mitts m’self, see, and I like a good 
fast bout. . . . Well, anyway, I told Donoghue I’d 
stop in for him last night after supper. He’s a bach­
elor, see, an’ he lives in a roomin’ house downtown in 
Chelsea. Well, then I went off after my passengers, 
followed ’em around, and when they were all finished 
I took them back to the terminal.”

“Was Donoghue at the door when you got your 
party out of the museum?” asked the Inspector 
thoughtfully.

“No, sir. At least I didn’t notice. Well, after 
work last night I had a bite to eat—I’m a bachelor 
m’self, ma’am,” said Fisher, coloring, “and I called 
for Donoghue at his roomin’ house. But he wasn’t 
there, and his landlady said he hadn’t come back 
from work. I thought maybe somethin’ kept him 
overtime, so I hung around there for an hour. No 
sign of Donoghue, so I rang up a couple of his pals. 
They hadn’t seen nor heard from him all evenin’. 
By that time I was gettin’ a little scared.”

“A big chap like you,” murmured Patience, watch­
ing him keenly. “And?”

Fisher gulped in a boyish way. “I buzzed the 
Britannic. Spoke to the caretaker—nightwatchman, 
ma’am, name o’ Burch—an’ he told me he’d seen 
Donoghue beat it out of the museum that afternoon, 
before my party left an’ while I was still there; but 
Donoghue hadn’t come back. I didn’t know what 



to do, so I went to the fights alone.”
“Poor boy,” said Patience sympathetically, and 

Fisher eyed her with suddenly aroused manhood. “And 
that’s all?”

His big shoulders drooped, and the roosterish look 
went out of his eyes. “That’s the whole blamed story, 
ma’am. This mornin’ before I came here I went 
around to his roomin’ house again, but he hadn’t been 
home all night; an’ I called the museum an’ they told 
me he hadn’t reported for work yet.”

“But what,” persisted Patience, “has your friend 
Donoghue’s disappearance to do with the missing pas­
senger, Mr. Fisher? I’m afraid I'm a little dull this 
morning.”

Fisher’s big jaw hardened. “That’s what I don’t 
know. But,” he went on in a stubborn tone, “this 
bird with the blue shap-po disappears, an’ Donoghue 
disappears around the same time, an’ I can’t help 
feelin’ there’s a connection somewhere.” Patience 
nodded thoughtfully. “The reason I come here, like 
I said before, ma’am,” continued Fisher in a heavy 
tone, “is that if I went to the police Donoghue might 
get sore. He’s no trustin’ babe, Miss Thumm; he can 
handle himself. But—well, damn it, I’m worried about 
him and I thought I’d ask the Inspector sort of for old 
time’s sake to try an’ find out what happened to that 
thick Irishman.”

“Well, Inspector,” murmured Patience, “and can 
you resist such an appeal to your vanity?”

“Guess not,” grinned her father. “No dough in it, 
Fisher, and times are hard, but I s’pose we can scout 
around a bit.”

Fisher’s boyish face lightened magically. “Swell!” 
he cried. “That’s real swell of you. Inspector. You 
don’t know how I appreciate it. I sure wouldn’t want 
to see anything happen to the old buzzard. Donoghue’s 
been like a father to me for years.”

“Well, then,” said Thumm in brisk tones, “let’s get 
down to cases. Ever see this man in the blue hat 
before, Fisher?”

“No, sir. Absolute stranger to me. And what’s 
more,” said the bus-driver with a frown, “I’m pretty 
sure Donoghue hadn’t, either.”

“How on earth could you know that?” asked Pa­
tience, astonished.

“Well, when I came into the museum with my nine­
teen chickadees Donoghue got a good look at the lot, 
one by one. He didn’t say anything to me about 
knowin’ any of ’em, and he would have if he’d recog­
nized one.”

“Doesn’t exactly follow,” remarked the Inspector 
dryly, “but I imagine it’s true just the same. Sup­
pose you give me a description of Donoghue. I don't 
remember him any too well—haven’t seen him in 
about ten years.”

“Husky build, about a hundred and seventy-five,” 
replied Fisher rapidly, “stands around five foot ten, 
sixty years old, strong as a bull, red, Irish pan on him 

with a bullet-scar on his right cheek—you’d remember 
that, Inspector, I guess; couldn’t ever forget it if you 
spotted it even once—walks like a slouch, sort of,...”

“Swaggers?” suggested Patience.
“That’s it! Gray hair now and damn’ sharp gray 

eyes.”
“Good boy,” said the Inspector approvingly. “You’d 

have made a swell cop, Fisher. I remember now. 
Does he still smoke that stinkin’ old clay pipe of his? 
That was one of his worst vices, I recall. His only 
vice, by God! ”

“Sure does,” said Fisher with a grin. “When he’s 
off duty. I forgot that.”

“Fine.” The Inspector rose abruptly. “You go 
back to your job, Fisher, and leave this to me. I’ll 
look into it and if I find anything screwy about it 
I’ll turn it over to the police. It’s really a police 
job."

“Thanks, Inspector, thanks,” said the bus-driver, 
and bowing jerkily to Patience he pounded out of the 
office, causing Miss Brodie’s heart as he passed her in 
the anteroom to beat quite rapidly in maidenly tribute 
to his muscular bigness.

“Nice lad,” murmured Patience, “if a little on the 
uncouth side. Did you notice those shoulders, father 
dear ? What a line-bucker he would have made if he’d 
cut his teeth on a Latin book instead of an emergency 
brake I”

INSPECTOR THUMM sniffed mightily 
through his smashed nose, hunched his 
own wide shoulders, and consulted a tele­
phone directory. He dialed a number. 
“’Lol Rivoli Bus Company? This is 
Thumm speaking, of the Thumm Detec­

tive Agency. You the manager? . . . Oh, you are. 
What’s the name? . . . What? Oh, Theofel. Say, 
listen, Mr. Theofel, have you got a wheel-wrestler on 
your payroll who goes by the monicker of George 
Fisher ?”

“Yes,” said a slightly alarmed voice. “Is anything 
the matter?”

“No, no,” said the Inspector genially. “I’m just 
askin’, that’s all. Is he a big lad with red hair and 
an honest map?”

“Why, yes, yes. One of our best drivers. I’m sure
nothing------”

“Sure, sure. I just wanted to check up, that’s all. 
Say, he took out a party of hick school teachers yes­
terday. Can you tell me where they’re stoppin’?”

“Certainly. The Park Hill, off the Plaza. Are you 
sure there isn’t------?”

“Goo’by,” said the Inspector, and hung up. He 
rose and reached for his topcoat. “Put some powder 
on your nose, kid. We’ve got a date with the in­
tell----- intell------- ”

“Intelligentsia,” sighed Patience.



CHAPTER II

THE SEVENTEEN SCHOOL TEACHERS

THE INTELLIGENTSIA proved to be 
a group of assorted ladies and gentle­
men, none of whom was under forty; 
they were predominantly female, with 
an awkward scattering of dry and dusty 
males; and they sat along 

breakfast board in the main dining-room of 
Hill twittering and chirping like a flock of 
on the first leafy bough of Spring.

a festive 
the Park 
sparrows

It was late morning and except for the teachers’ 
party the dining-room was empty. The maltre d’hotel 
indicated the ladies and gentlemen of the sabbatical 
ensemble with a negligent thumb. Inspector Thumm, 
unawed, stamped into the salle a manger (the Park 
Hill had Gallic pretensions in addition to its French 
cuisine) and ploughed his way through the under­
brush of gleaming idle tables followed by a faintly 
giggling Patience.

At the Inspector’s formidable approach the twitter­
ing wavered suddenly, peeped a little, and then 
stopped altogether. A host of startled eyes—the 
glass-protected mournful eyes of tutorship—swung like 
a trained battery to observe the intruders. The In­
spector’s visage had never been one to inspire sweet 
trust in the hearts of little children and shy self- 
conscious adults; it was big and red and hard and 
massively bony, and its well-smashed proboscis added 
a slightly sinister note.

“You the school teachers from Indiana?” growled
Thumm.

A tremor of apprehension shivered down the board; 
elderly maiden ladies groped for their bosoms and 
the men began to lick their dignified lips.

A fat-faced man of fifty, painfully dressed—appar­
ently the Beau Brummel and spokesman of the group 
—scraped his chair back from the head of the table 
and half-stood up, twisted about and clutching the 
back of the chair. He was quite pale.

“Yes?” he quavered.
“I’m Inspector Thumm,” said Thumm in the same 

savage growl; and for a moment Patience, half-hidden 
behind her father’s broad back, thought there would 
be a general swooning of females.

“Police!” gasped the spokesman. “Police! What 
have we done?”

The Inspector swallowed a grin. If the fat gentle­
man chose to leap to the conclusion that “Inspector” 
was synonymous with “police,” so much the better. 
“That’s what I’m here to und out,” said the Inspector 
sternly. “You all present and accounted for?”

The man’s eyes wavered down the table dazedly; 
they returned, round and large as quarters, to the 
Inspector’s forbidding face. “Why—uh, yes, cer­
tainly.”

“Nobody missing?”
“Missing?” echoed the spokesman blankly. “Of 

course not. W’hy should there be?”
Necks strained back and forth; two ladies with 

gaunt scarified features uttered horrified little noises.
“Just askin’,” said the Inspector. His cold eyes 

swept up and down the board, beheading glances like 
a scythe. “You people took a little joy-ride in a 
Rivoli bus yesterday afternoon ?”

“That’s right, sir. Yes, indeed!”
“You all went along?”
“Oh, yes!”
"You all came back?”
The obese gentleman sank into his chair, as if over­

whelmed by the suddenness with which tragedy had 
struck. “I—I think so,” he whispered piteously. “Mr. 
F-Frick, didn’t we all come back?” Thus appealed to, 
a thin little man with a high starched collar and 
watery brown eyes gripped the cloth with a start, 
looked all about as if for consolation, and mumbled: 
“Yes. Yes, Mr. Onderdonk. We did indeed.”

“Now, now,® said the Inspector. “Come, boys, 
you’re shieldin’ somebody. Who’s missing?”

“It’s barely possible,” murmured Patience in the 
appalled and palpitating silence which instantly fell, 
“that these good people are telling the truth, father.”

Thumm winked in ferocious prohibition at his 
daughter, but she smiled sweetly and continued: “You 
see, father, I’ve been counting them.”

“Well ?” he snapped, and ran his eye swiftly down 
the table.

“There are seventeen.”

“What the devil have we run into?” muttered the 
Inspector, forgetting momentarily his role of ogre as 
he verified this startling intelligence. “Fisher said 
nineteen. . . . Here, you,” he bellowed in the spokes­
man's ear, “were you always seventeen?”

Mr. Onderdonk could only nod, although he swal­
lowed bravely.

“Hey, waiter! ” roared Thumm across the dining­
room to the maltre d’hotel. The maltre d’hotel looked 
up, startled, from a menu he was studying. “Come 
here, you! ”

The maitre d’hotel stiffened. He eyed the Inspec­
tor with disfavor. Then he stalked over like an an­
noyed grenadier.

“Yes?” he said with a musical hiss.
“Look this bunch over.” The maitre d’hotel com­

plied with a bored inclination of his elegant head. “Is 
this the whole party?”

‘‘Mais out, m’sieu’.’’
“Talk United States,” said' the Inspector disagree­

ably. “Seventeen right?”
“Seventeen is the precise number, m’sieu’.”
“They’ve been seventeen since they checked in?”
“Ha,” said the maltre d’hotel, lifting a sleek eye­

brow. ‘‘Un gendarme. I think I shall summon here 



the manager.”
“Answer my question, you idiot!”
“Seventeen,” said the maitre d’hdtel firmly. He 

turned to the quaking ladies and gentlemen about the 
no longer festive board. “Compose yourselves, mes- 
dames. I assure you this is a trifle, a nothing; some­
thing of a surety mistaken.” Mesdames and messieurs 
uttered little cautious sighs of relief. He faced In­
spector Thumm with the brave dignity of a weary 
shepherd feeling the responsibility of his duty. “Please 
to be very brief, M’sieu’. This is most indecorous. 
We cannot permit our guests----- ”

“Listen, Lafayette! ” howled Thumm, beside him­
self with rage, as he gripped the impeccable lapel of 
the maitre d’hdtel. “How long have these people been 
stoppin’ here?”

contortions.

THE MAITRE D’HOTEL’S body gave 
an outraged little wriggle, and then froze 
with horror. The ladies of the party 
paled, and the gentlemen rose nervously 
and whispered to one another. Patience’s 
pert little face went through a series of

“S-since Friday,” said the maitre d’hdtel with a 
gulp.

“That’s better,” grunted the Inspector, releasing 
the crushed lapel. “Beat it, you.”

The maitre d’hdtel fled.
“Now let’s talk this over,” continued the ogre, 

dropping into the spokesman’s vacated chair. “Take 
a seat, Patty; this looks like an all-day job. God, 
what slugs! Here, you, did you count your people 
when you got into the bus yesterday noon?"

The spokesman, thus perilously addressed, said with 
haste: “No, sir, I did not. I'm really sorry----- You
see, we didn’t think-----  I can’t understand------”

“All right, all right,” said the Inspector in a gentler 
tone. “I’m not going to bite you. I’m just looking 
for information. I’ll tell you what I want to know. 
You people say there are seventeen in your party. 
You were seventeen when you left Bohunkus, or 
wherever you come from, you were seventeen when 
you landed in New York, you were seventeen when 
you checked into this dump, you’ve been seventeen 
on your jaunts around the city. Right so far?”

There was a unanimous nodding of heads, executed 
with rapidity.

“That is,” continued Thumm thoughtfully, “up to 
noon yesterday. You’d chartered a bus to take you 
around. You went over to the Forty-fourth Street 
and Broadway terminal of the Rivoli company, and 
you got into your bus. Were you seventeen on the 
way to the terminal?”

“I—I don’t know,” said the spokesman helplessly.
“I really don’t.”

“All right, then. But one thing is sure. When that 
bus started out there were nineteen people in it. How 

do you account for that?”
“Nineteen!” ejaculated a stout middle-aged lady 

with pince-nez glasses. “Well, I noticed—I wondered 
what that man was doing there!”

“What man?” snapped the Inspector; and Patience 
dropped the spoon she had been toying with and sat 
very still, watching the mingled triumph and per­
plexity on the stout lady’s face.

“What man, Miss Ruddy?” echoed the spokesman, 
frowning.

“Why, the man in that outlandish blue hat! Didn’t 
any of you notice him? Martha, I believe I men­
tioned him to you before the bus started. Don’t you 
remember ?”

The bony virgin named Martha gasped: “Yes, 
that’s right! ”

Patience and the Inspector looked at each other. 
It was true, then. George Fisher’s story had been 
based on verifiable facts.

“Do you recall, Miss—er—Ruddy,” asked Patience 
with a winning smile, “other details of this man’s 
appearance?”

Miss Ruddy beamed. “Indeed I do! He was mid­
dle-aged, and he had an enormous mustache. Just like 
Chester Conklin’s, in the movies.” She blushed. “The 
comedian, you know. Except that it was gray.”

“And when Lavinia—Miss Ruddy pointed him out 
to me," added the raw-boned lady named Martha 
excitedly, “I saw that he was tall and thin, too!”

“Anybody else notice him?” demanded the In­
spector.

There were blank looks.
“And didn’t it occur to you ladies,” continued 

Thumm sarcastically, “that a man you didn’t know 
had no right being in your privately chartered bus?”

“Oh, it did,” faltered Miss Ruddy, “but I didn’t 
know what to do. I thought he might have had some­
thing to do with the bus company, you see.”

The Inspector rolled his eyes ceilingward. “Did 
you notice this bird on the return trip?”

“No,” said Miss Ruddy in a trembling voice. “No, 
I looked especially. But he wasn’t with us.”

“Fine. Now we’re getting somewhere. But,” said 
the Inspector with a grim smile, “that only makes 
eighteen. And we know there were nineteen of you 
yesterday in that bus. Come on now, folks, think 
hard. I'm sure somebody here must have noticed the 
nineteenth person.”

“I believe,” murmured Patience, “that that charm­
ing lady at the end of the table remembers something. 
I’ve seen a speech trembling on her lips for the past 
two minutes.”

The charming lady gulped. “I—I was only going 
to say,” she quavered, “that I did notice somebody 
else who—who didn’t belong. Not the man in the 
blue hat. A different man----- ”

“Oh, a man, hey?” said the Inspector quickly. 
“What did he look like, madam?”



“He—he. . . .” And she stopped. “I think he was 
tall.”

“Oh! ” gasped an Amazonian woman with a wart 
on her nose. “Miss Starbuck, that’s wrong!”

The charming lady sniffed. “Perhaps it is, but I 
saw him and----- ”

“Why, I noticed him, too!” cried the Amazon. “And 
I’m sure he was rather stocky!”

Light dawned in several pairs of eyes. “I remember 
now,” volunteered a chubby gentleman with a bald 
head. “Yes, indeed. I’m positive he was small and 
thin and—er—fortyish.”

“Nonsense!” said the Amazon sharply. “You’ve al­
ways had a notoriously poor memory, Mr. Scott. I 
distinctly recall----- ”

“Now that I come to think of it,” ventured a little 
old lady timidly, “I believe I saw him, too. He was 
a tall stout young man----- ”

“Time, time,” said the Inspector wearily. “We’ll 
never get anywhere this way. It’s pretty evident 
none of you knows what this nineteenth bird looked 
like. But do any of you remember if he made the 
return trip to the bus terminal with you?”

“I do,” said Miss Starbuck instantly. “I’m positive 
he came back with us. He got off just in front of 
me. After that I didn’t see him any more.” And 
the charming lady glared at the Amazon as if dar­
ing her to contradict that statement.

But no one did. Inspector Thumm scraped his jaw 
in noisy meditativeness. “All right,” he said finally. 
“At least we know where we stand. Suppose I dele­
gate you—what’s your name again----- ?”

“Onderdonk. Luther Onderdonk,” said the spokes­
man eagerly.

“SUPPOSE I delegate you, Mr. Onder­
donk, to keep in touch with me for your 
party in case anything turns up. For 
instance, if any of you should see either 
of the two men who were on the bus 
with you yesterday, tell Mr. Onderdonk 

and he’ll call me at my office.” He dropped his card 
on the cloth and the spokesman picked it up with 
cautious fingers. “Keep your eyes open, all of you.” 

“You’ll be acting as detectives,” said Patience 
brightly. “I’m sure it will prove the most exciting 
part of your stay in New York.”

The seventeen Indiana school teachers beamed as 
one.

“Yeah, but don’t go messin’ around,” growled the 
Inspector. “Just sit tight and watch. How long you 
staying in the city?”

“We were scheduled to leave for home,” said Mr. 
Onderdonk with an apologetic cough, “on Friday.”

“Week’s vacation, hey? Well, before you check out 
here be sure and give me a ring, anyway.”

“I shall most certainly do that, Inspector Thumm,” 
said Mr. Onderdonk earnestly. “I really shall.”

The Inspector stamped out of the Park Hill’s sails 
a manger followed meekly by Patience, scowled 
fiercely at a pale and deflated maitre d’hotel in the 
foyer, and led the way through the lobby to the 
Plaza.

Patience’s meekness vanished. “I think you’re hor­
rid, father—frightening those people that way. The 
poor things were scared half to death. They’re like a 
group of children.”

Unexpectedly, the Inspector chuckled. He winked 
at an ancient cabby drowsing at the curb above a 
patient old nag. “Technique, kid, technique! With a 
woman it’s just a matter of turning on the big baby 
lamps and smiling. But when a man wants something 
he’s got to holler louder and make worse faces than 
the next guy, or else he doesn’t get anywhere. I’ve 
always felt sorry for the little skinny guys.”

“How about Napoleon?” said Patience, linking her 
arm with her father’s.

“Don’t tell me he didn’t have a loud voice! Listen, 
sweetheart, I’ve got those poor old school-marms eatin’ 
out of my hand.”

“You'll be bitten one of these days,” predicted 
Patience darkly.

The Inspector grinned. “Hey, taxi! ”

CHAPTER 111

THE NINETEENTH MAN
THE TAXICAB deposited them precari­
ously in a clutter of monster buses lined 
up at the curb on the south side of 
Forty-fourth Street near Broadway. They 
were vast gleaming machines decorated 
whimsically in a motif of pink and blue, 

like acromegalic infants primped out by a sentimen­
tal mother. Their nurses, to a man young stalwarts 
attired in smart blue-gray uniforms, sleek-calved and 
military, lounged on the sidewalk outside a little pink- 
and-blue booth, smoking and talking.

Patience stood waiting on the sidewalk before the 
booth while the Inspector paid off the taxicab driver, 
and she was not unconscious of the frank admiration 
in the eyes of the young men in uniform.

Apparently she pleased one of them considerably, a 
blond-haired giant, for he tipped his cap forward over 
his eyes, strolled over, and said pleasantly: “Lo, babe. 
Hahzzit?”

“At the moment,” said Patience, smiling, “uncom­
fortable.”

He stared. A young brute with red hair gaped at 
her, and then turned angrily upon the blond giant. 
“Lay off, you,” he growled, “or I’ll clip you one. 
This lady—”

“Why, Mr. Fisher!” exclaimed Patience. "How gal­
lant ! I’m sure your friend meant no—er—disrespect. 
Did you, you big male Venus?” Her eyes twinkled.

The giant’s mouth fell open; after a moment he 



blushed. “Sure not, ma’am.” And he effaced himself 
in the group of bus-drivers, who broke into guffaws.

George Fisher removed his cap. “Don’t mind these 
guys, Miss Thumm. Just a bunch of wisecrackin’ 
gorillas. . . . Hullo, Inspector.”

“Hello yourself,” said the Inspector shortly. His 
shrewd eyes swept the crowd of young men. “What’s 
been going on here? Hey, Patty? One of these pups 
been gettin’ fresh?”

The young men became very silent.
“No, no,” said Patience hastily. “How nice to see 

you again so soon, Mr. Fisher!”
“Yeah,” grinned Fisher. “Waitin’ for my call. I 

uh—”
“Hrrmph!” said the Inspector. “Any news, bub?”
“No, sir, not a thing. Been callin’ Donoghue’s 

roomin’ house and the museum ever since I left your 
office. No sign of that thick-headed old Mick, blast 
him!"

“Seems to me those museum people ought to be 
getting kind of worried,” muttered the Inspector. 
“How’d they sound, Fisher?”

Fisher shrugged. “I only talked to the caretaker, 
Inspector.”

Thumm nodded. He took a cigar from his breast 
pocket and casually bit off one end. As he did so 
he permitted his eyes to travel from one face to an­
other before him. The drivers continued to preserve 
a discreet silence; the blond giant had slunk to the 
rear of the group. They seemed a rough, honest lot. 
Thumm spat the snip of tobacco on the sidewalk, 
looked directly in the open pink-and-blue booth, and 
met the eyes of the man who stood in there clutching 
a telephone. The man looked quickly away; he was 
a white-haired, red-faced customer in the same uni­
form as the others, but the inscription above the visor 
of his cap displayed in addition to Rivoli Bus Com­
pany the word Starter.

“Well, maybe we’ll find out something,” said the 
Inspector with sudden geniality. “Keep your shirt on, 
Fisher. Come along, sis.”

They stepped by the silent group into the doorway 
of one of the disreputable old structures with which 
the Times Square section is infested, and mounted a 
flight of creaking black stairs. At the top they came 
to a glass door inscribed:

J. THEOFEL 
Manager 

RIVOLI BUS COMPANY

The Inspector knocked, a man called: “Come in! ” 
and they entered a small dusty office illuminated by 
the rays of the typically feeble New York sun which 
crept in through a high barred window.

J. Theofel proved to be an oldish young man with 
deep lines incised in his face. “Yes?” he said sharply, 
looking up from a chart. His eyes lingered over 

Patience, and then turned upon the Inspector.
“Name’s Thumm,” growled the Inspector. “Miss 

Thumm. I’m the guy called you this morning about 
Fisher.”

“Oh,” said Theofel slowly, leaning back. “Sit down, 
Miss Thumm. Just what’s the trouble, Inspector? 
I’m afraid I didn’t get it straight this morning over 
the ’phone.”

“No trouble. Not even a case.” Thumm stared 
hard. “How’d you know I’m an Inspector?”

Theofel smiled briefly. “I’m not as young as I 
look. I remember the time when your picture was in 
the paper darned near every day.”

“Oh,” said Thumm. “Cigar?” Theofel shook his 
head. “Well,” continued Thumm, seating himself with 
an expansive grunt, “we’re just looking into something 
that smells a little rotten. Tell me, Mr. Theofel, who 
arranged for the rental of a bus for that party of 
school teachers from Indiana?”

The manager blinked. “I believe— Here, I’ll make 
sure.” He rose, rummaged in a bulging file, and picked 
out a memorandum. “I thought so. Gentleman by 
the name of Onderdonk. Seemed to be acting as 
manager of the party. He wrote us a letter a couple 
of weeks ago and on Friday ’phoned me from the 
Park Hill Hotel.”

“To arrange for yesterday’s tour?” asked Patience, 
frowning.

“Not exactly, Miss Thumm. That was only part 
of it. He wanted us to give his party bus service for 
the entire week they were in town.”

“So they went out Saturday and Sunday, too?” de­
manded Thumm.

“Oh, yes. And they’ll be going out today and to­
morrow and the rest of the week as well. Quite an 
itinerary. Little unusual, in fact. We gave them a 
special rate, of course.”

“Hmm. There were seventeen from the beginning, 
hey?”

“Seventeen ? That’s right.”
“No more than seventeen went Saturday or Sunday?”

THEOFEL STARED at him. Then he 
said grimly: “No more were supposed to 
go, if that’s what you’re driving at. Wait 
a minute.” He picked up one of the 
several telephones at his elbow; appar­
ently it was a private line that did not 

go through the central exchange, for he said at once: 
“Barbey. Send Shalleck and Brown up here.” He re­
placed the receiver, slowly.

“Barbey,” said the Inspector. “The starter, hey?” 
“Yes.”
“I see,” said the Inspector, and applied a match to 

his cigar.
The door opened and two of the stalwarts in uni­

form marched in.
“Brown,” said Theofel sternly to the first, “you 



took out that Park Hill school-teacher crowd on 
Saturday. Count ’em?”

Brown looked startled. “Sure. Seventeen, Mr. 
Theofel.”

The manager gave him a sharp glance, and then 
turned to his companion. “You, Shalleck?”

“Seventeen, Chief.”
“You’re positive, now, both of you?”
They nodded confidently.
“All right, men.”
They turned to go. “Just a minute,” said the In­

spector pleasantly. “I think you’d better send that 
starter Barbey up here when you get downstairs, 
boys.”

The manager nodded at the men’s inquiring looks. 
“You think—?” he began fretfully when the door had 
closed upon the two men.

“I know,” grinned the Inspector. “You let me 
handle him, Mr. Theofel. This is my meat.” He 
rubbed his hands and looked sidewise at Patience, 
who was frowning. Thumm had never quite conquered 
the colossal wonder of paternity; for fatherhood had 
struck home to him late in life when his daughter 
returned from abroad after an absence which had 
extended from pigtails to shaven eyebrows. But on 
this occasion his mute appeal for approval went un­
heeded; Patience was cogitating upon a multitude of 
things, and feeding her massive father’s vanity was 
not among them. The Inspector sighed.

The door opened and the white-haired man of the 
downstairs booth appeared. His lips were rather 
tighter than they should have been, and he ignored 
the presence of the Thumms pointedly.

“Want me, Mr. Theofel?” he said gruffly.
The Inspector said in the calm magisterial tone of 

the professional policeman: “Spill it, Barbey.”
The man’s head turned unwillingly, and he blinked 

once at Thumm and then shifted his gaze. “What— 
I don’t get you, mister.”

“Inspector to you,” said Thumm, hooking his thumbs 
in the armholes of his vest. “Come on, Barbey. I’ve 
got you with the goods, so there’s no sense in stalling.”

Barbey looked about quickly, licked his lips, and 
stammered: “I guess I’m dumb. What goods? What 
d’ye mean?”

“Bribery,” said the Inspector with a vast unsym­
pathy.

The starter went white in a slow ebbing of facial 
blood. His big flabby hands twitched feebly. “How— 
How’d you find out?”

Patience expelled her breath in a slow noiseless 
stream. A rising anger animated Theofel’s lined face.

The Inspector smiled. “My business to find out. 
I’ll tell you right now, mister, I’d as soon throw you 
in the can as not; but Mr. Theofel, now—well, he’s 
inclined not to press the charge if you’ll come clean.”

“Yes,” said the manager hoarsely. “Well, Barbey, 
you heard the Inspector! Don’t stand there like a 

dumb ox! What’s it all about?”
Barbey fumbled with his cap. “I—I got a family. 

I know it’s against the company rules. But the dough 
looked sort of-—tempting. When this first guy come 
over I was going to tell him nothing doing—”

“Guy with a soup-strainer and a blue hat, eh?” 
snapped Thumm.

“Yes, sir! I’m going to tell him nothing doing, see, 
but he shows me the corner of a ten-spot,” faltered 
Barbey, “and so I says okay. I let him climb in with 
the rest. Then about a minute later up comes an­
other guy, and he gives me the same proposition as 
the first one. Wants me to let him go with Fisher’s 
bus. So, well, I’d let the first one on, so I thought 
while I was doin’ it I might’s well get the benefit of 
another five-spot. He gives me a fin, see. So this 
second guy, he climbs in, and that’s all I know.”

“Was Fisher in on this?” asked Theofel harshly.
“No, Mr. Theofel. He didn’t know anything 

about it.”
“What did the second bird look like?” asked the 

Inspector.
“Greaseball, Chief. Face like a rat. Black. Eye- 

talian, I’d say. Dressed sporty, like the bunch that 
hangs around the Palace. Flashed a funny kind of a 
ring on his left hand—he was a southpaw, Chief, or at 
least he handed me the fin with his left—”

“What d’ye mean funny?”
“It had a little horseshoe where you’d expect a rock 

to be,” mumbled Barbey. “Looked like platinum or 
white gold. And it was set with diamond chips.”

“Hmm.” The Inspector rubbed his chin. “Never saw 
this man before, I suppose?”

“No, sir!”
“Know him again if you saw him?”
“Yes, sir!”
“He came back with the crowd of school marms, 

didn’t he, but the bird in the blue hat didn’t?”
Barbey’s eyes widened at this omniscience. “Why, 

that’s right,”
“Swell.” The Inspector heaved to his feet, and stuck 

his hand out across the desk. “Thanks a lot, Mr. Theo­
fel. And don’t be too hard on this lad.” He winked at 
the manager, pounded the astonished starter’s shoulder 
in friendly fashion, tucked Patience’s gloved hand under 
his arm, and made for the door.

“The moral of which is,” he chuckled as they de­
scended the groaning steps, “always smell trouble when 
a guy keeps looking at you and then when you look 
at him looks away. I knew that bird had a finger in 
this the minute I spotted him at that barber-pole 
dinky! ”

“Oh, Father,” laughed Patience, “you’re the most in­
corrigible exhibitionist. What shall I do with you? 
And now—”

The Inspector’s face fell. “It’s true,” he said gloom­
ily, “we haven’t made any progress toward finding 
old Donoghue. ... All right, Patty,” he sighed, “let’s 



pay a visit to that blasted museum.”

CHAPTER IV

YOUNG MR. ROWE
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THE BRITANNIC MUSEUM was 
housed in a tall, narrow, four-story edifice 
squeezed between two severe apartment 
buildings on Fifth Avenue near Sixty­
fifth Street. Its high bronze door faced 
the greenery of Central Park and on north 

and south lay the prim canopies of the apartments.
The Thumms mounted the single stone step and 

stared at the bronze door. It was austerely decorated 
in has relief; the dominating decoration on each panel 
of the double-leafed portal was a heroic head of Shake­
speare. It looked severely solid—a most unfriendly 
door. There was no mistaking its attitude, for an 
equally unfriendly sign hung from the bronze knob, and 
it stated without equivocation that the Britannic Mu­
seum was “closed for repairs.”

But the Inspector was made of stern stuff. He closed 
his right hand and with the resulting fist pounded for­
midably on the bronze.

“Father!” giggled Patience. “You’re walloping Shake­
speare ! ”

The Inspector grinned and redoubled his pounding 
upon the Bard of Avon’s nose. There was a frantic 
scraping and squealing of bolts; and an instant later 
out popped the gargoylish head of a bulb-nosed old man.

“Hey!” snapped this apparition. “Can’t you read 
English ?”

“One side, brother,” said the Inspector cheerfully. 
“We’re in a hurry.”

The doorman did not budge: his nose continued to 
protrude from the crack like a shy lily-bulb. “What 
d'ye want?” he asked surlily.

“Want to get in, of course!”
“Well, you can’t. Closed to the public. Repairs.” 

And the crack began to vanish.
"Hey!” bellowed the Inspector, making a futile ef­

fort to prevent its vanishment. “This is— Hey, this 
is the police!”

There was a ghostly chuckle from behind the head 
of Shakespeare, and after that silence.

“Well, I’ll be damned!” exclaimed the Inspector 
wrathfully. “Why, the old fool, I'll break his damn’ 
door down!”

Patience leaned against the door, doubled up with 
laughter. “Oh, Father!” she gasped. “You’re so funny. 
That’s retribution for having laid irreverent hands on 
the proboscis of the Immortal Will. . . . I’ve an idea.”

The Inspector grunted.
“And you needn’t look so skeptical, you old sore­

head. We’ve a friend in the enemy’s camp, haven’t we?”
“What d’ye mean?”
“The imperishable Drury! Mr. Lane’s one of the 

patrons of the Britannic, isn’t he? I’m sure a call from 

him will be open sesame.”
“By God, that’s right! Patty, you’ve got your old 

man’s brain. Let’s hunt up a ’phone.”
They found a public telephone booth in a drug store 

on Madison Avenue, a block east. The Inspector put 
in a long-distance call to The Hamlet.

“Hello! This is Thumm speaking. Who’s this?”
An incredibly ancient voice squeaked: “Quacey. 

Hello! ” Quacey was an old, old man who had been 
with Drury Lane for more than forty years: originally 
his wig-maker, now a pensioned friend.

“Lane around?”
“Mr. Drury’s right here, Inspector. He says you are 

a criminal.”
“Guilty. We sure feel ashamed of ourselves. How 

is the old duck? Listen, you little monkey. Tell Mr. 
Lane we want a favor of him.”

There was a mutter of talk from the other end of 
the wire. The old actor’s deafness, while it did not 
handicap him in tete-a-tete conversation—his lip-read­
ing ability was uncanny-—effectually prevented him 
from conducting telephonic conversations; and Quacey 
for years had acted as his master’s ear.

“He wants to know if it’s a case,” piped Quacey 
at last.

“Well, yes. Tell him we’re on the trail of something 
mighty mysterious and we’ve got to get into the Britan­
nic Museum. But that nut of a caretaker won’t let us 
in. Closed for repairs. Can Lane do anything to get 
us inside?”

There was a silence, and then Thumm was startled 
to hear the voice of Lane himself pour into the receiver. 
Despite his age, the old gentleman’s voice still retained 
the miraculous quality of mellowness and rich flexi­
bility that had made it, at one time, the most famous 
speaking organ in the world. “Hello, Inspector,” said 
Drury Lane. “You’ll have to content yourself with 
listening for a change,” and he chuckled. “As usual, 
I’m in the throes of a monologue. I hope Patience is 
well? No, don’t answer, you old Masai; it would fall 
literally on deaf ears. . . . Something up at the Britan­
nic, eh? I can’t imagine what it might be, really I 
can’t. It’s the most peaceful place in the world. Of 
course I’ll telephone the curator at once. Dr. Choate, 
you know—Alonzo Choate, a dear friend of mine. I’m 
sure he’s there, but if he’s not I’ll locate him and by 
the time you get back to the museum—I take it you’re 
nearby—you'll be granted permission to enter.” The 
old gentleman sighed. “Well, goodby, Inspector. I do 
hope you’ll find time—you and Patience; I miss her 
very much!—to run up to The Hamlet for a long visit 
soon.”

There was a little pause, and then a reluctant click 
in Thumm’s ear.

“Goodby,” said Inspector Thumm soberly to the dead 
wire; and scowled in sheer self-defense as he avoided 
his daughter’s inquiring eye outside the drug store 
telephone booth.



SHAKESPEARE’S BEARD looked less 
grim on the return visit to the portals of 
the Britannic Museum; and indeed the 
door actually stood ajar. In the doorway, 
awaiting them, stood a tall, elderly man 
with an elegant goatee a la mode du sud, 

his dark face smiling, teeth shining above the resplen­
dent beard; while behind him, like an apologetic sha­
dow, hovered the bulb-nosed old man who had defended 
the door.

“Inspector Thumm?” said the bearded man, extend­
ing limp fingers. “I’m Alonzo Choate. And this is 
Miss Thumm! I remember quite well your last visit 
to our museum with Mr. Lane. Come in, come in! 
Frightfully sorry about Burch’s stupid little mistake. 
I daresay he won’t be so precipitate next time; eh, 
Burch?” The caretaker muttered something impolite 
beneath his breath and retreated into a shadow.

“Wasn’t any fault of his,” said the Inspector hand­
somely. “Orders are orders. You’ve heard from old 
Drury, I guess.”

“Yes. His man Quacey just had me on the wire. Don’t 
mind the condition of the Britannic, Miss Thumm,” 
smiled Dr. Choate. “I feel like a conscientious house­
wife apologizing for the mess in her kitchen to an un­
expected visitor. We’re going through a long-deferred 
process of redecoration, you know. General houseclean­
ing. Including your humble servant the curator.”

They stepped through a marble vestibule into a small 
reception room. The reception room smelled pungently 
of fresh paint; its furniture was collected in the center 
of the chamber and covered with the strange color­
washed shroud that house painters supply in the per­
formance of their duty. Members of the guild crawled 
about scaffolds swishing damp brushes over walls and 
ceiling. Looking on sightlessly from niches were the 
draped busts of the great English literary dead. On the 
far side of the room stood the grilled door to an ele­
vator.

“I’m not sure I’m charmed, Dr. Choate,” remarked 
Patience, wrinkling her small nose, “at the idea of— 
er—gilding the lily in this fashion. Wouldn’t it have 
been more reverent to permit the bones of Shakespeare 
and Johnson and Marlowe to moulder undisturbed?”

“And a very good point, too,” said the curator. “I 
was against the idea myself. But we’ve a progressive 
Board. We had all we could do to keep them from get­
ting somebody to do a series of modern murals in the 
Shakespeare Room! ” He chuckled and looked at the 
Inspector sidewise. “Suppose we go to my office? It’s 
right off here and, thank heaven, no brush has touched 
it yet! ”

He led the way across the smeary’ canvas to a door 
in an alcove. The wood panel was chastely’ lettered with 
his name. He ushered them into a bright large room 
with a high ceiling and oak-boarded walls comfortably 
lined with books.

A young man reading with absorption in an arm­

chair looked up at their entrance.
“Ah, Rowe,” boomed Dr. Choate. “Sorry to disturb 

you. I want you to meet some friends of Drury Lane’s.” 
The young man rose quickly and stood by his chair 
with a friendly smile. With a slow gesture he removed 
a pair of horn-rimmed eyeglasses. He was a tall fel­
low with a pleasant face, now that he had taken off his 
spectacles; there W’as something athletic in the cut of 
his shoulders that belied the tired scholar’s look in his 
hazel eyes. “Miss Thumm, this is Mr. Gordon Rowe, 
one of the Britannic’s most devoted neophytes. In­
spector Thumm.”

The y'oung man, who had not taken his eyes from 
Patience, shook hands with the Inspector. “Hello! 
Doctor, you know what’s good for sore eyes, I’ll say 
that for you. Thumm. . . . Hmm. No, I’m afraid I 
don’t approve the name. Completely inappropriate. 
Let’s see, now. . . . Ah, Inspector! Seems to me I’ve 
heard of you.”

“Thanks,” said the Inspector dryly. “Don’t let us 
disturb you, Mr. What’s-Your-Name. Maybe we’d bet­
ter go off somewhere, Dr. Choate, and leave this young 
feller to his dime novel.”

“Father!” cried Patience. “Oh, Mr. Rowe, please 
don’t mind Father. You see, he probably resents your 
slur upon the name of Thumm.” Her color ran high, 
and the young man, quite unruffled by the Inspector’s 
glare, continued to eye her with cool appreciation. 
“What name would you give me, Mr. Rowe?”

“Darling,” said Mr. Rowe warmly.
“Patience Darling?”
“Er—just darling.”
“Say—” began the Inspector wrathfully.
“Do sit down,” said Dr. Choate with a bland smile. 

“Rowe, for the Lord’s sake, behave yourself. Miss 
Thumm, please.” Patience, who found the young man’s 
steady gaze faintly disconcerting while it for some un­
accountable reason fluttered a suddenly conscious ar­
tery in her wrist, sat down, and the Inspector sat down, 
and Dr. Choate sat down, and Mr. Rowe remained 
standing and staring.

“It’s a weary wait,” said Dr. Choate hurriedly. 
“They’ve just barely begun. The painters, I mean. 
Haven’t touched the upper floors.”

“Yeah,” growled Inspector Thumm. “Now I’ll tell 
you—”

Gordon Rowe sat down, vaguely grinning. “If I’m 
intruding,” he began with cheerfulness.

Inspector Thumm looked hopeful. But Patience, with 
a charming glance at her father, said to the curator; 
“Did I understand you to say that you’re included in 
the general housecleaning, Dr. Choate? . . . Do stay, 
Mr. Rowe.”

Dr. Choate leaned back in the swivel-chair behind 
his long desk and looked about the room. He sighed. 
“In a manner of speaking. It hasn’t been generally 
announced, but I’m leaving. Retiring. Fifteen years of 
my life have been spent in this building, and I daresay 



it’s time I thought of myself.” He closed his eyes and 
murmured: “I know precisely what I shall do. I shall 
purchase a small English cottage I’ve had my eye on in 
upper Connecticut, dig in with my books, and lead the 
life of a hermit-scholar. . . .”

“Swell idea,” said the Inspector. “But as I was 
saying—■”

“Charming,” murmured Mr. Rowe, still looking at 
Patience.

“You certainly deserve your rest, from all Mr. Lane 
has told me about you,” said Patience hastily. “When 
are you leaving, Doctor?” 

“I’VE NOT decided. You see, we're ac­
quiring a new curator. He’s expected in 
from England on tonight’s boat, as a mat­
ter of fact; he’ll be docking tomorrow 
morning and then we’ll see. It will take 
some time before he acclimates himself, 

and of course I shall stay until he can carry on by 
himself.”

“Social visit, Miss Darling?” asked the young man 
suddenly.

“I always thought America restricted her borrowing 
from England to paintings and books,” said Patience in 
some confusion. “I take it your incoming curator is 
something very special in bibliophiles, Dr. Choate. Is 
he anyone really important?”

The Inspector fidgeted in his chair.
“Oh, he’s built up something of a reputation abroad,” 

said Dr. Choate with a delicate wave of his hand. “I 
shouldn’t say he was first rank. He’s been director of 
a small London museum for many years—the Kensing­
ton. His name is Sedlar, Hamnet Sedlar. . . .”

“There’s solid roast-beef Britain for you! ” said the 
young man with enthusiasm.

“Personally hired by the chairman of our Board of 
Directors. James Wyeth, you know.”

Patience, annoyed with herself for being suddenly un­
able to meet the young man’s admiring glance, raised 
her slender eyebrows. Wyeth was a titan among the 
mighty, a cold cultured Croesus with a passionate de­
votion to knowledge.

“And then, too, Sedlar was warmly recommended by 
Sir John Humphrey-Bond,” continued Dr. Choate am­
iably. “Of course Sir John’s endorsement carried weight. 
He’s been England’s most distinguished Elizabethan 
collector for decades, Inspector, as I suppose you know.”

The Inspector started. He cleared his throat. “Sure. 
Sure thing. But what we—”

“Sure you don’t mind my staying?” asked Mr. Rowe 
suddenly. “I’d been hoping somebody would turn up, 
you know.” He laughed and snicked shut the heavy 
old folio he had been reading. “This is my lucky day.”

“Of course not, Mr. Rowe,” murmured Patience; her 
face was a delicate crimson. “Er— Dr. Choate, I spent 
a good deal of my adolescence in England—”

“Lucky England, too,” said the young man rever­

ently.
“—and it’s always been my feeling that most cul­

tured Englishmen consider us rather quaint but slightly 
offensive barbarians. I suppose the inducement to Mr. 
Sedlar was sufficiently weighty to—?”

Dr. Choate chuckled in his beard. “Wrong, Miss 
Thumm. The Britannic’s finances didn’t permit us to 
offer Dr. Sedlar even as much as he’d been getting in 
London. But he seemed genuinely enthusiastic at the 
prospect of joining us here, and he snapped up Mr. 
Wyeth’s offer. I suppose he’s like the rest of us— 
impractical.”

“How true,” sighed the young man. “Now if I were 
practical—”

“How curious,” smiled Patience. “It doesn’t seem the 
proper British psychology, somehow.”

The Inspector coughed very loudly. “Now, Patty,” 
he said in a chiding tone, “Dr. Choate’s a busy man 
and we can’t take up his whole day chinning about 
something that’s not our business.”

“Oh, now really, Inspector—”
‘I’m sure it’s a pleasure for an old fossil like Choate,” 

remarked Mr. Rowe warmly, “to converse with as beau­
tiful a creature as your daughter, Inspector—”

A desperate light began to glitter in Thumm’s eye. 
“What we really came for, Dr. Choate,” he said, ignor­
ing the young man, “is to find out about Donoghue.”

“Donoghue?” The curator seemed puzzled, and 
glanced at Rowe, who sat forward with bright eyes. 
“What’s the matter with Donoghue?”

“What’s the matter with Donoghue?” growled the 
Inspector. “Why, Donoghue’s disappeared, that’s what’s 
the matter with him!”

The young man’s smile faded. “Disappeared?” he 
said swiftly.

Dr. Choate frowned. “Are you sure, Inspector? I 
suppose you’re referring to our special guard?”

“Sure! Say, didn’t you know he hadn’t turned up for 
work this morning?”

“Certainly. But I thought nothing of it.” The cura­
tor rose and began to pace the drugget behind his desk. 
“Burch, our caretaker, did mention something to me 
this morning about Donoghue’s failure to turn up, but 
it didn’t occur to me— Matter of fact, Rowe, you re­
member I mentioned it to you. You see, we like him 
here and give him rather more freedom than he would 
have in another situation. And then the museum’s be­
ing shut down. . . . What's happened? What’s the mat­
ter, Inspector?”

“Well, as far as we can find out,” replied the Inspec­
tor grimly, “he beat it out of here yesterday afternoon 
while that party of school teachers was being shown 
around and he hasn’t been seen since. Hasn’t turned 
up at his rooming house, didn’t keep a date with a 
friend of his last night—just dropped clean out of 
sight.”

“It’s rather odd, don’t you think, Doctor?” mur­
mured Patience.



Gordon Rowe laid his book down very quietly.
“Quite, quite,” said Dr. Choate, who seemed dis­

turbed. “The party of teachers. . . . They seemed a 
harmless enough lot, Inspector.”

“When you’re a cop as many years as I’ve been,” 
retorted the Inspector, “you learn not to depend too 
much on appearances. I understood it was you who 
took that bunch around the museum.”

“Yes.”
“How many of them were there, d’ye remember?”
“Really, I don’t know. I’m afraid I didn’t count, 

Inspector.”
‘You didn’t by any chance,” asked Patience softly, 

“notice a middle-aged man with a bushy gray mustache 
and a bluish sort of hat among them, did you, Doctor?”

“I’ve the failing of most shut-ins, Miss Thumm; half 
the time I’m unconscious of my surroundings.”

“I did,” said Rowe with a snap of his lean jaws.
“But it was just a glimpse, blast it.”

“Too bad,” said the Inspector sarcastically. “So you 
just showed ’em around, eh, Doctor?”

“That’s my crime, Inspector,” replied the curator 
with a shrug. “Why do you ask especially after this 
man in the blue hat, Miss Thumm?”

&
“BECAUSE THE man in the blue hat,” 
replied Patience, “was an illegitimate 
member of the party, Dr. Choate, and 
because we’ve every reason to believe that 
Donoghue’s disappearance is connected 
with him in some way.”

“Funny,” muttered young Rowe. “Intrigue in the 
museum, Doctor! That sounds like Donoghue, with 
his incurably romantic Irish temperament.”

“You mean he might have noticed something strange,” 
said Dr. Choate thoughtfully, “about this chap in the 
blue hat and permitted himself to be inveigled into a 
private investigation of his own? It’s possible, of 
course. I’m sure nothing’s happened to Donoghue, 
though. I’ve every confidence in his ability to handle 
himself.”

“Then where is he?” said the Inspector dryly.
Dr. Choate shrugged again; it was evident he con­

sidered the entire affair a trifle. He rose with a pleasant 
smile.

“And now that your business has been transacted, 
would you like to look about, Inspector? And you, 
Miss Thumm? I know you’ve been through the Bri­
tannic before, but we’ve recently acquired an important 
benefaction and I’m sure you’ll be interested in it. It’s 
housed in what we’ve named the Saxon Room. Samuel 
Saxon, you know. He died not long—”

“Well—” snarled the Inspector.
“I’m sure we should love it,” said Patience quickly.

DR. CHOATE led the way, like Moses, between the 
painted seas of canvas on the reception-room floor along 
a corridor to a large reading room whose book-crammed 

walls were also hung with canvas. Inspector Thumm 
trudged wearily by his side, and behind them came 
Patience and the tall young man—an arrangement 
which was effected with a cool dexterity that brought 
a new blush to Patience’s cheeks.

“You don’t mind my trailing along this way, do you, 
darling?” murmured the young man.

“I've never shunned the company of good-looking 
men yet,” said Patience stiffly, “and I’m sure I shan’t 
start now just to swell your head, Mr. Rowe. Did any­
one ever tell you that you’re an extremely offensive 
young man?”

“My brother,” said Rowe with gravity, “once when 
I handed him a black eye. Darling, I don’t know when 
I’ve met a girl—”

Dr. Choate led the way across the reading room to 
a far door. “As a matter of fact,” he called out, “Mr. 
Rowe has almost more right to do the honors of the 
Saxon Room than I, Miss Thumm. He was one of 
those infant prodigies you read about.”

“How horrible,” said Patience, tossing her head.
“Don’t believe a word of it,” said Rowe instantly. 

“Choate, I’ll strangle you! What the estimable Doctor 
means, Miss Thumm—”

“Oh, it’s Miss Thumm now, is it?”
He flushed. “I’m sorry. I get this way sometimes. 

What Dr. Choate means is that it was my good fortune 
to attract old Sam Saxon’s eye. He left a gob of rare 
books to the Britannic in his will; died a few months 
ago, you know; and as his protege I’m here in a sort 
of semi-official capacity to see that they’re started off 
in their new home properly.”

“More and more horrible, Mr. Rowe. I’m chiefly in­
terested in brainless young men with no visible means 
of support.”

“Now you’re being cruel,” he whispered. Then his 
eyes danced. “Except for the means of support, I as­
sure you I qualify! Fact is, I’m doing some original 
research in Shakespeare. Mr. Saxon tucked me under 
his wing and I’m continuing my researches here, now 
that he’s dead and a good deal of the Shakespearean 
stuff has been willed to the museum.”

They entered a long narrow room which, from its 
fresh look, turpentine odor, and lack of draping pro­
claimed it recently redecorated. It contained perhaps 
a thousand volumes, most of them on open shelves. A 
small number reposed in wooden cases on slender metal 
legs, the tops of the cases covered with glass; appar­
ently the more valuable items.

“Just finished,” said Dr. Choate. “There are some 
really unique things here; eh, Rowe ? Of course, the 
contents of this wing have not yet been placed on 
exhibition; the collection was delivered only a few 
weeks ago, after we had shut down.” The Inspector 
leaned against a wall near the door and looked bored. 
“Now here,” continued Dr. Choate in a Chautauqua 
voice, strolling over to the nearest cabinet, “is an 
item—”



“Say! ” exclaimed the Inspector sharply. “What the 
devil’s happened to that cabinet over there?”

Dr. Choate and Gordon Rowe wheeled like startled 
birds of passage. Patience felt her breath come quickly.

The Inspector was pointing to a case in the center 
of the room, quite like the others in appearance; but 
it differed from the others in a signal respect. Its glass 
top had been shattered, and only a few fragments of 
jagged glass clung to the frame!

CHAPTER V

THE JAGCARD CASE
THE EXPRESSIONS of acute alarm on 
the faces of the curator and the young 
man turned instantly to relief.

“Phew!” said Rowe. "Go easy on my 
heart, Inspector. I thought for a moment 
something was really wrong. Just an ac­

cident we had yesterday, that’s all.”
Patience and the Inspector exchanged very rapid 

and illuminated glances. “An accident, hey?” said the 
Inspector. “Well, well. Glad I decided to soak in a 
little of your culture at that, Doc. What d’ye mean 
‘accident’, Rowe?”

“Oh, I assure you that’s all it was,” smiled the cura­
tor. “No significance at all. It’s really Mr. Rowe’s 
story. He was working in the reading room next door 
yesterday afternoon and had occasion to come in here 
to consult one of the Saxon books. It was he who found 
the glass top of this case shattered.”

“You see,” explained Rowe, “the workmen finished 
this room only yesterday morning, and I’ve no doubt 
in coming back for a forgotten tool or something one 
of them accidentally poked in the glass. Nothing to 
get excited about.”

“Just when yesterday did you discover this, Mr. 
Rowe?” asked Patience slowly. And this time there 
was nothing personal in her glance.

“Oh, I should imagine about five-thirty.”
“And what time did your visiting delegation from 

Indiana leave, Dr. Choate, did you say?” she contin­
ued, She had quite lost her smile.

Dr. Choate seemed nettled. “Oh, I assure you it’s 
nothing! And I really didn’t say, Miss Thumm. The 
school teachers left at five, I believe.”

“And the glass was crashed in at five-thirty, Mr. 
Rowe ?”

The young man stared at her. “Miss Sherlocka! I 
really don’t know. Are you a detectress?”

“Cut the comedy, younker,” said the Inspector, com­
ing forward; but he said it without rancor and indeed 
seemed to have regained his good humor. “How's that? 
You must have heard the glass breaking.”

Rowe shook his head sadly. “But I didn’t, Inspector. 
You see, the door to the Saxon Room from the reading 
room was closed, and then I’m usually so absorbed in 
what I’m doing you could set a bomb off under my 

chair and I wouldn’t blink an eye. So the accident 
might have happened any time at all yesterday after­
noon, you see.”

“Hmm,” said the Inspector. He went over to the 
shattered case and peered in. “Anything stolen?”

Dr. Choate laughed heartily. “Come now, Inspector, 
we’re not children, you know. Naturally it occurred to 
us that someone might have sneaked in here—there’s 
another door over there, as you can see, which leads 
into the main corridor, making this room fairly accessi­
ble—and made off with one of the three very valuable 
volumes in the case. But they’re still there, as you 
can see.”

The Thumms stared down at the broken cabinet. Its 
bottom was lined with soft black velvet; three oblong 
depressions had been artfully built into the velvet, and 
in each depression repqsed a single book, large bulky 
volumes bound in stained and faded rough old calf. 
The book to the left was covered in a gold-brown calf, 
the book to the right in a faded scarlet, and the book 
in the middle in blue.

“There’s a glazier coming in this afternoon to re­
place the glass lid,” continued the curator. “And 
now—”

“Hold your horses, Doc,” said Thumm abruptly. 
“You say the workmen got through with this room 
yesterday morning. Didn’t you have a guard on duty 
here in the afternoon? I thought these museums were 
lousy with guards all the time.”

“Why, no, Inspector. We dispensed with our usual 
staff when the museum was closed for repairs. Dono­
ghue and the caretaker Burch have been enough. Those 
Indiana people have been the first outsiders permitted 
here since we shut down. But we didn’t think it nec­
essary—”

“Well,” said the Inspector in a rumble, “I "think I 
can tell you what happened, and it’s not so damned 
innocent as you make it out.”

Patience's eyes were bright. Gordon Rowe looked 
puzzled.

“What do you mean?” asked Dr. Choate swiftly.
“I mean,” snapped the Inspector, “that your guess, 

Doc, that Donoghue saw something screwy about Mr. 
Blue Hat and followed him was right. Why did he 
follow Blue Hat? Because I say Blue Hat smashed 
this case in, that’s why, and Donoghue saw him do it! ”

“Then why isn’t anything missing?” objected the 
curator.

"Maybe Donoghue scared him off just before he 
could take one of these books. You say they’re valu­
able. Plain enough—attempted robbery.”

Patience thoughtfully sucked her full lower lip and 
stared into the shattered case.

“And why didn’t Donoghue raise an alarm, Inspec­
tor?” murmured Rowe. “And why didn’t someone see 
this chap with the blue hat running out, if Donoghue 
was scrambling after him?”

“And most important of all,” said Patience in a low 



voice, “where is Donoghue? Why hasn’t he returned?” 
“I don’t know,” retorted the Inspector savagely, “but

I tell you that’s what happened.”
"I'm very much afraid that what happened,” said 

Patience in a stiff queer tone, “is something rather 
terrible. And it didn’t happen to the man in the blue 
hat, Father. It happened to poor old Donoghue!”

THE MEN were silent. The Inspector began to 
patrol the flagged floor.

Patience sighed and bent over the cabinet again. 
A triangular card was propped behind each of the three 
books in the case. A larger placard in the foreground 
bore the printed legend:

Rare Specimens 
of the Work of 

WILLIAM JAGGARD, Printer

“Elizabethan?” asked Patience.
Dr. Choate nodded absently. “Yes. Interesting items 

here, Miss Thumm. Jaggard was the famous London 
printer and publisher who did the First Folio of Shake­
speare, you know. These things come from Samuel 
Saxon’s collection—where he got them the Lord alone 
knows! He was something of a miser.”

“I shouldn’t say that exactly,” remarked Gordon 
Rowe with a glint in his hazel eyes.

“Oh, purely in the bibliophilic sense,” added Dr. 
Choate hastily.

“Come on,” said the Inspector in a gruff tone. “I 
want to find out something.”

BUT WHILE there was much to find out, literally 
nothing was found. With Dr. Choate's assistance In­
spector Thumm marshalled all the workmen—decora­
tors, painters, masons, and carpenters—in the Britannic 
Museum and questioned them exhaustively about the 
events of the day before. No one among them remem­
bered seeing a man in a blue hat enter or leave the 
Saxon Room, nor did anyone recall the exact move­
ments of the missing Donoghue.

Patience, who had lingered behind in the Saxon Room 
and had been seized in conversation by young Mr. 
Rowe, hurried into the reading room where the Inspec­
tor had conducted his fruitless examination of the work­
men, her face glowing.

“Father! I think there’s something. . . . Would you 
mind terribly if I didn’t return to the office with you?”

Forcibly reminded of his fatherhood, the Inspector 
assumed a stern air. “Where you bound?”

“Luncheon,” said Patience gayly, stealing a glance at 
her profile in her handbag mirror.

“Ha,” said the Inspector. “Lunch, hey?” He looked 
sad.

“With young Rowe, I’ll wager,” chuckled Dr. Choate. 
“For a student of such a serious subject as literature 
that lad is the most incorrigible flibberty-gibbet. Ah, 

here he is,” he said as Rowe marched in with his hat 
and stick. “Coming back this afternoon, Rowe?”

“If I can tear myself away,” grinned the young man. 
“Shakespeare has been waiting for over three hundred 
years, so I suppose he can wait a little longer. You 
don’t mind, Inspector?”

“Mind? Mind?” snarled Thumm. “Why the devil 
should I mind?” And he kissed Patience fiercely on 
the forehead.

The young couple walked briskly out of the room, 
deep in a conversation which seemed to have begun in 
antiquity and would probably continue to eternity. 
There was a little silence.

“Well,” sighed the Inspector, “guess I’ll be trottin’ 
along, too. Just keep an eye peeled, will you? And 
if you hear anything from or about Donoghue, give 
me a buzz.” He gave the curator his card, shook hands 
rather limply, and stumped out of the reading room.

Dr. Choate stared thoughtfully after his broad simian 
back. Then he tapped the edge of the card against his 
bearded lips, whistled softly, and turned back to the 
Saxon Room.

CHAPTER VI

HELP WANTED

“I ALWAYS thought,” said Patience over 
the grapefruit, “that research students of 
literature were like research chemists— 
bowed, thin young men with a fanatical 
light in their eyes and a total absence of 
sex appeal. Are you the exception to the 

rule, or have I been missing something?”
“I’ve been missing something,” asserted Mr. Rowe, 

swallowing a mouthful of fruit powerfully.
“I notice that that spiritual lack hasn’t affected your 

appetite! ”
"Who said it was spiritual?”
The waiter took away the empty rinds and replaced 

them with cups of consomme.
"Lovely day,” said Patience hurriedly, and took a 

hasty sip of soup. “Tell me something about yourself, 
young man. Pass the biscuits? ... I mean, make it a 
personal biography.”

“Fd rather make it a cocktail. George here knows 
me, and even if he doesn’t it won’t make any differ­
ence. George, a couple of Martinis. Dry as hell.”

“Shakespeare and Martinis!” murmured Patience, 
giggling. “How refreshing! I see it all now. That’s 
why you’re a scholar and still resemble a human being. 
You sprinkle the dusty page with alcohol, and some­
how it burns, doesn’t it?”

“Like the very devil,” grinned young Mr. Rowe. “As 
a matter of fact, you’re betraying a most becoming 
ignorance. I’m deathly sick of lunching intelligent 
women.”

“Well, I like that,” gasped Patience. “Why, you in­
solent B-Bacchus! I’ve my M.A., I’ll have you know, 



and I wrote a scintillating paper on The Poetry of 
Thomas Hardy!"

“Hardy? Hardy?” asked the young man, wrinkling 
his firm straight nose. “Oh, the versifier!”

“And just what did you mean by that crack? I’m 
betraying ignorance of precisely what?”

“The essential spirit of old Will. My dear girl, if 
you had a really deep-seated appreciation of Shake­
speare you would know that his poetry needs no ex­
ternal stimulant. It burns with its own fire.”

“Hear, hear,” murmured Patience. “Thank you, sir. I 
shall never forget this little lesson in esthetics.” There 
were two fiery pink spots in her cheeks, and she tore 
a biscuit in half.

He threw back his head and roared, startling George, 
who was approaching with a tray on which stood two 
frosty amber-filled glasses. “Oh, good Lord! ” he gasped. 
“She can’t take it! I think we’re both a little mad. 
. . . Ah, George. Set them down, my boy. . . . Down 
the hatch, Miss Thumm?”

“Miss Thumm?”
“Darling!”
“Patience to you, Mr. Rowe.”
“Very well, Patience it shall be.” They drank gravely; 

their eyes met over the brims of their glasses and they 
laughed together, choking over the cocktails. “And 
now for the autobiography. My name is Gordon Rowe. 
I shall be twenty-eight come Michaelmas, I am an or­
phan, I have a pitifully small income, I think the 
Yankees have a rotten team this year, I see Harvard 
has bought a swell quarterback, and if I look at you 
much longer I shall be tempted to kiss you.”

“You’re a strange young man,” said Patience with a 
furious blush. “No, no, that doesn’t mean acceptance, 
so you’d better drop my hand; those two old ladies at 
the next table are looking at you with disapproval. . . . 
Heavens, I’m mortified! Blushing like any callow 
schoolgirl at mere mention of a kiss! Are you always 
so flippant? I’d rather looked forward to an engross­
ing discussion about the splitting of the infinitive as 
splat by John Milton, or the domestic problems of the 
Lepidoptera.”

He stared at her, his grin fading. “You’re horribly 
nice,” he said, and attacked his chop furiously, and 
for the moment there was silence. When he looked 
up they examined each other with searching serious­
ness, and it was Patience’s eyes which fell. “To tell 
the truth, Pat—I’m glad you let me call you that— 
this sort of childish vulgarity is my escape. It’s not 
very bright, I know, and I’ve never felt myself capa­
ble of holding my own in the social sense. I’ve de­
voted the best years of my young life so far to getting 
an education, and these last few years to doing some­
thing earth-shaking in the line of literary research. 
I’ve enormous ambition, you know.”

"Ambition never ruined any young man,” said Pa­
tience softly.

“Thanks for the kind words, young lady. I’m not 

the creative type, though. Research fascinates me. I 
suppose I should have gone in for biochemistry, or 
astrophysics.”

Patience devoted herself chastely to her salad. She 
toyed for an instant with a crisp emerald leaf of cress. 
“I'm really—oh, it’s silly.”

He leaned forward and took her hand. “Please tell 
me, Pat.”

“Mr. Rowe, they’re looking!” said Patience, but she 
did not withdraw her hand.

“Gordon, please.”
“Gordon. . . . You’ve hurt me,” said Patience trag­

ically. “Oh, I know it was ragging, and all that, but 
the fact is, Mr. Rowe—very well, Gordon!—I despise 
most women for their doughy minds.”

“I’m sorry,” he said contritely. “It was a poor 
joke.”

“No, it’s more than that, Gordon. I’ve been mak­
ing poor jokes, too. I’ve never found anything I 
really wanted to do, while you—” She smiled. “Of 
course, it sounds ridiculous. But the only thing that 
differentiates us from the lower primates is the power 
of reasoning, and I don’t see why the mere fact that 
a woman is biologically different from a man should 
prevent her from cultivating her mind.”

“It’s the fashion to be horrified at the mere notion,” 
grinned the young man.

“I KNOW it is, and I detest the fashion. 
I don’t believe the full force of the mind’s 
possibilities struck home to me until I 
met Drury Lane. He’s—oh, he tones you 
up, he makes you want to think, to know. 
And it doesn’t prevent him from being a 

very charming old gentlemen, either. . . . But we’ve 
strayed from the point.” She withdrew her hand shyly 
and regarded him with earnest eyes. “Do tell me about 
your work, and yourself, Gordon. I’m really interested.” 

“There’s so little to tell,” he said with a shrug of 
his big shoulders. “It’s just work, eat, the gym, and 
sleep. Work’s the most important part of it, of course. 
There was something special in Shakespeare that 
gripped me. There never was such genius. Oh, it goes 
more deeply with me than admiring the polish of 
a phrase or the acute philosophy behind a Hamlet or
Lear conception. It was the man himself. What made 
him what he was? What was his secret? From what 
source did he draw his inspiration, or was it just a 
fire inside himself? I wanted to know.”

“I’ve been to Stratford,” said Patience softly. 
“There’s something there. It’s in the old Chapel Lane, 
the Stratford Church, the air—”

“I spent a year and a half in England,” muttered 
Rowe. “It was hellish work. Following a trail so 
faint it was half imagination. And, by heaven. . .

“Yes?” whispered Patience, her eyes glowing.
He cupped his chin in his hands. “The most im­

portant part of an artist’s life is his formative years.



It’s the period of his intensest passions. His senses are 
at their fullest vigor. . . . And what do we know about 
the Maytime in the life of the greatest poet the world 
has ever produced? Nothing. There’s a blank in the 
story of Shakespeare which must be filled in if we’re 
ever to reach a sensitive and intelligent appreciation 
of the artist.” He paused, and something almost fright­
ened crept into his tired hazel eyes. “Pat,” he said 
in a slightly unsteady voice, “I think I’m on the right 
track. I think—”

He stopped, and fumbled for his cigaret case. Pa­
tience sat very still.

He put the case back into his vest pocket without 
opening it. “No,” he muttered. “It’s premature. I 
don’t really know. Yet.” Then he smiled. “Pat, do 
let’s talk about something else.”

She sighed with minute care, never taking her eyes 
from him. Then she smiled back. “Of course, Gordon. 
Tell me about the Saxons.”

“Well,” he said, slumping boyishly in his chair, 
“there’s precious little to tell. I got old Sam Saxon 
interested in my—let’s call it a hunch. I suppose 
he took a shine to me; he never had any children. 
And despite certain defects in his character he was 
a genuinely passionate lover of English literature. 
Gruff old boy, but he insisted on financing my re­
searches in the approved way—took me under his 
wing, into his house. . . . Then he died. And I’m 
still working.”

“And Mrs. Saxon?”
“The incomparable Lydia.” He scowled. “Old fuss­

budget, and that’s a generous estimate. I suppose I 
shouldn’t bite the hand that’s feeding me, but she’s 
a little trying at times. Knows absolutely nothing 
about literature, and even less than that about her 
husband’s collection of rare books. Let’s not talk 
about her. She's an unpleasant female.”

“Just because she can’t discuss quartos and octavos 
with you!” laughed Patience. “Who takes care of the 
Saxon collection? You?”

“Now you’re dipping into ancient history,” chuckled 
Rowe. “Fossil by the name of Crabbe. There’s poetic 
justice for you! I? My dear girl! Old Eagle-Eye, I 
call him, and he is. He was Mr. Saxon’s librarian for 
twenty-three years, and I believe he’s more jealous 
of the stuff in his care than even old Sam himself 
was.” A shadow flitted over his face. “Now he’s ab­
solutely king-pin. Mr. Saxon provided in his will 
that Crabbe continue as curator of the collection. It 
will be more inaccessible than ever.”

“But weren’t you working in the Saxon library?”
“Under very close surveillance, I assure you! Crabbe 

saw to that, and he sees to it now. I don’t know one- 
quarter the stuff that’s there. For the last few months 
I’ve been cataloguing and overseeing the specific items 
willed to the Britannic; rather set me back in my 
work, but Mr. Saxon asked me to do it in his will 
and it was little enough. . . . Look here, Patience, I’ve 

bored you stiff. Please tell me about—you.”
“Me? There’s nothing to tell,” said Patience lightly.
“I’m serious, Pat. I—I think you’re the most. . . . 

Oh, very well! But tell me.”
“If you insist.” She explored the recesses of her 

handbag for her mirror. “My career may be summed 
up in a single phrase: I’m a sort of modern Vestal 
Virgin.”

“That sounds formidable,” smiled the young man.
“I don’t think I quite understand.”

“I—I’ve dedicated my life to . . . something.” She 
poked her hair about as she peered into the tiny 
mirror.

He eyed her keenly. “To cultivation of mind?”
She put the mirror away, and sighed. “Oh, Gordon, 

I don’t really know myself. I’m—I’m a little foggy 
sometimes.”

“Do you know what your destiny is, young woman?” 
said Rowe.

“Tell me!”
“You’re destined to lead a very prosy life, my dear.”
“You mean—marriage, babies?”
“Something of the sort,” he said in a low voice.
“How horrible!” Patience rose, the pink blobs an­

noyingly red. She was conscious of them, for they 
seemed to be burning holes in her cheeks. “Shall we 
go, Gordon?”

INSPECTOR THUMM reached his office 
in a lather of thought. He grunted at 
Miss Brodie, marched into his sanctum, 
hurled his hat across the room to the 
top of the safe, and threw himself into 
his swivel-chair with a scowl.

He put his large feet on the desk, and then after 
a moment drew them down. He fished in his pockets 
for a cigar and, finding none, rummaged in the depths 
of a drawer until he found an eroded old pipe, which 
he filled with an evil-looking shag tobacco, lit up, and 
puffed on sourly. He fingered his calendar. He rose 
and began to pound his floor. Then he sat down again, 
cursed beneath his breath, and jabbed a button on the 
underside of his desk-top.

Miss Brodie hurried in, breathless.
“Any calls?”
“No, Inspector.”
“Any mail ?”
“Why, no, Inspector.”
“For God’s sake, didn’t Tuttle send me any report 

on that Durkin case?”
“No, Inspector.”
“Damn his pop-eyes— All right, all right, Miss 

Brodie!”
Miss Brodie’s moon eyes were at the full. She 

gulped: “Yes, Inspector,” and fled.
For some time he stood staring out the window at 

Times Square. The pipe fumed with horrid fecundity.
Suddenly he sprang to his desk, pounced on the 



telephone, dialed Spring 7-3100. “ ’Lol” he growled. 
“Put me on to Inspector Geoghan. Yeah, yeah, 
Geoghan I Listen, flattie, no arguments. This is 
Thumm talkin’.” He chuckled at the police operator’s 
astonished bellow. “How’s the family, John? Your 
oldest must be big enough to enter rookie college, I 
bet! . . . Fine, fine. Give me Geoghan, you old war­
horse. . . . Hello. Butch? Thumm!”

Inspector Geoghan swore fluently.
“Welcome home,” snarled Thumm. “That’s a fine 

reception! Listen, Butch, and none of your Tenth 
Avenue lip. . . . Yes, yes, I’m in the pink. I know 
you’re all right, because I saw that damned gorilla’s 
face of yours in the papers this mornin’ and you 
looked as disgustingly healthy as usual. . . . Yeah! 
Say, what d’ye remember about a cop named Dono­
ghue who left the force about five-six years ago? I 
remember he was attached to H. Q. under you when 
you were a Captain—where you should ‘a’ stayed, you 
Commissioner-suckin’ baboon! ”

Inspector Geoghan chuckled. “Still the same pleas­
ant old Thumm. How the hell do you expect me to 
remember a flatfoot that far back?”

“Why, he saved your life once, you ungrateful 
skunk! ”

“Oh! Donoghue. Why the devil didn’t you say so 
in the first place? Sure I remember him. What d’ye 
want to know?”

“Rate him for me. Any black marks against him? 
What kind of record did he have, Butch?”

“A-one. None too many brains, as I recall, but so 
honest he wouldn’t take a fin from a speakie. Too 
damned honest for his own good. Didn’t play ball, 
and that kept him from stripes.”

“Clean slate, hey?” muttered the Inspector.
“As a whistle. Seem to remember I was sorry to 

see him go. Romantic Irishman, Donoghue. Only he 
got romantic about the wrong thing—Duty. Ha, ha!”

“Still harpin’ on the same smelly old joke, I see,” 
growled Thumm. “Butch, I’ll live to see the day when 
you’re Commissioner. Goodby, damn you, and come up 
to my office some time.”

He replaced the receiver tenderly and scowled at 
his calendar. After a moment he picked up the tele­
phone again, repeated his call to Police Headquarters, 
and asked for the Missing Persons Bureau.

Captain Grayson, head of the Bureau, was an old 
friend. Thumm tersely related the story of Donoghue, 
the peculiar circumstances surrounding his disappear­
ance, his description and habits. Grayson, whose duty 
it was to investigate all cases of missing persons un­
der the jurisdiction of the New York Police Depart­
ment, promised to institute a quiet inquiry. Then the 
Inspector switched his call back to Inspector Geoghan.

“Listen, Butch, I’m in again. Got a line on a smooth 
crook who makes a specialty of stealing rare books? 
Guy wore a funny kind of blue lid—I dunno, might 
be a habit of his.”

“Book snatcher, eh?” said Geoghan thoughtfully. 
“Blue hat. . . .Can’t remember a mugg of that de­
scription offhand, but I’ll find out and call you back.”

“Thanks. I’ll be waiting.”
A half hour later Geoghan telephoned. There was 

nothing in the criminal records of the Bureau of Iden­
tification which involved a man specializing in the 
theft of rare books and who moreover had a habit of 
wearing a blue or bluish hat.

The Inspector stared dismally out of his window. 
The world seemed very dreary at the moment. Finally 
he sighed, fished a sheet of notepaper out of his desk, 
unscrewed the cap of his fountain pen, and began 
laboriously to write:

Dear Lane:
Here’s something I know you’ll be interested 

in. It’s that little mystery I told Quacey about 
over the phone this morning. To tell the God’s 
honest truth me and Patty are sort of stuck, and 
we would like your advice.

Now it seems that an ex-cop named Dono­
ghue. . . .

CHAPTER VII

"THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM"

MISS BRODIE stumbled into her em­
ployer’s sanctum, her vapid young face 
working. “Oh, Inspector! It’s—it’s Mr. 
Lane!"

“What’s that?” asked the Inspector 
blankly. It was Wednesday, and he had

quite forgotten having written Lane the day before.
“Now, now, Brodie,” said Patience kindly, “get a 

grip on yourself. What’s this about Mr. Lane?”
Miss Brodie made Spartan efforts. She gulped, 

pointed tremblingly at the door, and said: “He’s out­
side"

“Well, for the love of Mike!” bellowed the Inspec­
tor, springing for the door. “Why didn’t you say so?” 
He yanked the door open; a tall old man with a mat 
of pure white hair sat on the bench in the anteroom, 
smiling at him and Patience by his side. Miss Brodie 
sucked her thumb nervously in the background. “Lane! 
It’s good to see you. What the devil brings you into 
town?”

Mr. Drury Lane rose, tucked his blackthorn under 
his arm, and gripped the Inspector’s hand very credit­
ably for a septuagenarian. “Your fascinating letter, of 
course. Patience! Charming as usual. Well, well, In­
spector, aren’t you going to ask me in?”

Miss Brodie slipped by, an agitated wraith awed by 
a higher presence. Mr. Drury Lane smiled at her in 
passing, and she gasped faintly. Then the three re­
tired to the Inspector’s office.

The old gentleman looked about him with affection­
ate eyes. “It’s been some time, hasn’t it? The same 



stuffy old hole, Inspector. A sort of modern Teach’s 
brig. How are you both?”

“Physically prime,” said Patience, “but not so 
healthy mentally—at the moment. But how have you 
been, Mr. Lane? The last time----- ”

“The last time, my dear,” said the old gentleman 
solemnly, “I was slipping on an earth-slide into my 
grave. Today—as you see me. I feel better than I’ve 
felt in years.”

“Sure makes me feel good to see you sittin’ here,” 
growled the Inspector.

Lane spoke with his eyes shifting from the lips of 
Patience to the lips of Thumm; in a practised fluid 
way they were never still. “The truth is your letter 
revived me, Inspector. A case 1 Particularly a case 
involving my humdrum little Britannic. It seems-too 
good to be true.”

“That’s the difference between you and father,” said 
Patience, laughing. “Mysteries irritate him and stim­
ulate you.”

“And what do they do to you, my dear?”
She shrugged. “I’m the Balm of Gilead.”
“The Britannic,” murmured Lane. “Patience, have 

you met young Gordon Rowe?”
Instantly she blushed, and tears of exasperation 

came to her eyes. The Inspector muttered bitterly to 
himself. The old gentleman eyed them with a smile. 
“Oh—oh, yes, I’ve met him,” said Patience.

“So I gathered,” said Lane dryly. “Smart young 
chap, eh?”

“Quite, quite.”
The Inspector fidgeted. “Fact of the matter is, 

Lane, we’re in something crazy. I’m not getting any 
money out of it, it’s the nuttiest yarn you ever heard, 
and I’ve got to do something about it for old time’s 
sake.”

“An unenviable position,” chuckled the old gentle­
man. “I suggest we go at once to the museum. Some­
thing in your description of that shattered cabinet in 
the Saxon Room, Inspector, makes me want very much 
to examine it.”

“Oh I ” cried Patience. “Something I missed ?”
“It’s just a conjecture,” said Mr. Drury Lane 

thoughtfully. “I daresay it’s nothing. Shall we go? 
Dromio is downstairs with the car.”

THEY FOUND Dr. Choate in his office deep in 
conversation with a tall spidery-limbed man dressed 
in curiously foreign clothes. He possessed the. lean 
hatchety face of a certain physical type of English­
man—very sharp eyes, too, and screwed easily under 
the brow-ridge of his right eye there was a rimless 
monocle, from which a slender black silk ribbon fell 
to circle his neck. There was a bony clean-shavenness 
about his face which strongly recalled the scholars of 
the Renaissance. When he spoke it was with a quiet 
positiveness, and in the charming accent of the cul­
tured Briton. He was perhaps fifty. Dr. Choate in­

troduced him as Dr. Hamnet Sedlar, the incumbent 
curator, whose boat from England had docked this 
morning.

“Mr. Lane!” he exclaimed. “This is a genuine 
pleasure, sir. Ever since I saw you play the Moor 
in London twenty years ago, I have wanted to know 
you. And then your scholarly articles on Shakespeare 
in the Colophon----- ”

“Kind of you, I’m sure,” said the old man hastily. 
“I’m scarcely more than a literary dilettante. I sup­
pose Dr. Choate has told you about the little mystery 
which preceded your arrival?”

Dr. Sedlar looked blank. “I beg your pardon?”
“Oh, a mere trifle,” rumbled Dr. Choate, fingering 

his goatee. “I’m astonished that you’ve taken the in­
cident seriously, Mr. Lane.”

“The facts present a rather curious superficial ap­
pearance, Doctor,” murmured Drury Lane. His bril­
liant eyes darted from Choate to Sedlar and back 
again. “You see, Dr. Sedlar, an odd gentleman ob­
viously disguised managed to worm his way into the 
museum on Monday—two days ago—and apparently 
attacked a case in one of the new rooms.”

“Really?” said Dr. Sedlar.
“It was nothing,” said the curator impatiently. “He 

didn’t get away with anything, and that’s the im­
portant thing.”

“I should think so,” agreed the Englishman with a 
smile.

“If I may interrupt this academic dispute,” said 
the old gentleman, “may I suggest we examine the 
evidence itself? Or perhaps you gentlemen would 
rather----- ”

Dr. Choate nodded, but the Englishman said: “Dr. 
Choate and I are, I believe, already quite well ac­
quainted. At the moment I should like nothing bet­
ter than to see this shattered case.” He chuckled. 
“After all, if I’m to direct the destinies of the Bri­
tannic Museum I suppose I should learn something 
about the methods of your American art-thieves. Eh, 
Doctor?”

“Er—yes,” said the curator, frowning. “As you 
will, of course.”

THEY PASSED through the general 
reading room, which was empty—as Pa­
tience observed with a faint twinge of 
disappointment; where was Gordon 
Rowe?—and into the Saxon Room.

The cabinet which yesterday had ex­
hibited a broken glass had been repaired. There was 
nothing to distinguish its fresh gleaming pane from the 
tops of the other cases about.

“The glazier repaired it yesterday afternoon,” said 
Dr. Choate a trifle stiffly to the Inspector. “Let me 
assure you that he was not left alone for an instant. 
I myself stood over him until he had completed his 
job.”



The Inspector grunted.
Mr. Drury Lane and Dr. Hamnet Sedlar looked in­

quisitively through the glass. Into the eyes of both 
came a gleam of appreciation.

“Jaggards,” said Dr. Sedlar very softly. “Enor­
mously interesting, Mr. Lane. Did I understand you 
to say, Dr. Choate, that this is a new room and these 
items a recent benefaction?”

“Yes. The contents of this wing were left to the 
Britannic by the will of Samuel Saxon, the collector. 
They will be on exhibition, of course, when the 
museum reopens.”

“Oh, yes! I believe Mr. Wyeth did mention some­
thing of the sort to me a month ago in London. I’ve 
often wondered what your American Mr. Saxon had 
in his library. Secretive soul, wasn't he? These 
Jaggards—exquisite! ”

“Dr. Choate,” said Mr. Drury Lane dryly, looking 
up from an unwinking inspection through the glass, 
“have you a key to this case?”

“Certainly.”
“Will you open the cabinet, please?”
The curator stared, looked faintly uncomfortable for 

an instant, and then complied. They crowded about 
as the old gentleman raised the lid and propped it 
back. The three old volumes lay nakedly exposed on 
the soft black velvet. Under the harsh light of an 
overhead lamp their faded colors strengthened to 
titillate the eye. Carefully Lane lifted each calf vol­
ume out in turn, inspected its binding closely, opened 
to the flyleaf. ... In one instance he spent some time 
searching the text. When he had replaced the three 
volumes in their original postions he straightened and 
Patience, watching his chiseled features attentively, 
saw them tighten.

“Very odd,” he murmured. “I can scarcely believe 
it.” And he stared down at the open cabinet.

“What’s the matter?” cried Dr. Choate in a thick 
voice.

“The matter, my dear Choate,” said the old gentle­
man calmly, “is that one of the volumes which orig­
inally lay in this case has been stolen!”

“Stolen! ” they cried simultaneously; and Dr. Choate 
took a step forward and stopped short.

“That’s impossible,” he said sharply. “I examined 
these Jaggards myself when young Rowe found the 
case bashed in.”

“Did you examine them internally?” murmured 
Lane.

The curator paled. “I didn’t see------ No. But
then the most cursory examination. . . .”

“Deceived even your trained eye, I fear, Doctor. 
As I said, this is the most curious thing in my experi­
ence.” His silky white brows drew together. “Look 
here.” He pointed a lean forefinger at the triangular 
placard which stood behind the central volume of the 
three, the book bound in blue calf. It read in fine 
type:

“THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM” 
“BY WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE” 

(Jaggard, 1599)
Extraordinary and unique item from the Samuel 
Saxon Library. One of the three known copies 
extant of this rare work in the first edition. Pub­
lished by the Elizabethan printer William Jag­
gard in 1599, it was fraudulently assigned by the 
notorious Jaggard to Shakespeare, although it con­
tained only five poems from the Bard’s pen among 
the twenty in the volume. The residue were by 
Richard Bamfield, Bartholomew Griffin, and 

others of contemporary poets.

“Well?” asked Dr. Choate quietly. Hamnet Sedlar 
stood squinting through his monocle at the central vol­
ume ; he seemed scarcely to have read the placard 
behind it.

“Is it—is it a forgery, a dummy?” asked Patience 
breathlessly.

“No, Patience my dear. I do not claim to be an 
an expert, but I know enough about these things to 
venture the opinion that the volume you see here is 
a genuine Jaggard edition of The Passionate Pilgrim.”

Dr. Choate grew angry. “Then I don’t see----- ”
He picked up the blue-bound book and turned to the 
flyleaf. His jaw sagged ludicrously. Dr. Sedlar, 
startled, peered over his shoulder. And he, too, ex­
hibited a shocked surprise that was as intense as it 
was fleeting.

Lane paced hugely up and down behind the case, 
head bent.

“Well, but------” began the Inspector, bewildered.
Then he threw up his hands and muttered anathemas.

“But if it’s a genuine Jaggard,” cried Patience, 
“what----- ”

“Utterly, starkly impossible. Impossible,” mur­
mured Dr. Choate over and over.

“It’s mad,” said the Englishman in an awed voice.
Together they bent over the volume, searching its 

pages feverishly. They looked at each other and 
nodded with something like reverence. Then they re­
turned their attention to the title-page. Patience, 
peeping over their shoulders, read:

‘‘The Passionate Pilgrime, or Certaine Amorous 
Sonnets betweene Venus and Adonis. By W. 
Shakespeare. The second edition. Printed by IV. 
Jaggard. 1606.”

“I see,” said Patience slowly. “This isn’t the 1599 
Jaggard, then, which was the first edition, but a copy 
of the 1606 Jaggard, or the second edition. Obviously 
a less valuable volume------”

“My dear Miss Thumm,” said Dr. Choate sharply 
over his shoulder; “you have never been in greater 
error.”

“You mean it’s more valuable?”



S
THE INSPECTOR began to exhibit 
signs of awakened interest. Lane con­
tinued to pace the floor, deep in thought.There was no reply and Patience, 
flushing, retreated.

“Patience,” said the old gentleman 
suddenly. She went gratefully to him, and he put his 
long arm about her shoulders. “Patience, my dear, do 
you know what makes this incident so astonishing?”

“I haven’t the faintest idea, sir.”
He squeezed her shoulders gently. “Mr. William 

Jaggard was a well-meaning patron of the arts. He 
was apparently in the thick of things in London dur­
ing the period when Shakespeare, Jonson, Fletcher, 
Marlowe, and the illustrious rest dripped gold from 
their quills. There was probably a good deal of 
competition among the publishers. Mr. William Jag­
gard sought names, just as some of our current the­
atrical producers and book publishers seek them to­
day. And so he became something very like a pirate. 
He printed The Passionate Pilgrim. In it he included 
two previously unpublished sonnets by Shakespeare 
and three poems drawn from the already published 
play, Love’s Labour’s Lost. The rest was padding. 
He assigned them, with colossal nerve, all of them, to 
Shakespeare. I’ve no doubt they sold well; and as 
for Shakespeare, he seems to have been a curiously 
indifferent dramatist as far as publication was con­
cerned.” Lane sighed. “I tell you this to give you 
something of an appreciation of the background. I’m 
sure they sold well because after printing a first 
edition in 1599, he reprinted in 1606, and still a third 
time in 1612. Now what makes the present situation 
so amazing is this: There are three copies of the 
1599 Jaggard extant. There are two copies of the 
1612 Jaggard extant. But until a few moments ago 
the entire bibliophilic world thought there was no 
copy of the 1606 Jaggard extant!”

“Then this book is priceless?” whispered Patience 
with awe.

"Priceless,” echoed Dr. Choate absently.
"I said,” replied the old man in dulcet tones, “that 

this was an odd case, my dear. Inspector, I scarcely 
blame you for being puzzled; although you didn’t 
grasp the full intricacies of the puzzle quite clearly. 
Patience, my child, the situation becomes slightly in­
sane. Apparently your man of the blue hat went to 
vast trouble, at great personal risk, to wheedle his way 
into a closed group, illicitly visit the Britannic Mu­
seum, drift away from the group while Dr. Choate 
expounded on the glories of his museum, make his 
way to this Saxon Room, smash in the glass of the 
Jaggard cabinet. . . . Throughout this odd thief ran 
the enormous risk of arrest for grand larceny and 
vandalism—all for what?” Lane’s voice sharpened. 
“To steal one rare and valuable book, and then to 
leave in its place a book even rarer and more valu­
able than the one he stole!”

CHAPTER Vtll

THE BENEFICENT THIEF

“WHAT’S THE row?” demanded a 
cheerful voice, and young Gordon Rowe 
sauntered into the Saxon Room from the 
corridor. He grinned at Patience and 
went to her side at once, like a scrap of 
iron filing drawn to a magnet.

“Ah, Rowe,” said the curator hurriedly. “The very 
man. The most extraordinary thing’s happened!”

“We seem to be attracting marvels like Mr. Barn­
um’s freak show,” said young Rowe with a wink at 
Patience. “Mr. Lane! Glad to see you, sir. Lord, 
what a solemn congregation! And I see you’ve been 
initiating Dr. Sedlar into our little domestic difficul­
ties. Dr. Choate. ’Lo, Inspector. What’s the trouble, 
Doctor?”

Dr. Choate mutely waved the blue volume in his 
hand.

Rowe dropped his smile instantly. “Not----- ?” He
looked around and saw grave faces. Then he took the 
book from the curator and slowly opened it. An ex­
pression of the most intense amazement came over 
his face. He looked around again in blank confusion. 
“It isn’t----- Why, this is a 1606 Jaggard!” he
shouted. “I thought there weren’t any----- ”

“Apparently there is,” said the old gentleman dryly. 
“Beautiful copy, isn’t it, Gordon? There will be 
shouting in the streets when the news gets out.”

“I know,” muttered Rowe, “but----- Where in
God’s good name did this come from? Who found 
it? You didn’t bring it over from London, did you, 
Dr. Sedlar?”

“Scarcely!” drawled the Englishman.
“You won’t believe it,” said Dr. Choate with a help­

less shrug. “But we did have a theft here Monday. 
Someone left this in the Jaggard case, Rowe, and took 
away the 1599!”

“Oh,” said the young man. “I------” And he threw
back his head and roared with laughter. “Lord, this 
is rich! ” he gasped, wiping his eyes. “Wait until 
divine Lydia hears this. And Crabbe. . . . Oh, this 
is too much!” He gulped hard and composed himself. 
“I beg your pardon. It just struck me . . . you know. 
It would be Mrs. Saxon’s luck to have a rare book 
stolen and an even rarer one left in its place. Crazy, 
that’s what it is!”

“I think,” said the curator with a nervous tug at 
his beard, “you’d better get Mrs. Saxon over here at 
once, Rowe. After all----- ”

“Of course.” The young man caressed the 1606 
Jaggard with tenderness, returned it to Dr. Choate, 
pressed Patience’s arm, and left the room with a 
jaunty air.

“Frightfully boisterous young man,” remarked Dr. 
Sedlar. “I’m afraid I can’t share his levity. You 
know, we can’t accept this—this remarkable volume



at its face value, Dr. Choate. It will have to be 
more thoroughly examined. It may be difficult to 
establish its authenticity----- ”

The hunter’s giare invaded Dr. Choate’s eye. “Quite. 
Quite.” And he rubbed his hands. He seemed con­
tent to have the stolen volume remain in possession 
of the thief, so long as the thief did not return and 
demand the unique volume he had left in the case. 
“I suggest we get to work at once. We’ll have to pro­
ceed carefully, Sedlar. We don’t want a breath of 
this to get out! We might call in old Gaspari of 
the Metropolitan, swear him to secrecy. . . .”

Dr. Sedlar was strangely pale. He kept staring at 
the ravished cabinet as if hypnotized.

“Or Professor Crowninshield of the Folger,” he 
muttered.

Patience sighed. “We all seem to be assuming that 
the 1599 Jaggard was stolen by the man in the blue 
hat. There’s really no proof, you know. Why 
mightn't the thief have been that second stranger on 
the bus, or one of the seventeen school teachers?”

Inspector Thumm threw up his hands and scowled. 
It was evident that the entire affair was too much 
for him.

“I scarcely think so, Patience,” murmured Drury 
Lane. “There were nineteen persons on the bus, all 
of whom apparently entered the museum. Eighteen 
of them returned to the bus terminal after the visit, 
the eighteenth being the mysterious second stranger, 
as you so charmingly have christened him. In other 
words, our friend the man in the blue hat disappeared 
from the museum. And so did Donoghue. The link 
is too powerful to have been forged by coincidence. 
I think it extremely probable that the man in the 
blue hat stole the 1599 Jaggard, leaving this 1606 in 
its place, and that Donoghue disappeared in follow­
ing him.”

“Well, well,” said the curator briskly, “I’ve no 
doubt it will all be explained in time. Meanwhile, 
Dr. Sedlar, if you'll excuse me, I'll have tire museum 
searched at once.”

“For what?” demanded the Inspector bitterly.
“There’s the remote chance, you know, that that 

1599 Jaggard may not have been taken out of the 
building.”

“Says you,” growled Thumm.
“Excellent notion, Doctor,” said Dr. Sedlar eagerly. 

“I—I’ll carry on. But when Mrs. Saxon arrives----- ”
Apparently Dr. Sedlar had heard of Mrs. Saxon’s 
potentialities, and was properly apprehensive.

“I shan’t be a minute,” said Dr. Choate cheerfully. 
He deposited the blue book carefully in the case and 
hurried from the room.

The Englishman hovered over the case like a ner­
vous mother-stork over her nest. “Too bad,” he mut­
tered. “Too bad. I really should like to have seen 
that 1599.”

Drury Lane stared at him, and then sought a chair 

and sat down. He shaded his eyes with a white- 
veined hand.

“You sound horribly disappointed, Dr. Sedlar,” said 
Patience.

He started. “Eh ? I beg your pardon. . . . Yes, 
yes, I am.”

“But why? Didn’t you ever see the 1599? I 
thought that rare books were common property among 
bibliophiles.”

“Should be,” replied the Englishman with a grim 
smile, “but this one was not. It belonged to Samuel 
Saxon, you know. That made it quite inaccessible.”

“I believe Mr. Rowe and Dr. Choate did say some­
thing about Mr. Saxon’s—er—secretiveness.”

DR. SEDLAR grew excited, and his 
monocle trembled and then fell, to dangle 
by its cord on his breast. “Secretive­
ness ! ” he exploded. “The man was a 
bibliomaniac. He spent half his declin­
ing years in England bidding in at auc­

tions and quite taking away all our precious things. 
. . . Sorry. But there were items which weren’t uni­
versally known. The Lord alone knows where he 
picked them up. This stolen 1599 Jaggard edition of 
The Passionate Pilgrim was one of the unknowns. 
Until a short time ago only two copies of this first 
edition were known to be in existence; then Saxon 
dug up a third somewhere, but he never permitted 
scholars so much as a glimpse of it. He stowed it 
away in his library like so much fodder in a granary.” 

“That sure sounds tragic,” said the Inspector dis­
agreeably.

“Oh, yes,” drawled the Englishman. “I assure you 
it is. I’d really looked forward to examining it. . . . 
When Mr. Wyeth told me about the acquisition of 
the Saxon bequest. . . .”

“He mentioned that the 1599 Jaggard was included 
in the benefaction ?” murmured Lane.

. “Yes, indeed.” Dr. Sedlar sighed and bent over the 
cabinet again. He readjusted his monocle. “Lovely, 
lovely. I can scarcely wait----- What’s this?” His
thin lips parted with excitement as he seized the third 
of the three volumes in the case and studied its fly­
leaf.

“What’s the matter now?” asked Lane swiftly, ris­
ing and hurrying to the cabinet.

Dr. Sedlar expelled a long whistling breath. “For 
a moment I thought----- I was wrong. I examined
this particular copy of Henry V in London some years 
ago, before it was purchased by Saxon. It bears the 
date 1608—jolly well established as a case of delib­
erate antedating by Jaggard, who printed it for the 
stationer Thomas Pavier. It was probably printed in 
1619. But I recalled that the leather was a deeper 
scarlet. Apparently it’s faded a bit under the tender 
ministrations of Saxon.”

“I see,” said the old gentleman. “You had me



jumping, Doctor! How about the Sir John Old- 
castle

The incumbent curator fingered the first volume in 
the cabinet lovingly. “Oh, that’s quite all right,” he 
said seriously. “Hasn’t changed hue since I last saw 
it at Sotheby’s in 1913 when it fetched a pretty price 
at auction—the same golden brown 1 Mind you, I’m 
not accusing Saxon of vandalism, please under­
stand----- ”

Dr. Choate hurried into the room. “I’m afraid I 
was wrong,” he said brightly. “No sign of the stolen 
Jaggard. We ll keep searching, of course.”

MRS. LYDIA SAXON burst into the Saxon Room 
with the awful irresistibility of an infuriated she-ele- 
phant. She was built on the grand scale—an enormous 
woman with mountainous flanks, a Zeppelin's stern, 
the bosom of a sea-cow and the carriage of a frigate. 
There was a feral glare in her watery green eyes that 
boded ill for such unfortunate creatures as scholars, 
curators, and the whole unhappy tribe of beneficiaries. 
She was followed by Gordon Rowe, grinning cheer­
fully, and an attenuated sidling old man dressed in a 
rusty tailcoat. There was something of the quality 
of ancient papyrus in this creature: rasping dry skin, 
almost a rustle of brittle bones as he walked, and the 
pale predacious features common to Italian seignors, 
Spanish pirates, and antiquarians. This old gentle­
man, who could only be the high-handed librarian of 
the Saxon Collection, Crabbe, ignored the assembled 
company and made with a gliding pounce for the Jag­
gard cabinet, where he seized in his claws the curious 
gift of the thief and examined it with a very sharp and 
vulturous eye.

“Dr. Choate! ” cried Mrs. Saxon in an unpleasantly 
shrill soprano. “What’s all this about a theft? What’s 
all this nonsense?”

“Ah—Mrs. Saxon,” murmured the curator with art 
uneasy smile. “Yes. Most unfortunate. But there’s 
been an amazing bit of luck too----- ”

“Rubbish! Mr. Rowe has told me all about that 
other book. I assure you it doesn’t impress me in 
the least. The fact remains that one of the most 
valuable items of my husband’s bequest seems to have 
been stolen under your very nose. I demand----- ”

“Before we go into the distressing details,” said 
Dr. Choate hastily, “may I present Miss Patience 
Thumm. Dr. Hamnet Sedlar, who is to be our new 
curator, you know. Mr. Drury Lane----- ”

“Ah,” said Mrs. Saxon, turning her watery green 
eyes on the old gentleman. “Mr. Lane. How d’ye 
do, Mr. Lane! And the new curator, did you say?” 
She regarded the stiff figure of the Englishman with 
cold curiosity, and sniffed like a monstrous fat tabby.

“And Inspector Thumm----- ”
“Of the police? Inspector, I demand you find the 

thief at once! ”
“Sure,” snarled the Inspector. “And what am I 

supposed to do—pull him out of my vest pocket?”
She gasped, turning the color of ripe cherries. “W’hy, 

I never----- ”
Crabbe, who had put the blue volume down with 

a sigh, tapped her arm. “Your blood-pressure, my 
dear Mrs. Saxon,” he whispered with a smile. Then 
he straightened his crooked old body and inspected 
with remarkable sharpness the faces about him. “Very 
peculiar, this theft, it seems to me.” There was a 
personal offensiveness in his tone that caused Dr. 
Choate to pull his tall figure up with dignity. "I find 
it----- ” And Crabbe stopped so suddenly that they
started. His roving little eyes had lighted upon the 
face of Dr. Sedlar. They passed on, and then jumped 
back as if he had received a shock. “Who’s this?” 
he snapped, jerking a creviced old thumb at the En­
glishman.

“I beg your pardon,” said Dr. Sedlar coldly.
“Dr. Sedlar, our new curator,” murmured young 

Rowe. “Come, come, Crabbe, don’t be rude! Mr. 
Crabbe, the Saxon librarian, Doctor.”

“Sedlar, hey?” grunted Crabbe. “Sedlar, hey? 
Well, well.” And he cocked his thin head and re­
garded the Englishman with a faintly malicious smile. 
Dr. Sedlar stared back, offended and apparently puz­
zled. Then he shrugged.

“If I may be permitted to explain, Mrs. Saxon,” he 
said with a charming smile, stepping forward. “This 
has been a most----- ” They moved off to one side,
and Dr. Sedlar proceeded to speak rapidly in a low 
tone. Mrs. Saxon listened with the detached and 
hostile air of a judge who has condemned the prisoner 
in advance.

Drury Lane quietly returned to his chair in the far 
corner of the room. He shut his eyes and stretched 
his long limbs. Patience sighed and turned to Gordon 
Rowe, who pulled her aside and proceeded to whisper 
energetically in her ear.

CRABBE and Dr. Choate went into cold 
but earnest conference over the quiet 
carcass of the 1606 Jaggard. Inspector 
Thumm, wandering about like a lost 
soul in a special purgatory, groaned with 
boredom. He caught snatches of the 

bibliophiles’ conversation.
“The inscription on the flyleaf----- "
“Halliwell-Phillips sajd----- ”
“----- inclusion of the pirated sonnets------”
“But was it quarto or octavo?”
“The Bodleian copy----- ”
“------definitely shows that the two non-Shakespear-

ean poems Jaggard stole from Heywood’s Troia 
Britannica appearing in the 1612----- ”

“The format follows closely----- ”
“Before 1608 Jaggard was merely the publisher, re­

member. It wasn’t until that date that he purchased 
James Roberts’s press in the Barbican. That would



make the 1606------”
The Inspector groaned again, and flung himself 

about the room in an ecstasy of baffled rage.

DR. CHOATE and the saturnine Crabbe looked up, 
beaming in a temporary truce. ‘ Ladies, gentlemen,” 
boomed the curator, preening his beard, “Mr. Crabbe 
and I are thoroughly agreed that this 1606 Jaggard is 
authentic! ”

“Hear, hear,” said the Inspector gloomily.
“You’re positive?” asked Dr. Sedlar, turning from 

Mrs. Saxon.
“I don’t care!” shrilled Mrs. Saxon. “I still think 

it an extraordinary way to reward Mr. Saxon’s gen­
erosity----- ”

“Told you she was an unpleasant female,” said 
young Rowe in a clear voice.

“Hush, you rash young idiot!” whispered Patience 
fiercely. “The Gorgon will hear you!”

“Let her,” grinned the young man. “She’s a dom­
ineering old whale.”

“I really didn’t think it would be a forgery,” said 
Drury Lane quietly from his corner, when the bulb­
nosed caretaker trudged into the room and shuffled 
toward Dr. Choate.

“What’s this, Burch?” said the curator absently. 
“That can wait, I’m sure----- ”

“Suits me,” said Burch stonily, and forthwith pro­
ceeded to trudge back.

“Just a moment,” said Drury Lane. He had risen 
and was staring intently at the package in Burch’s 
talons. A little wind of intelligence passed over his 
sharp features. “If I were you, Dr. Choate, I should 
investigate that package. If this affair is as insane 
as it appears, there’s an incredible possibility. . . .”

They all looked blankly from his face to the care­
taker’s hand.

“You think----- ?” began Dr. Choate, licking his
bearded lips. “Very well, Burch. Let’s have it.”

Like two faithful guards Dr. Sedlar on one side 
and Crabbe on the other came swiftly forward to 
flank the curator.

It was a neat flat package done up in common 
brown wrapping paper and tied with a piece of cheap 
red string. A small sticker had been pasted on the 
wrapper, and Dr. Choate’s name and museum address 
were lettered in blue ink in small clear block letters 
upon the label.

“Who brought this, Burch?” asked Dr. Choate 
slowly.

“Young squirt of a messenger,” said Burch in a 
surly voice.

“I see,” and Dr. Choate began to undo the string.
“Here, you fool!” roared the Inspector suddenly, 

leaping forward and snatching the package with hasty 
but cautious fingers. “There’s been so many screwy 
things happenin’ around here. . . . Might be a bomb!”

The men paled, and Mrs. Saxon’s bosom heaved like 

a surging sea as she uttered a piercing shriek. Lane 
smiled sadly at Thumm.

The Inspector pressed his big red cauliflower ear 
to the brown paper and listened intently. Then he 
turned the package over and listened on the other 
side. Still unsatisfied, he shook it gently, very gently 
indeed.

“Well, I guess it’s all right,” he grumbled, thrusting 
it back into the curator’s startled hands.

“Perhaps you’d better open it,” said Dr. Choate 
with a quaver.

“I'm sure it’s quite all right, Doctor,” said the old 
gentleman with a reassuring smile.

Nevertheless, the curator’s fingers were unwilling 
as he snapped the string and slowly, very slowly, un­
folded the brown paper. Mrs. Saxon oozed toward 
the door, and Gordon Rowe pulled Patience roughly 
behind him.

The paper came apart.
Nothing happened.
But if the package had contained a bomb, if it 

had suddenly exploded in his hands, Dr. Choate could 
not have shown greater stupefaction. His jaw dropped 
as his eyes took in what lay exposed, and his fingers 
fumbled with it, searching out something.

“Why----- Good God! ” he cried in a strangled
voice. “It’s the 1599 Jaggard that was stolen Mon­
day!"

CHAPTER IX

TALE TOLD BY A SAVANT

NO ONE spoke for a breathless mo­
ment. They stared at one another, too 
overcome by astonishment to utter a 
word. The strange thief had returned 
his booty!

“Considering the general air of mad­
ness about the entire affair thus far,” murmured Drury 
Lane, rising and coming forward, “I suspected that 
something like this might occur.” His cameo face was 
keen with curiosity. “We’re dealing with an intelli­
gent and humorous antagonist. Odd, very odd! Are 
you sure that’s the copy that was stolen, Dr. Choate?” 

“Not the slightest question,” replied the curator, 
still dazed. “This is the Saxon Jaggard. Would you 
care to examine it, gentlemen?”

He placed the blue calf volume, still on its bed of 
wrapping paper, upon the glass top of the Jaggard 
cabinet; and Crabbe examined the book with swift 
absorption. Patience, pressed against young Rowe, 
caught a glimpse of Dr. Sedlar’s face as the English­
man watched Crabbe, and almost cried out with sur­
prise. The man had been wearing a polite mask. Now 
the mask had dropped away. His expression mirrored 
a peculiar rage, a rage almost of disappointment; his 
face was very savage, and its savagerj' was only en­
hanced by the cold unwinking glass over his right 



eye. Then the mask slipped back in a twinkling, and 
he was carefully interested once more. . . . Patience 
twisted her head and looked into Gordon Rowe’s eyes; 
their eyes spoke to each other; he had caught the re­
markable expression, too, and watched Dr. Sedlar 
thenceforth with an unwavering intentness.

“That’s the Saxon Jaggard,” said Crabbe in clipped 
' tones.

“Cripes, what a fool I’ve been!” shouted Inspector 
Thumm suddenly, startling them all; and with no 
further explanation he dashed out of the Saxon Room. 
They heard his big feet pounding away down the 
corridor.

“Your father, Miss Thumm,” remarked Dr. Sedlar 
with a slight smiie, “seems a very precipitate gentle­
man.”

“My father, Dr. Sedlar,” retorted Patience, “is at 
times a very acute gentleman. He thinks of practical 
things, you see. I’ve no doubt he’s gone after the 
messenger, something none of the rest of us thought 
of doing.”

Mrs. Saxon stared at Patience as if she were see­
ing that angry young woman for the first time. Young 
Rowe chuckled.

“Yes, yes, Patience,” said Drury Lane mildly, “we 
don’t question the Inspector’s perspicacity, although 
I daresay this time it’s futile. The point is, gentle­
men, that your 1599 Jaggard hasn’t been returned in 
the status quo ante. Please examine the back.”

His sharp eyes had observed something wrong. Dr. 
Choate lifted the volume from the wrapping paper and 
turned it over. They saw immediately what was the 
matter. A knife had been inserted into the lower edge 
of the back cover, slitting the leather and the thin 
leaves of the paper board which made up the body 
of the cover. The whole lower edge of the binding 
had been slit in this fashion. Protruding from the 
slit was the tiny edge of a stiff crisp piece of paper.

Dr. Choate pulled it out cautiously. It was a one- 
hundred dollar bill. Pinned to it with a common pin 
was a small scrap of the same kind of brown paper 
which had been used in wrapping the book. In the 
same blue ink, identically block-lettered, were five 
words:

“TO COVER COST OF REPAIRS”
There was no signature.
“The cheek of the fellow I ” snarled Mrs. Saxon. 

“Vandalizing my books and----- ”
Inspector Thumm stamped back, muttering and 

wiping his brow. “Too late,” he growled. “Mes­
senger’s beat it. . . . What’s this?” He examined 
the rent in the back cover and read the note with 
astonishment. Then he shook his head as if to say: 
“It’s too much for me!” and turned his attention to 
the wrapping paper and the string. “Cheap manila,” 
he said. “Ordinary red string. No clue there. Ah, 
hell! I’m sick of the whole blasted business.”

Crabbe fondled the hundred-dollar bill and 

chuckled: “There’s a nice thief for you, Choate. Steals 
a book, returns it with expenses, and throws in a 
priceless gift to boot! ” Then he stopped chortling 
and looked thoughtful.

“Telephone the papers,” said the Inspector wearily. 
“Tell ’em about this thing. You’ll give the thief an 
excuse to come back.”

“How do you figure that, father?”
“Patty, a crook’s a crook even if he’s dotty. He 

left this damned 1606 or whatever you call it, didn’t 
he? He’ll come back and claim it.”

“I’m afraid not, Inspector,” smiled Lane. “He’s 
scarcely as ingenuous as that. No, he has found----- ”

Mrs. Saxon, who was openly mollified by the un­
expected return of the 1599 Jaggard, uttered a startled 
exclamation which sounded like the siren warning of 
a ferry-boat. “Why, Crabbe! This is really peculiar. 
It's just struck me. Do you know, Mr. Lane, we had 
just such an experience as this not long ago?”

“What’s this, Mrs. Saxon?” asked the old gentle­
man abruptly. “What sort of experience?”

Her triple chin quivered with excitement. “Some­
body stole a book from my library, Mr. Lane, and 
then sent it back, too! ”

Crabbe shot her a queer look. “I remember, too,” 
he said harshly. And he glanced sidelong at Dr. 
Sedlar for no apparent reason. “It is odd.”

“Crabbe!” exclaimed Rowe. “God, what idiots we 
all are! Of course. It must be the same one!”

Mr. Drury Lane grasped the arm of the Saxon 
librarian, and the Saxon librarian winced. “Come, 
come, man, tell us what happened—at once! It may 
be of the gravest importance.”

weeks ago 
work late 
library, of 
was when

CRABBE LOOKED slyly about. “In 
the excitement I forgot. . . . About six 

one night I had occasion to 
in the library. The Saxon 
course, at Mrs. Saxon’s. It 
I was recataloguing the col­

lection after the benefaction to the Britannic had been 
sorted out. I heard a peculiar noise from one of the 
wings and investigated. I surprised a man in the act 
of rifling one of the shelves.”

“Now we’re getting somewhere,” said the Inspec­
tor. “What did he look like?”

Crabbe spread his dry bony hands, as if to warn 
them. “Quien sabe? It was dark, and he was masked 
and bundled up in a coat. I got no more than a 
glimpse of him. He heard me and dashed through one 
of the French windows and escaped.”

“It was dreadful,” said Mrs. Saxon grimly. “I 
shall never forget how upset we all were.” Then she 
chuckled. “Mr. Crabbe ran about like a headless old
rooster----- ”

“Hmm,” said Crabbe sourly. “And Mrs. Saxon 
I recall, came down in a brilliant red peignoir. . . 
They glared at each other. Patience envisioning that 



mountain of feminine flesh uncorseted, in a loose and 
floppy wrapper, bit her lip bravely. “Anyway, I 
raised the alarm and young Rowe here came down in 
his—he, he!—B. V. D.’s.”

“Not quite,” said Rowe hurriedly. “Crabbe!”
“Usual thing. Mr. Rowe played the shining knight 

and chased the thief, and the thief escaped very 
prettily.”

“They were seersucker pajamas,” said Mr. Rowe 
with dignity, “and besides I never even saw the fel­
low when I chased him.”

“And you say he stole a book?” asked Drury Lane 
slowly.

Crabbe blinked in a crafty way. “You won’t be­
lieve it.”

“Well?”
“He stole a copy of the 1599 Jaggard.”

DR. SEDLAR’S eyes were fixed upon Crabbe; Dr. 
Choate looked bewildered; and the Inspector uttered 
a despairing cry.

“For the love of Mike,” he cried, “how many 
copies of that damned book are there?”

“You mean,” frowned the old gentleman, “that the 
thief stole this copy of the 1599 Jaggard—before it 
was turned over to the Britannic—and then returned 
it to you? That makes no sense at all, Mr. Crabbe.”

“No.” Crabbe grinned toothlessly. “He stole a 
forgery of the 1599 Jaggard.”

“A forgery?” muttered Dr. Sedlar. “I didn’t 
know—-—”

“A little something Mr. Saxon picked up about 
twenty years ago,” explained the librarian with the 
same malicious smile. “It was a patent forgery. We 
kept it as a curiosity. And that’s the one the thief 
took from the open shelf.”

“Queer,” murmured Lane. “That’s the queerest 
thing that’s happened so far. I can’t understand it 
at all. . . . You still had this genuine copy in the 
library, Mr. Crabbe? I think you said it hadn’t 
been turned over to the museum at that time?”

“Yes, we still had the genuine Jaggard, Mr. Lane. 
But it was in our private vault at home,” chuckled 
Crabbe. “Very much so! With most of the other 
rare items. The forgery, being worthless except as a 
collector’s curiosity, we didn’t care about. And then, 
as I said, two days later the forgery was returned to 
us in the mail, with no explanation.”

“Ah,” cried Lane. “And was the forgery slit open, 
as this genuine copy has been slit?”

“No. It was quite intact.”
“What kind of paper and string?” growled the In­

spector.
“Very much the same as these.”
Lane squinted thoughtfully at the Jaggard cabinet. 

Then he picked up the 1599 Jaggard which had just 
been returned by messenger and very minutely ex­
amined its mutilated binding. At least half the in­

side back cover—end-paper and top leaf of the inner 
board—curled away slightly from the remainder of the 
cover.

“Now here’s a curious thing,” said the old gentle­
man contemplatively, and turned to exhibit the flap 
which had resulted from the thief’s slitting. He pulled 
the flap gently away. Beneath it was disclosed a rec­
tangular depression. It was evident that someone had 
dug beneath the flap to the thickness of an additional 
layer of cardboard. The infinitesimal depression thus 
produced was not more than three inches wide by five 
inches long.

“Did he cut that, too?” asked Dr. Choate in a 
scandalized voice.

“I think not. Patience, my dear, you’ve very keen 
perceptions. When would you say this strange rec­
tangle had been scooped out of the cardboard?”

Patience dutifully came forward. After a moment 
she said: “A very long time ago. The edges left by 
the cutting have a time-glazed appearance. I get 
the distinct feeling of great age.”

“I think that answers your question, Dr. Choate,” 
smiled Lane. “And why, my child, would you say 
this rectangle had been scooped out of the binding 
at all?”

Patience flashed a smile at him. “Obviously as a 
hiding-place for something.”

“Hiding place!” cried the curator. “Preposterous.”
“Doctor, doctor,” murmured the old gentleman 

sadly, “why must you bookworms sniff at the very 
exact science of logic? Miss Thumm is quite correct. 
Something very thin and light—thin because of the 
shallowness of the depression, light because appreci­
able weight would have been observed by experts 
during all these centuries—has been until recently 
hidden in the back of Mr. William Jaggard’s enter­
prising little venture into piratical publishing. What 
but a piece of paper?”

CHAPTER X

ENTER WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

THERE WAS nothing more to be done 
at the Britannic Museum. The Inspec­
tor especially was in a fever of im­
patience to be off. They made their 
adieus and left.

Gordon Rowe went with them to the 
door. He rapped his knuckles on the bronze beard 
of Shakespeare. “The old boy’s actually smiling. And 
no wonder! For the first time in centuries something 
human has happened in a museum, Pat.”

“Something tantalizing,” said Patience fiercely. 
“Sir, my hand! I have a very jealous father, and he 
has eyes in the back of his head. . . . Goodby.”

“Ah,” said the young man, “that was very nice. 
When may I see you again?”

“I’ll think about it,” said Patience primly, and 



turned to follow the Inspector and Lane.
He seized her hand. “Pat! Let me see you now.” 
“Now ?”
“Let me see you to your father’s office. That’s 

where you're going, isn’t it?”
“Y-yes.”
“Mayn’t I come, too?”
“Heavens, you’re a persistent young man!” said 

Patience, and for the dozenth time hated herself for 
blushing. “Very well, if father will have you.”

“Oh, he’ll have me,” said Rowe gaily, and closed 
the door behind them with a loud bang. He took 
Patience’s arm and walked her briskly across the 
sidewalk to the others. Dromio, Lane's red-haired 
chauffeur, stood grinning beside a sleek black Lin­
coln limousine at the curb.

“Inspector,” said the young man anxiously, “do you 
mind if I come along? Come, now, you don’t mind. 
I can see it in your eyes! ”

Thumm stared icily at him. “Say----- ”
Mr. Drury Lane clucked a soothing syllable. “Now, 

now, Inspector, I think it’s a splendid idea. I sug­
gest you let me take you all downtown. I’ve my car 
here, and I do want a few moments’ relaxation. Can’t 
think at all with so many disturbing influences around 
me. The situation obviously calls for a council of 
war, and Gordon is a keen lad. Shall we, or are you 
too busy to be annoyed with us, Inspector?’’

“There,” said young Rowe, “is a friend."
“The way business is these days,” said the Inspec­

tor glumly, “I could take a month’s vacation and that 
dumb stcno of mine wouldn’t even know I’d gone.” 
He glanced sharply at the young man, and at Patience, 
who was humming a nervous little tune and trying 
to appear nonchalant. “All right, younker. Patty, 
jump in. This is a free ride.”

IN THUMM’S sanctum the old actor sank into a 
battered leather chair with a sigh. Patience sat down 
sedately and Rowe leaned against the jamb with glit­
tering eyes. “You’ve apparently taken the admonition 
of the hundred and twenty-second Psalm to heart, 
Inspector. ‘Peace be within thy walls.’ This is 
good.”

“Yes, but not ‘prosperity within thy palaces’,” 
laughed Patience, flinging her pert little toque across 
the room to the top of the safe. “If business con­
tinues as bad as it’s been, I’m afraid I’ll have to get 
me a job.”

“Women,” said Mr. Rowe fervently, “should never 
work.”

“Patty, you shut up,” said the Inspector irritably.
“If I could be of any assistance----- ” began the old

gentleman.
“Nice of you, you old scalawag, but we really don’t 

need any. Patty, I’ll spank you! Well, Lane, what 
do you think ?”

Lane crossed his fine old legs after a moment’s 

long scrutiny of his companions. “My thoughts are 
sometimes irrational, Inspector. I will say that this 
is the most remarkable case in my experience, and 
that covers a fairly comprehensive reading of crim­
inology. Now you’re the practical policeman. What 
do you think?”

“All balled up,” said the Inspector with a bitter 
grin. “Beats hell. First time I ever heard of a crook 
sendin’ back the swag with a bonus to boot! Seems 
to me, though, that the logical thing to do is try and 
find out who those two birds are—this guy in the 
blue hat and that other one, the one with the queer 
horseshoe-ring that the bus-starter told us about. I’ll 
check up again on those seventeen school teachers, 
but I’ve got the feeling they’re all innocent.”

“And you, my dear?” murmured the old gentle­
man, turning to Patience, whose thoughts were far 
away. “You always have something to contribute.”

“It seems to me,” said Patience, “we’re making a 
tempest in a teapot. There’s been a theft, and the 
loot has been returned with interest. So far as we 
know, then, there hasn’t even been a real crime!”

“Merely an interesting problem, eh—nothing more 
vital ?”

She shrugged. “I'm sorry if I’m not very brilliant 
today, but that’s all I can get out of it.”

“No crime, hey?” said the Inspector sarcastically.
“Ah,” murmured Lane with a faint smile, “you 

think there has been a crime, Inspector?”
“Sure! What’s happened to poor old Donoghue?”
The old gentleman closed his eyes for an instant. 

“The missing doorman. To be sure. It looks sus­
piciously like violence, I agree. But that, after all, 
is a matter for the police. No, there’s something 
else.”

THE TALL young man at the door 
looked from one to another of them with 
his tired eyes. Patience knit her brows, 
and there was silence for a moment. 
Then shrugging, Thumm reached for his 
telephone. “Police matter or not, that’s 

the only thing I’m really interested in. Gave my 
promise to find the poor Mick, and I’ll do my best.” 
He spoke to Captain Grayson of the Missing Persons 
Bureau; then he was switched to his friend Inspector 
Geoghan and conversed briefly. “Nothing new on 
Donoghue. Man’s disappeared as if he was shang­
haied. I’ve given Geoghan the serial number of that 
century-note we found in the returned book. Maybe 
he can trace it.”

“Possible,” agreed Lane. “Well, Patience, I see you 
wrinkling your pretty nose. Have you discovered my 
‘something else’?”

“I’m trying hard,” she said with exasperation. 
“Binding,” said young Mr. Rowe laconically.
“Oh, Gor----- Mr. Rowe, of course!” cried Patience,

flushing. “The object that the chap in the blue hat 



removed from the back cover of the 1599 Jaggard!”
The old gentleman chuckled. “You young people 

seem to think together. Wonderful, isn’t it, Inspec­
tor ?—and stop scowling; I told you Gordon was an 
invaluable imp. That’s precisely what I do mean, Pa­
tience. You see, the superficially erratic conduct of 
the thief becomes comprehensible when you work 
from the thin light object which must have been hid­
den in the secret pocket of the book’s binding. Six 
weeks or so ago someone broke into the Saxon li­
brary and stole a copy, presumably, of the 1599 Jag­
gard. Not a far stretch to say that this antecedent 
theft was motivated by the same man—our whimsical 
creature of the blue chapeau. But the book was a 
forgery; it was returned intact. Then the man in the 
blue hat was searching for a genuine copy! Now how 
many genuine copies of the first edition of The Pas­
sionate Pilgrim are in existence? Three, of which 
the Saxon copy is the third, the last to be found. 
Probably then he has managed to investigate the other 
two copies. Having stolen the Saxon copy and found 
it to be a forgery, he must have known that there 
was still the genuine Saxon copy in existence. Then 
Saxon made his bequest to the Britannic Museum; 
in the bequest was the genuine Jaggard. The thief 
contrived to get into the museum, contrived to steal 
this third genuine Jaggard. He left an even rarer 
volume in its place. Two days later he returned the 
Jaggard. Tell me, Patience, what further conclusions 
you- can draw from these facts.”

“I see,” said Patience, sucking her lower lip. “It’s 
much clearer stated that way. The fact that he re­
turned the genuine Jaggard to the museum, but sliced 
its back cover open and removed something from its 
secret pocket, show’s that he’s never been interested in 
the 1599 Jaggard as such, but only in the thin light 
object it concealed. Having removed this object, he 
had no further use for the book itself, and returned 
it like a gentleman.”

“Brava!” cried Lane. “A masterly deduction, my 
dear.”

“Brilliant,” murmured Mr. Rowe warmly.
“And what else?” asked the old gentleman.
“Well,” said Patience, flushing a little, “that brings 

up another queer point. The 1599 Jaggard is valu­
able. If he were an ordinary thief he would have 
kept it, despite the fact that he was really after what 
the book contained. Then he left a hundred-dollar 
bill to repair the damage to the leather binding. And 
he originally left an immensely valuable volume in 
place of the one he stole—apparently because it so 
much resembled the 1599, or because it was a gesture 
of honesty on his part. All these things point to an 
essentially honest person, Mr. Lane, who feels forced 
to commit a dishonest act but tries to make what 
amends he can in advance.”

The old gentleman was leaning forward with spark­
ling eyes. He sank back when Patience finished and 

waved a long forefinger at the Inspector. "Well, old 
blusterer, what do you think of that?”

The Inspector coughed. “Pretty good, I’ll say, 
pretty good.”

“Come, come, Inspector, that’s niggardly praise. 
Perfect, my dear! You’re a tonic to these old bones. 
Yes, that’s true. We’re dealing with an honest, even 
conscientious, thief—an anomaly unprecedented, I’m 
sure, in the history of thieves. A veritable Villon! 
Anything else?”

“I think it’s plain enough,” said the young man sud­
denly. “The fact that he returned the forged Jag­
gard without even slicing the leather binding shows 
him to be on remarkably familiar terms with rare 
books. I’m able to tell you, having seen it, that the 
forgery isn’t so clumsy that even a layman would 
recognize it as such. He examined the volume, saw 
instantly that it wasn’t genuine, and since he was 
seeking only a genuine 1599 Jaggard, returned the 
book untampered with.”

“That would make him something very like a biblo- 
phile, wouldn’t it?” murmured Patience.

“It would, my dear. Gordon, that’s excellent rea­
soning.” The old man rose and began to stride about 
the room on his long legs. “We’ve painted, then, a 
very revealing picture. A scholar, an antiquarian, a 
bibliophile, essentially forthright, who will go to the 
length of committing robbery to gain possession of 
—I think there can be no doubt about it—a piece of 
paper hidden in the back of an extremely old col­
lector’s item. Interesting, eh?”

“Wonder what the deuce it could be?” muttered 
Thumm.

“THE OPENING, or rather the depres­
sion,” said Rowe thoughtfully, “is about 
five inches by three. If it’s a piece of 
paper, then, it’s probably folded. And 
it’s probably very old, too.”

“It would seem so,” murmured Lane,
“although that last isn’t necessarily true. Yes, the 
situation is considerably clarified. I wonder now.
. . His magnificent voice trailed off, and he paced 
in silence for some time, white brows knit over his 
eyes. “I believe I shall engage in a little investiga­
tion of my own,” he said finally.

“About Donoghue?” asked Thumm hopefully.
Lane smiled. “No, I shall leave that to you; you’re 

infinitely better at that sort of thing than I. I had 
in mind,” he continued with a frown, “a little re­
search. You know I’ve a rather remarkable library 
of my own----- ”

“It’s a scholar’s paradise,” said Rowe dreamily.
“What sort of research?” demanded Patience.
“Well, my dear, it should prove informative, if not 

actually helpful, to discover whether the present 
leather binding of the ravaged Jaggard is the original 
binding—the age of the reliure. may prove a clue to 



the age of the hidden object, which from the nature 
of the repository, as Gordon has said, is most likely a 
folded document of some sort.”

“I may be able to be of some assistance to you 
there, Mr. Lane,” said the young man eagerly.

‘•Ah,” said the old gentleman. "There's an idea, 
Gordon. You might work independently, and then 
we can compare notes.”

“I should think, too,” said Patience, for an unac­
countable reason pleased, ‘‘that if a document of some 
sort had been hidden in such an old book there might 
possibly be a record of it somewhere. After all, how 
did the thief know about it, know where to look?”

‘•A penetrating thought I I had something of the 
sort in mind. I shall dig through all the known data 
about the 1599 first edition of The Passionate Pilgrim. 
There may even be dated records. Jaggard had his 
finger in a good many publishing pies in Elizabethan 
London, and his name crops out in hundreds of liter­
ary connections. Yes, yes, that's undoubtedly the 
logical step. What do you think, Gordon?”

‘TH help there, too,” said Rowe quietly.
“Good! And you intend to follow up on Donoghue, 

Inspector?”
“Much as I can. I’ll let Grayson of the Missing 

Persons do most of the work.”
“Yes, it’s really his job. I can’t say, Inspector, that 

I think there’s anything in this for you in a monetary 
way.”

“You're damned right,” growled Thumm. “But it’s 
got my dander up. I’ll play around with it for a 
while.”

“As quaintly stubborn as ever,” chuckled the old 
man. “Then I’ve a suggestion for you. If you’re 
interested in the case purely as a provocative problem, 
why not investigate Dr. Hamnet Sedlar?”

The Inspector was startled, and Patience paused in 
the act of accepting Rowe's match to her cigaret. 
“The duke? Why?”

“Call it a hunch,” murmured Lane. “But surely 
you must have noticed the curious look our friend 
Crabbe threw at Dr. Sedlar?”

“Goodness, yes 1 ” Patience. “Gordon, you noticed 
it, too!”

“Gordon?” rumbled the Inspector.
“Purely a slip,” said Mr. Rowe hurriedly. “Miss 

Thumm’s excited. Miss Thumm, please call me Mr. 
Rowe. . . . Yes, Pat, I did notice it, and I’ve been 
wondering about it ever since.”

“What is this?” scowled the Inspector. “This 
Gordon-Pat business?”

“Now, now, Inspector,” said Drury Lane, “don’t 
bring personalities into this discussion. Do you 
realize what a fossilized old tyrant you are? Young 
people today aren’t what they used to be.”

“Father,” said Patience, scarlet.
“In your day, Inspector,” said Mr. Rowe helpfully.
“An introduction, a measuring with the eyes, a kiss 

in a dark corner,” continued Lane smiling—“come, 
come, Inspector, you’ll have to become reconciled to 
it. As I was saying, Crabbe’s the secretive kind, and 
he covered himself with admirable swiftness, but 
there's something odd there which I think will bear 
investigation.”

“Still and all,” muttered the Inspector, “I don’t like 
it. . . . Hey? It passed right over my head. But 
if that’s so, I think maybe we’d better throw a few 
questions Mr. Crabbe’s way.”

Patience studied the tip of her cigaret. “Do you - 
know, father,” she said in a low voice, “that gives 
me a notion. Let’s not bother Mr. Crabbe at the 
moment. But why not check up on Dr. Sedlar at 
the source ?”

“You mean England, Patty?”
“Let’s start modestly. How about the steamship 

company?”
“Steamship company? What the devil for?”
“You never know,” murmured Patience.

FORTY-FIVE minutes later Inspector Thumm put 
down his telephone and scrubbed his brow with a 
violently trembling handkerchief. “Well,” he sighed 
at last. “It just goes to show. It’s—it’s cock-eyed. 
. . . Know what the purser of the Lancastria just 
told me?”

“Oh, father,” said Patience, “you’re provoking. 
What did he say, for heaven’s sake?”

“There’s no record of a Hamnet Sedlar on the pas­
senger list! ”

They stared at one another. Then Gordon Rowe 
whistled and scuffed his cigaret out in the Inspector’s 
ashtray. “So that’s the ticket,” he murmured. “The 
famous Dr. Sedlar. . .

“I like that,” murmured Patience. “I like that 
exceedingly.”

“By God, he’s a phony!” bellowed Thumm. “Lis­
ten, youngster, you keep this under your hat. Not a 
word! I’ll show that—”

“Here, here, Inspector,” said Lane mildly; he was 
slumped in the leather chair and his smooth brow was 
wrinkled into a hundred tiny lines. “Not so fast. One 
good scene doesn’t make a play, nor does one sus­
picious circumstance make a guilty man. I saw you 
describe Sedlar to the purser. What was that for?” 

“WELL,” snorted Thumm, “when he 
looked over the list and couldn’t find a 
trace of this bird’s name, I described 
Sedlar and asked the purser to check 
with his stewards. Boat only docked this 
morning and they’re all within call. He 

got on the job right away. And, by God, not only 
wasn’t Sedlar’s name listed, but nobody of Sedlar's 
description was even on the boat! ” He glared. “What 
d’ye think of that?”

“It begins,” said Rowe thoughtfully, “to smell,”



“I admit the odor of guilt grows stronger,” mut­
tered the old gentleman. “Queer, queer. . .

“But don’t you see,” cried Patience, “what this 
means ? It' means that Dr. Sedlar has been in this 
country a very minimum of four days!”

“How do you figure that out, Patty?” demanded 
her father.

“He didn’t fly across the Atlantic, did he? You 
remember I called the steamship line last Thursday 
to find out when the next boat from England was due— 
Sally Bostwick had written me she was crossing, but 
hadn’t told me when. Well, they told me that there 
was a Saturday boat, and no other boat until today. 
So, since today’s Wednesday, I say this British chap 
must be in New York a minimum of four days—at 
the very least since last Saturday.”

“Perhaps even longer,” suggested Rowe, frowning. 
“Sedlar! It’s incredible.”

“You might check up on the Saturday boat,” said 
Lane absently.

The Inspector reached for his telephone. Then he 
sat back again. “I’ll do better than that. Get it all 
at one crack.” He pressed a button and the moon- 
eyed Miss Brodie popped into the office as if by magic. 
“Got your book? Good. Take a cable to Scotland 
Yard!”

“To—to where, Inspector?” stammered Miss Brodie, 
overcome by the presence of the athletic young man 
near the door.

“Scotland Yard. I’ll show this smooth limey how 
we do things over here!” The Inspector’s face was 
very red. “You know where Scotland Yard is, don’t 
you? London, England!”

"Y-yes, sir,” said Miss Brodie hurriedly.
“Address it to Chief Inspector Trench. T-r-e-n-c-h. 

‘Want complete history Hanmet Sedlar, ex-director 
Kensington Museum, London, now in New York City. 
Give date of departure from England, physical de­
scription, affiliations, reputation, record if any. Con­
fidential. Regards.’ Send that off right away.”

Miss Brodie stumbled toward Mr. Rowe.
“Wait a minute. How’d you spell that name 

Sedlar?”
“S-e-d-d-l-e-r,” stuttered Miss Brodie, pale with 

emotion.
The Inspector’s chest heaved. Then he smiled. 

“Now, now, Brodie,” he said soothingly, “don’t faint. 
It’s all right. Only for God’s sake can’t you even 
spell? It’s S-e-d-l-a-r!”

“Oh, yes, sir,” said Miss Brodie, and fled.
“Poor Brodie,” giggled Patience. “Father, you al­

ways scare her out of a year’s growth. Or perhaps 
it’s the strange masculine presence. . . . Why, what’s 
the matter, Mr. Lane?” she cried, alarmed.

The most startling expression had come over the 
old gentleman’s face. He stared at Thumm as if he 
had never seen him before; and indeed he seemed 
not to be seeing him now. Then he sprang to his feet.

“Good Lord!” he cried. “So that’s it!” And he 
began to stride hungrily about the room, muttering 
to himself.

“What’s it?” asked the Inspector, staring.
“The name, the name! Hamnet Sedlar. . . . Lord, 

it—it’s incredible! There’s simply no justice if it’s 
a coincidence.”

“The name?” Patience wrinkled her forehead. 
“Why, what’s wrong with the name, Mr. Lane? It 
seems perfectly sound English, if a little quaint.”

Gordon Rowe’s mouth wTas hanging open like the 
lips of a descending crane. All the mischief had de­
serted his hazel eyes, to be supplanted by a shocked 
intelligence.

Lane stopped striding, rubbed his chin, and then 
burst into a long low chuckle. “Yes, yes, perfectly 
sound English, Patience; you’ve a talent for striking 
at the heart of things. That’s precisely what it is. 
It’s English with a history, by Jove! Ah, Gordon, 
I see the light has burst upon you, too.” He stopped 
chuckling and sat down suddenly. His voice was 
grave. “I knew that name had struck a responsive 
note,” he said slowly. “It’s been annoying me ever 
since we met the gentleman who bears it. Your spell­
ing it. . . . Inspector, Patience, doesn’t ‘Hamnet Sed­
lar’ mean anything to you ?”

The Inspector looked blank. “Not a blamed thing.”
“Well, Patience, with all respect to your esteemed 

father, you’ve the advantage of a superior education. 
Didn’t you study English literature?”

“Of course.”
“Concentrate at all on the Elizabethan period?”
Patience’s cheeks bloomed brightly. “It—it’s all 

very remote.”
The old gentleman nodded sadly. “There’s modern 

education for you. So you’ve never heard of Hamnet 
Sedlar. Strange. Gordon, tell them who Hamnet Sed­
lar was.”

“Hamnet Sedlar,” said young Mr. Rowe in a thick 
dazed voice, “was one of William Shakespeare’s clos­
est friends.”

“SHAKESPEARE!” cried Thumm. “Is that right, 
Lane? You people going dotty, too? What’s old 
Shake got to do with this?”

“A great deal, I’m beginning to think,” murmured 
Mr. Drury Lane. “Yes, Gordon, that’s right,” he said 
thoughtfully, and shook his head. “Naturally, you 
would know. Sedlar. . . . Lord! ”

“I’m afraid I don’t understand,” complained Pa­
tience. “In this, at any rate, I’m one with Father. 
Surely—”

“This Sedlar bird isn’t the Wandering Jew, is he?” 
jeered the Inspector. “What the devil—he can’t be 
over three hundred years old! ” and he guffawed 
heartily.

“Ha, ha,” said Mr. Rowe with a profound sigh.
“I’m not suggesting our friend is Ahasuerus,” smiled 



Lane. “There is nothing quite so preposterous in the 
events to date. But I am suggesting that the present 
Dr. Hamnet Sedlar, ex-curator of the Kensington 
Museum in London, incumbent of the Britannic Mu­
seum in New York, British, cultured, a bibliophile. 
. . . Oh, no, it’s not at all impossible that Dr. Sedlar 
is a lineal descendant of the man who has come down 
to us in history only by virtue of the fact that Shake­
speare called him friend.”

“A Stratford family?” asked Patience thoughtfully.
The old man shrugged. “We know next to nothing 

about them.”
“I think,” muttered Rowe, “that the Sedlars hailed 

from Gloucestershire.”
“But what connection,” protested Patience, “even if 

Dr. Sedlar is a descendant of Shakespeare’s boy-friend, 
could there possibly be between the old Sedlar family 
and this 1599 edition of the Jaggard Passionate Pit- 
grim that's been causing all this fuss?”

“That, my dear,” said Air. Drury Lane quietly, “is 
precisely the question. It was an inspiration, Inspec­
tor, as it’s turned out, to cable your British friend at 
Scotland Yard. Perhaps we’ll learn. . . . Who knows? 
The Passionate Pilgrim itself can’t— But then. . . .”

He fell silent. The Inspector sat helplessly, looking 
from his friend to his daughter. Young Gordon Rowe 
stared at Lane, and Patience stared at Rowe.

Lane rose suddenly and reached for his blackthorn 
stick. They watched him in silence.

“Curious,” he said. “Very curious,” and nodding and 
smiling a little absently, he left the Inspector’s office.

CHAPTER XI

3HS wM
DROMIO CHEERFULLY cursed a traf­
fic officer beneath his breath and swung 
the black Lincoln off Fifth Avenue into 
one of the Forties. He picked his way 
through a labyrinth of traffic and brought 
the car to rest at the corner of Sixth

Avenue, stopped by a red light.
Mr. Drury Lane sat silently in the tonneau of the 

car, tapping his lips with the sharp edge of a slip of 
yellow paper. For the dozenth time he glanced at the 
message typed upon it, and frowned. It was a tele­
gram, its date-line reading: “June 21—12.06 A. M.” 
The message had been delivered to The Hamlet in 
Westchester in the early hours of the morning.

“Queer time for Thumm to send me a wire,” thought 
the old man. “Midnight! He’s never done a thing 
like that before. . . . Urgent? It isn’t possible that—” 

Dromio leaned on his klaxon. A car had locked 
fenders with another at the corner; they were strain­
ing at each other like two bulls, and there was an 
appalling tangle of traffic behind. Lane glanced over 
his shoulder at the mess extending to Fifth Avenue, 
and then leaned forward and tapped Dromio’s ear.

“I think I shall walk the rest of the way,” he said. 
“It’s only a block. Wait for me near Inspector Thumm’s 
office.”

He got out of the car, still holding the telegram. 
Then he put it carefully into the sack pocket of his 
spruce pongee suit and strode off toward Broadway.

HE FOUND the Thumm Detective Agency in a 
strange state of turmoil. The lunar-eyed Miss Brodie 
in the anteroom seemed to have contracted the general 
infection: she sat nervously and stared with mournful 
uneasiness at Patience, who was striding up and down 
behind the railing like a fuming regimental sergeant- 
major, biting her lips and hurling passionate glances 
at the office clock on the wall.

At the sound of the opening door she jumped, and 
Miss Brodie uttered a gentle scream.

“So you’ve come!” cried Patience, grasping the old 
gentleman’s arm in a death grip. “I thought you’d 
never get here. You’re a precious darling' ” and to his 
astonishment she threw her soft arms about his neck 
and kissed him vigorously on the cheek.

“My dear child,” protested Lane, “you’re trembling! 
What on earth has happened? The Inspector’s wire 
was bursting with suppressed portents, but it told me 
exactly nothing. I trust he’s well?”

“As well as might be expected,” replied Patience 
grimly. Then her eyes sparkled and she touched a shin­
ing ringlet above her ear and said: “And now let’s 
attack the—the corpse.”

She pushed open the Inspector’s door and revealed 
a red-eyed but otherwise pale elderly gentleman who sat 
stiffly on the edge of his swivel-chair and like a deter­
mined boa-constrictor glared at an object on the desk 
before him.

“Eureka!” he shouted, scrambling to his feet. “Old 
Faithful, by God. I told you we could depend on the 
old rascal, Patty! Sit down, Lane, Sit down. It’s swell 
of you to come.”

Lane sank into the leather armchair. “Heavens, what 
a reception! You make me feel like the returning 
prodigal. Now tell me what’s happened. I’m perishing 
of curiosity.”

Thumm grasped the object he had been so painfully 
studying. “See this?”

“I’ve excellent eyesight, as you know. Yes, I see it.”
The Inspector chuckled. “Well, we’re going to 

open it.”
Lane stared from Thumm to Patience. “But— Well, 

do so, by all means. Is this why you wired me to come 
in, Inspector?”

“We wired you to come in,” said Patience quickly, 
“because some maniac insisted that you be present at 
the grand opening. Father, please. I’ll go mad myself 
if you don’t open it this instant!”

It was the long brown manila envelope which the 
curious gentleman with the dappled beard and blue 
glasses had left in the Inspector's safekeeping almost 



seven weeks before.

LANE TOOK the envelope from Thumm’s hand and 
examined it with a swift experimental pressure. His 
eyes narrowed as he felt the contours of the squarish 
envelope within. “This mystery calls for an explana­
tion. I should like to know the facts before. . . . No, no, 
my dear, I’ve told you on several occasions in the past 
to cultivate—ha, ha—Patience. Proceed, Inspector.”

Thumm tersely related the story of the disguised 
Englishman’s visit on the sixth of May. With interpola­
tions by Patience, it was a very complete tale, down to 
a minute description of the visitor. When the .Inspec­
tor had finished, Lane glanced thoughtfully at the en­
velope. “But why didn’t you tell me this before? That’s 
not like you, Inspector.”

“Didn’t think it was necessary. Come on, let’s go!”
“Just a moment. I take it, then, that this being the 

twenty-first of the month, your mysterious client failed 
to telephone you yesterday on schedule?”

“He called up on the twentieth of May, though,” 
said the Inspector glumly.

“We sat here all the livelong day,” snapped Patience, 
“until midnight yesterday. Not a peep out of him. 
And now—”

“Did you by any chance make a transcript of the 
man’s conversation?” asked Lane absently. “I know 
you’ve a detectograph here.”

Thumm jabbed a button. “Miss Brodie. Get that 
transcript of the envelope case.”

They sat in agony while the old man very deliber­
ately read the word-for-word report of the visitor’s call.

“Hmm,” he said, putting down the report. “Very 
strange. Quite true, of course, that the creature was 
disguised. Clumsy, clumsy! No slightest effort, appar­
ently, at realism. The beard. . . .” He shook his head. 
“Very well, Inspector, I think we may proceed. Do 
the honors.”

HE ROSE, tossed the envelope on 
Thumm’s desk, sat down in a chair beside 
the desk, and leaned forward intently. 
Patience hurried around the desk to stand 
behind her father’s chair; she was breath­
ing quickly and her usually serene fea­

tures were pale and agitated. With shaking fingers 
Thumm pulled out the sliding leaf on the side of the 
desk near Lane, placed the envelope upon it, and sank 
into his swivel-chair. He was perspiring freely. Then 
he looked up at Lane—they faced each other across the 
utility board—and grinned feebly.

“Well, here goes,” he jeered. “And I hope it doesn’t 
jump out at me and say ‘April Fool’ or something.”

Behind him Patience sighed for sheer need of breath.
The Inspector grasped a letter-knife, hesitated, and 

then plunged the blade beneath the flap of the manila 
envelope. He cut the flap swiftly, dropped the knife, 
squeezed the ends of the envelope, and peered inside.

“Well?” cried Patience.
“You were right, Patty,” he muttered. “It’s another 

envelope.” And he took out a small square envelope, 
neutral gray in tone, which was in turn sealed. The face 
was blank.

“What’s that on the flap?” asked the old gentleman 
sharply.

The Inspector turned the envelope over. His face 
went as gray as the paper.

Patience, scanning the flap over his shoulder, gasped.
Thumm licked his lips. “It says,” he said hoarsely, 

“it says—cripes!—it says: THE SAXON LIBRARY!”
It was the first indication they had had that the visit 

of the mysterious man with the Joseph’s beard might 
have been connected with the strange events at the 
Britannic Museum.

“THE SAXON LIBRARY,” murmured Lane. “How 
curious.”

“So that’s how it is!” cried Thumm. "Good God, 
what’ve we run into?”

“Apparently,” said the old man with ^difficulty, “a 
coincidence, Inspector. It happens sometimes. With 
sufficient frequency to make one wonder at—” His 
voice trailed off, but he did not remove his gaze from 
the Inspector’s lips. Yet they saw nothing, for there 
was a gloss over them, as if a veil had dropped—a veil 
to mask the blinding realization that had leaped into 
them.

“But I can’t understand—” began Patience dazedly.
Lane shivered, and the veil disintegrated. “Open it, 

Inspector,” he said, leaning forward and cupping his 
chin in his hands. “Please.”

Thumm picked up the letter-knife again. He inserted 
the blade behind the flap and slowly exerted pressure. 
The paper was tough and yielded reluctantly.

Neither Lane nor Patience so much as blinked.
Thumm’s large fingers dipped into the envelope and 

emerged with a sheet of light gray stationery of the 
same tint as the envelope, neatly folded. He unfolded 
it. There was printing at one of the short ends of the 
sheet. The Inspector turned the sheet around; the leg­
end at the top said simply: THE SAXON LIBRARY, 
in a darker gray printing ink. He spread the paper 
flat on the sliding board between him and Lane and 
stared. They all stared, and there was utter stillness 
in the office.

And reason for it. For if the disguised Englishman 
had been a mysterious figure, the message he had de­
posited in the Inspector’s care was even more mys­
terious. More than mysterious, it was cryptic. It made 
no sense at all.

At the top of the sheet there was the imprint of 
the Saxon Library. The rest of the sheet was as virgin 
as the day it had rolled off the printer’s press, except 
for a single inscription, or insignia. Roughly in the 
center of the sheet below the imprint appeared the 
following:



sHS wM
And that was all. No intelligible message, no sig­

nature, no other pen or pencil mark of any kind.

A FIERCE suppressed paroxysm seized the aged 
body of Lane. He crouched in his chair, engulfing the 
insignia with his staring eyes. The Inspector’s fingers 
suddenly were stricken with palsy; the paper shook as 
his hand rested upon its lower corner. Patience did not 
stir. For a long moment none of them stirred. Then 
the old man tore his eyes slowly from the outspread 
sheet and looked up at Thumm. There was a queer 
triumph, almost exultation, in the crystal depths. He 
opened his mouth to speak.

But the Inspector mumbled: “3HS wM,” in wonder­
ing tones, rolling the syllables on his tongue as if to 
extract their hidden meaning from the mere sounds.

THE SAXON LIBRARY

aHSwM

A faint perplexity came over Lane’s face. He glanced 
swiftly at Patience.

And she said: “3HS wM,” like a child repeating the 
words of a foreign language.

The old man buried his face in his hands, and sat 
that way without moving.

“WELL 1 ” said the Inspector at last with 
a long sigh, “I give up. Damn it, I give 
up. When a guy walks in dressed up like 
Paddy at the Grand Street Masquerade 
and leaves a string of crazy damnfool 
nonsense after his yarn about a ‘secret 

worth millions’—I tell you I give up. It’s a joke. Some­
body’s idea of a joke.” And he threw up his hands 
and snorted in disgust.

Patience came swiftly around her father’s chair and 
seized the piece of stationery. She concentrated upon 
the hieroglyphics with fiercely drawn brows. The In­
spector scraped his chair back and went to the window, 
where he brooded out upon Times Square.

Drury Lane suddenly raised his head. “May I see 
that a moment, Patience?” he asked quietly.

Patience sat back, baffled, and the old man took the 
sheet from her fingers and studied its enigmatic 
inscription.

The symbol had been hastily set down with the heavy 
nib of a pen in almost brush-like strokes, and in the 
blackest of black inks. The swiftness and sureness of 
the strokes indicated a complete lack of hesitation. 
The writer had apparently known exactly what he 
wanted to write, and had written it with no faltering 
of his hand.

Lane set down the sheet and picked up the square 
neutral-gray envelope. He examined it, back and front, 
for a moment; the inscription THE SAXON LIBRARY 
on the flap seemed to fascinate him. He fingered the 
flap; the engraved characters of the three words, a 
shining black, titillated the tactile nerves of his finger­
tips.

He laid the envelope down, closing his eyes and 
leaning back. “No, Inspector,” he murmured, “not 
a joke.” And he opened his eyes.

Thumm wheeled. “Then what the devil does it 
mean? If it’s on the level, it must mean something. 
. . . Cripes, he said it was just a ‘clue’ and he was 
right. Muddiest clue / ever saw. Purposely made it 
tough, hey? Hmph!” and he turned back to the 
window.

Patience frowned. “It can’t be so difficult. Cryptic 
as he might have desired to make it, he would still 
make it essentially simple enough to be grasped after 
a reasonable amount of study. Let’s see, now. . . . 
Of course it might be an original kind of shorthand, 
mightn’t it? Concealing a message of some sort.”

The Inspector grunted without turning around.
“Or,” continued Patience thoughtfully, “it might be 

a chemical symbol. H is the symbol of hydrogen, 
isn’t it?—and S of sulphur. Hydrogen—hydrogen sul­
phide. That’s it! ”

“No,” said Lane in a low tone. “That would be 
H2S, I believe. I, don’t think HS is chemically possi­
ble. No, not chemistry, Patience.”

“And then, too,” said Patience in despair, “the small 
w and the capital M. . . . Oh lord! it’s hopeless. I 
wish G-Gordon were here. He knows so many use­
less things.”

The Inspector swung about slowly. “Hopeless it is,” 
he said in a strange tone. “For us, Patty. And for 
your frisky Mr. Rowe, too. But don’t forget this 
mysterious bird said he wanted Lane in on it. So 



maybe he figured Lane would know what it meant. 
. . . hey, Lane?”

Lane in the face of this palpable challenge sat very 
still. Then the wrinkles appeared at the corners of 
his eyes. “Suspicions?” he said. “Yet perhaps I do, 
old Roman, perhaps I do.”

“Well, what the devil does it mean, then?” asked 
the Inspector flatly, coming forward.

Lane waved a limp white hand. He kept staring at 
the sheet before him. “The peculiar part of it is,” he 
murmured, “I believe he thought you would know 
what it meant, too.”

The Inspector flushed, straightened, and went to the 
door. “Miss Brodie! Come in here with your book.”

Miss Brodie came in quickly, pencil poised.
“Take a letter to Dr. Leo Schilling. Medical Ex­

aminer’s office. ‘Dear Doc: Get busy on this right 
away. Under your hat. Does the following string of 
crazy pothooks mean anything to you question mark.’ 
Then put this down: ‘3 capital H capital S space small 
w capital M.' Got that?”

Miss Brodie looked up dazedly. “Y-yes, sir.”
“Send the same letter to Lieutenant Rupert Schiff, 

Bureau of Intelligence, Cypher Department, Washing­
ton, D. C. Scoot.”

Miss Brodie scooted.
“That,” said the Inspector savagely, “ought to get 

results.”

HE SLIPPED into a chair, lighted a cigar, stretched 
his columnar legs, and puffed a thoughtful cloud at 
the ceiling.

“First tack, seems to me,” he said, “is the letter­
head angle. This guy breezes in, gives us a cock-and- 
bull story, and leaves a note with this blarney in it. 
Didn’t want us to know it had anything to do with 
the Saxons; that’s why he stuck the small envelope 
into the manila, which didn’t have an identifying in­
scription. But if anything happened to him he wanted 
us to open the envelope. So he wanted us to read 
The Saxon Library and work on that angle. Seems 
clear enough so far.”

Lane nodded. “I thoroughly agree.”
“What he didn’t figure on is that George Fisher 

would come in here and tell us about Donoghue, and 
that that would take us to the Britannic Museum and 
get us mixed up in that funny business of the stolen 
books. Where that comes in I’m damned if I know. 
Maybe it’s just coincidence, this Saxon stationery.”

“No, Father,” said Patience wearily, “I’m sure that’s 
not so. I’m convinced that the man with the false beard 
and the queer events in the Britannic are connected. 
And that this symbol written on the Saxon Library 
stationery is the connecting link. I wonder—”

“What?” asked Thumm with a shrewd squint at his 
daughter.

Patience laughed. “It’s an inane thought. But then 
the whole thing’s inane. ... I’m wondering if this chap 

with the false beard mightn’t—mightn’t have been 
somebody of the Saxon household dressed in disguise! ”

“Not so silly,” murmured the Inspector with exag­
gerated indifference. “I kind of had the same notion, 
Patty. Take, now, this Rowe feller—”

“Nonsense!” said Patience sharply, and both men 
looked at her quickly. “It—it couldn’t have been Gor­
don.” She had the grace to blush.

“Why not?” demanded Thumm. “Seems to me he 
was almighty anxious to sit in on our confab that day 
when we left the museum.”

“I assure you,” said Patience stiffly, “that his—er— 
anxiety had nothing to do with the case. It—it— 
mightn’t it have been personal? I’m not exactly an 
old crone, Father.”

“Damn’ sight rather it -wasn’t personal,” snapped 
Thumm.

“Father! Sometimes you exasperate me to tears. 
What on earth have you against poor Gordon? He’s 
a very nice young man, and as frank and honest as a 
—as a child. And besides he has very strong wrists, 
and the man who came here May sixth didn’t.”

“Well, he’s one of these here, now, bibliophiles, isn’t 
he?” said Thumm belligerently.

Patience bit her lip. “Oh—shoot!”
“Lookin’ it over,” continued the Inspector, rubbing 

the tip of his squashed nose, “it couldn’t have been 
Mrs. Saxon, though I did have a crazy feeling at one 
time it might have been a woman. But Mrs. Saxon’s 
a fat horse, and this bird was skinny. So maybe—mind 
you, I’m not eliminating Rowe, either!—maybe it was 
Crabbe.”

“That’s different,” said Patience, tossing her head. 
“He certainly fits all the physical qualifications.”

Mr. Drury Lane, who had been a silent and amused 
listener to this colloquy, held up his hand. “If I may 
be permitted to interrupt this profound discussion,” he 
drawled, “may I point out a possible objection to this 
whole theory? Your visitor maintained, and I see no 
reason to doubt it, that if he did not telephone on a 
twentieth it would mean that something drastic had 
happened to him. If young Gordon Rowe—preposter­
ous, Inspector!—or Crabbe had been your visitor on 
May sixth, why hasn’t one of them disappeared, or 
turned up murdered, or in some other way incapaci­
tated?”

“That’s true, too,” said Patience eagerly. “Of course! 
There you are, Father. I lunched with Gordon yester­
day, and this morning I spoke to him on the telephone, 
and he—he didn’t say a word about any such thing. 
I’m sure—”

“Listen, Patty,” said the Inspector in a thick alarmed 
voice. “Listen to your old man for once. Patty, you 
got a shine on that young squirt ? He been makin’ love 
to you? Why, I’ll wring his fool neck—”

Patience rose. “Father,” she said furiously.
“Come, come, Inspector,” murmured the old gentle­

man, “don’t revert to the Middle Ages. Gordon Rowe's 



an excellent young man and quite Patience’s intellec­
tual equal, which is saying a good deal.”

“But I tell you I’m not in love with him,” cried 
Patience. “Father, you’re being beastly. Can’t I be 
nice to a man—”

The Inspector looked tragic.
Mr. Drury Lane rose. “Stop squabbling. Inspector, 

you’re an infant. Put this sheet of paper and the en­
velopes very carefully away into your safe. We must 
visit the Saxon house at once.”

CHAPTER XII

HANDS ACROSS

TRAFFIC W’AS heavy, and Dromio 
chafed under the necessity of crawling 
the Lincoln up Fifth Avenue. But Mr. 
Drury Lane seemed in no hurry. He 
glanced quietly from Thumm to Patience. 
Once he chuckled.

“You’re a pair of pettish children. Smile!” They 
smiled feebly. “A remarkable case,” he continued. “I 
don’t believe either of you realizes quite how remark­
able it is.”

“I’ve got a headache,” grumbled the Inspector.
“And you, Patience?”
“I think,” said Patience, gazing steadily at the nape 

of Dromio’s neck, “that the symbol means more to you 
than it does to us.”

The old gentleman actually was startled. He sat for­
ward abruptly, studying her smooth young face with 
penetration. “Perhaps,” he said. “All in good time. 
Inspector, have there been any developments ? So 
much has happened this morning that I haven’t had a 
chance to ask.”

“A lot’s happened,” said the Inspector wearily. 
“Brodie took it all down this morning. I knew you’d 
want to know.” He handed Lane a typewritten report.

DONOGHUE: Still missing. No trace.
17 SCHOOL TEACHERS: Gone back to In­

diana. All identities checked, and jibe. Careful 
investigation. Photographs, descriptions, addresses, 
names—all in order.

$100 BILL: From returned 1599 Jaggard. No 
success in attempt to trace serial number.

MAN IN BLUE HAT: Still unaccounted for.
19TH MAN IN BUS: Still unaccounted for.

“Is this all, Inspector?” said Lane, returning the 
sheet; he seemed disappointed. “I thought you had 
cabled Scotland Yard.”

“Never forget, do you, you old fox?” grinned Thumm. 
“No, that’s more like an elephant, isn’t it? Yes, I got 
an answer from Trench at the Yard, and it’s a honey. 
Came late yesterday. Get an eyeful of this.”

He handed Lane several sheets of cablegram paper, 
and these the old man clutched to his breast with avid­
ity. They watched his face. It grew sterner as he read.

The cablegram was addressed to the Inspector:

Reference Hamnet Sedlar. Descended from old 
English stock dating to Second Crusades. One 
Hamnet Sedlar famous for friendship with W. 
Shakespeare. Present H.S. five feet eleven inches 
tall, eleven stone, thin, wiry, sharp features, blue 
eyes, sandy hair, no identifying marks known. 
Age 51. Little known of his personal life. Has led 
life of recluse in London for at least 12 years, 
coming from Tewkesbury, Gloucestershire not far 
from Stratford-upon-Avon. By profession anti­
quarian, chiefly bibliophilic. Well-established repu­
tation in bibliology. Past 12 years curator of Ken­
sington Museum London. Recently accepted offer 
of James Wyeth, American financier and collector, 
to assume curatorship of Britannic Museum, New 
York. Acceptance came as surprise to associates, 
for Sedlar has often expressed himself as anti- 
American. Formally resigned from active charge 
of Kensington Museum on May seventh at ban­
quet in his honor in London given by directors. 
Hamnet S. has no kin except a brother William, 
whose whereabouts are unknown. William has not 
been in England for several years. Nothing shady 
in background of Sedlars; they have apparently 
led upright, austere, scholarly lives. Hamnet S. 
left England on S.S. Carinthia, Friday, May seven­
teenth, docking New York on Wednesday, May 
twenty-second. Definite proof II. S. on this ship 
from Purser’s records. At your service if further 
required. Warmest personal regards.

TRENCH.

“What d’ye think of that?” said the Inspector tri­
umphantly.

“Extraordinary,” murmured Lane, returning the cab­
legram. His forehead was furrowed and his eyes blank.

“It’s clear now that Sedlar landed in New York,” 
said Patience, “a full week before he claimed. Seven 
days! What did he do in New York—if he stayed here 
■—during that week? Why did he lie about it in the 
first place? I don’t like that ‘upright’ gentleman.”

“I’ve passed the word along to Geoghan at H.q.,” 
said Thumm, “on the quiet, to try and trace his move­
ments between the twenty-second and the twenty­
ninth. It’s the same guy, all right—description fits per­
fectly. But he’s got a screw loose somewhere, and I 
don’t like him any more than Patty does.”

“Of what, exactly, do you suspect him?” asked 
Lane.



THE INSPECTOR shrugged. “Well, 
he’s clear on one count. He couldn’t have 
been the queer duck with the phony beard 
and the English accent that left the note 
with me. According to Trench’s informa­
tion Sedlar didn’t leave England until the 

seventeenth, and my man visited me in New York on 
the sixth. But—” and he grinned wolfishly, “he could 
have been somebody else, by God, and I’d bet dollars 
to doughnuts he was!”

“Indeed?” said the old gentleman. “And who might 
that be?”

“This crazy guy in the blue hat throwin’ rare books 
and hundred dollar bills around!” exclaimed Thumm. 
“That specimen of insanity came out in the open on 
May twenty-seventh, and that was five days after Sed­
lar landed on the q.t. in New York!”

“That’s scarcely airtight reasoning, Inspector,” 
smiled Lane. “By the same token the man in the blue 
hat might have been one of several million persons 
whose movements on May twenty-seventh cannot be 
accounted for.”

The Inspector digested this and apparently, from the 
expression on his hard-bitten face, did not like its savor. 
“Yeah, I know, but—”

“Oh, good Lord!” cried Patience suddenly, jumping 
up and striking her head against the roof of the ton­
neau. “Ouch! I’m a fool. Why didn’t I think of that 
before?”

“Think of what before?” asked Lane softly.
“The symbol, the symbol! It—oh, how blind I’ve 

been! ”
Lane regarded her steadily. “What about the sym­

bol, my child ?”
Patience fumbled for her handkerchief and blew her 

nose vigorously. “It’s very clear.” She put the kerchief 
away and sat up, her eyes sparkling. “3HS wM. Don’t 
you see?”

“I don’t see any more now than I did before,” 
growled Thumm.

“Oh, Father, the HS must stand for Hamnet Sedlar!" 
Both men stared, and both men broke into chuckles. 

Patience tapped indignantly with a slippered toe. “I 
think that’s extremely poor manners,” she said in an 
injured tone. “What’s wrong with that theory?”

“But what do the other elements of the symbol 
stand for, my dear?” asked the old gentleman mildly. 
“I’m sorry I was rude, but your father’s chuckle is 
infectious. How do you explain the 3 and the small w 
and the capital M ?”

She stared at Dromio’s solid red neck, offended—and 
doubtful.

“Oh, Patty, Patty!” choked the Inspector, doubled 
up. “You’ll be the death of me yet. I’ll tell you what 
it stands for. Ho, ho, ho! It stands for ‘three portions 
of Hamnet Sedlar with Mustard! ’ ”

“That’s so funny,” said Patience frigidly. “I believe 
we’ve arrived.”

CHAPTER XIII

THE SAGA OF DR. ALES

A VERY ENGLISH butler with wonder­
ful sideburns admitted them superbly to 
a Louis Quinze reception room. No, Mrs. 
Saxon was not at home. No, he had no 
idea when Mrs. Saxon would return. No, 
she had left no message. No, she—

“Listen, you! ” snarled Inspector Thumm, that vio­
lent foe of flunkeyism, “is Crabbe in?”

“Mr. Crabbe? I’ll see, sir,” replied Sideburns stiffly. 
“Whom shall I say, sir?”

“Say anybody you blasted please, but get him out 
here!”

An eyebrow rose, Sideburns bowed slightly, and sailed 
away.

Patience sighed. “Father, did anyone ever tell you 
you’ve atrocious manners? Bellowing at a servant!”

“I don’t like these limeys,” grumbled the Inspector, 
slightly abashed. “All except Trench. Only human 
Englishman I ever met. You’d think he’d been born 
in the Fifth Ward. . . . Well, well, here’s Little Lord 
Fauntleroy.”

Gordon Rowe, passing through the foyer, book under 
his arm and hat in hand, started, grinned, and hurried 
into the reception room. “Avaunt! What ho, visitors! 
Charming of you to call. Mr. Lane, Inspector—Pat! 
You didn’t tell me over the ’phone—”

“I didn’t know,” said Patience with dignity.
“Divine ignorance.” The young man’s hazel eyes 

narrowed. “On a trail?” he said in a low voice.
‘Gordon,” said Patience abruptly, ‘what does 3HS 

wM mean to you ?”
“Patty, for God’s sake!” snarled the Inspector. “We 

don’t want—”
“Please, Inspector,” said Drury Lane quietly. 

“There’s no reason why Gordon shouldn’t know.”
The young man looked from Patience to the two 

men. “Abracadabra to me,” he said. “What’s it all 
about?”

Patience told him.
“The Saxon Library,” he muttered. “That’s the fun­

niest thing— This is a problem! I think. . . . Hold it. 
Here comes Crabbe.”

The ancient librarian shuffled quickly into the recep­
tion room, holding a pair of gold-rimmed spectacles 
aloft in one hand and peering inquisitively at his callers. 
He brightened at once and came forward. Patience 
would have sworn his bones groaned and creaked in 
the process.

“Ah, Mr. Lane,” said Crabbe with a leathery smile. 
“And Miss Thumm. And the Inspector. Quite a depu­
tation! Rowe, I thought you were going out? Or per­
haps the young lady’s presence—? Mrs. Saxon is in­
disposed, you know. Belly-ache. W'ith her girth, of 
course, that’s a major tragedy.” He grinned, an enfant 
terrible. “And to what—?”



“For one thing,” smiled Lane, before the Inspector 
could get out what was already growling in the depths 
of his thick throat, “we should like to see the famous 
Saxon Library.”

“I see.” Crabbe stood still, one thin shoulder lower 
than the other, head cocked on .a side, squinting with 
remarkable keenness at his visitors. “Just a friendly 
visit of exploration, eh?” He cackled, showing decrepit 
gums, and swung about. “No reason why you shouldn’t,” 
he said with astonishing amiability. “Although really 
you’re the first strangers. . . . Eh, Rowe? Break the 
rule for once?”

“That’s human of you,” grinned young Rowe.
“Oh, I’m not so bad as I'm painted. Follow me, 

please.”
He led them down several corridors embellished in 

the grand French style to what was apparently an east 
wing of the mansion. He unlocked a heavy door and 
stood aside with what might have been a welcoming 
smile, but succeeded only in being the villainous grim­
ace of an opera bouffe Fagin. They entered a vast room 
with a lofty ceiling ribbed with square oak beams, the 
walls bristling with full bookshelves. A huge vault 
frowned from one corner. At the farther side there was 
an open door through which they could see another 
chamber apparently quite as large and similarly lined 
with books. A large desk and one chair stood in the 
center of the room; there was a billowing Persian rug 
on the floor; and nothing else.

“Sorry I can’t offer you chairs,” said Crabbe in his 
rustling voice, closing the door and going to the desk. 
“But no one ever uses the library except old Crabbe 
these days. Rowe’s quite deserted me. Ah, youth, al­
ways flitting after the will-o’-the-wisp!” He cackled 
again. “I had Mr. Saxon’s desk and chair removed 
when he died. Now what would you like to—”

He broke off, actually startled. The Inspector, who 
had been hurling surly glances about, had suddenly 
pounced forward toward the desk as if he meant to 
demolish it. “Ha!” he cried. “That’s it! That’s it!” 
and he snatched from the desk a sheet of neutral-gray 
stationery.

“What on earth—?” began Crabbe in astonishment; 
and then his pointed face screwed up with rage and 
he darted toward Thumm with something very like a 
snarl. “You take your hands off things!” he shrieked. 
“So that’s it. It was a trick. Spying—”

“Lay off, runt,” growled the Inspector, flinging away 
the librarian’s curving talons. “Keep your shirt on. No 
one’s stealing anything. We just wanted to take a 
look at your stationery. And by God, it’s good looking, 
too! Have a squint at this, Lane.”

But there was no need for close scrutiny. One glance 
was sufficient to establish that this was the same sta­
tionery as had been employed for the writing of the 
cryptic symbol by the man with the pied beard.

“No doubt about it, of course,” murmured Lane. 
“You’ll excuse the Inspector’s rather violent methods, 

Mr. Crabbe; he’s a trifle high-handed in these matters.” 
“Indeed,” sniffed Crabbe, glaring at the Inspector’s 

back.
“Have you an envelope, please?” continued Lane with 

a smile.
Crabbe hesitated, scratched his wrinkled cheeks, 

shrugged, and went to the desk. He produced a small 
square gray envelope.

“THE VERY SAME,” breathed Patience. 
“What can it—?” and then she stopped 
and glanced very suspiciously at the old 
librarian.

Young Gordon Rowe seemed much agi­
tated, for him; and he showed it by re­

maining perfectly still and glaring at the envelope.
“Sit down, my dear,” said Lane softly; obediently 

she took the lone chair. “Inspector, control yourself. 
We mustn’t alarm Mr. Crabbe. Now, sir, I’m sure you 
have no objection to answering a few simple ques­
tions?”

A shrewd and faintly baffled glint came into Crabbe’s 
beady eyes. “Of course not. Old Crabbe’s got nothing 
to conceal. I haven’t a notion what this is about, but 
if I can be of any service. . .

“Splendid of you,” said the old gentleman heartily. 
“Now, who exactly uses this stationery with the imprint 
of The Saxon Library?”

“I do.”
“Naturally. For the usual library correspondence. 

But who else?”
“No one, Mr. Lane.”
“Ha,” said Thumm; and Lane shook his head at 

him impatiently.
“This is very important, Mr. Crabbe. You’re posi­

tive?”
“No one but myself, I assure you,” replied the librar­

ian with a licking of his thin chops.
“Not even Mrs. Saxon?”
“Oh, Lord, no. Mrs. Saxon has her own stationery— 

half a dozen kinds. And since she never bothers with 
the library, you see—”

“Quite so. But how about you, Gordon? You’ve 
been living here for some time. Can you throw a little 
light on the subject?”

Patience watched the young man anxiously, and the 
Inspector eyed him with what he fancied was detached 
coolness.

“I?” Young Rowe seemed startled. “Ask friend 
Crabbe. He’s cock of this walk.”

“Oh, Mr. Rowe rarely if ever comes here, Mr. Lane,” 
squeaked Crabbe, his torso curved like a melting can­
dle. “Our young friend has been doing some research 
in Shakespeare, as I suppose you know, but it’s been 
a rule of the household—Mr. Saxon’s own rule, you 
understand—and. . . . When he’s wanted anything, he’s 
asked me and I’ve given him the requested volumes.”

“I hope,” said Mr. Rowe huffily, “that that answers 



your question, Mr. Lane.”
The old gentleman smiled. “Down off your horse, 

Gordon. You know that’s a very infantile attitude. 
You would say, then, Mr. Crabbe, that aside from 
yourself no one in this house has access to the Saxon 
Library stationery?”

“I would say so, yes. It’s kept only here, you know. 
Of course, if someone really wanted to—”

“Yes, yes, Mr. Crabbe, we thoroughly understand 
that. Gordon, please smile. I take it these rooms have 
been forbidden territory for years. Now—”

“How about the servants?” asked Patience suddenly, 
avoiding the misery in Rowe’s eyes.

“No, Miss Thumm. That’s been a strict rule. I 
clean these rooms myself. Mr. Saxon insisted on it.”

“When the books left to the Britannic were packed 
off,” asked Lane, “were you present, Mr. Crabbe?”

“Certainly.”
“I was, too,” muttered Mr. Rowe morbidly.
“Every moment?”
“Oh, yes,” said Crabbe. “Mr. Rowe fussed about the 

truckmen, but I had my eyes open, I assure you.” 
Crabbe snapped his toothless gums together viciously. 
That he had kept his eyes open, that he would always 
keep his eyes open, seemed unquestionable.

“Well!” smiled Lane. “All this, Inspector, seems to 
establish' that it’s difficult to get one’s clutches on a 
sheet of this stationery. Doesn’t seem to wash, does it?”

“You’re tellin’ me?” grinned Thumm.
Lane gazed squarely into the old librarian’s eyes. 

“There is no mystery about this, Mr. Crabbe,” he said 
quietly. “We have come into possession of a sheet of 
Saxon Library stationery—and an envelope—the source 
of which it is necessary for us to trace. You’re inno­
cently making it difficult. . . .” Suddenly a thought 
struck him, for he smacked his forehead and exclaimed: 
“How stupid I’ve been 1 Of course 1 ”

“Piece of my stationery?” said Crabbe, puzzled.
The old gentleman tapped Crabbe’s shoulder. “Do 

you often have visitors?”
“Visitors? To the Saxon library? He, he! Tell him, 

Rowe.”
“This prime sample of fossilized wormwood,” said 

Mr. Rowe with a shrug, “is the world’s most faithful 
watchdog.”

“Come, come, you must have some. Please think! 
Has there been any visitor to this room in recent months 
whom you have reason to recall?”

Crabbe’s eyes blinked. His scraggly jaw opened a 
little, and he stared at his inquisitor without seeing 
him. Then astonishingly he doubled in laughter and 
slapped his scrawny shanks. “Ho, ho! That’s—that’s 
one on me 1 ” and he straightened and wiped his rheumy 
eyes.

“Ah,” said Lane. “I believe we’ve struck oil. Well, 
sir?”

Crabbe stopped laughing as abruptly as he had be­
gun. He half-turned his reptilian head and rasped his 

dry palms together. “So that’s it, eh? Well, well. Won­
ders never cease. . . . Yes, there was one. Yes, indeed. 
A very interesting gentleman. He called several times 
before I would see him. Then when I did see him he 
begged—very prettily, he, he!—if I would not permit 
him just a glimpse of the famous Saxon collection.”

“Yes?” said Lane sharply.
“He was a book fancier, he said, and he’d heard so 

much—• You know. As a matter of fact,” continued 
Crabbe slyly, “the man knew books. So I let down the 
bars once—he looked harmless enough—and showed 
him this room. He was working on something, he said, 
and was most anxious to consult a certain volume. It 
would take just a moment, he said. . . .”

“What was the book?” demanded Rowe with a 
frown. “You never told me about this, Crabbe!”

“Didn’t I, my boy? I must have forgotten,” chuckled 
Crabbe. “It was the 1599 edition of the Jaggard Pas­
sionate Pilgrim !”

FOR A moment they were silent, scarcely 
w xA " daring to look at one another.
. \\ “Go on,” urged Lane softly. “And you
xx brought it out for him?”

» Cra^be gr'nned an ugly grin. “Not
Crabbe! No, sir. Couldn’t, I said. Stand­

ing rule, I said. He nodded as if he’d sort of expected 
that. Then he looked about a bit. I began to get a 
little suspicious, but he jabbered on about books. . . . 
Finally he got back to the desk here. There was some 
stationery—paper and envelopes—on it. A queer look 
came into his eye and he said: ‘Is this your Saxon 
Library stationery, Mr. Crabbe?’ and I said yes, it was. 
Sc he turned to me with an appealing look. ‘Ha, ha! ’ 
he said. ‘Very interesting. This is a deucedly hard 
place to get into, you know. I’d wagered a friend of 
mine, you know, that I could gain entrance to the Saxon 
Library, and by the Lord Harry I’ve done it!’ ‘Oh, 
you did, did you?’ I said. ‘And,’ he said, ‘now that I’m 
really here, would you be a good chap and let me col­
lect my wager? I’ll need proof that I've been here. 
Ah, yes,’ he said, just as if it had struck him at that 
moment, and he picked up a sheet of the stationery 
and an envelope and fingered ’em, ‘the very thing! 
This will prove it. Thank you, Mr. Crabbe, a thou­
sand times!’ and before I could say anything he ran 
out! ”

The Inspector had listened to this remarkable story 
with open mouth. When Crabbe had finished with 
smacking lips, he thundered: “Of all the hogwash! 
You let him get away with that? Why, it—”

“So that’s how our man secured the stationery,” said 
Patience slowly.

“My dear,” said Lane in a low voice, “let’s not take 
any more of Mr. Crabbe’s valuable time than is abso­
lutely necessary. Mr. Crabbe, can you describe this 
extraordinary visitor?”

“Oh, yes. Tall, thin, middle-aged chap. Rather



English.”
"Good God,” said the Inspector hoarsely. "Patty, 

that’s just—”
“Please, Inspector. Exactly when did this man call? 

On what day?”
“Let me think. Four, five—about seven weeks ago. 

Yes, I remember now. It was early in the morning, 
on a Monday. May sixth.”

“The sixth of May!” exclaimed Patience. "Father, 
Mr. Lane, did you hear that?”

“I heard it, too, Pat,” complained Mr. Rowe fret­
fully. “You make it sound like the Ides of March. 
Queer I ”

Crabbe’s bright little eyes darted from one to an­
other of them; there was a repressed and malicious 
mirth in their depths, as if he were holding in an im­
mense joke by main force. “This man, then, a tall, thin 
Englishman of middle age,” murmured Lane, "called 
on May sixth and managed by a none too credible 
ruse to get hold of a sample of your stationery. Very 
good, Mr. Crabbe, we’ve progressed. There’s one thing 
more and then I believe we shall have finished. Did 
he give a name?”

Crabbe regarded him with that irritating half-smile. 
“Did he give a name, eh? You are a card for asking 
pertinent questions, Mr. Lane! Did he give a name? 
Certainly he gave a name. How it all comes back to 
me.” And he chuckled. He. scudded like an aged crab 
around the desk and began exploring various drawers. 
“Excuse me, Miss Thumm. . . . Did he give a name! ” 
and he chuckled once more. “Ah, the very thing!” He 
handed a small pasteboard to Lane. Patience rose very 
quickly and the four of them read the name upon it 
together.

It was an extremely cheap calling card. On it was 
printed in bold black characters the name:

DR. ALES

There was nothing more—no address, no telephone, 
no given name.

“Dr. Ales! ” said Patience with a frown.
“Dr. Ales!” said the Inspector with a grunt.
“Dr. Ales!” said Rowe with a thoughtful look.
“Dr. Ales!” nodded Crabbe with a leer.
“Dr. Ales,” said the old gentleman, and something 

in his voice made them look at him swiftly. But he was 
staring at the card. “Heavens, it doesn’t seem possible. 
Dr. Ales. . . . Patience, Inspector, Gordon,” he said 
abruptly, “do you know who Dr. Ales is?”

“Totally unfamiliar name,” said Patience with a 
keen glance at his intent face.

“Never heard of him,” said the Inspector.
"There’s something about it,” said Rowe thought­

fully.
“Ah, Gordon. I might have known it would strike 

A

a responsive chord in the student’s memory. He—” 
Crabbe made a grotesque dancing movement, like a 

trained monkey. His gold-rimmed spectacles slipped 
down the bridge of his nose and he grinned in a horrible 
way. “/ can tell you who Dr. Ales is,” he said, pursing 
his shriveled lips like a perfumed old dandy.

“You can, eh?” said Lane quickly.
“I mean I can tell you who he really is, where he is, 

and everything!” cackled Crabbe. “Oh, it’s an enor­
mous joke! It came over me all of a sudden.”

“Well, for God’s sake,” said the Inspector harshly, 
“who is he?”

“I knew him the minute I saw him that day at the 
museum. Oh, yes,” gurgled the old librarian. “Did you 
see him look away ? He knew I knew him, the precious 
scoundrel! I tell you the man who visited me seven 
weeks ago and left this card, the man who called him­
self Dr. Ales, is—Hamnet SedlarI”

CHAPTER XIV

BATTLE OF BIBLIOPHILES
OVER THE luncheon table in a private 
dining room at one of the midtown hotels 
they tried to collect their scattered 
thoughts. Crabbe’s ironical and trium­
phant revelation had left them, for the 
moment, witless. Hamnet Sedlar the mys­

terious Dr. Ales! Crabbe had seen them to the door 
in a perfect ecstasy of lip-licking exultation, and the 
last glimpse they had of him was his spare angular 
figure framed in the Ionic doorway of the Saxon house, 
his hands scratching ceaselessly against each other like 
the hindlegs of a cricket. Yes, his cocked little head 
had seemed to say as he watched them speed off, your 
worthy Dr. Sedlar is also your Dr. Ales; and what do 
you think of that? Old Crabbe’s no fool, eh? For 
there was a personal triumph in his entire bearing 
which baffled them, a cruel and smug satisfaction like 
the powerful mass pleasure of a mob bent on lynching. 

Gordon Rowe, who had, despite his preoccupation, 
managed to insinuate himself into the little party, sat 
very quietly and watched the sun on Patience’s hair 
as it pulsed in through the window of the limousine. 
But for once he did not seem to see it.

“There’s something remarkably peculiar here,” said 
Mr. Drury Lane when they had seated themselves at 
their table. “I confess it’s beyond me. That terrible 
old creature impressed me—with all his dramatic grim­
aces—as essentially truthful. He’s the sort who de­
lights in rubbing the truth in, especially if he knows 
that it will hurt. And yet—Hamnet Sedlar! Of course, 
it’s impossible.”

“If Crabbe said that his visitor was Sedlar,” re­
marked young Rowe with a grim muttering, “then you 
can bet your crusading boots it was Sedlar.”

“No, Gordon,” sighed Patience. "Sedlar couldn’t 
possibly have been the man who called on Crabbe May 



sixth. We’ve learned that the directors of the Kensing­
ton Museum in London had given a farewell banquet 
in Dr. Sedlar’s honor on May seventh. Dr. Ales called 
on Crabbe in New York on May sixth. The man isn’t 
a spirit. He couldn’t have crossed the Atlantic over­
night.”

“Oh! That’s damnably queer. I know Crabbe, and 
I tell you he wasn’t lying. He always gets that devil­
ishly satisfied air when he's rubbing the truth in, as 
Mr. Lane says.”

“Crabbe was so certain,” said Patience, jabbing at 
her chop in pure exasperation. “He said he’d swear it 
was Sedlar on a stack of Bibles.”

“What’s all the fuss about?” growled the Inspector, 
eying young Mr. Rowe with disfavor. “The old bird's 
lying, that’s all.”

“Hmm,” said Lane. “It’s possible, of course, that he 
invented the tale out of sheer malice. These old book­
worms have a capacity for professional jealousy— 
Come, come, we’ll never get anywhere this way. The 
whole thing’s uncommonly mysterious. . . . There's 
something I must tell you. About Dr. Ales.”

“Oh, yes!” cried Patience. “You were going to say 
when Crabbe interrupted. . . . Then the name isn’t 
fictitious?”

“Lord, no! That’s what’s so extraordinary about it, 
my dear. Gordon, you seemed to be hovering on the 
verge of recollection back at the house. Do you re­
member now who Dr. Ales is—or was?”

“Sorry, sir. I thought I did. I may have run across 
his name in connection with my work somewhere."

“Quite possible. The fact is that I never met Dr. 
Ales in the flesh, and I know nothing whatever about 
him personally; but one thing I do know. Unless it’s 
an astounding coincidence, such a man actually exists, 
and moreover is a very clever and well-informed stu­
dent of research literature.” The old gentleman chewed 
thoughtfully on a sprig of parsley. “Some years ago— 
oh, eight or ten years-—an article appeared in The 
Stratford Quarterly, a publication devoted to the ad­
vancement of book knowledge. . . .”

“Oh, of course!” cried Rowe. “I got it regularly in 
my undergraduate days.”

“That accounts for the faint recollection. The point 
is that this article was signed ‘Dr. Ales.’ ”

“An English magazine?” demanded Thumm.
“Yes. I don’t recall the precise details, but this Dr. 

Ales was writing on a new development in the fatuous 
and eternal Baconian controversy, and there were some 
things he said with which I took violent issue. I wrote 
a lengthy rebuttal to the Quarterly, which appeared un­
der my name; and Dr. Ales, quite nettled, replied in 
the correspondence columns of the publication. We 
wrangled back and forth through the Quarterly for 
several issues.” He chuckled at the memory. “A sharp 
pen, my adversary! He called me everything but a 
doddering old idiot.”

“I remember now,” said Rowe eagerly, thrusting his 

firm jaw forward. “The fur flew. That’s the chap, all 
right! ”

“Know where he lives?” inquired the Inspector 
abruptly.

“Unfortunately, no.”
“Well, we can find out through this magazine—’’
“I’m afraid not, Inspector. Mr. Rowe can undoubt­

edly tell you that The Stratford Quarterly collapsed 
five years ago.’’

“Damn! Well, I’ll cable Trench again and make an­
other pest of myself. Do you think—”

“By the way, Gordon,” said the old gentleman, “have 
you had time to look into those little matters we talked 
about? About the binding of the 1599 Jaggard, and 
traces of a possible secret connected with the binding?”

Rowe shrugged. “I haven’t been too successful. I 
succeeded in tracing the binding back about a hundred 
and fifty years—it's been a hellish job. The present 
binding is at least that old. As for the document hid­
den in it—blank. Haven’t run across a clue.”

“Hmm.” Lane's eyes flashed for an instant, and 
then he lowered them and devoted himself to his salad.

PATIENCE PUSHED her plate aside. 
“Oh, I can’t chew,” she said fretfully. 
“This persnickety case is getting on my 
nerves. It's preposterous, of course, this 
business of Dr. Sedlar being Dr. Ales, but 
it keeps going round and round in my 

head in the most frightful fashion. And yet other 
things are so clear. . . .”

“As for instance?” said the Inspector with a scowl.
“The trail left by Dr. Ales. It was Dr. Ales, you 

know,” she said suddenly, “who was the bearded man 
in our office May sixth. Father.”

“And how do you arrive at that ?” murmured young 
Rowe.

“He visited the Saxon place early that morning. 
There he got hold of the Saxon Library stationery. He 
must have cached his ridiculous disguise somewhere in 
midtown. Perhaps a hotel washroom. He wrote down 
the symbol—damn that symbol!—got into his doo­
hickeys, and hurried up to Father's office. That much 
is clear.” Her blue-water eyes appealed to Lane.

“It seems probable,” said the old gentleman.
“Fie didn't expect to be—to be bumped off,” said 

Patience, biting her lip. “He thought no one knew his 
secret, the secret worth millions. Doesn't it sound silly? 
. . . But he’s a canny devil and he wasn’t taking any 
chances. If he called on the twentieth, if he was all 
right, there was no harm done; the envelope would re­
main unopened. If he didn’t call we’d open the envel­
ope, see the Saxon stationery, hunt up Crabbe, find out 
about this queer Dr. Ales—he must have told Crabbe 
that impossible story purposely, so that Crabbe would 
remember it—and be in a very advanced position to 
pursue the hunt for him. Because by the time we did 
we would know the name of the man we were looking 



for, something of his profession. . . .”
“What an appailingly logical analysis!" said young 

Rowe with a feeble grin,
“That was why he asked you not to open the en- 

elope except in my presence,” said Drury Lane quietly. 
“He knew I would remember our Quarterly controversy. 
So I was asked in to supply the confirmation that Dr. 
Ales is a bibliophile.”

“He must have planned it from the start. If some­
thing went wrong, as it apparently has. We’ve got to 
search now for a Dr. Ales, a bookworm or something, 
and how we’re to begin—”

“Easy,” said the Inspector with an absent look. 
“That’s my job, Patty. He said if he didn’t call some­
thing would have happened to him, didn’t he? That 
means that besides having a description of him, his 
name, his business or profession, we also know he’s 
either disappeared from his regular haunts—he must 
hang out somewhere!—or been pipped.”

“Bravo, Inspector,” murmured Lane. “You’ve hit it 
exactly. You must procure an official report of all 
murders, kidnappings, and other disappearances from 
May twentieth, the day he ’phoned you on schedule, 
until a few days ago.” .

The Inspector scowled. “I know, I know. Realize 
what a job it is?”

“Not quite so formidable as it seems, Inspector. 
You’ve very specific information to go on, as Patience 
has pointed out.”

“All right,” said Thumm gloomily. “I’ll do it, by 
God, but what I’m getting out of it is beyond me. 
I’ve got to live, too, don’t I?—I’ll get Grayson and Geo­
ghan on the job right away. ... I s’pose you kids are 
goin’ to run off somewhere?”

WHEN MR. DRURY LANE deposited Inspector 
Thumm at his office and Miss Patience Thumm and 
Mr. Gordon Rowe in the leafy haven of Central Park, 
he signaled Dromio silently and sat back with a won­
derfully thoughtful look on his face. Now that he was 
unobserved a multitude of faint quick expressions 
chased one another across his mobile features and he 
sat dead in the tonneau, clutching the knob of his stick 
and staring sightlessly at Dromio’s neck. Unlike most 
old men he had never acquired the habit of speaking 
aloud to himself, perhaps because his pale stony ears 
forbade even the birth of the habit. Instead he thought 
in pure pictures, and some of them were so extraor­
dinary that he shut his eyes to see them better.

The Lincoln catfooted its way uptown, bound for 
Westchester.

The old man opened his eyes after a long while and 
started at the sight of crisp green trees and a curving, 
park-bound driveway. He leaned forward and tapped 
Dromio’s shoulder.

“Didn’t I tell you, Dromio? I want you to stop at 
Dr. Martini’s first.”

Dromio, that faithful dragoman, stiffened and half­

turned his red head so that his employer might see his 
lips. “Anything the matter, Mr. Drury? Don’t you 
feel well again?”

The old gentleman smiled. “Perfectly well, my boy. 
This is a visit in the interests of pure science.”

“Oh,” said Dromio. He scratched his left ear, 
shrugged, and pressed the accelerator.

He brought the car to a stop near Irvington, before 
a small cottage half-hidden by trees and smothered 
with vines and late June roses. A portly man with 
white hair smoked a pipe at the gate.

“Ah, Martini,” said Lane, alighting and stretching 
his legs. “Lucky to have found you in this time of 
day.”

The portly man stared. “Mr. Lane! What are you 
doing down here? Come in, come in.”

Lane chuckled and swung the gate to behind him. 
“Don’t look so startled, you old bone-setter. I'm in 
perfect health.” They shook hands. Dr. Martini’s 
tired eyes swept over him with professional penetra­
tion. “Look all right, do I ?”

“Splendid. How’s the heart?”
“Pumping magnificently. I can’t say as much for 

the stomach.” They entered the physician's cottage; 
a woolly dog sniffed at Lane’s ankles and then walked 
away indifferently. “I can’t understand why, in my 
senescence, it should give out—”

“A lifetime of theatrical menus, my dear Malvolio,” 
said Dr. Martini dryly, “isn’t conducive to clockwork 
digestion in the latter years. Sit down. I managed 
to sneak off from the hospital for a few hours. Mad­
dening routine. I haven’t had a really interesting 
case—”

Lane chuckled. “I have one for you.”

THE PHYSICIAN 
his mouth. “Ah. I 
Not yourself?”

“No, no.”
“For something 

marked Dr. Martini

took the pipe out of 
might have known.

really knotty,” re- 
with a dreamy smile, 

“I’d forego even this afternoon’s bucolic pleasures—”
“Needn’t.” The old man leaned forward. “This is 

a case which—I trust—can be diagnosed from the 
armchair.” He looked about suddenly. “I think you 
had better close the door, Martini.”

The physician stared. Then he rose and shut out 
the sunlight.

“You’re acting horribly mysterious,” he said, return­
ing to his chair. The pipe dangled unheeded from his 
jaws. “Confidential, eh? A criminal case, I suppose. 
But there’s no one about to hear—”

Lane fixed him with a stern and glittering eye in 
his best Ancient Mariner style. “When a man is deaf, 
Martini, even walls have ears. . . . Old friend, I’ve 
become involved in one of the most incredible adven­
tures that ever fell across the path of man. A great 
deal hinges upon a certain point. . .



DROMIO, who had been nodding at the wheel, 
flicked a bee off his lapel and started. The heavy 
scent of the roses had drugged him. The door of 
Martini’s cottage, which had remained shut for half 
an hour, had opened, and the tall spare figure of his 
employer had appeared. Dromio heard Dr. Martini 
say in an absent tone: “I’m afraid that’s the only 
solution, Mr. Lane. I must see the paper before I can 
give you an opinion. And even then, as I’ve told 
you—”

“You scientists 1 ” Dromio heard Lane say in a 
lightly impatient voice. “I had hoped that the issue 
wijuld be clearer. However—” He shrugged and ex­
tended his hand. “Kind of you to show this interest. 
I fancied there might be something in my inspiration. 
I shall have the paper for you this evening.”

“Hmm. Very well. I’ll be at The Hamlet tonight.” 
“Oh, rubbish! That’s really putting you to too 

much trouble. I’ll come back here—”
“Nonsense. The drive will do me good, and then 

I want to have a look at Quacey. Last time I saw 
him I didn’t like the antics of his arteries.”

Dromio, puzzled, held the door open. His employer, 
walking quickly down the path, stopped short. He 
eyed Dromio with a sudden bunching of white brows 
and said sharply: “Have you seen anyone prowling 
about here?”

Dromio gaped. “Prowlin’, Mr. Drury?”
“Yes, yes. Did you see anyone?”
Dromio scratched his ear. “I guess I did snooze for 

a couple of minutes, sir. But I didn’t think—”
"Ah, Dromio,” sighed the old gentleman, climbing 

into the car, “when will you learn that vigilance. . . . 
I suppose it doesn’t matter.” He waved his hand at 
Dr. Martini cheerfully. “Stop in Irvington, Dromio. 
The telegraph office.”

They drove off. In Irvington Dromio found a West­
ern Union office and Drury Lane went in. He stared 
thoughtfully at the wall clock, and then sat down at 
one of the tiny tables and reached for a yellow 
pad and the chained pencil. For an instant he re­
garded the lead tip; it was well sharpened; but he 
did not see it, for his level eyes were fixed on some­
thing far beyond the range of physical sight.

He penciled a message on the blank slowly, press­
ing hard under the vitality of his thought.

The message was addressed to Inspector Thumm at 
his office:

Imperative have paper with symbol tonight. 
Come for dinner. Urgent.

D. L.

He paid for the telegram and returned to the car. 
Dromio was waiting, faint excitement in his Irish eyes.

“We may go home now, Dromio,” sighed the old 
gentleman, and relaxed with gratefulness against the 
welcoming cushions.

AS THE long Lincoln disappeared in the direction 
of Tarrytown, toward the north, a tall man in a dark 
topcoat with the collar turned up to his ears—despite 
the hot sun—detached himself from the shadow of a 
long black Cadillac sedan parked at the curb across 
the street, looked about quietly, and then with quick 
strides headed for the telegraph office.

He looked about once, his hand on the door-knob, 
and then went in.

He made directly for the table at which Lane had 
written his wire, and sat down. Out of the corner of 
his eye he looked beyond the counter. Two clerks 
were busy at desks. He returned his attention to the 
yellow pad. There were faint impressions on the top 
sheet, impressions made by Lane’s unconsciously heavy 
strokes on the sheet on which he had written the mes­
sage to Inspector Thumm. The tall man hesitated; 
then, picking up the chained pencil, he held it between 
his fingers almost horizontally to the paper and began 
to draw light even lines from side to side. Under the 
gray mass Lane’s message began to appear in clear 
yellow strokes. . . .

After a moment the tall man rose, ripped the yellow 
blank off the pad, crumpled it, put it into his pocket, 
and quietly walked out of the office. One of the clerks 
gazed after him, puzzled.

He made directly for the big Cadillac across the 
street, got in, released his emergency brake, and with 
a powerful purr of gears made off toward the south 
. . . toward New York City.

“Oh, Miss

CHAPTER XV

ALARUMS AND EXCURSIONS
IT WAS late afternoon when Miss Pa­
tience Thumm returned to the Thumm 
Detective Agency from a modest but 
highly satisfactory shopping tour to find 
Miss Brodie in a state mildly bordering 
upon insanity.
Thumm!” she cried, causing Patience to 

drop all her bundles, “I’ve had the most dreadful 
time! I’m so glad you’ve come back 1 I was going 
almost frantic—”

“Brodie, I’ll shake you,” said Patience firmly. 
"What on earth’s happened? Why the hysterics?”

Miss Brodie, wordless, pointed dramatically at the 
open door of the Inspector’s sanctum. Patience dashed 
in. The office was empty, and on the Inspector’s desk 
lay a yellow envelope.

“Where’s my father?”
“Somebody came in with a case, Miss Thumm. 

Jewel robbery or something, and the Inspector said 
to tell you he didn’t know when he’d be back. But 
the telegram—”

“Brodie,” sighed Patience, “you’ve the common 
bourgeois fear of telegrams. It’s probably an adver­
tisement.” Nevertheless she frowned as she ripped 



open the envelope. She read Mr. Drury Lane’s laconic 
message with wide eyes. Miss Brodie hovered in the 
doorway, wringing her stubby-fingered hands like a 
professional mourner.

“Stow it, Brodie,” said Patience absently. “You 
always act like the living figure of Tragedy. Go out 
and get properly kissed or—or something.” And to 
herself she said: “I wonder what’s happened now. 
What could have happened? It’s only hours. . . .”

“Has—has something happened?” asked Miss Brodie 
fearfully.

“Don’t know. At any rate, it’s nothing to get in a 
stew about. Relax, child, while I dash off a note to 
Father. Relax, darn you! ” and she slapped Miss 
Brodie vigorously upon a buttery buttock. Miss 
Brodie blushed and retreated to her desk in the ante­
room to relax.

Patience sat down in the Inspector’s chair, seized 
a sheet of paper, moistened a pencil-point on the 
tip of her red tongue, and proceeded to engage the 
muse of creative composition:

Dear Roughneck: Our beloved friend the Sage 
of Lanecliff has wired you in most peremptory 
fashion to bring the Papuh to The Hamlet this 
evening. It seems that something’s brewing, but 
he doesn’t say what. Poor Brodie’s had a connip­
tion here this afternoon dithering about the 
fringes of the telegram, not daring to open it and 
not knowing where either of us was. She tells me 
that you are now engaged in earning some more 
money for me to spend; and indeed after Mr. 
Rowe took me walking in the Park and regretfully 
—I hope—went back to work at the Britannic, I 
proceeded to Macy’s in pursuit of the most fasci­
nating investigation, into a new scanty (pants to 
you, darling); so you see I am co-operating. I 
shall of course carry on in the best Thumm De­
tective Agency manner during your absence. I 
am taking the Scooter now, and I promise to take 
very good care of the Papuh, too. Call me at 
The Hamlet when you get in. Dear old Drury's 
extended a dinner invitation and if the worst comes 
to worst I’m sure he won’t mind my wrinkling the 
sheets of one of his nice old beds. Be careful, 
better?

PAT
P.S.—That’s a lonely ride up through them 

thar hills. I do believe I shall ask Mr. Rowe to 
accompany me. Now doesn’t that make you feel 
better ?”

She folded the sheet with a flourish, slipped it 
into an envelope, and tucked the envelope into one 
of the flaps of the Inspector’s desk blotter. Then, 
humming, she went to the safe, tinkered with the dials 
for a moment, pulled the heavy door open, rummaged 
about, came out with the broken-sealed manila en­

velope, and shut the safe. Still humming she made 
sure that the contents of the manila envelope were 
intact; and then she opened her linen handbag, a 
large and mysterious receptacle quite crammed with 
feminine gewgaws, and tucked the envelope safely 
away inside.

She dialed a number. “Dr. Choate? . . . Oh, I see. 
Well, it doesn’t make any difference. I really wanted 
to speak to Mr. Rowe. . . . Hello, Gordon! Do you 
mind my bothering you again so soon?”

“Angel! Bother me? I'm—I’m overwhelmed.”
“How’s the work?”
“Progressing.”
“Would you greatly mind slowing the wheels of 

progress for the rest of the day, sir?”
“Pat! You know what I’d do for you.”
“I’ve got to make a rush trip up to The Hamlet 

with—with something, Gordon. Could you come 
along?”

“Please attempt to stop me, lassie.”
“Very well. In front of the Britannic in ten min­

utes or so." Patience replaced the receiver, tucked a 
vagrant curl behind her ear, and went into the ante­
room. “Brodie,” she announced, “I’m off.”

“Off, Miss Thumm?” Miss Brodie was alarmed. 
“Where to?”

“To Mr. Lane’s in Westchester.” Patience examined 
herself very critically in a mirror behind Miss Brodie’s 
desk. She powdered her little nose, touched her lips 
with rouge, and investigated her person thoughtfully 
from above. “Oh, dear,” she sighed, smoothing her 
white linen suit, “and I haven’t time to change. 
Linen gets so wrinkly! ”

“Doesn’t it, though,” exclaimed Miss Brodie with a 
trace of animation. “I know I had a linen suit last 
year, and I spent more in having it cleaned. . . She 
stopped abruptly. “What shall I tell the Inspector, 
Miss Thumm?”

Patience adjusted her preposterously small linen 
turban with its blue polka-dot band on her honeyed 
curls, fingered her polka-dot tie expertly, and mur­
mured: “I’ve left a note for him on his desk, and 
the telegram. You’re staying, of course?”

“Oh, yes. The Inspector would be furious—”
“It’s very important,” sighed Patience, “this busi­

ness of holding down the fort, Brodie. I’ll pick up 
my packages tomorrow. Be a good girl!”

Satisfied with her complete inspection, she smiled 
at Miss Brodie, who waved a limply mournful hand, 
clutched her linen bag tightly, and left the office.

back beside

AT THE CURB downstairs a small blue 
roadster stood waiting. Patience scanned 
the sky anxiously; but it was bluer than 
her eyes. She decided not to put up the 
top. Jumping in, she tucked her bag 
securely between the leather seat and the 
her, turned on the ignition, released her 



brake, threw the car into first gear, and rolled slowly off 
toward Broadway. She went into neutral at once; there 
was a red light at the corner; the car coasted softly 
along.

And then a strange thing happened. Patience, 
wrapped in darkly feminine thoughts, for once was 
unobservant. It was a little thing in itself, scarcely 
calculated to arouse apprehension; but it was signifi­
cant and grew more dangerous with every passing 
moment.

A large closed black car, a Cadillac, parked on the 
opposite side of the street, hummed into life the 
instant Patience stepped into her blue roadster. It 
slipped almost noiselessly into gear as Patience rolled 
off, and it followed her like a grim black shadow. 
It was precisely behind her in the clutter of the traffic 
waiting at the red light; it nosed after her as the light 
turned green; it swung right into Broadway as she 
swung right into Broadway, followed her on a right 
turn, up to Sixth Avenue, up to Fifth Avenue, into 
Fifth Avenue . . . never once faltering in its easy pur­
suit of the roadster.

It acted like a live thing when Patience suddenly 
pulled in at the curb near Sixty-fifth Street. It hesi­
tated, shot ahead, slowed down, and finally cruised 
very slowly indeed up to Sixth-sixth while young Gor­
don Rowe, flushed with pleasure, gayly dropped into 
the seat beside Patience. It idled along until the 
roadster passed; and then again took up the trail.

Patience was unaccountably in a gala mood. Her 
color was lovely, the turban set off the pertness of her 
features, the roadster obeyed beautifully, the sun was 
warm and there was a cool little breeze blowing; 
and moreover the occupant of the adjoining seat was 
young and male and particularly exciting. She per­
mitted Rowe to see the envelope in her bag, told him 
about Lane’s telegram, and then chattered on about 
nothing whatever while the young man, his arm on 
the edge of the upholstery behind her, sat in silent 
scrutiny of her face-front piquancy. . . .

All through crowded Manhattan the Cadillac dogged 
the heels of the roadster, and all through crowded 
Manhattan Patience and her escort were unconscious 
of its presence behind them. Then, as they left the 
city behind, it slipped a little to the rear; and despite 
the fast pace at which Patience drove the car, the 
Cadillac sedan seemed merely to loaf along in her 
wake.

Then, with the city limits left far behind, young 
Mr. Rowe’s eyes narrowed and he glanced briefly over 
his shoulder. Patience chattered on.

“’Step on it, Pat,” he said casually. “Let’s see how 
much speed you can get out of this tin can.”

“Oh, you want speed, do you?” said Patience with a 
grim smile. “Remember, you pay the fine, young 
man I ” and she pressed hard on the accelerator. The 
roadster leaped ahead.

Rowe looked back. The Cadillac, without effort, 

maintained precisely the same distance as before.
Patience drove in oblivious silence for some time, 

lips tight, intent on giving Mr. Rowe his fill of speed. 
But Mr. Rowe was not appreciably alarmed; his chin 
was set a trifle, and his hazel eyes were screwed into 
slits, but that was all.

Suddenly he said: “I see a side road there, Pat. 
Dash into it.”

“What? What’s that?”
“Into that road, I tell you!”
She was offended, and glanced angrily at his face. 

It was half-turned away. Slowly she glanced into 
her mirror.

“Oh,” she said, and the blood drained from her face.
“We’re being followed,” said Mr. Rowe quietly, and 

there was no levity in his voice. “Into that road, Pat. 
Let’s see if we can’t shake the beggar off.”

“All right, Gordon,” said Patience in a small voice: 
and with a twist of the wheel hurtled the roadster off 
the main highway into a narrow road.

The Cadillac shot by, stopped, turned about in a 
flash, and roared into the road after them.

“I think,” whispered Patience, her lips trembling 
slightly, “that we’ve made a mistake. There—there’s 
no outlet, Gordon.”

“Keep driving, Pat. Keep your eyes on the road.”
It was indeed a narrow road apparently with no 

outlets, and there was no time for her to turn the 
roadster about and flee in the direction from which 
they had come. Patience’s toe squeezed the accelerator 
violently, and the little machine sprang forward like 
a wounded animal. Rowe watched the road behind 
intently. The Cadillac was creeping forward. And 
still it made no serious attempt to overtake them; 
perhaps because the sun was still too high, or the 
driver of the big sedan feared a premature attack.

Patience’s heart throbbed like a drumstick against 
the tomtom of her breast. In a flood of wild blind 
feeling she thanked her little gods for the impulse to 
ask Gordon Rowe to accompany her. His physical 
presence, the warmth of his big body next to her, 
steadied her nerves; she gritted her teeth and bent 
lower over the wheel, eyes wide and steady on the 
poor road ahead. This was no concrete highway, but a 
badly chopped and battered macadam; they bounced 
and rattled in their seats. The Cadillac came on.

The rdad grew worse, narrowing even more. Ahead 
loomed a tangle of trees overhanging the road. There 
was no habitation within hailing distance. Pictures of 
“lonely woods”—“girl attacked”—“escort murdered”— 
“horrible crime in Westchester”—her torn body lying 
by the roadside, Rowe bleeding and dying beside her 
—flashed through her brain. . . . And then, in a mist, 
she saw the black car hurtling along by her side, 
making no effort to pass. . . .

“Keep going!’’ shouted Rowe, rising in the seat and 
crouched against the driving wind of their passage. 
“Don’t let him scare you, Pat!”



son that her

A LONG black-sleeved arm in the dark 
recesses of the car made unmistakable 
motions. The Cadillac itself began to 
lunge perilously close to her rocketing 
little machine, as if to force her off the 
road. She realized in a cold dash of rea- 
pursuer wanted her to stop.

“Wants to fight, does he?” muttered Rowe. “All 
right, Pat. Stop and let’s see what this bird wants.”

For a moment, as she shot a quick glance up and 
saw the young man perched by her side, ready to 
spring, she contemplated with the desperation of panic- 
born courage, driving the roadster deliberately into the 
Cadillac, to wreck both cars. She had often read of 
such things and had never questioned either the im­
pulse or the act. But now that she was confronted by 
the real situation, she knew with a sudden rush of 
tears to her eyes that she did not want to die, that 
there would be a curious sweetness in living. . . . She 
cursed herself for a fool and a coward, but despite 
all she could do the wheel remained steady in her 
hands.

And so, after a long tremulous moment, her toe 
relaxed its pressure on the accelerator and sought 
blindly for the foot-brake, and then the roadster slid 
to a long slow grudging stop.

“Keep down, Pat,” said Rowe quietly. “Don’t you 
mix into this. I have the feeling he’s an ugly cus­
tomer.”

“Oh, Gordon, don’t—don’t do anything rash. 
Please!”

“Down !”
The Cadillac had shot past, slued about so that its 

rakish body barred the road, ground and growled its 
way to a stop; and then a dark muffled figure—Pa­
tience gasped—masked, brandishing a revolver, leaped 
from the car and ran up to the roadster.

With a formless cry Gordon Rowe sprang out of 
the little car into the road, directly in the path of 
the masked man. He lunged toward the revolver.

Patience stared in a blur of weakness. It wasn’t 
■possible. It’s like a—a movie, she thought. There was 
something unreal about the menace of the shining 
bluish weapon directed at the young man in the road.

And then she cried out. Smoke and a vicious spat 
of fire came out of the muzzle and Gordon Rowe 
dropped on the muddy macadam, toppling like a fall­
ing tree. His body jerked a little. Blood stained a 
few fragments of rubble near his body.

The smoke licked out over the muzzle, like a demon 
licking its chops. The masked man leaped nimbly on 
the running-board.

“You—you murderer!” screamed Patience, strug­
gling to get out of the car. He—he was dead, she 
thought. Quite dead in the road. Oh, Gordon! “I’ll 
kill you” she panted, and clawed for the gun.

It came down sharply on her knuckles, and she was 
flung back against the seat, stunned with pain, for 

the first time really understanding what was happen­
ing. The end of Patience Thumm?

A thick, disguised voice came from behind the mask. 
“Keep still. Sit there. Give me the paper.” The re­
volver wove and wove before her eyes in a sickening 
mist.

She looked dazedly at her hand; the knuckles were 
bleeding. “What paper?” she whispered.

“The paper. The envelope. Hurry.” There was no 
least expression in that thick, dead voice. Suddenly, 
for the first time, she grasped it all. The Saxon sta­
tionery ! The cryptic symbol! This was why Gordon 
Rowe had died. . . .

She felt for the bag. The man on the running-board 
cuffed her aside, pounced on the bag, backed off 
quickly, the revolver still menacing her. Patience be­
gan to climb out of the roadster. Gordon. . . . There 
was an incredible noise close to her ear; it sounded 
like the world exploding; a whine. . . . She sank back, 
half-conscious. He had fired at her! . . . When she 
opened her eyes again, struggling for mastery of her 
whirling senses, the Cadillac was moving. An instant 
later the big car roared in reverse, squealed about, 
and shot past her like lightning, hell bent in the 
direction from which they had come. . . .

Patience managed to crawl out into the road. Rowe 
was still lying in the rubble, pale and still. She fum­
bled beneath his coat for his heart. It was beating!

“Oh, Gordon, Gordon!” she sobbed. “I’m so glad. 
I’m so glad.”

He groaned and opened his eyes, started up, sank 
back with a wince. “Pat,” he said hollowly. “What 
happened? Did he—”

“Where are you hurt, Gordon?” cried Patience. “I 
must get you to a doctor. I’ll have to—”

He sat up weakly and together they investigated. 
His left arm was bloody. Patience pulled his coat off; 
he winced again. A bullet had passed through the 
fleshy part of his upper arm.

“Hell,” he said disgustedly. “Fainted like a woman. 
Here, bind this up, Pat old girl, and we’ll chase that 
damned murderer.”

“But—”
“Don’t need a doctor. Just bind it up. Come on”
Kneeling in the rubble, she tore away part of the 

tail of his shirt and bound the wound tightly. He re­
fused her assistance in rising; indeed, shoved her 
roughly in the driver’s seat and sprang into the car 
himself.

Patience turned the car about and made off, a little 
tremulously, after the Cadillac. A half-mile down the 
road Rowe commanded her to stop and rather weakly 
clambered out to pick up something lying in the middle 
of the road. It was Patience’s linen bag, open.

The long manila envelope with its cryptic symbol 
written on the stationery of the Saxon Library was 
gone.

And so was the Cadillac.



AN HOUR later, sobbing against Mr. Drury Lane’s 
aged and concerned breast, Miss Patience Thumm re­
lated in tumbling syllables the story of the hold-up 
and their incredible adventure. Gordon Rowe sat by 
on a bench in the gardens, white-faced but quite 
calm. His coat lay on the grass, and the bandage 
about his arm was stiff with blood. Little Quacey, 
Lane’s ancient retainer, was scurrying away for warm 
water and bandages.

“Now, now, my dear,” soothed the old gentleman, 
“don’t take it so hard. Thank heaven it wasn’t worse. 
Gordon, I’m dreadfully sorry I I never dreamed, Pa­
tience, that you would come out here with the en­
velope. I recognized a certain theoretical element of 
danger, but I knew the Inspector always goes armed. 
. . . Quacey!” he called after the old man, “telephone 
Inspector Thumm at his office.”

“But it’s all my fault! ” sniffled Patience. “See, I’ve 
got your jacket all wet. Gordon, are you all right? 
. . . Oh, I’ve lost the envelope. I could strangle that 
beast!”

“You’re both very fortunate children,” said Lane 
dryly. “Obviously your assailant wasn’t the sort who 
would be stopped by mere considerations of humani­
tarianism. . . . Yes, Quacey?”

“He’s frothing,” said Quacey in a trembling voice. 
“Falstaff is coming with the water.”

“Falstaff!” said Gordon Rowe bitterly. “Oh, yes.” 
He passed his good hand slowly over his eyes. “I’m 
going to see this thing through, sir,” he said to Lane.

“Indeed. The first thing you need, young man, is 
medical attention. Here comes Dr. Martini in his 
runabout, by George! . . . Patience, speak to your 
father.”

Patience went to Rowe, hesitated, they looked at 
each other for an instant, and then she turned and 
ran toward the house.

A small battered Ford clattered up the main drive­
way and the white head of Dr. Martini leaned out in 
greeting.

“Martini!” called Mr. Drury Lane. “How fortunate. 
I’ve a patient for you. Gordon, sit still. You alw’ays 
were an impetuous youngster. Doctor, have a look at 
this young man’s arm.”

“Water,” said the physician briefly, after one glance 
at the crusted blood.

A little pot-bellied man—Falstaff, in person—hurried 
up with a huge basin of warm water.

The black Cadillac was found abandoned at the 
edge of a road near Bronxville late that night, as a 
result of Inspector Thumm’s raging efforts and the 
assistance of the Westchester police. It proved to be 
a rented car. It had been hired from a transparently 
innocent dealer in Irvington during the morning before 
by a tall silent man well muffled in a dark topcoat. 
No, that was all he could remember about the man.

On Lane’s suggestion, the clerks of the Irvington 
telegraph office were questioned. One of them recalled 

the brief visit of the tall man in the dark topcoat.
The Cadillac was found. The manner in which the 

tall man had learned of the accessibility of the envelope 
was thus cleared up. But of the tall man himself and 
the stolen envelope there was not the faintest trace.

CHAPTER XVI

THE HORSESHOE RING
A SILENT company left The Hamlet 
the next morning—which was, Patience 
thought, incredibly only Saturday—in 
Mr. Drury Lane’s car. Patience’s road­
ster was left behind. Young Mr. Rowe, 
his left arm in a sling, sat sulkily be­

tween Lane and Patience, frowning and refusing to 
talk. Lane was deep in thought, and Patience was 
near tears.

“My dear child,” said the old gentleman after a 
while, “don’t blame yourself so bitterly! It wasn’t 
your fault. I haven’t forgiven myself for causing you 
to run into danger.”

“But I lost the paper,” wailed Patience.
“It isn’t really cosmic. I fancy we can manage 

without it.”
“Then why,” said Rowe suddenly, “did you wire 

for it?”
Lane sighed. “I had a thought,” he said; and lapsed 

into silence.
Dromio stopped at Dr. Martini’s cottage, and the 

physician without a word climbed into the tonneau to 
join them. A quick digital examination of the young 
man’s wounded arm, and he nodded, sat back, closed 
his eyes, and proceeded to fall asleep.

When they entered the city limits Mr. Drury Lane 
roused himself. “I think we had better take you home 
first, Gordon.”

“Home!” said Mr. Rowe bitterly.
“Dromio, the Saxon house. . . . Look at Martini. 

Fast asleep! ” The old man chuckled. “That comes 
of having a pure heart, my boy. If you hadn’t played 
Romeo to Patience’s Juliet. . . .”

They found the Saxon mansion as usual forbidding 
and deserted. The butler with the wonderful sideburns 
was sorry once more; Mrs. Saxon was “out.” His 
stony eyes widened a trifle at the sight of Rowe’s 
bandaged arm, and for an instant he looked almost 
human.

Old Crabbe, however, apparently considered a bullet 
in a young man’s arm a great jest; for after a long 
stare he broke into his disagreeable chortle and 
wheezed: “That’s for meddling! Who broke your arm, 
you young devil?” and all the while he glanced side- 
wise at Lane’s calm face and the imperturbable coun­
tenance of Dr. Martini.

Rowe flushed, and his one good fist tightened.
“We should like to see,” said Mr. Drury Lane 

hastily, “a sheet of your Saxon Library stationery,



Mr. Crabbe.”
“What, again?”
“Please.”
Crabbe shrugged and scurried off, to return shortly 

with a blank sheet of stationery from the library.
“Yes, that’s precisely like the other,” murmured 

Lane to Dr. Martini, taking the sheet from Crabbe’s 
talons. “What do you think?”

The physician fingered the paper thoughtfully. Then 
he took it to one of the reception-room windows, 
jerked aside the heavy drapes, and examined the paper 
with narrowed eyes. Once he held it at arm’s length; 
once he brought it to within two inches of his eyes. 
... He dropped the drapes and sauntered back, to 
place the sheet of gray paper on a table. “Yes,” he 
said quietly, “what you suspected is very likely true.”

“Ah I ” said Lane with a curious inflection.
“As I told you, we know very little about—what you 

brought up. This must be an extremely rare case. I 
should really like to see him.”

“So should I,” murmured Lane. “So should I, 
Martini. Well!” He eyed the young couple with a 
twinkle. “Shall we go? Au revoir, Gordon—”

“No,” said Mr. Rowe. “I stick.” His jaw protruded 
very handsomely.

“I don’t think you should,” said Patience. “A nap—” 
But she was watching Dr. Martini in a puzzled way.

“Dear, dear,” said Crabbe, rubbing his hands. “The 
possessive instinct of the female! Beware, Rowe. . . . 
Would you mind telling me, Mr. Lane, what all this 
rigmarole means?”

But the old gentleman was gazing fondly at Patience 
and Rowe, and since his affliction was well-known he 
merely murmured: “I fancy a call upon the Inspector 
is in order. Doctor, I shall send you home in my 
car. Send Dromio back. We’ll taxi downtown, chil­
dren. . . . Ah, Mr. Crabbe! So kind of you. Good 
day.”

“WHAT HAPPENED to you?” demanded the In­
spector of Rowe, after he had embraced his daughter 
and been properly embraced in return.

“Stopped a bullet, sir.”
“Oh, sure! Patty did tell me last night.” Thumm 

grinned. “Well, that’ll teach you to stick your two 
cents in, younker. Sit down, the lot of you. A stick- 
up, hey ? By God, I wish I’d been -there 1 ”

“You’d have stopped a bullet, too,” said Mr. Rowe 
shortly.

“Hmm. Any idea who this bird was, Patty?”
Patience sighed. “He was all bundled up, Father. 

And I’m afraid I wasn’t in the observant mood at the 
moment, with—with Gordon lying bleeding in the 
road.”

“How about his voice? You told me he asked for 
the envelope.”

“Disguised. I could tell that much.”
“Fired at you.” The Inspector sat back dreamily.

“Now that’s more like it. He’s coming out in the 
open. I like that.” Then he sighed. “But I’m afraid 
I shan’t be able to mess around with this thing much 
longer. I’m in a jewel-robbery case up to my neck—”

“Have you done anything about that list of disap­
pearances?” asked Lane. “That’s really why I’ve come 
in, Inspector.”

Thumm picked up a bulky sheaf of typewritten pa­
pers and tossed it across the desk. “Can’t find a single 
record here of a murdered or missing man connected 
with books or the book world.”

The old gentleman examined the list himself. “Odd,” 
he muttered. “One of the oddest features of the whole 
affair. Yet what else could he have intended?”

“That was my hunch too, you’ll remember. Well, 
I’m ready to call quits. It’s all too deep and dirty 
for me.”

The telephone rang in the anteroom outside. Miss 
Brodie’s tragic voice could be heard appealing for 
information. Then the Inspector’s instrument rang, 
and he took up the receiver.

“Hello! . . . Oh. . . . What?”
The angry red which flushed Thumm’s granite face 

like a danger-signal when he became excited surged 
into evidence. His eyes bulged. The others looked at 
him, puzzled.

“Be right over!” He banged the receiver and sprang 
from his chair.

“What’s happened, Father? Who was that?” asked 
Patience swiftly.

“Choate! At the museum,” shouted Thumm. “Some­
thing’s happened over there and he wants us to come 
over at once! ”

“Now what?” said Rowe, rising. “This is the crazi­
est business!”

The old gentleman rose slowly; his eyes snapped.
“It would be extremely curious if. . . .”

“If what?” asked Patience as they hurried out to 
the elevator.

Lane shrugged. “Every event, as Schiller said, is a 
judgment of God. Let’s wait and see. I have great 
faith in the consistency of the divine order, my child.”

She was silent as they stepped into the elevator. 
Then she said: “Just what did Dr. Martini’s examina­
tion of that sheet of Saxon stationery mean ? I’ve been 
trying to think—”

“Don’t, Patience. It’s interesting and pertinent, but 
scarcely important at this stage. Some day—who 
knows?—it may serve a useful purpose.”

THEY FOUND the Britannic Museum 
seething with excitement. Dr. Choate, the 
hairs of his goatee bristling, met them 
behind the bronze head of Shakespeare. 
“Glad you came,” he said fretfully. 
“This has been the most annoying day.

. . . Rowe, what’s happened to your arm? Accident, 
eh? . . . Come in, come in!”



He burned them through the reception room to his 
office. There they found a strange company. Tall Dt 
Sedlar, his lean face flushed, paced the floor with a 
frown; a burly policeman was planted solidly behind 
a chair; his hand gripped his riot-stick; and in the 
chair sat a tall, dark, Latinish creature with sullen 
eyes in which lurked a beady demon of fear. His 
clothes, badly rumpled as if by a struggle, were of 
clamorous design; a natty pearl-gray fedora lay ig­
nominiously on the floor beside him.

“What's this?” growled Inspector Thumm, stopping 
in the doorway. Then a hard grin lifted his lips. 
“Well, well,” he said softly. “Look who’s here.”

Simultaneously there were two swift intakes of 
breath. One came from Gordon Rowe, the other from 
the Italian in the chair.

“Hullo, Coburn,” said the Inspector genially to the 
policeman behind the chair. “You still poundin’ a 
beat?”

The officer’s eyes widened. “Inspector Thumm! 
Ain't seen you in a dog’s age!” He saluted with a 
grin.

“Haven’t been around in a dog’s age,” remarked 
the Inspector in a cheerful voice. He advanced and 
took his stand three feet before the man in the chair, 
who cowered and sullenly dropped his eyes. “Well, 
well, Joe, and what are you doin’ in a museum? 
Graduated from the ranks of dips? Don’t tell me 
you’re goin’ to college! Last time I ran across you 
you were liftin’ leathers. Stand up when I talk to 
you! ” The words crackled and, startled, the Italian 
jumped out of the chair to stand fingering his shriek­
ing cravat and studying the Inspector’s shoes.

“This man,” said Dr. Choate in an agitated voice, 
“somehow got into the museum a few minutes ago 
and Dr. Sedlar caught him in the Saxon Room prowl­
ing about and disturbing the books.”

“Indeed?” murmured Mr. Drury Lane, advancing 
into the room.

“We called in this officer, but the man refuses to 
tell who he is, how he managed to get into the build­
ing, or what he was after,” complained the curator. 
“Lord, I can’t understand what’s happening to us!”

“Precisely what was he doing, Dr. Sedlar,” asked 
Lane, “when you surprised him in the Saxon Room ?”

The Englishman coughed. “Most amazin’ thing, Mr. 
Lane. You would say—ah—a creature of his intellec­
tual level would scarcely be the sort to go after rare 
books. And yet I’m positive he meant to steal some­
thing. He was, as Dr. Choate has said, prowling 
among the cases.”

“The Jaggard case?” asked Lane sharply.
“Yes.”
“Won’t tell his name, hey?” said the Inspector with 

a broad grin. “Well, we can help there, hey, Joe? 
This prime hunk of sneakin’ devilment is Mr. Joe 
Villa, one of the best pickpockets in the game when I 
knew him, recently turned second-story man—general 

sneak-thief, dip, stool-pigeon, and everything that 
stinks. Right, Joe?”

“I ain’t done nuttin’,” croaked the Italian.
“How’d you get in, Joe?”
Silence.
“What’s the pay-off? Who sent you? It’s a cinch 

that dumb piece of cauliflower you call a brain didn’t 
think up this stunt!”

The man licked his lips; his small black eyes shifted 
rapidly from face to face. “Nobody put me up to this 
job! ” he cried passionately. “I—I just come in, ’a’s 
all, just come in for a look aroun’.”

“To read a book, hey?” chuckled Thumm. “You 
know this heel, don’t you, Coburn?”

The policeman blushed. “Why, no, Inspector, can’t 
say I do. I—I guess he’s been layin’ low since you 
left the Department.”

“Tsk, tsk, what’s the world coming to?” clucked the 
Inspector sadly. “Well, Joe, you gain’ to talk or do 
we have to take you down to h.q. and give you a 
taste of the pipe?”

“Ain’t done nuttin’,” mumbled Villa surlily, but his 
face blanched.

Gordon Rowe stepped forward; his wounded arm 
flapped a little. “I think,” he said calmly, “that I 
can help, Inspector.” Villa darted a glance at him; he 
seemed bewildered; then he searched Rowe’s face 
wildly as if seeking some familiar feature. “He was 
in that group of school teachers who visited the mu­
seum the day the 1599 Jaggard was stolen!”

“Gordon, you’re sure?” cried Patience.
“Positive. I knew him the moment I stepped into 

this room.”
“Gordon,” said Lane swiftly, “which was he?”
“I don’t know, sir. But he was in the group. In 

the museum that day, I’ll swear.”
Dr. Sedlar was studying Villa as if he were a lab­

oratory specimen under the microscope. Then he re­
treated and effaced himself against the drape of one 
of the long windows.

“Speak up, Joe,” said Thumm grimly. “What were 
you doing here when you horned in on that school- 
marm party? Don’t tell me you’ve got a license to 
teach school in Indiana! ” Villa’s thin lips clamped 
together. “All right, wise guy. Dr. Choate, may I use 
your ’phone?”

“What you gonna do?” asked Villa suddenly.
“Put the finger on you.” Thumm dialed a number. 

“Mr. Theofel? Thumm, of the Thumm Detective 
Agency. Is George Fisher around? . . . Swell. And 
how about Barbey, your starter? Behavin’ himself? 
. . . Say, can you spare the boys for a half-hour? . . . 
Fine. Send ’em up pronto to the Britannic Museum on 
Fifth and Sixty-fifth.”

STALWART GEORGE FISHER and the red-faced 
bus-starter tramped in with rather drawn faces. They 
took in the silent company, and then both men riveted 



their attention upon the cowering man in the chair.
“Fisher,” said the Inspector, “do you recognize this 

scum ?’’
“Sure do,” drawled Fisher. “He’s one of the two 

guys got in with the school teachers.”
Villa snarled: “Nerts! It’s a frame!”
“Shut up, Joe. Which one, Fisher?”
Fisher shrugged. “Don’t remember, Chief,” he said 

regretfully.
The Inspector swung on Barbey. The bus-starter 

was nervous and kept stroking his jowls with a flabby 
hand. “You ought to know, Barbey. You actually 
must have talked to this weasel. He was one of the 
two men who bribed you to let ’em get on the bus, 
wasn’t he?”

VILLA STARED venomously at the bus­
starter. Barbey muttered: “Yeah. Yeah, 
I think so.”

“You think so! Was he or wasn’t he?” 
“Yes, sir. He was.”
“Which one?”

“The second.”
“The nineteenth man!” whispered Patience to Rowe.
“Sure? No mistake about it?”
Barbey lunged forward, and a squealing sound came 

from Villa’s dark throat. For a moment they were 
stunned, staring at the scuffling men. Then the police­
man leaped into the fray, and Thumm.

“For the love of Mike,” panted the Inspector, “you 
gone nuts, Barbey? What’s the big idea?”

Coburn secured a stranglehold on the sneak-thief’s 
collar and jerked him viciously three times. The man 
gagged and became limp. Barbey snatched at Villa’s 
left hand, gripping the sallow wrist. The yellow-brown 
skin twitched.

“The ring,” said Barbey heavily. “The ring.”
On the little finger of Villa’s left hand there was a 

curious circlet of platinum, displaying a small horse­
shoe of the same metal set with twinkling diamond 
chips.

Villa moistened his dry lips. “A’ right,” he croaked. 
“You got me. I was the guy.”

CHAPTER XVII

ACCUSATION No. 2

“AH,” said the Inspector. “Coburn, let 
go. He’ll talk now.”

Villa looked about with despairing 
eyes. Everywhere he met grim faces. He 
nodded almost wearily.

“Sit down there, Joe, and take it easy,” 
continued Thumm with a wink at the officer. Coburn 
pushed the chair against the backs of the man’s legs, 
and he sat down heavily. The others made a ring 
about the chair, watchful and unsmiling.

“So you were the nineteenth man in the bus, Joe,” 

began Thumm in an easy tone. Villa shrugged. “You 
gave Barbey here a five-spot to let you join the party, 
hey? Why? What was the game?”

Villa blinked and said carefully: “I was on a tail.”
“Oho,” said the Inspector. “So that’s it! Followin’ 

this bird in the blue hat, hey?”
Villa started. “How the hell—!” His eyes fell. 

“Yeah.”
“All right, Joe, that’s oke for a starter. Tell us 

some more. Did you know this bird?”
“Yeah.”
Patience sighed with excitement; Rowe gripped her 

hand, cautioning her to silence.
“Well, well, Joe! I’m not talkin’ for my health.”
Villa croaked: “I know this guy, see. He gives me 

a C to do a little job about two mont’s ago, see—■”
“What kind of job?” asked the Inspector quickly.
Villa writhed in the chair. “Just a—a job, ’a’s all.” 
Thumm gripped the thief’s shoulder; Villa sat very 

still. “Take it easy, will ya?” he whined. “I’m— 
You’ll let me off if I come clean?”

“Spill it, Joe.”
Villa dug his pointed chin into the folds of his blaz­

ing necktie and mumbled: “House. Fift’ Avenoo. He 
tells me to get in, see, an’ swipe a book—”

Mr. Drury Lane’s thrilling baritone rang clear over 
Villa’s averted head. “Whose house, and what book?”

“Saxon’s the handle. An’ the book—” Villa jerked 
a dirty thumb at Rowe. “This bozo said it a while 
back. Jag—Jag—”

“The 1599 Jaggard?”
“Yeah. ’A’s it.”
“Then this man,” cried Patience, “must be the one 

who broke into the Saxon library and stole the forged 
Jaggard!”

“Apparently,” muttered Gordon Rowe. “So you’re 
the scoundrel I chased that night! ”

“Let’s get this straight,” said the Inspector. “Joe, 
this bird in the blue hat—had a bushy mustache, too, 
hey?—hired you to break into the Saxon house on 
Fifth Avenue a couple of months ago and steal a 
book. What was the title, just to make sure?”

“Well,” said Villa with a dark frown, “it was some- 
pin’ ’bout a pil-grim. Some kind o’—” he licked his 
lips—“o’ sex book.”

Patience giggled. "The Passionate Pilgrim!”
“Yeah! ’A’s it!”
“And that's all he told you to hook?”
“Yeah. He says: ‘Git into the lib’ary, see, an’ 

look aroun’ for a book in a kind o’ blue leather bind­
ing, see, an’ it’s called The Passionate Pilgrim by this 
bird Shakespeare, see, an’ it says inside it was printed 
by a bozo called Jag—Jaggard in 1599,’ he says.”

"And he gave you a hundred bucks for the job?”
“ ’A’s right, Chief.”
“So you hooked it, hey, and forked it over?”
“Well,” muttered Villa, “maybe I did take a good 

look at it before, see. A lousy book! This boid was 



noivous, see, an’ I’m wise to him. He didn’t want no 
lousy book, no, sir! Somepin' in ’at book, I says to 
m’self. So I gives it the old o-o. But there wasn’t 
nuttin’. He wasn’t foolin’ Joe Villa, though. I knew 
’ere was somepin’ about ’at book. So ’at’s why—”

“I see,” drawled the Inspector. “I get it now. You 
couldn’t find anything in the book, but you figured 
there was somethin’ about it that was ready dough 
if a man was willing to pay you a hundred bucks to 
steal it. So that’s why you followed this bird in the 
blue hat!”

“Figgered if there was cush. ... I tailed ’m aroun’. 
I says to m’self I’ll lay low, see, an’ keep my eyes 
open, an’ maybe I’ll get the lunch-hooks into what 
this guy’s after. Then ’at day when he acts so damn’ 
funny, an’ I sees him slip this bus-starter here a green 
boy, I says to m’self: ‘Joe,’ I says, ‘here's somepin’ 
doin.’ So I does the same, see, an’ I tails him all the 
way to this here dump, an’ I sees him smash in the 
glass of one o’ the cases in ’at room—”

“Ah,” said Lane. “The truth at last. What else did 
you see?”

“He takes a book outa his pocket an’ he puts it in 
the case in place of a blue book he takes out, see. 
Then I says to m’self: ‘Joe,’ I says, ‘you’re hot. ’At’s 
the same kind o’ book you hooked for this guy be­
fore,’ I says. So when he finishes I starts to tail him, 
see, an’ I gets mixed up in the mob of highbrows an’ 
I don’t see him for a couple o’ minutes, an’ ’en when 
I fades outside he’s gone. So I goes back with the 
mob. ’At’s all, Inspector, cross me heart! ”

“You haven’t got a heart,” said Thumm genially. 
“You kept on the tail, Joe. Why lie?”

Villa’s little eyes fell. “Well, maybe I did go back 
to this bird’s hangout after. I hangs aroun’, see, but 
I don’t see nuttin’. An’ I goes back the next day an’ 
I don’t see nuttin’. So ’a’s why I comes back here 
t’day to see maybe I can find out what the hell it’s 
all about.”

“You poor sap! What could you expect to find?” 
It was pathetically apparent that Villa, an unintelli­
gent animal with the lowest variety of cunning, had 
been plunged into an adventure whose implications 
were far above his low-browed head. “Now listen to 
me, Joe. That day when you lost this man, did you 
notice the special cop on duty here?”

“Yeah. I snuck by. Looked kinda familiar. He 
didn’t spot me.”

“That was Donoghue, an ex-cop. Didn’t you see 
Donoghue following your man around?”

Villa gasped. “Cripes! ’A’s right! ’A’s why I 
couldn’t tail ’m, see? This special dick, he had his 
eyes open. But then I lost ’em both.”

“Have you seen Donoghue since that day?” asked 
Lane slowly.

“Naw.”
“How did you come to be hired by this man in 

the blue hat?”

“He—he looks me up downtown, see?”
“Recommended by the fraternity,” said the Inspec­

tor with heavy sarcasm. “By God, we’re gettin’ some­
where! Joe, where’s he hang out? You delivered the 
book to him somewhere, so don’t say you don’t know.”

“He met me in town, Chief, honest to Gawd.”
“Yes, but you trailed him that day to the bus. 

“Where’s he live?”
“He’s got a dump of a shack up the line, Inspector. 

Between Irvington an’ Tarrytown.”
“Know his name?”
“Tol’ me his handle was Dr. Ales.”
“Dr. Ales, hey?” said Thumm softly. “Lane, we’re 

in luck. All ties up. Ales set this rat to robbin’ the 
Saxon house, saw the book was a forgery, came here 
after the real one, evidently got it. . . . Same bird 
who left that note with me, who visited the Saxon 
house and swiped the stationery. Swell! Listen, heel,” 
he said fiercely to Villa, “what’s this Dr. Ales look 
like? I want a damn’ good description of him!”

Villa rose suddenly from the chair. It was as if 
before this he had been biding his time, as if from 
the beginning he had expected this question and had 
been preparing himself with a species of wolfish exul­
tation for it. His lips curled back from his gums in 
a snarl, disclosing hideous black-flecked yellow teeth. 
He whirled so quickly that Patience cried out a little, 
and the Inspector took a swift step forward. But Villa 
merely shot his dirty finger, on which the horseshoe 
ring glittered evilly, over his shoulder.

“Describe him?” he shrilled. “Ain’t ’at a pleasure! 
’Ere’s your Dr. Ales! ’At wise guy there!”

He was pointing squarely at Dr. Hamnet Sedlar.

CHAPTER XVII!

CONTRADICTION IN TERMS

DR. ALONZO CHOATE’S tufted jaw 
waggled toward his chest; his eyes opened 
to their widest dimensions, and he gog­
gled at Joe Villa. Dr. Sedlar blinked a 
little; then he turned quickly pale, and 
little bunches of muscle ridged themselves 

along his lean jawline like the spinal column of a 
hairless animal.

“I say,” he began harshly, “that’s a bit thick.” He 
glared at Villa. “You swine,” he snarled, “that’s not 
true and you know it!”

Villa’s beady eyes glittered. “Come off that perch, 
Yer Lordship. You know damn’ well you’re the guy 
hired me to swipe that book!”

For a moment it seemed as if the Englishman con­
templated physical assault upon the malignant dark 
visage of the Italian. No one spoke. To Lane, to 
Patience, to Rowe, to Inspector Thumm, Villa’s accu­
sation had come only as a mild shock; and they waited 
quietly, allowing the drama to play itself out. Dr. 
Choate seemed paralyzed.



Dr. Sedlar sighed at last, the blood returning to his 
thin cheeks. “This is, of course, utterly preposterous,” 
he smiled. “The man is either a maniac or a wilful 
liar.” He studied the faces about him, and lost his 
smile. “Lord,” he cried, “you don’t really believe him?”

Villa snickered; he seemed very sure of himself.
“Pipe down, rat,” said the Inspector softly. “The 

funny part of it is, Dr. Sedlar, that this isn’t the first 
time we’ve been told you were a man who used the 
name of Dr. Ales.”

Sedlar drew himself up. “I am beginning to think 
that this is a damnable conspiracy. Dr. Choate, what 
do you know about this?”

The curator passed a trembling hand over his goatee. ■ 
“Well, really. ... I don’t know what to think. This 
is the first I’ve heard—”

“And who is this other person who has accused me 
of being—” the Englishman’s eyes flickered—“Dr. 
Ales?”

“Crabbe, Mrs. Saxon’s librarian. He says that on 
May sixth you visited the Saxon house, giving the 
name of Dr. Ales.”

"May sixth?” said Dr. Sedlar haughtily. “You see 
what utter rot this is, Inspector. On May sixth, as 
you may discover by cabling my former associates at 
the Kensington Museum, I was in London. In fact, 
on May seventh I attended a farewell banquet there 
in my honor.”

Beneath the Inspector’s politely inquiring air there 
was deep bafflement. “Well, I s’pose that lets you out, 
then. On the Crabbe count.” His bleak eyes flashed 
suddenly. “But how about the day of the theft in the 
museum?”

“I tell you that’s the guy I ” screamed Villa in a rage.
“Damn you, Joe, shut up,” said Thumm fiercely. 

“Well, Doctor?”
The Englishman shrugged. “I’m afraid I’m stupid, 

Inspector. I don’t understand the question. Surely you 
know that on the day this—this creature invaded the 
Britannic Museum I was on the high seas?”

“That would be swell if it were true. But it’s not!”
Dr. Choate gasped. Dr. Sedlar blinked for the third 

time, and his monocle fell to his breast. “What do 
you mean?” he said slowly.

“This Dr. Ales rifled the Jaggard cabinet on these 
premises on May twenty-seventh. . . .”

“Bah!” roared Dr. Choate. “I think this has gone 
far enough. I see no point in badgering Dr. Sedlar 
further. His boat from England did not make port 
until midnight of the twenty-eighth and didn’t dock 
until the morning of the twenty-ninth. So you see 
it’s impossible, even in theory, for him to have been 
the man who stole—I beg your pardon, Doctor!—the 
1599 Jaggard.”

Dr. Sedlar said nothing. He acknowledged the cura­
tor’s heated defense with a faint smile and looked 
inquiringly at the Inspector.

Thumm frowned. “That’s the queer part of it, Dr.

Choate. If that were true I’d kick our friend Villa in 
the slack of the pants and forget the whole thing. 
But it isn’t. Because Sedlar here wasn’t on that boat! ”

“Not on that boat!” gasped the curator. “Dr. 
Sedlar, what—why—?”

The Englishman’s shoulders sagged and a tired look 
crept into his eye. But he still said nothing.

“Well, were you, Dr. Sedlar?” asked Thumm 
quietly. ,

Dr. Sedlar sighed. “I see now how an innocent man 
may become entangled in a web of incriminating cir­
cumstances. . . . No, Doctor, I was not on that boat, 
as the Inspector says. Although how he found—”

“Checked up on you. You left England on the 
Carinthia Friday, May seventeenth, which docked in 
New York harbor on Wednesday, May twenty-second. 
That means you were in New York a full week earlier 
than you pretended. That makes you a damned good 
possibility, I’ll tell you!”

“I see,” murmured the Englishman. “Most dis­
tressin’, to be sure. Yes, that’s quite correct, gentle­
men. I arrived in New York a week earlier than I 
publicly claimed. But still I fail to see—”

“What’s the game? Why’d you lie?”
Dr. Sedlar smiled. “An ugly word, Inspector. I see 

that I’m on what you Americans so vigorously term 
‘the spot.’ ” He leaned suddenly against Dr. Choate’s 
desk and folded his arms. “You’re entitled to an ex­
planation. I know Dr. Choate will forgive the pre­
varication, but the point is that I wanted a week in 
New York to myself. Had I announced my arrival I 
should have been constrained to get in touch with 
the Britannic at once, which would have hampered 
my movements. To avoid the necessity of—ah—rather 
tedious explanations, I simply said that I’d crossed a 
week later than I did in actuality.”

“What was this week’s vacation in the city for?”
“That, Inspector,” replied Dr. Sedlar with a cour­

teous smile, “I’m afraid I must refuse to answer. It 
was purely a personal affair.”

“Oh, yeah?” sneered Thumm. “I thought—”
Mr. Drury Lane said gently: “Come, come, Inspec­

tor, a man has a right to a certain amount of privacy, 
you know. I see no purpose in heckling Dr. Sedlar. 
He has explained away a curious detail—”

Joe Villa bounced to his feet, his features writhing 
with passion. “Sure! I knew it! ” he screeched. 
“Sure you’ll believe him! But I tell you ’at’s the guy 
hired me to pull the Saxon job an’ the guy I tailed 
here that day! Gonna let him get away with it?”

“Sit down, Joe,” said the Inspector wearily. “All 
right, Doctor; only I’m telling you right now it looks 
screwy to me.”

Sedlar nodded a little stiffly. “I’m sure you’ll find 
it all a mistake. At that time I shall, of course, expect 
an apology.” He screwed the monocle back under his 
eyebrows and stared icicles at Thumm.

“If I may ask a question,” said Patience in a charm­



ing voice in the silence. “Dr. Sedlar, do you know 
this man who calls himself Ales?"

“Child—” began Lane.
“Oh, it’s perfectly all right, sir,” said the English­

man with a smile. “Miss Thumm no doubt has the 
right to ask. No, I can’t say I do. It strikes a faintly 
reminiscent note—” 

“HE USED to write for The Str atjord 
Quarterly,” said Rowe suddenly.

“Ah! No doubt that’s why I thought 
I had heard it somewhere.”

“And now,” interrupted the curator, 
coming nervously forward. “I’m sure 

we’ve had enough of accusations and recriminations.
Inspector, I suggest we all forget today’s little unpleas­
antness. I see no point in pressing a charge against 
this man Villa—”

“No, no,” agreed Dr. Sedlar politely. “No harm done 
at all.”

“Here, wait a minute,” objected Coburn, the police­
man. “I’ve got my duty, gentlemen. This man’s got 
a charge of attempted burglary against him, an’ I can’t 
just let him go. And then he’s just confessed to 
breakin’ into Mrs. Saxon’s mansion. . . .” ,

“Good heavens,” sighed Patience to her young com­
panion. “We’re getting mixed up again. My head’s 
spinning.”

“There’s something uncommonly rotten about all 
this, darling,” muttered the young man. “All right, 
Pat, not darling! But I feel there’s just one little 
key to the whole business, a clarifying element—”

Joe Villa stood very still, his vulturous head sway­
ing from side to side, his little eyes gleaming darkly.

“Well—” began Thumm doubtfully.
“Inspector,” murmured Lane. Thumm looked up. 

“One moment, please.” The old gentleman took him 
aside and for a moment they conferred in low tones. 
Thumm continued to look doubtful; then he shrugged 
and beckoned Coburn. The officer reluctantly relin­
quished his grip on Villa and stalked over to listen 
with a grim expression to the Inspector’s gruff voice. 
The others looked on in silence.

Finally Coburn said: “Well, okay, Inspector, but 
I'll have to hand in my report just the same.”

“Sure. I’ll make it all right with your lieutenant.”
Coburn touched his visor and pounded out.
Joe Villa sighed and relaxed against the table. 

Thumm left the room in search of a telephone, ignor­
ing the instrument on the desk. The curator began 
an earnest murmur of conversation with Dr. Sedlar. 
Mr. Drury Lane dreamily regarded a crisp old engrav­
ing of the Droeshout portrait on Dr. Choate’s wall. 
As for Patience and Rowe, they stood shoulder to 
shoulder without speaking. It was as if they all waited 
for something to happen.

The Inspector stamped back. “Villa,” he said short­
ly. The thief snapped to attention. “You’re my baby.

Come along.”
“Where—where you takin’ me?”
“You’ll find out soon enough.” The two scholars had 

stopped talking and were regarding Thumm with anx­
ious, solemn eyes. “Dr. Sedlar, you remaining here?”

“I beg your pardon?” murmured the Englishman, 
astonished.

“We’re taking a little jaunt out to this Dr. Ales's 
house,” explained the Inspector with a sly smile. “I 
thought you might like to come along.”

“Hey—” croaked Villa.
Dr. Sedlar frowned. “I’m afraid I don’t quite under­

stand.”
“Dr. Sedlar and I have many things to go over 

today,” said Dr. Choate frigidly.
“Quite so.” Lane moved suddenly. “Inspector, 

please. I shudder to think of what Dr. Sedlar will 
think of our American hospitality after this ghastly 
affair. By the way, Doctor, where are you stopping in 
the event we need you in an—ah—emergency?”

“At the Hotel Seneca, Mr. Lane.”
“Thank you. Come along, Inspector. Patience, Gor­

don, I suppose we can’t shake you off, eh?” The old 
gentleman chuckled. “Ah, inquisitive youth,” and he 
shook his head sadly and moved toward the door.

CHAPTER XIX

THE HOUSE OF MYSTERY
AT T'HE sullen direction of the dark 
Italian, Dromio swung the Lincoln off 
the main highway between Irvington and 
Tarrytown into a narrow road, little more 
than a gravelly lane bordered by over­
hanging trees. From a humming con­

crete world they plunged suddenly into a cool wilder­
ness. Birds and insects stirred the leaves above and 
about them. There was no sign of human life any­
where. The road wound and pirouetted through the 
green trees like a live thing.

“Sure this is it?” asked Thumm fretfully.
Villa nodded in a wary way. “I oughta know.”
They drove through what seemed an interminable 

forest, and all were pale and silent. Dr. Ales at last 1 
It did appear as if the perplexities of the past few 
weeks would be cleared away. Tensely they watched 
the trees flow by.

Then, without warning, the foliage fell away and 
they came upon another lane—the first exit they had 
encountered since turning off the main road a mile 
behind. This lane was a rough driveway branching 
snakily off to the left, running through thick dusty 
underbrush to what appeared to be a house set some 
fifty yards away. They could see a crumbling, patch­
work, gabled roof through the trees.

“Turn off here,” croaked Villa. “This is it. Now 
can I—?”

“You sit tight,” said the Inspector grimly. “Take 



it easy, old boy,” he ordered Dromio, who had brought 
the big car to rest. ‘‘We don’t want to scare anybody 
away. Quiet, everybody.”

Dromio nosed the machine into the narrow side­
lane, handling it as if it were a feather. The car 
crept softly along; the lane widened a trifle; and then 
it emerged into a small clearing before a weather­
beaten wooden house which looked like the grand­
father of all neglected old houses. Its paint, once 
white no doubt, was now a dirty gray-yellow; it hung 
in curled slivers from the walls, giving the structure 
the disagreeable appearance of a peeling potato. There 
was a tiny porch before the house, and the wooden 
steps leading up to it sagged crazily. All the visible 
windows were tightly shuttered, and these seemed stout 
enough. The trees on the sides brushed the walls. On 
the left side of the house leaned a tired old woodshed. 
Not ten feet from the shed there was a dilapidated 
little one-story building, apparently a garage; its 
double door was closed. Telephone and electric wires 
stuck out from the house and the garage and plunged 
mysteriously into the wilderness beyond.

“What a lovely old ruin 1 ” exclaimed Patience.
“Ssh!” said the Inspector vehemently. “All right, 

Drome. You stick here, you people, while I do a 
little scoutin’ around. No funny business, Joe. If 
you’re on the level about this I’ll see you don’t 
suffer.”

He climbed quickly out of the car, crossed the clear­
ing, and with amazing lightness for a man of his 
bulk mounted the steps to the porch. The door was 
a solid one, although it suffered from the same paint 
disease which afflicted the walls; there was an electric 
bell-button to its side. He avoided this, creeping about 
the porch, trying to peer into the window which looked 
out upon it. But the shutter effectually prevented 
peeping; and he softly retreated down the steps and 
disappeared to the left side of the house. After three 
minutes he appeared from the right, shaking his head.

“Damn’ place looks deserted. Well, let’s see.” He 
boldly mounted to the porch and jabbed at the push­
button.

Instantly—so quickly that he must have been watch­
ing them through some peephole of his own—a man 
opened the door and stepped out. As the door swung 
open a bell jangled—an antiquated device at the top 
of the door coiled on a spring which shivered and 
tinkled at the least movement of the door. The man 
was a tall, gaunt old fellow, shrunken within his som­
bre clothes, with a seamed and pitted face of remark­
able pallor. His faded gray eyes rested briefly upon 
the Inspector, peered out in the bright sun toward the 
car, and then swung back.

“Yes, sir?” he said in a shrill voice. “What can I 
do for you ?”

“This house occupied by a Dr. Ales?”
The old man bobbed his head eagerly; for an in­

stant he was animated. He smiled and scraped. “Oh, 

yes, sir! You’ve heard from him, then? I was begin­
ning to get worried—”

“Oh,” said the Inspector. “I see. Just a minute.” 
He stumped to the edge of the porch. “Better come 
up here, folks,” he called out in bitter tones. “It looks 
as if we’re in for a long session.”

THE GAUNT old man led them through a narrow 
hallway to a tiny parlor. The interior of the house 
was dark and cool. The parlor was furnished with 
solid old pieces glazed with age, old carpets, and older 
hangings. A musty odor, like the cold stale smell of 
a crypt, assailed their nostrils. Seen in the light of 
day as the old man hastened to push back the shut­
ters and pull up the blinds, the room was threadbare 
and repulsive.

“First thing we want to know,” began the Inspector 
curtly, “is who you are.”

The old man smiled cheerfully. “My name is Max­
well, sir. Been working for Dr. Ales as sort of general 
man around the house. Cook, clean, chop firewood, 
shop in Tarrytown—”

“Handyman, eh? You the only servant?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Dr. Ales isn’t home, you say?”
Maxwell’s grin changed into an expression of alarm. 

“I thought— Didn’t you know? I thought maybe you 
had news of him, sir.”

“And that,” sighed Patience, “just goes to show. 
Damn! You were right, Mr. Lane. Something’s hap­
pened to him.”

“Hush, Patty,” said her father. “Maxwell, we’re 
looking for information, and we’ve got to locate this 
employer of yours. When—”

Maxwell’s faded eyes clouded with suspicion. “Who 
are you?”

Briefly the Inspector revealed a glittering shield; it 
was his old one which he had neglected to turn in 
upon his retirement; and he kept it to flash upon such 
occasions as he felt demanded a judicious show of 
authority. Maxwell retreated. “The police!”

“JUST ANSWER my questions,” said 
Thumm sternly. “When was Dr. Ales 
last home?”

“I'm glad you’ve come, sir,” murmured 
Maxwell. “I’ve been very worried. Didn’t 
know what to do. Dr. Ales often took 

little trips, but this is the first time he’s been away 
for such a long time.”

“Well, for God’s sake, how long has he been away?”
“Let’s see, now. Today is June twenty-second. Oh, 

it’s over three weeks now, sir. May twenty-seventh it 
was; yes, sir, May twenty-seventh on a Monday when 
Dr. Ales went off.”

“The day of that funny business at the museum,” 
muttered Thumm.

“Didn’t I tell you?” cried Joe Villa.



Mr. Drury Lane took, a short turn about the parlor; 
Maxwell watched him with anxiety. “Suppose,” he 
said slowly, “suppose you tell us what happened here, 
Maxwell, on the twenty-seventh. I have a notion it’s 
an interesting tale.”

“Well, Dr. Ales left the house early morning, sir, 
and he didn’t come back till late in the afternoon; 
toward evening, I’d say. He----- ”

“Howe did he seem?” asked Rowe curiously. “Ex­
cited?”

“That’s right, sir! Excited, although he is a very 
cold sort of person and never shows any—any . . . you 
know what I mean, sir.”

“When he returned, was he carrying anything?” 
Rowe’s eyes gleamed.

“Yes, sir. A book, it looked like. But then he’d 
gone off with the same book in the morning so----- ”

“How do you know it was the same book?”
Maxwell scratched his chin. “Well, it looked the 

same.”
The old gentleman said softly: “It all fits admir­

ably. He went off Monday morning carrying the 1606 
Jaggard, and returned with the 1599 Jaggard he had 
taken from the Britannic, after having left the 1606 
in its place. Hmm. ... Go on, Maxwell. What 
then?”

“Well, sir, Dr. Ales was no more in the house than 
he told me: ‘Maxwell, I shan’t want you any more 
tonight. You can have the night off,’ he said. So, 
seeing that I’d left supper for him all prepared, I 
went away—walked down the lane to the main pike 
and caught the bus there for Tarrytown. I live in 
Tarrytown; have folks there.”

“And that’s all you know?” grumbled Thumm.
The man looked crestfallen. “Well, I----- Oh, yes,

sir! Before I went he told me he was leaving a pack­
age in the hall for me to send the next morning. Not 
to mail, he said, though; when I got back Tuesday 
morning I was to take the package into Tarrytown 
and send it off by messenger, he said. Well, when I 
got back Tuesday morning, sure enough, Dr. Ales 
wasn’t there but the package was, so I took it into 
Tarrytown and sent it.”

“What sort of package was it?” asked Lane sharply.
Maxwell looked blank. “Why, a package. Flat, I 

guess----- ”
“Could it have contained a book?”
“That’s it I Just the right shape, sir. It must have 

been a book.”
“Let’s clear up one thing at a time,” growled the 

Inspector. “When Ales got back that Monday night, 
was he alone? Did you notice anybody prowling 
around outside?”

“Oh, he was alone.”
“You didn’t see a tough Irisher, middle-aged, ugly 

red map, hangin’ around, did you?”
“No, sir.”
“Funny. What the devil happened to the blasted

Mick?”
“Don’t forget, father,” said Patience, “that Max­

well was sent away shortly after Dr. Ales got home. 
It’s possible that Donoghue was hiding outside behind 
a bush, saw Maxwell go away, and then----- ”

“Then what ?”
Patience sighed. “I’d give a cookie to know.”
“Did you notice the address on the package?” 

asked young Rowe.
“Oh, yes, sir. This gentleman----- ” Maxwell in­

clined his gray thatch toward Lane—“mentioned the 
name a minute ago. Britannic Museum, it was. Fifth 
Avenue and Sixty-fifth Street, it said, New York City.”

“Brown wrapping-paper, and the address printed in 
blue ink?”

“Yes, sir.”
“Well,” said Thumm, “it cleans up a lot, anyway. 

No question now but that the man in the blue hat was 
Ales; he stole the book, put the 1606 in its place, and 
the next day returned the 1599 by messenger.”

“It’s in the bag,” said Villa with a gloating grin.
“Yes, yes,” murmured Lane; his brow was corru­

gated. “By the way, Maxwell, do you recall mailing 
a similar package about two months ago?”

The remarks about theft had disturbed Maxwell; 
he fidgeted. “I—I hope,” he said nervously, “I’ve not 
done anything wrong. I don’t know—Dr. Ales always 
seemed such a gentleman. . . . Yes, sir. I did mail a 
package like that once before; it was addressed to a 
Mr. Crabbe, I think, in care of Saxon, on Fifth 
Avenue----- ”

“Nothing wrong with your eyesight, eh?” said the 
Inspector dryly. “Well, Joe, you’ve got the luck of 
the devil. It all checks.”

“Amazing thing,” muttered young Mr. Rowe. “It 
all seems to revolve about this Dr. Ales. Not only 
was he deus ex machlna of the events at the Britannic, 
but he seems also to have inspired that night-raid on 
the Saxon library. What the deuce was in that book ?”

Joe Villa hunched his thin shoulders, his beady 
black eyes shining. Then he saw the Inspector look­
ing at him and he relaxed rather elaborately. “If you 
know what’s good for you, Joe, you’ll lay off,” said the 
Inspector mildly. “Now, listen, Maxwell. How long 
have you been workin’ for this Dr. Ales?”

Maxwell licked his shriveled lips. “Why, just about 
three months. He came to Tarrytown at that time— 
it was the end of March—and advertised in the Tarry­
town Times for a man to do general work. I applied 
for the job and got it. Reason I know when he 
came is because Jim Browning, the renting agent of 
this property in Tarrytown, is a sort of friend of mine, 
and he told me. Dr. Ales took this house and paid 
cash in advance for six months’ rent, no lease, no 
questions asked, no references. The way things are 
these days, Jim said. ... So we came out here and 
that’s all. He—he was always very nice to me.”

“No questions asked, eh?” said Patience grimly.



“How romantic! We’ll be finding out next that he’s 
Prince Fidelio of Zuringia, in the United States incog­
nito on a lark—tra la! Tell me, Maxwell, did this 
charming employer of yours have many visitors?”

“Oh, no, Miss. Nobody----- No, I’m wrong. There
was one.”

“Ah,” said Lane softly. “When?”

MAXWELL FROWNED. “It was a 
week before he went away—I don’t recall 
the exact day. It was a man, but he was 
all bundled up and, seeing that it was 
at night, I couldn’t see his face very well. 
He wouldn’t give a name and insisted 

on seeing Dr. Ales. When I told him there was a 
gentleman in the parlor to see him, Dr. Ales got 
very excited and at first he wouldn’t come out. But 
then he did, and he went into the parlor, and told me 
—he was nervous, I think—to take the night off. I 
did, and when I got back the next morning the other 
gentleman wasn't there.”

“Ales never referred to this man, Maxwell? He 
didn’t say anything later to you about him?” de­
manded Rowe.

“Me, sir?” Maxwell giggled. “No, sir. Not a 
blessed word.”

“Now who the deuce could that have been?” mut­
tered the Inspector. “It couldn’t have been this mug 
here, could it, Maxwell?” and he clamped his meaty 
hand on Villa's shoulder.

Maxwell stared, and then broke into a long chuckle. 
“Oh, no, sir! This gentleman doesn’t speak like— 
like that gentleman. The other talked like Dr. Ales. 
I mean—sort of like an actor.”

“An actor!” Mr. Drury Lane stared. Then he 
laughed heartily. “I daresay you would think that,” 
he chuckled. “You mean an Englishman, I take it?”

“Englishman—that’s it, sir!” cried Maxwell ex­
citedly. “They both did.”

“Strange,” murmured Patience. “Now who in the 
world could that have been?”
' Mr. Gordon Rowe drew his brows forbiddingly to­
gether. “Look here, man, the afternoon of the twenty­
seventh when Ales sent you packing, didn’t he say any­
thing about going away?”

“Not a word, sir.”
“^Lnd when you got back the next morning and 

found the package but Ales gone, wasn’t there even a 
note from him to explain where he’d gone, or some­
thing?”

“No, sir. I didn’t think much of it, sir, but when 
the days passed and he didn’t come back----- ”

“That’s why, Inspector,” remarked the old gentle­
man, “you drew a blank on that list of missing per­
sons Captain Grayson supplied you. Had Maxwell 
reported the disappearance of Dr. Ales when it oc­
curred you would have got a line on him. Unfortu­
nate 1” He shrugged. “It may be too late now.”

“Dr. Ales is—missing?” faltered Maxwell.
“Apparently.”
“Then what shall I do?” The old man wrung his 

hands. “This house and all the furniture------”
“Oh, yes,” said Thumm. “The furniture. Was

the house furnished when Ales rented it?”
“No, sir. He bought it second-hand in Tarry­

town----- ”
“Doesn’t jibe with a bird who throws hundred­

dollar bills around,” mused Thumm. “Evidently he 
didn’t mean to park permanently.” His gray eyes 
studied Maxwell shrewdly. “What did your man look 
like? Maybe we can get a good description of him 
now, anyway! ”

“Why, he was tall, and rather thin----- ” Maxwell
scratched his chin. “I’ve got a snapshot of him, sir; 
I’m sort of an amateur photographer and I took his 
picture one day when he wasn’t looking----- ”

“Good glory!” shouted Rowe. “A photo!” He 
leaped out of the horsehair chair in which he had 
been restlessly sitting. “Produce it, old fellow, for 
heaven’s sake!”

They stared at one another while Maxwell pat­
tered off toward the rear. The musty odor seemed 
stronger; Villa with a quivering of his dark knife-like 
nostrils suddenly lighted a cigaret. Lane paced quietly 
up and down, hands loose behind his back.

“A snapshot,” murmured Patience. “Now—hear ye! 
once and for all time—we’ll settle the tantalizing 
question of. . . .”

The gaunt servant hurriedly re-entered, carrying a 
small photograph. Thumm snatched it and held it 
up to the light. One devouring glance, and he cursed 
in astonishment. The others crowded about.

“There!” shrilled Villa. “Wha’d I tell you?’
The photograph revealed a tall, slender, middle-aged 

man in a dark sack suit of unfamiliar cut. It was a 
clear well-focussed picture.

There seemed no doubt, despite the absence of a 
monocle, that the man in the photograph was Dr. 
Hamnet Sedlar.

“ ’AT LET’S me out,” said Villa com­
placently, and he sucked at his cigaret 
with evil enjoyment.

“The dirty lying devil,” said Gordon 
R owe in a passionate undertone; and 
his jaw hardened. “So he was lying!

I’ll pay that murdering scoundrel back for the bulleb
in my arm if it’s the last----- ”

“Here, here,” murmured Lane. “Don’t let your emo­
tions carry you away, Gordon. We’ve proved nothing 
against Dr. Sedlar, remember.”

“But Mr. Lane,” cried Patience, “you’can’t get 
away from the evidence of this photograph!”

“Only one thing to do,” muttered the Inspector. 
“Clamp the bracelets on him and sweat the truth out 
of him.”



“Coerce an English citizen, Inspector?” asked the 
old gentleman dryly. “I ask you all again to keep 
your heads. There’s too much here that completely 
baffles rational explanation. If my opinion carries any 
weight, you will proceed very slowly, indeed.”

“But----- ”
“At any rate,” continued Lane quietly, “there is still 

work to be done. I suggest we examine the house 
very scrupulously. There’s no telling what we may 
find.” Then he gave a little chuckle; Maxwell gaped 
from one to another of them, plainly confused. “As 
Bedford said in Orleans: ‘Unbidden guests are often 
welcomest when they are gone.’ Another pearl from 
our mutual oyster, Gordon. ... So lead on, Maxwell, 
and we’ll relieve you of our burdensome presence with 
the utmost expedition!”

CHAPTER XX

A BEARD AND AN ANAGRAM

OLD MAXWELL shuffled before them 
into the odorous little hall, turned right 
a few paces and then left, crossing be­
fore the lowest riser of a decrepit wooden 
staircase, badly carpeted, which led ap­
parently to the sleeping quarters up­

stairs. He descended two stone steps to an alcove 
and stopped before a massive oak door. The door 
was closed. He opened it and stood aside. “Dr. 
Ales used to work in this room.”

It was a spacious study paneled from floor to ceil­
ing in dark oak, and lined with built-in shelves for 
the most part empty. Only a few of the lower 
shelves held books, a sparse scattering of odd 
volumes.

“From the appearance of his library,” remarked 
Gordon Rowe, “he never did intend this house as 
anything but a temporary hideout.”

“It would seem so,” murmured Lane.
The ceiling was low and an ancient chandelier of 

hideous colored glass hung above a battered desk in 
the center of the study. On the far wall stood a fire­
place with a sturdy oak mantel above it made out of 
a single thick slab of wood; in the blackish grate 
there was a residue of charred logs and ashes. On 
the desk lay an old quill, a bottle of India ink, a 
powerful reading glass, and a clutter of odds and 
ends.

The Inspector and Patience both exclaimed at once 
and pounced upon the desk.

“What is it?” cried Rowe, darting forward.
There was an ashtray upon the desk, a poor chipped 

thing of colored porcelain decorated with an impossi­
bly buxom mermaid sporting among several grinning 
and ugly little dolphins. In the well of the tray lay 
five grayish-white fragments of clay; two of the 
largest were concave, and the incurved surfaces pre­
sented a burnt appearance. Clots and scraps of dried 

dottie made a bed for the clay pieces.
“Looks like the remains of a cheap clay pipe/’ said 

Rowe with a puzzled air. “What’s all the huzza-ing 
and banzai-ing for?”

“Donoghue,” muttered the Inspector.
Patience’s blue eyes shone. “There’s evidence!” 

she cried. “Gordon, Donoghue always smoked a clay 
pipe. We know he must have followed Dr. Ales that 
day from the museum. This virtually proves he’s been 
here!”

“Maxwell,” said Thumm harshly, “I thought you 
said a tough-lookin’ Irishman hadn’t been in this 
house recently. How’d the pipe get here?”

“I don’t know sir. I've not been in this room since 
the day after Dr. Ales went away. I saw the pieces 
on the floor in front of the desk that morning before 
I sent the package off and picked them up and put 
them in the ashtray with the little pieces of ash and 
tobacco.”

Lane sighed. “Did you notice the fragments the 
night before, when Dr. Ales sent you away?”

“They weren't there when I left, I’m positive.”
“Did Dr. Ales smoke a clay pipe?”
“Dr. Ales didn’t smoke at all. We found the ash­

tray in some old rubbish in the woodshed when we 
got here.” Maxwell blinked. “I don’t smoke, either,” 
he said rather tremulously.

“Then I think, Inspector,” remarked the old gentle­
man with a note of weariness, “that we can recon­
struct events with a certain degree of assurance. After 
Ales sent Maxwell away the evening of the twenty­
seventh, Donoghue, who had followed Ales from the 
city and was lurking in the bushes outside, entered 
the house. He was face to face with Ales in this 
room, of that we may be certain. What happened 
then is conjectural.”

“That’s a swell word,” said Thumm with a scowl. 
“Let’s look over the rest of this dump.”

THEY MOUNTED the creaking stair­
case and found themselves in a narrow 
upper hallway punctuated by doors. 
They investigated the rooms in order. 
Two were empty and festooned with 
spider-webs; apparently Maxwell W'as 

not the most conscientious of housekeepers. One was
Maxwell’s own room; and it contained nothing but an 
iron bedstead, an old-fashioned washstand, a chair, 
and a chest of drawers resurrected from the cellar of 
some second-hand dealer’s establishment. The fourth 
was the bedroom of Dr. Ales—a small, not too clean 
room, as poorly furnished as Maxwell’s; although here 
a braver effort had been made to banish dust. The 
ancient bed, a scratched but hardy walnut piece, was 
neatly made up.

Patience examined the bedclothes with a feminine 
eye. “Did you do this up?” she asked severely.

“Yes, Miss. The last time,” Maxwell gulped, “the



morning of the twenty-seventh----- ”
“Indeed?” murmured Lane. “How is that? When 

you returned on the morning of the twenty-eighth to 
find Dr. Ales gone and the package in the hall down­
stairs, didn’t you also find this bed mussed? It may 
be significant.”

"No, sir. That's how I knew Dr. Ales must have 
gone away the night before, the same night he sent 
me off to Tarrytown. Because on Tuesday morning 
I saw he hadn’t slept in his bed. The sheets were just 
as smooth----- ”

“Why the dickens didn't you say so before?” 
snapped Thumm. “That’s important. It means that 
whatever happened here that Monday night happened 
before Ales turned in. I mean—before Sedlar 
turned in.”

“Here, here, Inspector,” smiled the old gentleman. 
•‘Let's not become involved. Suppose for the time 
being, at any rate, we continue to refer to the missing 
tenant of this establishment as Dr. Ales. . . . Dr. 
Ales.” He smiled again, queerly. “Odd name, eh? 
Has it struck any of you how odd it is?”

Gordon Rowe, who was rummaging through a ward­
robe closet, straightened up. “It’s struck me how odd 
it is,” he said sharply, “and if there is any sense or 
pattern to the phenomena of this benighted world, its 
oddity makes the Inspector right and you wrong, Mr. 
Lane ! ”

“Ah, Gordon,” said Lane with the same queer smile. 
“I might have known it wouldn’t escape that terrier’s 
pertinacity of yours.”

“What do you mean?” cried Patience.
“Escape what?” roared the Inspector, crimson with 

exasperation.
Joe Villa dropped disgustedly into the single chair, 

as' if he were bored to tears with the antics of these 
maniacs. As for Maxwell, he stared at them with 
his mouth half-open, the living picture of bucolic 
idiocy.

“The fact,” snapped Rowe, “that Dr. Ales has six 
very peculiar letters to his name. Think that over, 
my lass!”

“Letters?” echoed Patience blankly. “A-l-e-s. . . . 
Oh, Gordon, I’m so stupid!”

“Oh, yeah?” mumbled the Inspector. “A-l-e-s. . .
“Not A-l-e-s,” said Lane. “D-r-a-l-e-s.”
“Drales?” frowned Patience.
Rowe shot a strange look at Lane. “So you did 

see it! Patience, don't you understand that the let­
ters of the name ‘Dr. Ales' make a perfectly gorgeous 
anagram?”

Patience’s eyes widened, and she went a little pale. 
She breathed a name.

“Exactly. The letters of the name ‘Dr. Ales’ spell 
with the simplest sort of rearrangement the name . . . 
‘Sedlar’!”

“How true,” murmured the old gentleman with a 
benevolent smile.

FOR A MOMENT there was silence. 
Then Rowe very quietly returned his at­
tention to the wardrobe.

“Say! ” exclaimed the Inspector. “You 
aren’t so darn dumb after all, youngster! 
Well, Lane, you can’t get around that.”

“Perhaps it doesn’t require getting around,” smiled 
Lane. “No, I agree with Gordon that the anagram 
‘Dr. Ales’ is much too felicitous to be a coincidence. 
There's design there. But what sort of design, spring­
ing from what source, with what purpose. . . .” He 
shrugged. “I’ve learned one thing since the time I 
began to investigate the vagaries of the human mind. 
And that is never to leap at conclusions.”

"Well, I'm ready to leap at this one,” began the 
Inspector harshly, when there was a satisfied grunt 
from young Rowe.

He backed out of the wardrobe, muttering to him­
self. Then he turned quickly and thrust his un­
wounded hand behind him.

“Guess what I’ve found,” he said with a grin. “Dr. 
Ales, old boy, you’re a rotten and slightly mildewed 
Machiavelli! ”

“Gordon! What have you found?” exclaimed Pa­
tience, taking a hasty step toward him.

He waved her off with his bandaged arm. “Now, 
now, little lady, live up to your name.” He dropped 
his grin abruptly. “This ought to interest you, Mr. 
Lane,” and he brought his sound arm forward. Among 
his fingers flowed a green-and-blue mat of false hair, 
neatly shaped. It was beyond question the extraordi­
nary beard which Inspector Thumm’s client had worn 
on his memorable visit to the Thumm Detective 
Agency on the sixth of May.

Before they could recover from their stupefaction, 
Rowe turned and dug again into the wardrobe. He 
brought out in succession three other objects—a fedora 
hat of a peculiar shade of blue, a pair of blue-tinted 
spectacles, and a luxuriant gray mustache.

“THIS IS my lucky day,” chuckled the 
young man. “Well, what do you think 
of these little exhibits?”

“I’ll be eternally damned,” said the In­
spector blankly, regarding Rowe with 
grudging admiration.

“Oh, Gordon! ”
Lane took beard, spectacles, mustache, and hat 

from Rowe. “I suppose there’s no doubt,” he mur­
mured, “that the beard and glasses are the same?”

"Listen,” growled Thumm. “There couldn’t be two 
brushes like that in the whole world. Can y’imagine 
a sane man wearin’ that thing?”

“Certainly.” Lane smiled. “Under certain very odd 
circumstances. Maxwell, have you ever seen these 
articles before?”

The servant, who had been staring at the beard 
with horrified fascination, shook his head. “Except 



for the hat, I never saw them, sir.”
The old gentleman grunted. “The hat. . . . Villa, is 

this the hat Dr. Ales was wearing the day you fol­
lowed him to the Britannic? And the mustache?”

“Sure. I tol’ you this guy’s up to somepln’. I 
ain’t----- "

“Tangible proof,” Lane said in a musing way. 
“There’s no doubt but that the man who left the en­
velope with you on May sixth, Inspector, and the man 
who burglarized the Britannic on the afternoon of 
May twenty-seventh, were identical. On the face 
of it----- ”

“On the face of it,” said the Inspector with a bitter 
savagery, “it’s a clear case. With this evidence, and 
with the testimony of Crabbe and Villa and the swell 
proof of that snapshot, there’s nothing to it. I tell you 
there's no Sedlar in this case at all! ”

“No Sedlar? Inspector, you astonish me. What do 
you mean?”

“But there is a Sedlar,” objected Rowe, and Patience 
frowned at her father.

Thumm grinned. “I’ve busted the back of this mys­
tery, by God! It's simple as pie. The man who 
showed , up at the museum claiming to be the new 
curator they hired, Dr. Sedlar, isn’t Dr. Sedlar at all! 
He’s Dr. Ales, whoever he. is! But I’ll bet you a good 
smack in the whiskers that Ales managed to do away 
with Sedlar when Sedlar landed in New York and be­
fore the English johnnie could make tracks for his new 
job, took Sedlar’s place—impersonating him maybe on 
the basis of a superficial resemblance in build, height, 
and so on; these limeys look all alike anyway—and 
then started the whole train of monkeyshines. I tell 
you your slippery Dr. Ales is not only a thief but a 
murderer."

“The question, it seems to me,” remarked Rowe, “is: 
Who is Dr. Ales?”

“You could put your theory to a very simple test, 
you know,” said Lane with a twinkle. “Simply cable 
your friend Trench of Scotland Yard to dig up a 
photograph of Hamnet Sedlar and send it to you.”

“There's an idea I” cried Patience.
“Come to think of it, I'm not so sure----- ” began

Lane.
The Inspector, whose underlip had been creeping 

forward by marked degrees during this interlude, sud­
denly turned scarlet and threw up his hands. “Nuts!” 
he roared. “I’m finished with this whole damned case. 
I’m not going to do another lick of work on it. I’m 
through, I tell you. It’s got me so I can’t sleep 
nights. The hell with it. Patty, come on!”

“But what shall I do?” asked Maxwell helplessly. 
“I’ve got some of Dr. Ales’s money left, but if he isn’t 
coming back----- ” ’•

“Forget it, old boy. Close up the joint and go 
home. Patty——”

“I think not,” murmured Mr. Drury Lane. “No, 
Inspector, I think not. Maxwell, it might be an excel­

lent idea for you to remain on the premises quite as if 
nothing had happened.”

“Yes, sir?” said Maxwell, scratching his doughy 
cheeks.

“And if Dr. Ales should return—which is not at all 
without the realm of possibility—I'm sure the Inspec­
tor will be glad to hear the news.”

“Yes, sir,” said Maxwell with a sigh.
“Damn it, I won’t----- ” grumbled the Inspector.
“Come, you old thunderer,” smiled Lane, “give 

Maxwell one of your cards. . . . That's better!” He 
linked his arm in Thumm’s. “Remember, Maxwell, 
the instant Dr. Ales returns!”

CHAPTER XXI

WICKEDNESS IN WESTCHESTER

AND THEN, as suddenly as if a blight 
had fallen upon it, the case died. For 
over a w'eek it lay supine in death; noth­
ing happened, nothing new was learned, 
and moreover no one seemed greatly to 
care.

The Inspector was as good as his word; he definitely 
threw up the case. His investigation into the jewel 
robbery he had mentioned—a sensational affair in­
volving a valuable rope of pearls and an assault upon 
a languorous demi-mondaine nesting in the clouds 
above Park Avenue—consumed the Inspector's whole 
attention; he rarely appeared at his office and when 
he did it was merely for a snatched glance through 
his mail. The Thumm Detective Agency, except for 
an occasional visit by Patience, was left to the tear­
ful mercies of Miss Brodie.

As for Patience, she had suddenly acquired a pas­
sion for learning. She haunted the Britannic Museum, 
to the mute approval of various gentlemen of the 
trades who were still busy applying architectural and 
ornamental cosmetics to that sadly battered edifice; 
and she and young Mr. Rowe applied themselves with 
all outward signs of diligence to research in Shakes­
peare. The Bard, it was to be feared, did not yield 
many of his secrets during this collaboration in lit­
erary history. Between discussing the enigmatic Dr. 
Sedlar and themselves Patience and Rowe made little 
progress in Rowe's labors.

But the least concerned of all, it seemed, was Mr. 
Drury Lane. He sequestered himself in his conveni­
ently impregnable fortress, The Hamlet, and for nine 
days preserved a monastic silence.

There were picayune interludes. During the week 
for example two letters arrived at the Inspector’s of­
fice which had a direct bearing upon the all-but- 
abandoned investigation. One was from Dr. Leo 
Schilling, Chief Medical Examiner of New York Coun­
ty, medico-criminological terror of Manhattan’s mur­
derers. As a chemical symbol, the worthy physician 
wrote, the characters 3HS wM were absolutely mean­



ingless. At first he had thought of splitting the sym­
bol into its components. 3HS might mean three parts 
of hydrogen and sulphur; but unfortunately there was 
no such chemical compound, since one molecule of hy­
drogen had from Priestley’s day, and before, stub­
bornly refused to combine chemically with one mole­
cule of sulphur. As for the small w, it possessed 
various chemical interpretations, Dr. Schilling con­
tinued; such as watt, the electrical term, and wolfra­
mite, which was a rare metal. Capital M being the 
generic sign for ‘‘metal,” there might be a connection 
between the M and the w, if the w stood for wolfra­
mite. “In general, however,” the Medical Examiner’s 
report concluded, “my opinion is that this hodge-podge 
of number plus small and capital letters is plain non­
sense. It has no scientific meaning at all.”

The second letter was from Lieutenant Schiff, cipher 
expert at the Bureau of Intelligence in Washington. 
Lieutenant Schiff excused himself for the delay in 
replying to Inspector Thumm’s curious inquiry; he 
had been very busy; perhaps he had not given the 
symbol the proper study; but it was his opinion that 
“as a cipher or crypt it is so much abracadabra.” He 
did not believe it could be broken down, if it was 
intended as a cipher; if anything, it was possibly the 
kind of cipher for which prearranged secret code­
meanings had been assigned to the individual charac­
ters. An expert might spend months searching for 
the key or code and still be unsuccessful.

Patience was near tears; she had secretly spent 
many sleepless nights puzzling over the odd symbol. 
Rowe comforted her rather helplessly; he had had no 
better luck.

Other reports trickled in, similarly unenlightening. 
One was a confidential note from Inspector Geoghan; 
detectives from headquarters had spent fruitless days 
endeavoring to pick up Dr. Hamnet Sedlar’s trail in 
New York City between May 22, the day on which 
the Carinthia had docked, and May 29, when he offi­
cially presented himself at the Britannic Museum. In­
quiry at the Hotel Seneca, where the Englishman had 
then taken up residence, merely revealed that a Dr. 
Sedlar had engaged a room on the morning of May 
29—an obvious development, since it was the natural 
step to take after the man’s false story of having 
arrived from England on the twenty-ninth. He had 
had bulky luggage. He was still living at the Seneca, 
a quiet middle-aged Englishman who took his meals 
alone in the Hunting Room and, on those occasions 
when he happened to be in the hotel afternoons, or­
dered four o’clock tea which he consumed in the staid 
seclusion of his room.

The unfortunate Irish guard, Donoghue, was still 
missing. Not the faintest clue to his fate had 
turned up.

Dr. Ales also had vanished without a trace.
Italian Mr. Villa had come in for his share of offi­

cial surveillance. The Inspector explained one after­

noon to Gordon Rowe—having apparently amended 
his opinion of the young man since Rowe’s encounter 
with the masked man and his subsequent discovery of 
the false beard—that when Villa had been appre­
hended in the museum he, sharp old warrior that he 
was—ahem!—had excused himself and sought out a 
telephone. Yes, perhaps it had been at Mr. Drury 
Lane’s suggestion. At any rate, the purpose of this 
procedure had been to prepare the hounds to take up 
the trail of the saturnine Mr. Villa when the Inspec­
tor should have finished with him. The particular 
hound had been one Gross, an employee of the Thumm 
Detective Agency; and Gross had quite invisibly fol­
lowed the entire party from the Britannic to Dr. Ales’s 
house near Tarrytown, had quietly waited outside until 
the party emerged, and had then shadowed Villa with 
his considerable skill, sticking to the Italian’s trail like 
the shadow of a Comanche. But Gross had nothing 
to report. The thief had apparently abandoned his 
attempt to fathom the “secret worth millions.”

Dr. Sedlar came and went at the museum. As did 
Dr. Choate. Crabbe fondled his books at the Saxon 
mansion. Mrs. Saxon went about fatly and damply in 
the late June heat, preparing the exodus of her house­
hold to Cannes for the summer season. . . . Everybody 
performed his normal function. Everybody seemed as 
innocent as Patience's blue eyes. As Inspector Thumm 
remarked to one of his operatives in a moment of re­
laxation from the rigors of the jewel investigation: 
“It's just about the screwiest business I’ve ever had a 
hand in.”

Maxwell, it was assumed, still held down the lonely 
fort at Dr. Ales’s house.

Then the call came.

IT CAME on the first of July, a broil­
ing Monday morning which found the 
Inspector two days’ absent, off on a 
mysterious hunt connected with his lat­
est investigation; Gordon Rowe peace­
fully asleep in the family-hotel quarters 

he had taken during the week—having with dignity 
packed his meager belongings and left the Saxon 
house, as he stated to Patience, “for the rest of my 
natural life”; Miss Brodie in the usual spiritual lather 
in the anteroom of the Inspector's office; and Patience 
at the Inspector’s desk frowning over a note from her 
father postmarked Council Bluffs, Iowa.

Miss Brodie shouted in through the open door: 
“Will you take this call, Miss Thumm? Can’t make 
him out. He sounds drunk or something.”

“Oh, dear,” sighed Patience, reaching for the tele­
phone. Miss Brodie was at times difficult. “Hello,” 
she said wearily, and then stiffened as if the wire had 
shot her full of current.

The voice on the other end was unquestionably old 
Maxwell’s. But what a voice! Choking, weak, wild— 
it babbled on and on, and Patience could not make 



out more than a chance word. “Help—at the house— 
terrible—Inspector Thumm—come. . . —all amid a 
mumble of crazy syllables that made no sense.

“Maxwell!” cried Patience. “What’s happened? 
Did Dr. Ales come back ?”

For an instant the old man's voice, while feeble, 
was clear. “No. Come,” and there was a hollow 
thud, as if something heavy had fallen. Patience 
stared at the receiver. Then she jangled frantically. 
There was no reply. “Maxwell! ” But it was soon 
evident that poor Maxwell was in no condition to hear 
or answer her plea.

Patience scrambled into the anteroom, her straw hat 
askew on her curls. “Brodie! Get Quacey at The 
Hamlet for me. , . . Quacey 1 Patience Thumm. Is 
Mr. Lane there?” But Quacey was desolated; Mr. 
Drury, he reported, was somewhere about the estate— 
exactly where he did not know; however, he would 
find his master as soon as he could and transmit Pa­
tience’s message to proceed immediately to the Ales 
house. . , . Then Patience rang up Gordon Rowe's 
new number.

“Good God, Pat! That sounds serious. Wait till I 
get the sleep out of my brain. . . , Have you tele­
phoned the police?”

“Police? What police?”
“The Tarrytown police, ninny! Pat, my girl, your 

wits are addled this morning. For heaven’s sake, get 
help to that poor old fellow! ”

“Oh, Gordon,” wailed Patience, “I'm such a fool. 
I'm so sorry. I should have thought of that. I’ll 
notify them at once. Pick you up in twenty minutes.”

“Put some pep into it, darling!”
But the head of the Tarrytown police, a man named 

Bolling, was out when Patience called; and a fatigued 
assistant who seemed to have difficulty understanding 
the urgency of the situation finally promised to “send 
somebody out.”

As the difficulties mounted, Patience’s lips became 
grimmer. “I’m going out,” she announced tragically 
to Miss Brodie. “Lord, what a mess! And poor 
Maxwell w-weltering there in his blood for all I 
know. ’By!”

PATIENCE jerked her roadster to a 
stop just outside the entrance to the 
lane. Gordon Rowe stood up and 
squinted hard up the road.

“I think that’s Lane’s car coming now.” 
A long black limousine hurtled toward

them at breakneck speed. It shrieked to a stop in 
front of them and they both sighed with satisfaction.
The daredevil at the wheel was Dromio. The door 
of the tonneau opened and Lane’s tall spare figure 
leaped nimbly out.

“Children!” he cried. “I’m frightfully sorry. 
You’ve just come? I was out swimming and Quacey, 
poor fool, couldn’t find me. Have you telephoned the 

police ?”
“They should be there now,” said Patience with a 

gulp.
“No,” murmured the old gentleman, keenly eyeing 

the gravel of the lane. “It poured during the night; 
the gravel is still black and soft; no marks of tires. 
. . . For some reason they've failed. We’ll have to 
see this out ourselves. Your arm, I see, Gordon, is 
healed. . . . Proceed, my dear. Not too fast. There’s 
no telling what we may find.”

He returned to his car and Patience swung the 
roadster into the lane. Dromio followed with the big­
ger machine. The trees closed in over their heads. 
The early-morning downpour had washed the gravel 
and its bed of earth clean; it was like an uncontam­
inated sheet of paper. The young man and the young 
woman were silent, Patience intent on the whimsies of 
the narrow road, Rowe’s eyes straining ahead. They 
did not know what to expect. Had an armed man 
jumped out of a clump of bushes, or a gang appeared 
ahead bristling with machine guns, neither would have 
been surprised. The two cars crashed along; and noth­
ing happened.

When they reached the entrance of the narrow 
driveway which led to the Ales house, Patience 
stopped. Lane got out behind them, and the three 
held a council of war. The countryside was cheerful 
and brisk with the usual summer noises; but there 
was no sign or sound of human proximity. They 
decided to leave the two cars in the lane in Dromio’s 
charge and proceed on foot.

They walked down the driveway cautiously, Rowe 
in the van, Lane holding up the rear, and Patience 
nervously between them. The trees thinned and they 
peered into the clearing before the house. It was 
quite deserted. The front door was solidly closed, 
the windows were as before, shuttered, the garage 
door was closed—nothing seemed amiss.

“But where's Maxwell ?” whispered Patience.
“Let’s get into the house and see. I don't like 

the look of this,” said Rowe grimly. “Stick close, 
Pat; no telling what we may run into.”

They crossed the clearing quickly and mounted the 
rickety steps to the porch. Rowe pounded hard on 
the thick panels of the door. He pounded again, 
and again. But there was no answer. They glanced 
at Lane; the old man’s lips were set in a thin line 
and there was a curious glitter in his eyes.

“Why not force the door?” he suggested mildly.

“BULLY IDEA.” Rowe moved back to 
the edge of the porch, waved them aside, 
braced himself, and then took a long 
leaping step forward. His right foot 
came up sharply and crashed against the 
lock in a vicious kick that shivered the 

stout wood and set up a faint jangling above the door 
inside. He returned to the edge of the porch and 



tried again. On the fifth attempt the door burst in­
ward, its lock shattered, while the coiled-spring bell 
above it set up a wild protest.

“The savate,” panted Rowe triumphantly springing 
through the doorway. “A French wrestler taught it 
to me in Marseilles last Spring. . . . For the love 
of God! ’’

They stopped short beyond the threshold, stricken 
dumb by what they saw. The tiny hall was a wreck; 
it looked as if a twister had played with it. An old 
chair which stood near an umbrella-stand lay broken 
into four pieces. A mirror which had hung above the 
wall carpeted the hall floor with glass fragments. 
The umbrella-stand had rolled crazily down the hall. 
A small table lay overturned, like a dead beetle with 
stiff legs.

In silence they went into the parlor. It was 
demolished.

They looked into the study, and Patience paled. It 
was as if an elephant, or a family of famished tigers, 
had swept through it. Not a single piece of furniture 
was left standing. There were peculiar gashes all over 
the walls. The chandelier had been demolished. Books 
were scattered over the floor. Glass. Splinters. . . . 
In the same silence they investigated the kitchen at 
the rear. It had been left comparatively untouched; 
comparatively only, for its table-drawer had been 
turned out, and the shelves of its closets had been rav­
aged, dishes and pans being scattered over the lino­
leum.

Upstairs the same condition prevailed. The 
gashes. . . .

They returned to the ground floor. There was no 
slightest sign of Maxwell in the house, although his 
clothes were in his bedroom.

“Wasn’t there a garage outside?” murmured Lane 
thoughtfully. “It’s barely possible——”

“Let's see,” said Rowe; and they went outside. 
Rowe prowled about the garage. It had only one 
window, and that was so crusted with dirt and carbon 
that it was opaque. Lane hammered on the thin 
door, from whose hasp hung a rusty lock. There was 
no response.

“I’ll have to smash the window in,” said the young 
man. “Pat, stand off; don’t want you hurt by flying 
glass.’’

He found a heavy stone and tossed it at the window. 
The glass shattered, and he fumbled with the catch 
inside.

Then he scrambled through the window and an 
instant later called out:

“Get away from the door!”
The door burst outward, its hasp wrenched from the 

wood. . . .
Gordon Rowe, his lean face flushed, stood in the 

doorway without moving.
Then he said tightly: “He’s here, all right. But 

I think he’s dead.”

CHAPTER XXII

THE HACKER

A BATTERED automobile stood in the 
garage, which was strewn with rusty 
bolts, oily rags, wooden cases—a litter 
of evil-smelling debris. An ancient chair 
stood between the windowed wall and 
the car, and festoons of ragged rope hung 

from it. Between the chair and the double door lay 
the body of Maxwell, black garments streaked with 
dust; he was lying prone, his legs crumpled beneath 
him. There was no sign of a wound, although the 
knot of a bound cloth was visible at the nape of the 
neck. Two feet from his outstretched right hand there 
was a paint-smeared taboret on which lay an exten­
sion telephone. Its receiver dangled at the end of the 
cord. Patience dully replaced it on the hook.

Rowe and Lane knelt by the side of the still figure 
and turned it over. Maxwell's gaunt face was a 
creamy white; beneath his chin like a bib there was a 
thickly folded cloth, apparently a gag which he had 
managed to work loose after freeing himself from the 
ropes which had held him tied to the chair beyond. 
Then, incredibly, his face began to twitch, and he ut­
tered a croaking groan.

“Why, he's alive!’’ cried Patience, flying to his side. 
She went down on her knees, ignoring the grime of the 
concrete floor, and patted the old man’s cheeks. His 
eyes flickered open, and closed again. Rowe scram­
bled to his feet and made for a greenish tap at the 
rear of the garage; he soaked his handkerchief in 
water and returned. Patience bathed the white face 
gently.

"Poor fellow,” said Lane slowly. “I think between 
us, Gordon, we can manage to get him into the house, 
eh?”

They lifted the limp sharp-boned body carefully and 
carried it across the clearing through the shattered 
door into the parlor. Patience struggled with an over­
turned sofa, managing to right it: its upholstery had 
been slashed to strips. They laid Maxwell upon it 
and stood silently looking down on him. His eyes 
fluttered open again, and a faint tinge of color began 
to suffuse his withered cheeks. There was fear and 
horror in his eyes; but when he saw7 the concerned 
faces above him he sighed and began to lick his lips 
as if he were parched.

At this moment there was the roar of a motor out­
side and they quickly went out onto the porch. A 
thick-set man with a red face, dressed in a blue uni­
form, was hurrying up the steps, two policemen at 
his heels.

“I’m Chief Bolling of Tarrytown,” he snapped. 
“Were you the one that called my office this morn­
ing, young lady? . . . Couldn’t find this damned place 
and that’s why we’re late. Now tell me what’s hap­
pened here.”



WHEN INTRODUCTIONS and explan­
ations had been made, and Maxwell had 
been sufficiently revived, they gathered 
about the old man in the shattered par­
lor and listened to his story.

On the previous night at 11:30—a
dark threatening Sunday night—Maxwell had been 
alone in the house playing solitaire when the doorbell 
had rung. He had hurried to the door, a little appre­
hensive ; it was pitch-black outside, he was alone far 
from a human habitation. . . . Who might a visitor 
be at this time of night—to this house which had had 
so few visitors? Then the thought came to him that 
perhaps it was Dr. Ales returning; and at the insistent 
demand of the bell he had opened the door. Instantly 
a foot had slipped over the threshold and in the dim 
light of the hall he had seen a tall man muffled to the 
eyes. Maxwell started back with a squeal of alarm, 
but the visitor pushed something small and round and 
hard against Maxwell’s quivering belly and he realized 
with a weakening of his knees that he was being 
threatened with a revolver. Then, as the man ad­
vanced and the feeble light fell directly upon him, 
Maxwell saw with a convulsion of horror that the man 
was masked.

“I—I was so scared,” said Maxwell in a cracked 
voice, “that I thought I’d faint. He turned me around 
and made me march out of the house in front of him, 
keeping the gun pressed into my back. I shut my 
eyes; I thought he—he was going to shoot me. But 
he only made me go into the garage, and he found 
some old rope and tied me to the broken old chair 
there, and he gagged me with a piece of cloth. Then 
he went off. But he came back right away and 
searched me. I knew why. When we’d left the house 
the front door had clicked shut; it’s got a spring-lock. 
He couldn’t get back into the house. But I had a 
duplicate key in my jeans—Dr. Ales had the original 
—and he took it from me. Then he went away and 
locked the garage door and I was left in the dark. 
Everything was so quiet. ... I was in the garage all 
night, hardly breathing.” He shivered. “The ropes 
hurt. I couldn’t sleep. I felt strained, and my arms 
and legs sort of fell asleep. But in the morning I 
finally managed to loosen the ropes, and I took the 
gag out of my mouth, and then I found in my pocket 
the card Inspector Thumm left with me. So I called 
up on the extension phone. ... I guess I must have 
fainted. That’s all I know.”

THEY WENT over the house thorough­
ly, Maxwell tottering after them. They 
began with the study.

It was evident at once that Maxwell’s 
captor had been incredibly ruthless in the 
pursuit of whatever purpose had brought

him to the lonely country house. The room had been 
devastated in the search. Not only had furniture been

overturned and glass objects broken, but the paneled 
walls showed unmistakable evidence, of having been at­
tacked in places by some sharp instrument. The in­
strument was very quickly found by Chief Bolling. It 
was a small hand-ax, and it lay on the floor near the 
fireplace.

“That's our ax,” said Maxwell, licking his lips 
again. “It comes from the tool-box in the kitchen. I 
used it for chopping wood for the fireplaces.”

“Is it the only ax on the premises?” asked Patience. 
“Yes, Miss.”

THE WOODWORK and paneling had 
been viciously attacked; long splinters 
lay on the moulding at the base of the 
walls. Even the floor had been hacked 
in one place, where a scatter-rug had 
lain, according to Maxwell. The rug 

now lay crumpled in a corner, as if it had been vio­
lently hurled aside. An ornate grandfather-clock of 
Victorian vintage which had stood in another corner 
now lay prone on the floor in a litter of glass. Exam­
ined, it showed that the wielder of the ax had delib­
erately smashed its case, torn away the brass pendu­
lum, tipped the clock over, and then hacked away its 
back and sides, revealing its intricate gears and works. 
The hands stood at precisely twelve o’clock.

“Was this clock going last night?” asked Rowe 
sharply.

“Yes, sir. I was in here playing solitaire when— 
when the doorbell rang, so I know. It had a very loud 
tick. It was going, all right.”

“Then he attacked the clock at midnight,” mur­
mured Patience. “That might be useful.”

"I don’t see for what,” grunted Bolling. “We know 
he came at half-past eleven from Maxwell's story, 
don’t we?”

Mr. Drury Lane, wrapped in a mantle of reverie, 
stood quietly to one side, watching. Only his eyes 
were alert—deeply sparkling.

Patience moved slowly about the room. She sur­
veyed the desk, whose drawers had been pulled out 
and their contents scattered; on the top lay strewn 
playing cards. Then she caught sight of something 
across the room and her eyes narrowed. It was a 
cheap tinny alarm-clock, and it stood on the oak man­
tel above the fireplace.

“What is it, Pat ?” asked Rowe, noticing her pre­
occupation.

“That alarm-clock. Queer thing to be in a study,” 
and she walked over and picked it up. It was ticking 
away cheerfully.

“I brought that in here, Miss,” said Maxwell apolo­
getically ; he seemed to have recovered from his shock 
and was watching the proceedings with curious eyes.

“You did? But why did you need the small clock 
when there was the big grandfather-clock in the 
room?” demanded Patience suspiciously.



“Oh, for the alarm,” Maxwell hastened to reply. “I 
had a slight cough the last few days, Miss, and I’d 
got some cough medicine in Tarrytown on Saturday. 
The druggist told me to take a teaspoonful every four 
hours, you see. I'd taken one at eight last night but 
I’m sort of absent-minded, Miss----- ” he smiled
weakly—“and I thought maybe I'd forget to take it 
again before I went to sleep. So I brought the alarm 
in here while I was playing solitaire and set the alarm 
to ring at midnight to remind me to take the medi­
cine, and then I was going to bed. But before I 
could----- ”

“I see,” said Patience; the story seemed innocent 
enough, for there was a small bottle of brown liquid 
on the mantel near the clock, three-quarters’ full, and 
a sticky spoon. She looked over the clock and found, 
quite as Maxwell had said, that its alarm was still set 
to go off at twelve o’clock; its little lever was pushed 
against the end of the slot marked Alarm. “I wonder 
now----- ” she murmured; and consulted her own tiny
wrist-watch. It was 11:51. “What time have you, 
Gordon?”

“Just about eleven-fifty.”
“Have you the time, Mr. Bolling?”
“Eleven-fifty-two,” snapped Bolling. “What's all 

this----- ?”
“I was just wondering how correct this clock was, 

that’s all,” said Patience with a faint smile; but her 
eyes were perturbed. “As you see, it’s on the dot.” 
And indeed the hands of the cheap alarm-clock stood 
at 11:51.

“Ah—Patience,” murmured Lane, coming forward. 
“May I see that for a moment, please?'’ He exam­
ined it briefly, set it back on the mantel, and returned 
to his corner.

“What the deuce is that?” asked Rowe wonder- 
ingly; he had been wandering about among the wreck­
age, poking things. His head was thrown back and he 
was gazing at something high on one of the walls.

This wall differed from the others in that its built-in 
book-shelves ran almost to the ceiling, whereas the 
others ran only halfway to the ceiling. A sliding lad­
der, such as are used in shoe stores and libraries, ran 
along a metal track at the foot of this wall, evidently 
put in by the original owner of the house to provide 
easy access to the uppermost shelves out of normal 
reach. Above the topmost shelf there was a series of 
walnut panels, like the paneling on the other three 
walls. They were narrow and carved in the ginger­
bread style of a bygone generation. What had caught 
Gordon Rowe’s eyes was one of these panels. It was 
swung away from the wall, quite as if it were a door.

“Looks like a secret compartment, by George,” 
chuckled the young man. “In another minute I’ll ex­
pect the Count of Monte Cristo to pop out of the fire­
place.” He ran lightly up the ladder, which stood 
directly below the opening in the panel near the 
ceiling.

“What the devil’ve we run into?” groaned Bolling. 
“Secret compartment! Sounds like one of these, here, 
now, detective stories. . . . Maxwell, did you know 
about this?”

The old man was staring upward open-mouthed. 
“N-no, sir! That’s the first time I ever saw it. Why, 
it’s a little door----- ”

"Empty,” announced Rowe grimly. “Swell hiding­
place ! It’s about—let’s see now—eight inches wide by 
two inches high by two inches deep. . . . Ales must 
have made it, and a clever job he did, too! It’s of 
recent vintage; you can still see the fresh chisel-marks 
inside.” He squinted about, while they watched him 
intently. “Whoever demolished this place was un­
lucky. He didn’t find the hole. See?” And he pointed 
to the narrow strip of paneling above the topmost 
shelf. Here and there the blade of the ax had bitten 
savagely into the wood; but when Rowe swung the 
little door shut they could see that it bore no marks 
of any kind. “Missed it clean! Clever, isn’t it? 
Now how the devil do you get it open again?”

“Let me up there, young fellow,” said Bolling 
grimly.

Rowe reluctantly descended, and the police chief 
mounted with a heavy caution. The secret compart­
ment, as Rowe had said, was ingeniously made. Now 
that the little door was swung to, there was no sign 
of its existence. The cracks had been so contrived 
that they came at the edge of the frame of carving 
and were thus undetectable. Bolling pushed and 
pulled until his red face became redder; but the door 
remained shut and the panel outwardly innocent, al­
though it gave out a hollow sound when he rapped it 
with his knuckles. The frame of this panel, as uni­
formly of the others, was set with tiny wooden 
rosettes. Bolling panted: “Some trick to it,” and 
began to finger the rosettes. Then he exclaimed aloud. 
One of them had turned in his fingers. He revolved it 
once, and nothing happened. He revolved it again; 
and the door flew open with such coiled vigor that he 
almost fell off the ladder. ... He took the door off 
and examined the interior. It contained a crude but 
clever mechanism of catch-and-spring.

"Well,” he said, descending to the floor, “no use 
worrying about that. Whatever was in it, if anything 
ever was, is gone. Mighty small space, hey? Let's 
take a look around upstairs.”

DR. ALES’S bedroom was as badly 
hacked as the study downstairs. The 
bed had been taken apart, mattress 
sliced open, furniture split, floor attacked 
—obviously the wielder of the ax, not 
having found what he was seeking down­

stairs, had mounted to Dr. Ales’s bedroom to continue 
his search. There was a small gilt clock in the bed­
room ; and, oddly enough, this had been damaged also 
in the tornado which had swept the room, having 



fallen to the floor from the night-table, perhaps when 
the hacker had upset the table in his haste to get the 
bed apart. The hands had stopped at 12:24,

Patience’s eyes sparkled. “Our friend's left almost 
a time-table of his activities,” she exclaimed. “This 
proves that he attacked the lower part of the house 
first. . . . Maxwell, do you know if this clock kept cor­
rect time?”

“Yes, Miss. All the clocks were good ones, even if 
they were cheap, and I regulated them so that they 
corresponded all the time.”

“That’s very fortunate,” murmured Lane. “How 
stupid this man was!”

“What ?” asked Bolling sharply.
“Eh? Oh, nothing, Mr. Bolling. I was just com­

menting upon the essential imbecility of criminals,”
A bass voice rolled upstairs. “Hey, Chief' Look 

what I found ! ”
They tumbled down the stairs in their haste. One 

of the policemen was standing in the hall, focussing 
a flashlight on a dark and dirty corner. In the rays 
of the light they saw three pieces of glass, to one of 
which was attached a long loop of black silk ribbon, 
torn in one place.

Lane picked up the pieces and took them into the 
parlor. He fitted the three pieces together: they made 
a perfect circle of glass.

“A monocle,” he said quietly.
“Good Lord,” muttered Rowe.
“A monocle?" Maxwell blinked. “That’s funny, 

sir. Dr. Ales didn’t wear any, and I’ve never seen one 
about the house. And, of course, I----- ”

“Dr. Sedlar,” said Patience gloomily.

CHAPTER XXIII

A MATTER OF SYMBOLISM
THERE WAS nothing more to be done 
on the scene. Maxwell was advised to 
forget his employer and return to Tarry­
town to resume the sadly broken thread 
of his hitherto peaceful life. Bolling, an 
energetic if plodding executive, placed 

the house under guard, leaving his two men to watch 
both the lane leading to the house and the rear, al­
though the rear was inaccessible unless one plowed 
through a tangle of underbrush and treacherous leaf­
mold. Of one point young Rowe, who had been pro­
gressively more silent with the discovery of the secret 
compartment in the study, made certain; Maxwell had 
stated that due to his being alone at night in the 
country he had on the previous night, as always, 
locked all doors and windows. Rowe then personally 
toured the house; he found that with the exception 
of the front door all doors and windows were locked 
from the inside. As for the cellar, it was not neces­
sary to examine it, since there was no entrance to it 
except through the staircase near the kitchen inside 

the house. . . . The bell contrivance on the front door 
jangled derisively after them as they left the house.

On the old gentleman’s invitation—Bolling took 
Maxwell into Tarrytown in the police car—Patience 
and Rowe followed Dromio’s limousine bound for The 
Hamlet. The young people retired gratefully to rooms 
assigned them by the Falstaffian little major-domo of 
the household, scrubbed themselves clean, and came 
down to a late luncheon refreshed in body if not in 
spirit. The three ate alone in the more intimate 
atmosphere of Lane’s private quarters. There was lit­
tle said during the repast; Patience was fretfully 
quiet, Rowe thoughtful, and Lane devoted himself to 
mild conversation and a complete silence on the events 
of the morning. After luncheon he placed them in the 
hands of Quacey, excused himself, and retired to his 
study.

Patience and Rowe wandered idly about the vast 
acreage of The Hamlet. When they came to a lovely 
little garden, they flung themselves by tacit consent 
full length on the grass. Quacey peered at them, 
chuckling, and then vanished.

Birds sang, and the grass smelled hot and sweet. 
Neither spoke. Rowe twisted about to study the face 
of his companion. She was flushed a little with the 
warmth of the sun and her exertions; her slim body 
lay outstretched, healthily curved. To Rowe, watching 
her with a curious eagerness, she seemed at once en­
ticing and remote. For her eyes were closed and 
there was a faint white line between her straight 
brows that did not invite either badinage or love­
making.

Rowe sighed. “What do you make of it, Pat? For 
heaven’s sake, don't frown that way! I like my 
women vapid.”

“Am I frowning?” she murmured; and she opened 
her eyes and smiled at him. “You’re such a child, 
Gordon. I’ve been thinking----- ”

“I suppose I’ll have to get resigned to a brainy 
wife,” said the young man dryly. “The point is, so 
have I—so that makes two.”

“Wife? That’s not funny, young man! I've been 
thinking that Dr. Ales’s house last night was invaded 
not by one person but by two."

“Ah,” said Rowe; and he lay back suddenly and 
plucked a blade.

She sat up, her eyes warm. “So you saw it, too, 
Gordon? One was the wielder of the ax. The condi­
tion of the house clearly shows that he was searching 
for something; he didn’t know where it was and 
wanted desperately to find it—witness his systematic 
demolition of furniture and things with the ax. The 
important point is that the man wasn’t Dr. Ales."

Rowe yawned. “Naturally not. If he’d been Ales 
he would have known exactly where to find something 
that he himself—surely it was Ales who made that lit­
tle compartment in the wall—had hidden there." 
Rowe yawned again. “And the other?"



“Don’t act so disinterested," laughed Patience. “You 
know you're thinking furiously. ... I don’t know. 
You’re right about the reason. The hacker is one of 
our unknowns; Dr. Ales wouldn’t have had to chop 
the place to kindling wood—he would have known 
where to find whatever the hacker was looking for. 
On the other hand, the thing the hacker sought was 
actually found: witness the secret compartment which 
we found open, and which therefore was left open by 
someone.”

“And that makes you think two people were in the 
house last night ? Why couldn’t the hacker—confound 
that clumsy word!—have found the compartment 
himself, after he’d done the dirty work with the ax?”

“Well, smarty,” snapped Patience, “for one thing 
the compartment as you saw was very cleverly hidden. 
Only the fact that Bolling knew a compartment was 
in precisely that spot by seeing the open door led him 
to find that rosette. With the door closed and the 
wall a blank, the chances would be a million to one 
that a searcher would pick the right panel, and then 
the right rosette, and then would know enough to twist 
the rosette completely around twice, as Bolling had to 
do to open the door. In other words, the aperture 
couldn’t have been found by accident. Had the 
hacker known the secret of the rosette and the aper­
ture there would have been no necessity for hacking. 
So I say it wasn’t the hacker who twisted the rosette, 
opened the compartment, took out what was in it, and 
left the door open. If it wasn't the hacker it was 
someone else, and that makes two people, my man. 
Q. E. D."

“A veritable lady-sleuth,” chuckled Rowe. “Pat, 
you're a jewel. That’s excellent logic. And there’s 
another conclusion, too. When did the other man—if 
it was a man—go to the compartment? That is, did 
he precede the hacker or follow him ?”

“Must have followed, teacher. If the man who 
rifled the compartment had been first, then the hacker, 
coming second, would have seen the open door of the 
compartment and therefore would have known at once 
where the hiding-place was. Result: he wouldn’t have 
chopped the house to little bits looking for the hiding­
place. ... Yes, Gordon, the hacker came first, which 
must mean he was the man who held up Maxwell and 
left him trussed in the garage. And then a second man 
came, and what happened then goodness only knows.”

They were silent for a long time. They both lay on 
the grass and stared up at the wool-flecked sky. 
Rowe’s brown hand stirred and touched hers. It re­
mained there, and she did not draw her hand away.

AFTER AN EARLY dinner the three 
repaired to Lane's study, an old English- 
style room which smelled of leather and 
books and wood-sparks. Patience sat 
down in the old gentleman’s armchair 
and, taking a piece of paper, idly began 

to scribble. Lane and Rowe seated themselves before 
the desk, relaxed in the half-light of the lamp on the 
desk.

“You know,” said Patience suddenly, “before dinner 
tonight I wrote down a few things that—well, both­
ered me. They might be called the specific mysteries. 
Some of them annoy me dreadfully.”

“Indeed?” murmured Lane. “My child, you pos­
sess a pertinacity positively amazing in a woman.”

“Sir! That’s my chief virtue. Shall I read my 
little essay?” She slipped a long sheet of paper out 
of her bag and unfolded it. And began to read in a 
clear voice.

“(1) It was Dr. Ales who left the sealed en­
velope with the symbol in it with us—proof, the 
beard and glasses found in his closet; proof, he is 
a ‘missing bibliophile.’ It was Dr. Ales who sent 
Villa to steal the 15W Jaggard in the Saxon house. 
It was Dr. Ales who joined the bus party and 
rifled the Jaggard cabinet in the Britannic—Villa’s 
confession brings this out, and it is confirmed by 
finding the blue fedora and the false gray mus­
tache in Ales’s bedroom. BUT who is Dr. Ales? 
Is he Hamnet Sedlar, as Crabbe and Villa both 
claim, or someone else entirely? Is there somehow 
a confusion of identities?

“(2) Who is the man known as Hamnet Sedlar? 
That a Hamnet Sedlar exists we know from Scot­
land Yard and the fact that such a person was 
hired to be the Britannic’s new curator. But is 
the man who presented himself at the Britannic as 
Hamnet Sedlar really Hamnet Sedlar, or someone 
masquerading as Hamnet Sedlar, as father thinks? 
He is definitely on the shady side; he lied about 
the true date of his arrival. Is the real Hamnet 
Sedlar dead? Did this man take his place and his 
name? What was his motive in lying about the 
arrival date? What was he really doing between 
the date of his real arrival and the date of his pre­
tended arrival ?”
“Phew! ” said young Mr. Rowe. “What a tortuous 

mentality!”
Patience glared at him and continued:

“(3) If Hamnet Sedlar is not Dr. Ales, what’s 
happened to Dr. Ales ? Why did he disappear ?

“(4) What really happened to Donoghue?
“(5) Who held Gordon and me up and stole 

the envelope?
“(6) Who was the hacker? He was not Dr. 

Ales, but might have been anyone else.
“(7) Who was the person who followed the 

hacker and actually rifled the secret compart­
ment? It might have been Dr. Ales himself—he 
knew the secret of his own hiding-place, natu­
rally.”
“One moment, Patience,” said Lane. “How do you 

know the wielder of the ax was not Dr. Ales, or that 
there were two persons in the Ales house last night?” 



Patience explained. Lane eyed her lips fixedly, nod­
ding, “Yes, yes,” he murmured when she had finished. 
“Extraordinary. Eh, Gordon ? And perfectly true. 
... Is that all?”

“No. There’s one more,” said Patience, frowning, 
“and it’s the most important and puzzling of all.” 
She continued:

“(8) What are all these confused mysteries re­
volving about ? Undoubtedly the ‘secret worth 
millions’ Dr. Ales mentioned. But the secret 
worth millions is tied up with the symbol Ales left 
in father’s keeping. So everything depends on 
this last question: What does the symbol mean?” 
And she put down the paper and resumed her idle 

scribbling at the desk. Neither man spoke for some 
time. Then Rowe, who had been watching absently 
the gyrations of Patience’s pencil, stiffened and half­
rose from his chair. Patience and Lane looked at 
him curiously.

“What are you writing there?” demanded the young 
man sharply.

“What?” Patience blinked. “That blankety-blank 
symbol. 3HS wM.”

“Eureka!” shouted Rowe. He sprang to his feet, 
eyes shining. “I’ve got it, I’ve got it! How per­
fectly, childishly simple it is after all!”

Mr. Drury Lane rose and went to the desk. His 
face leaped out of shadow, and every line was etched 
in fine black. “So you’ve seen it at last,” he mur­
mured. “I saw it, the day we sat in your father’s 
office, Patience, and he unfolded the original sheet 
of Saxon stationery to disclose what was written on 
it. Tell her, Gordon.”

“I don’t understand you two,” complained Patience.
“How was I sitting when you just jotted the symbol 

down?” said Rowe.
“In front of the desk, facing me.”
“Exactly! In other words, I saw the characters of 

the symbol just as Mr. Lane must have seen them at 
the time he faced your father across the desk when 
the Inspector unfolded the original sheet. I saw 
them upside down.”

Patience uttered a faint cry. She snatched up 
the sheet and turned it around. The symbol now 
read:

WMSH£
She repeated slowly: “Wm SHe,” the individual 

characters, mouthing them as if to extract their es­
sential flavor. “That looks—that looks like a signa­
ture of some sort. “W-m . . . William—” Both 
men watched her keenly. ‘‘William Shakespeare!” 
she cried, springing to her feet. “William Shakes­
peare!”

A LITTLE LATER Patience seated herself on the 

rug at the feet of the old gentleman; his long white 
fingers played with her hair. Rowe- sat slumped 
opposite them.

"I’ve gone through that mentally man}' times since 
that day,” Lane wearily explained. “It seems clear 
enough from the analytical standpoint. Dr. Ales was 
not copying a facsimile of a Shakespearean auto­
graph ; a facsimile would have been Elizabethan script. 
He was jotting down in his own way—probably with 
some fantastic notion of making it clearer—the capital 
letters of this unusual Shakespearean signature. What 
makes it unusual is the small-sized m and the script 
e. But why the capital H? Probably a vagary of 
Ales's mind. It isn’t important.”

"What is important,” muttered Rowe, "is that this 
is one variation of the Shakespeare autograph. Queer!”

Lane sighed. "As you know even better than I, 
Gordon, there are only six authenticated signatures 
of Shakespeare extant.”

“Talk about queer,” remarked the young man. 
“One of them is written Willm Shak’p’.” 

also aligned
“Like the 

Patience.

“YES. BUT there are a number of the 
so-called ‘doubtful’ autographs, and 
among these is one spelled like the Ales 
symbol—a capital IE, a small m aligned 
with the top of the W, space, then a 
capital S, small h, and a small script e 
with the top.”

old English style of writing ‘ye’?” asked

“Exactly. This doubtful autograph appears in the 
Aldine edition of Ovid’s Metamorphoses, now at the 
Bodleian Library in Oxford.”

“Saw it when I was in England,” snapped the young 
man.

"I have checked with the Bodleian Library,” con­
tinued the old man quietly, “and the Ovid is still 
there. I had thought, you see, that this entire affair 
was mixed up perhaps with a theft of that volume. 
It was ridiculous, of course.” Patience felt his fingers 
stir on her head. “Let me go into this more deeply. 
Dr. Ales said the ‘secret’ was worth millions; he left 
this copy of the autograph of William Shakespeare as 
the key to the secret; so we must begin from there. 
Do you see now what the secret must be?”

“Do you mean to say,” asked Patience in an awed 
voice, “that all this stealing and mystery and every­
thing revolve about the discovery of a seventh genuine 
Shakespeare signature?”

“Looks like it, doesn’t it?” Rowe laughed bitterly. 
“Here I’ve squandered my youth—ha, ha!—messing 
about old Elizabethan records, and I’ve never even 
run across a hint of such an extraordinary thing.”

“What else?” murmured Lane. “If the secret is 
indeed worth millions, then Dr. Ales had reason to 
believe the signature was authentic. How would it 
be worth millions? Ah, there’s a fascinating question.”



“In itself,” said the young man softly, “it would be 
priceless. It would have incalculable historic and 
literary value.”

“Yes, a newly discovered and fully authenticated 
seventh Shakespearean autograph would bring even 
in auction, as I’ve read somewhere, a cool million or 
more. And I don’t know whether my authority 
meant dollars or pounds sterling! But no signature 
exists without purpose. Signatures are generally affixed 
to some type of document.’’

“The paper in the book!” cried Patience.
“Hush, Pat. That’s true, although not always,” 

cried Rowe- reflectively. “The six authentic signatures 
are documented, of course: one is on a legal deposi­
tion in a suit in which the old boy was involved; 
one on the purchase deed of a house he bought about 
1612; another on a mortgage deed involving the same 
house; and the last three on the three sheets of his 
will. But it might be on the flyleaf of a book, you 
know.”

“I think not, as Patience has already seen,” said 
Lane. “Would this seventh signature appear on a 
document—a deed, a lease—in which event the docu­
ment itself would have comparatively small historic 
value? Well, perhaps. . . .”

“Not small,” said Rowe defensively. “If it were 
a deed or a lease it might have tremendous im­
portance. It might show where Shakespeare was at 
a certain date—clarify all sorts of issues.”

“Yes, yes. I meant small from the human side. 
But suppose it is on a letter?" Lane leaned forward, 
and his fingers gripped Patience’s curls so tightly she 
almost cried out. “Think of the possibilities! A 
letter signed, written by immortal Shakespeare!”

“I’m thinking,” muttered Rowe. “It’s almost too 
much. To whom might it have been addressed? What 
did it say? Autobiographical data. A genuine Shakes­
pearean holograph----- ”

“Certainly it’s within the realms of possibility,” 
continued the old gentleman in a queerly choked 
voice. “If it appears at the bottom of a letter, the 
letter would be worth almost more than the signa­
ture! No wonder respectable old scholars are ap­
parently at each others’ throats. It would be like— 
like finding, by heaven, one of the original epistles 
of Paul!”

“That document was in the 1599 Jaggard,” whis­
pered Patience fiercely. “Dr. Ales evidently searched 
the first two existing copies of the 1599 Jaggard and, 
finding nothing, made every effort to get hold of the 
third, which was in the Saxon collection. And he did! 
Is it—could it be possible . . . ?”

“It looks that way,” grinned Rowe. “He’s found 
it, lucky dog! ’’

“And now somebody’s stolen it. Oh, dear! I’ll 
bet it was in that compartment in Dr. Ales’s study.”

“That’s very probably so,” said Lane. “There’s 
another thing. I have discovered that this third copy, 

stolen and then returned, was originally bought by 
Samuel Saxon from Sir John Humphrey-Bond, the 
British collector.”

“The man who recommended Hamnet Sedlar to 
Mr. Wyeth ?” cried Patience, aghast.

“The same.” Lane shrugged. “Humphrey-Bond is 
dead; he died only a few weeks ago. No, no,” he 
said with a smile as they both started, “don’t lie 
alarmed. It was a perfectly natural death, in the 
sense that it was caused by no human agency. The 
Lord God, as usual, was the executioner. He was 
eighty-nine and died of pleuro-pneumonia. But my 
correspondent on the other side cabled me also that 
the Jaggard, bought by Saxon from Humphrey-Bond, 
the one that’s been causing all this trouble, had been 
in possession of the Humphrey-Bond family' since 
Elizabethan times. Sir John was the last of his 
family; had no heir.”

“He couldn’t have known there was such a docu­
ment hidden in the back cover of the Jaggard,” re­
marked Rowe, “or he wouldn’t have sold the book in 
the first place.”

“Naturally not. The chances are that for many 
generations none of the Humphrey-Bonds even sus­
pected the existence of such a document in one of 
their books.”

“But why,” demanded Patience, “was the document 
hidden in the binding at all? And who hid it there?’’

“There’s a question,” sighed Lane. “I suppose it's 
been nestling there for centuries; it might have been 
addressed to a contemporary; who knows? But the 
fact that it was hidden at all points to an extra value 
or significance connected with the document itself. 
I believe------”

Old Quacey slipped into the study. His ancient face 
was wrinkled in a thousand places, and each place 
was the repository of bad news. He tugged at his 
master’s sleeve. “Man named Bolling,” he com­
plained. “Policeman from Tarrytown, Mr. Drury.”

Lane frowned. “Eternally Caliban! What are you 
talking about?”

“He ’phoned. He said to tell you that an hour 
ago—” the clock on the study wall showed seven 
o’clock— “the house of Dr. Ales was destroyed in 
a mysterious explosion! ”

CHAPTER XXIV

HOLOCAUST AND A DISCOVERY
THE HOUSE was a burning, smoking 
ruin. Tenuous sheets of thick yellow 
smoke still clung to the charred trees 
about, and there was a pervasive sul­
phurous odor which gripped the throat. 
The old wooden structure had been razed 

to its foundation; fragments of wall and roof strewed 
the road; the house had collapsed over the cellar 
and now lay, a smouldering heap, in the cindery clear­



ing. State troopers prowled about keeping back a 
curious crowd. Firemen from Tarrytown were keep­
ing the blaze under control, concentrating their ef­
forts on preventing the flames from spreading to the 
dry woods. But there were ineffective water facili­
ties, and auxiliary tanks had been rushed from Tarry­
town and Irvington. The tanks soon ran dry; and 
onlookers were pressed into service to fight the flames.

Chief Bolling met Patience, Rowe, and Lane at the 
edge of the clearing. His red face was speckled 
with cinders and he was panting. “Devilish damn’ 
thing,” he shouted. “My two men were badly in­
jured. Good thing nobody was in the house when it 
happened. Blew up at six o’clock.”

“Without warning?” muttered Lane; he was 
strangely agitated. “No possibility of a bomb dropped 
from aircraft, I suppose?”

“Not a chance. There hasn't been a ’plane near 
here all day. And my two men both say not a soul 
came near the place since we left a couple of hours 
ago.”

“It must have been a bomb planted in the house, 
then,” said Rowe grimly. “Lord, what a narrow 
escape 1 ”

“Why, it might have exploded while we—” Patience 
went white. “It—it’s just a little staggering. A 
bomb!’’ and she shuddered.

“Probably planted in the cellar,” remarked Lane 
absently. “That’s the one place in the house we 
didn’t search this afternoon. Stupid:”

“The cellar—that’s the way I figure it, too,” grunted 
Bolling. “Well, I've got to see that my two men are 
carted off to the hospital. Lucky devils! They might 
have been blown to little pieces. We'll have a look 
at the ruins tomorrow, when the fire's out.”

IN THE old gentleman’s car on the way back to The 
Hamlet, all three were very quiet, wrapped each 
in his own thoughts. Lane especially was meditative, 
fingering his lower lip and gazing into space.

“You know,” said Rowe suddenly, “I've been 
thinking.”

“What?” said Patience.
"There seems to be a nest of people involved 

in this thing. No question but that the Shakespearean 
document, whatever it is, is at the bottom of every­
thing. We’re agreed, I think, that Dr. Ales found 
it in the 1599 Jaggard he stole from the museum. 
That makes one protagonist—Ales. Another one is 
the gentleman who wielded the ax last night; what 
was he looking for if not the document? There’s 
two then. And there was the person who came after 
the hacker, the one who left the secret compartment­
door open; that’s three. And now the explosion; 
someone set a bomb. There’s four, by heaven, and 
it’s enough to give you a pain in the cervix.”

“Not necessarily,” said Patience argumentatively. 
“One or two of these protagonists of yours—you’re so 

technical!—might have been repeaters. The second 
visitor to the house might have been Dr. Ales; that 
would cut them down to three. The hacker might 
have set the bomb; that would make two. . . . We’ll 
not get far on that tack, Gordon. But there is one 
thing. Now that I've had time to think over this 
appalling explosion, I've got the queerest idea.” The 
film dissolved over Lane’s eyes and curiosity crept 
into them. “We've been assuming that whoever is 
after the document wants it for itself—to steal it, 
keep it, or dispose of it for money—the usual crime 
for gain.”

Rowe chuckled. “Pat, you’re the most contrary 
wench! Of course. That’s the normal explanation 
of a scramble after something valuable!”

Patience sighed. “Perhaps I’m going daffy, but 
I can’t help thinking that if the bomb was set in 
advance of last night, it’s a possibility that the one 
who set it knew the document was in the house!”

The old gentleman blinked. “Yes, Patience?”
“Oh, I suppose it's insane, but we’re dealing with 

violent events—attacks, thefts, explosions. . . . Only 
Maxwell was living in the house; surely the bomb­
setter knew that. It’s preposterous to think that the 
bomb was meant for that harmless old servant. Then 
what wax it meant for? We’ve been supposing that 
a person or persons were after the document to keep 
it; I tell you there’s somebody after it to destroy it! ”

Rowe gaped for a moment, and then he threw back 
his head and guffawed. “Oh, Pat, you’ll be the death 
of me. Talk about woman's arguments . . .” He 
wiped his eyes. "Who the devil would want to de­
stroy a document of such historic and monetary value? 
It's insane on the face of it!”

Patience flushed. “I think you’re being miserable.” 
"Patience’s alternative, Gordon,” said Lane shortly, 

“is strictly logical. You won’t get far, my boy, 
challenging this young woman’s intellect. I should 
say that if only the Shakespearean signature were in­
volved, then only a madman would wish to destroy 
it. But there’s more than the signature involved; 
there’s the document to which the signature is ap­
pended. The bomber therefore might have been 
moved by a desire to keep the document, with what­
ever message it contained, from becoming public 
knowledge."

“There, smarty,” said Patience.
“But to destroy—!” Rowe grimaced. “I can’t im­

agine what sort of secret old Shake could have 
written which would induce a twentieth-century being 
to go to such lengths to keep it from becoming public. 
What on earth could it be? It doesn’t make sense, 
I tell you!”

“That’s exactly the point,” said Lane dryly. “What 
can it be? If you knew that— As for its not making 
sense, that’s another story.”

HAD PATIENCE been asked she would probably 



have said that this day, which had begun with a 
weird telephone call, which included an assaulted old 
man, a mysteriously vandalized house, and ended with 
a violent explosion, could hold no further surprises. 
But there was still another awaiting her—and Rowe 
and Lane—at The Hamlet.

It was growing dark. There was a firefly of 
light on the draw-bridge; Quacey’s gnomish old 
face gleamed leathery and wrinkly before an ancient 
lantern.

“Mr. Drury!” he cried. “Was anyone hurt?” 
“Not badly. What’s the matter, Quacey?” 
“There's a gentleman in the hall. He telephoned 

just after you left. Then he came out himself, about 
an hour later. He seems frightfully upset, Mr. Drury.”

“Who is he?”
“He says his name is Choate.”

THEY HURRIED into the manorial 
hall, like the building itself faithful to 
the mediaeval English castle from which 
it had been copied. The rushes sighed 
beneath their shoes. Far at the other end, 
his hands clenched behind his back, was 

the bearded figure of the Britannic’s curator, strid­
ing up and down below the huge mask of Tragedy 
which it had been Lane’s fancy to install at that end 
of the hall.

The three crossed to him eagerly. “Dr. Choate,” 
said Lane slowly. “Sorry to have kept you waiting.
Something unexpected happened. , . . Your face is 
as tragic as that mask! What’s the trouble?”

“Something unexpected?” Dr. Choate was agitated. 
“Then you know?” He scarcely nodded to Patience 
and Rowe.

“The explosion?”
“Explosion? What explosion? Heavens, no! I’m 

talking about Dr. Sedlar.”
“Dr. Sedlar!” they all exclaimed together.
"He's disappeared."

THE CURATOR leaned against an oak table. His 
eyes were bloodshot.

“Disappeared?” frowned Patience. “Why, we saw 
him only Saturday, didn't we, Gordon?”

“Yes, yes,” said the curator hoarsely. “He was in 
for a few minutes Saturday morning. He seemed 
quite all right. I asked him before he left to tele­
phone me at my home Sunday—last night—about a 
certain matter connected with the museum. He 
promised. Then he went away.”

“He didn't call ?” murmured Lane.
“No. I tried to get him at the Seneca; he wasn’t 

there. All day today I waited for him, or for word 
from him. But there was nothing.” Dr. Choate raised 
his shoulders. “It's so—so imbecilic! He said noth­
ing about going away. I thought perhaps he might be 
ill. I called again this afternoon, and discovered 

that he hadn’t been seen at the hotel since Saturday 
morning!"

“That doesn’t necessarily mean he disappeared Sat­
urday,” muttered Rowe.

“I suppose not. But. it’s strange. I didn’t know 
what to do. Call the police or— I tried to get in 
touch with your father, Miss Thumm, but the girl 
in the office said . . The curator sank into a 
chair, groaning.

“First Donoghue, then Dr. Ales, now Sedlar,” said 
Patience tragically. “All these disappearances! It’s— 
it’s indecent.”

“Unless Sedlar is Ales," pointed out Rowe with a 
scowl.

Dr. Choate seized his head. “Good God! Isn’t 
there an end to this?”

“I wonder,” frowned Patience, “if it mightn’t mean 
that Dr. Ales is Sedlar, that he’s got the document, 
and that he’s skipped out! ”

“My dear Miss Thumm. The hotel people say all his 
effects are still in his room. That’s scarcely con­
sistent with an escape, I should say! And what docu­
ment are you—?”

Lane looked very tired; there were deep rings under 
his eyes and his skin was like creased parchment. He 
shook his head wearily. “These speculations get us 
nowhere. Unexpected development. . . . The only 
thing I can suggest is that you try to find out what’s 
happened to Sedlar.”

♦ ♦ ♦

It was very late when Patience and Rowe reached 
the city. They parked the roadster outside the Hotel 
Seneca and sought out the manager. After some de­
lay they were permitted to see Dr. Sedlar’s room. 
It seemed quite orderly; English-cut clothes hung 
stiffly in the wardrobe, the bureau was full of fresh 
linen, and the man's two trunks and three bags were 
unpacked. The manager, who seemed eager enough to 
keep the police out of it, glanced again at Patience's 
credentials—which belonged, of course, to the In­
spector—and wearily permitted a search of the hotel 
room.

The luggage and clothing were uniformly English; 
there was some correspondence, postmarked “London" 
and addressed to “Dr. Hamnet Sedlar.” It was of an 
innocent nature, apparently from former associates 
of the Briton. The passport, properly vised, was 
found intact in one of the bureau drawers; it was 
made out to Dr. Hamnet Sedlar and bore a small 
familiar photograph.

“Sedlar, all righty,” scowled Rowe. “This thing 
is beginning to get on my nerves. There's certainly 
no indication here that the man intended to skip 
the country.”

“Bother!” groaned Patience. “Gordon, take me 
home and—and kiss me.”



CHAPTER XXV

MURDER
THE SUN beamed and the fire was 
out. The smoke had dissipated over­
night. Only the charred embers, the 
heap of wreckage like a prehistoric 
mound, and the scorched trees remained 
to tell of the explosion the evening be­

fore. Firemen and police were busy digging about 
in the ruins. One man, a dark quiet fellow with a sharp 
eye, was directing operations. He seemed particularly 
anxious to get the debris cleared away so that he 
could descend into what remained of the cellar.

They looked on from the edge of the trees, a 
warm early morning wind blowing their clothes about. 
Bolling watched the workmen grimly.

"See that bird over there with the eagle eye? He's 
a bomb expert. Thought I might as well do this right 
while I was doing it. I want to know how this 
damn’ thing happened.”

“Do you mean to say he’ll find something in that 
rubbish?” demanded Rowe.

“That’s what he’s here for.”
The workmen made huge progress. In a short time 

the wreckage had been cleared out of the hole in 
the ground and passed from hand to hand to make 
a ragged heap thirty feet away. When the cellar had 
been sufficiently excavated to permit descent, the quiet 
man scrambled into the pit and disappeared. He 
emerged after ten minutes, looked about as if measur­
ing the circumference of the explosion, and vanished 
again, this time among the trees. When he returned 
he dived into the cellar again. On his third appear­
ance he wore a look of quiet satisfaction, and he 
carried in his two hands a heterogeneous mess of small 
iron fragments, rubber, glass, and wire.

"Well?” demanded Bolling.
"Here’s the evidence, Chief,” said the bomb expert 

casually. He held up a small piece of clock-like 
apparatus. “Time-bomb.”

"Ah,” said Mr. Drury Lane.
"Crude, home-made. Set by a clock to go off at 

six. Swell charge of trinitrotoluol—TNT.”
The same question leaped to the lips of Patience, 

Rowe, and Lane. It was Lane, however, who said 
sharply: “When was the bomb planted?”

"Six p. m. Sunday, if this went off at six last night. 
It was a twenty-four hour bomb.”

“Six o’clock Sunday,” repeated Patience slowly. 
"Then it was planted before Maxwell was assaulted 
Sunday night!”

"Looks as if you were right, Pat,” murmured Rowe. 
“If whoever set the bomb knew the document was in 
the house, then he planted it to destroy the docu­
ment. That means he knew it was in the house but 
didn’t know exactly where. It’s hard to take----- ”

“Focal point of the explosion,” said the expert, 

spitting at a blackened rock, “was the cellar.”
“Ah,” said Lane again.
“The second visitor, the one who got the document 

out of the little secret compartment,” said Patience 
with a thoughtful squint at Lane, “couldn’t have 
been the one who set the bomb. That’s obvious. 
That second visitor knew where the document was; 
the bomb-setter didn’t, as you’ve just said, Gor­
don . . .”

She was interrupted by a hoarse shout from one 
of the workmen digging in the ruins of the cellar. 
They all turned quickly.

“What’s the matter?” cried Bolling, breaking into 
a run.

Three men were stooping over something, their 
heads just visible above the lip of the excavation. 
One of them turned, white and shaking. “There— 
there’s a body in here, Chief,” he croaked. “And 
from the—the looks of him he was murdered.”

THE YOUNG people dashed through the blackened 
ashes to the rim of the foundation. Lane followed 
slowly behind, pale and worried.

Rowe took one look and turned to shove Patience 
roughly away. “No good, Pat,” he said huskily. 
“You’d better go off there under the trees. It’s— 
not nice.”

“Oh,” said Patience; and her nostrils flared nerv­
ously. Without another word she obeyed.

The men stared, fascinated, down into the pit. One 
workman, a young red-cheeked policeman, crept off 
to a corner of the cellar and bent double, trembling 
and sick. . . . The remains were fearfully charred, 
wholly beyond semblance to human form; a leg and 
an arm were horribly missing, and the clothes were 
completely burned away.

“How do you know,” asked Lane harshly, “that 
he’s been murdered?”

An older man in uniform looked up, lips com­
pressed. “He wasn’t so burnt I can’t see the holes,” 
he said.

“Holes?” choked Rowe.
The man sighed queerly. “Three holes. Neat as 

hell in his belly. Those are bullet holes, Mister, and 
don’t forget it.”

THREE HOURS later Lane, Chief Bolling, Pa­
tience, and young Rowe were seated silently in the 
office of the district attorney at White Plains. A 
hurry call had been sent through for a vehicle and 
arrangements made to cart the corpse off to the Medi­
cal Examiner’s office in White Plains, the county seat. 
Bolling would permit no one to touch the body beyond 
the handling necessary to assemble the scattered re­
mains. A search had been conducted for fragments 
of clothing, particularly buttons, which might pro­
vide a clue to the murdered man’s identity in the 
absence of more specific identification; but the body 



had been in the vortex of the explosion and the search­
ers soon gave up. It was a miracle, the bomb expert 
said cheerfully, that the body had not smashed to 
atoms.

They sat about the district attorney’s desk staring 
at the object upon it. It was the only article taken 
from the dead body which might be construed as a 
clue. It was a wrist-watch of British manufacture, 
a cheap timepiece with a leather strap; it would 
have been futile to attempt to trace it. Nothing re­
mained of the crystal except a single triangular bit 
of glass clinging to the frame. The alloy metal of 
which the watch was made had not suffered from 
the explosion, aside from its smoky blackish appear­
ance. There was one thing about it, however, which 
was odd. The hands stood fixed at 12:26; and there 
was a deep gash on the face. This gash had not 
only bitten into the number 10, but extended be­
yond the 10 into the very metal of the frame.

“THAT'S a funny one,” said the district 
attorney, a youngish man with worried 
eyes. “Didn't you tell me, Bolling, that 
the body was found face down and the 
arm on which this watch was strapped 
was folded under the body?”

“That’s right.”
“Then the gash on the edge of the dial wasn’t made 

by the explosion.”
“There’s something else too,” murmured Patience. 

“The explosion occurred at six o'clock; if it had 
caused the watch to stop then the hands should 
show six o’clock. But they don’t.”

The district attorney surveyed her with admiration. 
“Right! I never thought of that, to tell the truth. 
Inspector Thumm’s daughter, did you say?"

The Medical Examiner came in hurriedly—a bald 
little man with a pink face and tender jowls. “Hello, 
hello! Well, I suppose you want the good news. 
I’ve just finished looking over that mess inside.”

“He was murdered, wasn’t he?” asked Rowe eagerly.
“Yes, indeed. Of course in the condition of the 

corpse it’s hard to tell, but it’s my opinion that he’s 
been dead about thirty-six hours, which would make 
the time of death approximately midnight Sunday.”

“Midnight Sunday!” Patience stared at Rowe, and 
he stared back. Mr. Drury Lane stirred a little.

“That checks pretty well with the wrist-watch,” 
remarked the district attorney. “Twelve-twenty-six. 
The watch must have stopped during the murder- 
period. He was killed at twenty-six minutes past 
twelve early Monday morning.”

The bald little man continued: “He was shot from 
the front, at very close range. Three slugs.” He 
tossed three smashed and shapeless bullets on the 
desk. “Funny thing about the gash on that watch. 
There’s a corresponding gash on the wrist which cut 
pretty deep. The wrist-gash starts just where the 

gash on the watch leaves off.’’
“In other words,” asked Rowe, “you think the same 

blow caused the gashes on both wrist and watch?”
“That’s the ticket.”
“Then there’s our ax-wielder,” muttered Rowe with 

a hard glitter in his eyes. “Or at least it’s somebody 
who used an ax. . . . Doctor, could these gashes have 
been caused by a small ax?” s

“Sure. Couldn’t have been a knife. Anything with 
a broad blade and a handle for leverage.”

“Then that’s settled,” grunted Boiling. “Somebody 
used an ax to carve this bird, hit him over the wrist, 
broke his watch and stopped it, wounding the wrist 
at the same time; and then, I suppose in a fight, 
filled his belly full of lead.”

“There's something else, too,” said the doctor. He 
produced from his pocket a small key wrapped in 
tissue paper. “One of your men, Bolling, just brought 
this in. Found in a scrap of trouser-pocket they 
managed to dig up in the ruins near the body. It’s 
been identified by somebody----- ”

“Maxwell ?”
“Man who took care of the house? Yes. Maxwell 

identified it as the original key to the front door.”
“The original!” cried the young people in chorus.
“Funny,” muttered Bolling. “Hold on a minute.” 

He seized the district attorney’s telephone and called 
his headquarters in Tarrytown. He spoke shortly to 
someone, then replaced the receiver. “Sure enough. 
My man tells me Maxwell said this was Dr. Ales's 
key. The one that the masked man took from Max­
well the night he tied him up in the garage was just 
a duplicate.”

“The only original?” breathed Patience.
“That’s what Maxwell said.”
“Then I don’t think there’s any doubt about it,” 

said the district attorney with a sigh of satisfaction. 
“The corpse must be that of Dr. Ales.”

“Indeed?” murmured Lane.
“You don't think so?”
“A key, my dear sir, doesn’t make an owner. How­

ever, I suppose it’s logically possible.”
“Well, I'm busy,” said the Medical Examiner. 

“Only one other thing. I suppose you want a descrip­
tion of this cadaver. Five feet eleven, sandy or blond 
hair, must have weighed somewhere around a hundred 
and fifty-five pounds, and he was anywhere from forty- 
five to fifty-five years old. I couldn’t find any identi­
fying marks.”

“Sedlar,” whispered Patience.
“On the dot.” Rowe spoke brusquely. “One of the 

men involved in this case, an Englishman, Dr. Sedlar, 
disappeared from his hotel in New York City on 
Saturday. That description fits him perfectly!”

“You don’t say!” growled Bolling.
“I do say. At the same time there seems to be a 

confusion of identities. This man Sedlar has been 
accused of being Dr. Ales—”



"Then there’s the answer,” said Bolling hopefully. 
“Don’t forget the corpse was carrying around Dr. 
Ales’s key. If Sedlar was Ales, then everything's 
hunky-dory.”

“I'm not so sure, on second thought,” muttered 
Rowe. “There are really only two possibilities, and 
we’re muddling about here because we haven’t analyzed 
thoroughly enough. The first possibility is that Sedlar 
and Ales are the same man, as you say, Mr. Bolling, 
in which case the corpse—which is remarkably like 
both—clears up the major mystery of both men’s 
disappearance. But if Sedlar and Ales aren’t the same, 
then there’s only one conclusion to come to: they bear 
an uncanny resemblance to each other I We've been 
evading that conclusion because it seems—er—pulpy 
and penny-dreadfullish; but I don't see how you can 
get around it.”

Lane said nothing.
‘•Well,” grumbled Bolling, struggling to his feet, “all 

this talk may get you people somewhere, but it leaves 
me with a headache. All I want to know is: Whose 
corpse is this, Dr. Ales's or that bloody Englishman 
Sedlar’s?”

ON WEDNESDAY morning two things of import­
ance occurred. Inspector Thumm returned victorious 
from Chillicothe, Ohio, his jewel thief caught and 
safely behind bars; and the mystery of the “uncanny 
resemblance” was solved.

CHAPTER XXVI

RESURRECTION

“THE REASON we re up here again— 
Patty tells me she and this young brute 
have practically been living here! ” said 
the Inspector genially to Lane the next 
morning as the two old men and the 
young couple sat under a spreading oak 

in one of Lane’s serene gardens, “is that we've got 
some interesting news for you.”

“News?’’ The old gentleman shrugged; he looked 
listless and wan and tired. Then he smiled feebly; 
a bit of the sonorous vigor of old time leaped into 
his voice. “ ‘Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine 
ears, that long time have been barren.’ I trust they're 
fruitful?”

The Inspector grinned; he was in high good humor. 
“Judge for yourself.” He dug into his pocket and 
produced an envelope. “Heard unexpectedly from 
good old Trench this morning. Takes old Trenchie 
to come through.”

The message said:
'‘Further investigation into Hamnet Sedlar re­

veals interesting development. In last cable I 
informed you H. S. had a brother William whose 
whereabouts were unknown. H’e have now found 
that William and Hamnet are twins. William has 

been traced to the United States, having embarked 
from Bordeaux to the United States on a small 
tramp in late March. He is wanted by Bordeaux 
Police Department of Gironde on charge of illegal 
entry and felonious assault, having broken into 
private library of wealthy French bibliophile of 
Bl aye and apparently attempted to steal a rare 
book. Frenchman was found badly beaten; had 
surprised William in act of mutilating binding. 
Book a 159Q Jaggard edition of quote The Passion­
ate Pilgrim unquote by William Shakespeare. Act 
is peculiar since William seems to be a man of 
means. He is a bibliophile like Hamnet and has 
written literary articles under the pseudonym of 
Doctor Ales. Before his disappearance from Eng­
land three years ago he had acted as expert at rare 
book auctions buying for millionaire collectors. 
His best patron was Sir John Humphrey-Bond re­
cently deceased. No fingerprints of either William 
or Hamnet available nor distinguishing marks 
known although from information at hand William 
is image of his brother. Hope this information is 
of assistance to you. If you find trace of William 
Sedlar alias Doctor Ales notify Prefect of Police 
Bordeaux France. Regards and good hunting.

TRENCH."

“That explains it, don’t you see?” cried Patience. 
“Being twin brothers Hamnet and William must have 
been as alike as two peas in a pod. That’s why every­
body's been mixing them up ! ”

“Yes,” said Lane softly. “This is exceedingly valu­
able information. It's clear, then, that Sedlar was 
Sedlar, and Dr. Ales was William, Sedlar’s brother, 
the fugitive from French justice.” He placed the tips 
of his long fingers together. “But the embarras de 
choix still remains to plague us. Whose body was 
found—Hamnet’s or William’s?”

“And then there’s this business of William trying 
to get his hooks into a copy of the 1599 Jaggard in 
Blaye,” remarked Rowe. “You must have heard of 
that old Frenchie, Mr. Lane. Pierre Greville. In fact, 
I visited him last year.” Lane nodded. “He’s the 
owner of the second copy. Saxon had the third, and 
the other is Lord knows where. Mutilating the bind­
ing, eh? Nonsense. He was looking for that Shake­
speare holograph! ”

“Figure it out, kids,” chuckled the Inspector. “I’ve 
washed my hands of this case. But it's beginning to 
show improvement, hey?’’

“Do you want to know,” said Patience suddenly, 
smoothing her frock with absent fingers, “who mur­
dered that man in the cellar?" They all started, and 
Patience laughed. “Oh, I can't give you any names. 
It’s like an algebraic problem where you're dealing 
with a flock of unknowns. But of one thing I'm sure: 
the murderer was the wielder of the ax!”

“Oh,” said Rowe, and sank back on the grass.



“We know he was in the study at midnight from 
the evidence of the grandfather-clock. At twelve­
twenty-four he was upstairs in the bedroom, still hack­
ing—evidence of the broken bedroom clock. The mur­
der occurred at twelve-twenty-six—only two minutes 
later! And the murderer was wielding an ax—evidence 
of the deep sharp gash on the victim’s wrist-watch 
and wrist. Which was to be proved.”

“I see,” said Lane, and looked up at the blue sky.
“Isn’t it right?” asked Patience fretfully.
But Lane was not watching her lips; he seemed 

intent on the frowsy contour of a curiously formed 
cloud.

“There’s another thing,” said Rowe crisply. “There’s 
that monocle we found in the hallway of the house. 
That’s pretty good evidence that Sedlar was in the 
house. Was he the victim or the murderer? Offhand 
it would seem he was the victim. The corpse corre­
sponded to his specific description. . . .”

“Unless,” said Patience, “the corpse was Dr. Ales’s.” 
“But who set the bomb?” demanded the Inspector. 
Quacey came pattering up before a mahogany-faced 

man in uniform.
“You Inspector Thumm?” demanded the stranger.
“Yeah.”
“I’m from Chief Bolling of Tarrytown.”
“Oh, yes! I called him this morning to tell him 

I’d come back.”
“Well, he said to tell you people that a man’s been 

found wandering in the pike between Irvington and 
Tarrytown sort of dazed. Looks nigh starved, too. 
Bum physical condition. Half-dotty. Won’t tell his 
name but keeps mumbling something about a blue 
hat.”

“Blue hat!”
“Yep. They’ve taken him to the hospital in Tarry­

town. If you want to see him, the Chief says, hop 
to it.”

THEY FOUND Bolling striding hugely up and 
down in the waiting-room of the hospital. He shook 
Thumm’s hand heartily. “Haven’t seen you in a good 
many years, Inspector! Well, this is just getting 
messier day by day. Want to see him?”

“You bet. Who is he?”
“Search me. They’re just getting him out of it now. 

He’s a husky old boy, but he’s so thin you can see 
his ribs. Starved.”

They followed Bolling along the corridor with 
mounting excitement.

Bolling opened the door of a private room. A 
middle-aged man lay very still on the hospital bed. 
A heap of tattered dirty clothing lay on a chair near­
by. His face was emaciated, deeply lined and covered 
with a ragged short beard; and his eyes were open, 
staring at the wall.

Inspector Thumm’s jaw dropped. “Donoghue!” he 
roared.

“Is that the Irishman who disappeared?” asked 
Bolling eagerly.

MR. DRURY LANE quietly closed the 
door. He approached the bed and looked 

/ JzV down upon the old Irishman, The eyes 
/Z/J suddenly filled with pain, and the head 

turned slowly. They met Lane’s gaze 
I Ini blankly, shifted to the Inspector’s face. 
. . . Recognition sparked at once. He licked his lips. 
“Inspector,” he whispered.

“The same,” said Thumm heartily, approaching the 
bed. “Well, you cantankerous old Mick, you’ve led us 
one hell of a chase. Where’ve you been? What hap­
pened to you ?”

A slight flush suffused the thin cheeks. Donoghue 
croaked once before he could find his voice. “It’s— 
it’s a long story.” And he tried to grin. “They’ve 
been feedin’ me here through a dum’ pipe, bedad! I’d 
give me right arm for a juicy steak. How—how’d ye 
find me, Chief?”

“We've been looking for you since you took that 
runout powder, Donoghue. Feel strong enough to 
talk?”

“Sure, an’ it’ll be a pleasure.” Donoghue rubbed 
his bearded cheeks and then in a steadily strengthen- 

"• ing voice told a fantastic story:
On the afternoon when the Indiana party had visited 

the Britannic Museum, he had noticed a tall thin 
mustached man carrying a peculiar blue fedora slip­
ping out of the building with something under his 
arm—it looked like a book. On the alert always for 
thieves, Donoghue had not had time to give the alarm 
but had dashed after the man. His quarry had 
jumped into a cab, and Donoghue had trailed him in 
another. The chase had led by devious means of 
transportation out of the city to a ramshackle wooden 
house about a mile from the main highway between 
Tarrytown and Irvington. He had hidden in the shrub­
bery while an old man in black clothes left the house; 
and had then mounted the porch. A name-plate under 
the bell had told him that this was the house of a 
Dr. Ales. He had rung the bell and the man himself 
had come to the door. Donoghue recognized him de­
spite the fact that he had discarded his hat and no 
longer wore the bushy gray mustache. The mustache, 
then, had been a disguise! Donoghue had been in a 
quandary. He had no proof that the man was a 
thief; perhaps it had been his imagination. Yet the 
absence of the mustache was promising. . . . Having 
no authority to make an arrest, he had permitted 
himself to be courteously invited into the house. He 
was ushered into a study lined with books. Taking 
the bull by the horns, Donoghue had then accused his 
host of having stolen a book from the museum.

“He was a mild divil,” said Donoghue, his eyes 
bright. “Admitted th’ charge! Then he says he’ll 
make full restitootion, says he’ll pay for it an’ all 



that blarney. I took out me dickey-pipe an’ begun to 
smoke, thinkin’ I’ll kid him along till I can git to a 
phone an’ sic the nearest police onto him. But I was 
nervous an’ I broke me pipe on the floor. So he 
shows me out of th’ house, smooth as ye please, an’ 
I'm walkin' down that lane thinkin’ hard, when all of 
a suddint somethin' cracks down on th’ top of me 
shkull an’ that's all I know for a long long time.'1

When he awakened, he found himself bound and 
gagged in a dark room. He had thought at the time 
that Dr. Ales had followed and attacked him; he 
had held to this theory all along until today, when 
on making his escape he had discovered that his prison 
had not been Dr. Ales's house but a totally different 
house which he had never seen before.

‘'You’re sure of that ? But then, sure. The Ales 
house went up,” muttered the Inspector. “Go on, 
Donoghue.’’

“I'd no idee how long I'd been trussed up like a 
dum’ pig,” continued the resurrected Irishman com­
fortably. ‘'What’s t’day? Well, it makes no diff'rence. 
I was fed onct a day by a masked man with a gun.”

“Was it Dr. Ales?” cried Patience.
"No. mum, that I can't say. Th’ light was niver 

good. But his voice was kind of the same—spoke like 
a blinkin’ Britisher, he did, an’ well J know that ac­
cent, me havin’ seen an’ heard of thim in the ould 
country. Divil th' day if he didn't go an’ threaten 
me time after time with torture, bedad!”

"Torture?'’ gasped Patience.
“Th’ very same, Miss. On’y threaten: niver did it. 

He wanted me to tell him 'where is th’ documint.’ ” 
Donoghue chuckled. "So I says: 'Are ye daft?' an’ he 
threatens me some more. 1 didn’t know what he meant 
by documint, ye see.”

“Strange,” said Rowe.
“Some days he didn't feed me a-tall,” complained 

Donoghue. “Cripes, for a leg o' mutton!” He licked 
his lips and continued the odd tale. At one time— 
long ago, he said, although he could not place the ex­
act date or period since he had lost all track of time 
—he had heard a commotion somewhere in the build­
ing. He heard the sound of a heavy body being 
dragged and apparently dumped in a room near his; 
and then a man's groans. A few moments later he 
heard the faint slam of a door. He attempted to com­
municate by signal with his neighbor, whom he took 
to be a fellow-prisoner, but bound and gagged as he 
himself was, his attempt was unsuccessful. For the 
past three days Donoghue had not been fed, nor had he 
seen his masked captor. This morning, after days of 
agonizing effort, he had managed to rid himself of 
his bonds; he had forced the lock on his door and 
found himself in a dark, dirty, smelly hall. He lis­
tened, but the house seemed deserted. He had tried 
to locate the room which held his companion prisoner, 
but all doors were locked and he could get no reply 
to his rappings. Weak himself, afraid his captor might 

return, he had crept out of the house and made his 
escape.

“Do you think,” said Inspector Thumm fiercely, 
“you could find that dump again, Donoghue?”

“Sure, an’ I'll niver forgit it.”
“Just a moment,” protested a white-clad young 

man near the door. “This man is,still very weak. I 
strongly advise against his moving.”

“Advise an’ be dum'ed to ye!” shouted Donoghue, 
attempting to sit up in bed. Then he sank down with 
a groan. “I ain’t as spry as I used to be. Give me 
another swig o’ your soup, Doc, an I'll lead the rescuin’ 
party. Whisht, Inspector, ’tis like ould times!”

AT DONOGHUE'S direction Lane's car. followed by 
Boiling with a squad of men in another, proceeded to 
the point where he had been found wandering by a 
trooper earlier in the day. Thumm assisted him from 
the limousine and the doughty old Irishman stood 
squinting up the road.

“This way,” he said finally, and the two men got 
back into the car. Dromio drove slowly. Not a hun­
dred yards away Donoghue shouted something, and 
Dromio turned the car into a narrow drive. It was a 
sideroad no more than a mile from the lane which led 
to the Ales house.

The two cars proceeded cautiously. Three cottages 
slipped by, set far back from the road, when Dono­
ghue suddenly cried out, “There!”

IT WAS a small old house, no more than 
a shack, as lonely and dilapidated as an 
archeological exhibit. There was no sign 
of life; the place was boarded up and 
looked as if it had not been occupied 
for years.

Bolling’s men made short shrift of the feeble bar­
riers. An old log served as a battering ram and the 
front door crumpled in like the shell of a rotten nut. 
They swarmed through the house, guns drawn. It was 
empty, hollow, dirty, and except for the room in which 
Donoghue had been kept prisoner, unfurnished. They 
crashed in door after door. And finally they' came upon 
a olack sour-smelling cubicle provided with a cot, a 
basin, and a chair. Upon the cot lay the bound body 
of a man.

He was unconscious.
Bolling’s men carried him out into the sunlight. 

They all stared at the man’s drawn yellowed face. 
The same question was mirrored in all their eyes. Was 
this victim of foul air and starvation Hamnet or 
William Sedlar? For that he was one or the other 
they could not doubt.

DONOGHUE, his work done, uttered a faint groan 
and collapsed in the Inspector’s arms. An ambulance 
which had trailed the two cars sped up, and Donoghue 
was deposited inside. An interne bent over the limp 



figure of the unconscious Englishman.
“He’s just fainted. Tight bonds, lack of food, rotten 

air—general debilitation. He’ll come around with a 
little attention.”

The thin cheeks were covered with a silky blond 
stubble. The young doctor applied restoratives and 
the man’s eyes fluttered open. But they were dazed, 
and he returned blank stares to the Inspector’s shouted 
questions. Then he closed his eyes again.

“All right,” grumbled Bolling. “Take ’em both to 
the hospital. We’ll talk to this bird tomorrow.”

As the ambulance shot away, a car drove up and 
a hatless young man jumped out. He was, it proved, 
a reporter drawn to the scene by that mysterious 
undercurrent of rumor which seems to serve the gen­
tlemen of the press as a happy vehicle. Bolling and 
Thumm were overwhelmed with questions. Despite 
all of Lane’s frantic signs the news came out: all 
they knew about Dr. Ales, the “fugitive from French 
justice,” the dramatic story of Donoghue, the con­
fusion of identities concerning the Sedlar twins. . . . 
The young man dashed away grinning with triumph.

“That,” said Lane coldly, “was an error of judg­
ment, Inspector.”

Thumm blushed. At this moment a man came up 
to Boiling and reported failure to turn up the slight­
est clue to the identity of the two prisoners’ captor 
despite a thorough search of the house.

“I called Tarrytown, too,” he reported, “and lo­
cated the owner of this property. He didn’t even 
know anybody was living here. He says it’s been 
‘vacant’ for three years.”

The two parties clambered into their respective 
automobiles in silence. It was a full ten minutes later 
that Gordon Rowe said wearily: “Talk about puzzles!”

CHAPTER XXVII

THE 300-YEAR-OLD CRIME

“THE FIRST thing we want to settle,” 
said Inspector Thumm grimly, “is who 
you are.”

They were congregated about the E"g- 
lishman’s bed the next morning in the 
Tarrytown hospital. A call from the

House Physician had informed them that the patient 
was in good enough condition to talk; careful nourish­
ment, sedatives, and a sound night’s sleep had worked 
wonders with him. He had been shaved, and there 
was a slight flush on his flat cheeks, and his eyes were 
remote and intelligent. They had entered the room to 
find the man propped in bed, a profusion of morning 
newspapers strewn on the coverlet, talking amiably to 
Donoghue in the next bed.

The Englishman’s sandy brows lifted. “Was there 
any doubt? I’m afraid I don’t understand.” He looked 
keenly from one to another of them, as if weighing 
them in some secret balance of his own. The voice 

was weak, but had a familiar timbre. “I am Dr. 
Hamnet Sedlar.”

“Ah,” said Lane. “This will be excellent news for 
Choate.”

“Choate? Oh yes, Dr. Choate! He must have 
been worried,” said the Englishman smoothly. “Hor­
rible time! Your friend Donoghue here thought I was 
his quarry of the blue hat. Ha, ha! The resemblance 
is—was startling.” He sobered. “He was my twin 
brother, y’know.”

“Then you do know he’s dead?” cried Patience. 
Lane glanced once at the Inspector, and the Inspec­
tor grew very red.

“I’ve been besieged by reporters all morning. And 
then these newspapers— They told me everything. 
From the Medical Examiner’s description of the corpse, 
it must have been my brother William. He used the 
pseudonym Dr. Ales, y’know, in his professional 
writing.”

“Hmm,” said Thumm. “Look here, Dr. Sedlar. It 
looks very much as if this case is solved. But what 
the solution is I’m blamed if I know. We’ve learned, 
as we told you, some suspicious things about you— 
and now about your brother—and we want the truth. 
If your brother’s dead there’s no longer any reason to 
keep quiet.”

Dr. Sedlar sighed. “I suppose that’s so. Very well, 
I shall tell you everything.” He closed his eyes; his 
voice was very feeble. “You and the papers have made 
a great point about my untruth concerning the date 
of my arrival in this country. The fact is that I came 
here in secret before my announced arrival in an at­
tempt to avert a dishonorable act. My brother Wil­
liam’s act.” He stopped; no one spoke. He opened 
his eyes. “There are too many people here,” he said 
abruptly.

“Oh, come now, Doctor,” said Rowe. “We’re all in 
this thing together. And as far as Donoghue is con­
cerned—”

“I’m deaf, dumb, an’ blind,” grinned the Irishman.
The story came out reluctantly. Some years before, 

when William Sedlar had been actively engaged in 
England as a representative of book collectors, he 
had been friendly with Sir John Humphrey-Bond, the 
famous British bibliophile. William had been instru­
mental in effecting the deal whereby Samuel Saxon 
had purchased from Sir John’s library one of the three 
existing copies of the 1599 Jaggard edition of The 
Passionate Pilgrim. Some months later William, who 
had access to Sir John’s enormous library, ran across 
an old manuscript—not in itself valuable and utterly 
unknown to the bibliophile world—which stated that 
a persona] letter written and signed in the hand of 
William Shakespeare and containing a strange secret 
had been in existence as late as 1758, the date of the 
manuscript William found. This Shakespearean letter, 
went on the manuscript, because of its hideous secret, 
had been hidden in the back-cover binding of a 1599 



edition of the Jaggard The Passionate Pilgrim. Ex­
cited by his discovery, William ascertained that Sir 
John had never read the manuscript and, his collector's 
cupidity aroused, had purchased it from his patron 
without revealing its contents. He had taken Hamnet, 
then curator of the Kensington Museum, into his con­
fidence and had shown him the manuscript. Hamnet 
had scoffed at it as an old wives’ tale. But William, 
drunk with the extraordinary historic, literary, and 
monetary value of this long-lost document the manu­
script spoke of, had gone on the prowl—despite the 
fact that he realized that most of the first-edition 
Jaggards of The Passionate Pilgrim had disappeared 
in the course of three centuries and that only three 
were left. He satisfied himself after a three-year 
search that two of the copies—the second of which 
was in possession of Pierre Greville, the French col­
lector—did not contain the rumored holograph. Hav­
ing to flee France with the gendarmerie at his heels, he 
embarked for the United States almost in despair, 
but savagely intent on examining the third and last 
copy, which ironically enough he himself had been 
instrumental in putting into the hands of Samuel 
Saxon. He had written his brother Hamnet secretly 
before leaving Bordeaux.

“He wrote me about his attack on Greville,’’ said Dr. 
Sedlar faintly, “and I realized that his pursuit of the 
document had become an obsession with him. As luck 
would have it I had agreed to Mr. James Wyeth’s 
proposal to come to America only a short time before. 
I saw my opportunity to look William up and try to 
avert another crime, if I could. Consequently I caught 
an earlier boat and on my arrival in New York placed 
an advertisement in the personal columns of the news­
papers. William got in touch with me readily enough, 
meeting me at the cheap hotel where I had taken 
temporary quarters under an assumed name. He told 
me he had rented a house in Westchester under his 
old alias of Dr. Ales; that he was on the track of the 
Saxon copy, but had had ill luck since the book among 
others had been left in Saxon’s will to the Britannic 
Museum and he had not been able to get hold of it. 
He told me also about having hired a common thief 
named Villa to break into the Saxon mansion and 
steal the volume; but Villa had bungled, stealing a 
worthless and palpable forgery, and William had re­
turned it anonymously. He was in a fever of impa­
tience; the museum, he told me, was closed for repairs ; 
the Jaggard had been delivered among the others in 
the benefaction; he must get into the museum 1 I 
saw he was mad with cupidity and I tried to dissuade 
him; the situation was desperate; I myself was be­
coming curator of the museum. But William was ada­
mant and our first conversation got nowhere; he went 
away.”

“It was you, I suppose," said Lane slowly, 'who 
visited your brother’s house in secret one night—the 
muffled visitor your brother’s man told us about ?”

S
“YES. But it did no good. I was beside 
myself with consternation and fear. Not 
a pleasant position for me, y’know.” The 
Englishman drew a deep breath. “When 
the Jaggard was stolen, I knew at once 
that William must have been the man in 
the blue hat. But I could not talk, obviously. William 
got in touch with me secretly that same night, tell­

ing me gleefully that beyond all hope he had actually 
discovered the document in the binding of the Saxon 
Jaggard and was sending the book itself back to the 
museum, having no further use for it. Because he was 
after all no petty thief, he had left his own copy of 
the 1606 Jaggard—I had not even dreamed of its 
existence and where he got it I do not know—in place 
of the stolen Jaggard as a salve to his own conscience 
and because, I suppose, he thought it would delay 
discovery of the theft. It superficially resembled the 
1599."

“But how about this business of being made pris­
oner?" growled Thumm. “Where does that come in?”

Dr. Sedlar bit his lip. “I’d never dreamed he would 
go to such rascally lengths, you know. He caught me 
quite off guard. My own brother! ... On Friday last 
I received a note in the post at the Hotel Seneca, 
making a secret appointment near Tarrytown, not at 
his own house. He was very mysterious about it, and 
I was not suspicious because—” He stopped and his 
eyes clouded. “At any rate Saturday morning I went 
to the rendezvous from the museum, where I’d left 
Dr. Choate. It’s-—it's a little painful, gentlemen.”

“He attacked you?” said Bolling sharply.
“Yes.” The man’s lips trembled. “Virtually kid­

napped me—his own brother! And he stuffed me, 
bound and gagged, into a filthy hole. . . . You know 
the rest.”

“But why?" demanded Thumm. “I can't see the 
sense in it.”

Sedlar shrugged his thin shoulders. “I suppose he 
was afraid I’d give him away. I had in desperation 
threatened to give him up to the police, y’know. I 
imagine he wanted me out of the way until he could 
slip out of the country with the document.”

“Your monocle was found in the Ales house after 
what we know now to have been a murder,” said 
Thumm sternly. '‘Explain that.”

“My monocle? Oh, yes.” He waved a weary hand. 
"The press did have something to say about that. I 
can't explain it. William must have taken it from me 
when— He did say he was returning to the house 
to get the document, which he had hidden there: 
and then he meant to skip out. But I suppose he 
ran afoul of his murderer and in some way the monocle 
slipped out of his pocket and was crushed during 
the struggle. Unquestionably he was slain for posses­
sion of the document.”

■‘And it’s now in the hands of your brother's 
murderer?”



“What else?”
There was a little silence. Donoghue had frankly 

gone to sleep, and his snores punctuated the silence 
like a rattle of musketry. Then Patience and Rowe 
looked at each other, and both rose and leaned over 
the bed on opposite sides.

“But the secret, Dr. Sedlar,” pleaded Rowe, his 
eyes feverish.

“You can’t, just let it go at that!” cried Patience.
The man on the bed regarded them with a smile. 

“So you want to know, too?” he said softly. “Sup­
pose I told you that the secret revolved about . . . 
the death of Shakespeare?”

“The death of Shakespeare!”
“Well, well ?” said Rowe hoarsely.
“But how can a man write about his own death?” 

asked Patience.
“A very pertinent question,” chuckled the English­

man. He shifted suddenly in bed, his eyes flaming. 
“What did Shakespeare die of?”

“No one knows,” muttered Rowe, “But there’s been 
speculation and some attempt at scientific diagnosis. 
I remember reading an article in an old copy of The 
Lancet which ascribed Shakespeare’s death to a fan­
tastic complication of causes—typhus, epilepsy, arterio­
sclerosis, chronic alcoholism, Bright’s disease, locomo­
tor ataxia, and the Lord knows what else. I think 
there were thirteen altogether.”

“Indeed?” murmured Dr. Sedlar. “How interesting. 
The point is that according to this old manuscript”— 
he paused—“Shakespeare was murdered.”

THERE WAS an appalled silence. The Englishman 
went on with a faint odd smile. “It seems that the 
letter was written by Shakespeare to a certain William 
Humphrey—”

“Humphrey?” whispered Rowe. “William Hum­
phrey? The only Humphrey I’ve ever heard of in 
connection with Shakespeare was Ozias Humphrey, 
who was commissioned by Malone in 1783 to prepare 
a crayon drawing of the Chandos portrait. Ever hear 
of this Humphrey, Mr. Lane?”

“No.”
“It’s a name new to Shakespcareana,” said Dr. Sed­

lar. “The—”
“By George!” exclaimed Rowe, staring. “W. H.!”
“I beg your pardon?”
“W. H. The W. H. of the Sonnets!”
“There’s an inspiring thought. It’s possible; there 

never was a clear conclusion on that point. At any 
rate we know this: William Humphrey was a direct 
ancestor of Sir John Humphrey-Bond!”

“Explaining,” said Patience in an awed voice, “how 
the book with the letter in it came to Ise in possession 
of the Humphrey-Bond family.”

“Precisely. Evidently Humphrey was a close friend 
of the poet’s.”

Young Rowe sprang to the foot of the bed. “You’ve 

got to be clear about this thing,” he rasped. “What was 
the date of the letter? When was it sent?’

“April twenty-second, 1616.”
“God! The day before Shakespeare’s death! Did 

you—did you see this letter?”
“I’m sorry to say I did not. But my brother told me 

about it, unable to keep it to himself,” Sedlar sighed. 
“Strange, eh? In this letter Shakespeare wrote to his 
friend William Humphrey that he was ‘fast sinking,’ 
that he was in ‘sore bodily distress,’ and that he was 
convinced someone was slowly poisoning him. The 
next day—he died.”

“Oh, good Lord,” said Rowe again and again, and he 
fingered his necktie as if it choked him.

“Poisoned, hey?” said the Inspector, shaking his 
head. “Who the hell would want to poison the old 
boy?”

Patience said stiffly: “It looks horribly as if we’ll 
have to solve a three-hundred-year-old murder 
before....

“Before what, Patience?” asked Lane in a curious 
voice.

She shivered a little, avoiding his eyes, and turned 
away.

CHAPTER XXVIII

THE CLUE OF THE BELLS
A REMARK/XBLE change had come 
over Miss Patience Thumm. The In­
spector was openly worried. She ate like a 
bird, slept little, and went from the 
Thumm apartment to the office day after 
day like a slender little ghost, pale and 

thoughtful. Occasionally she complained of headache 
and retired to her room for hours at a time. When she 
emerged she invariably looked tired and depressed.

“What’s the matter?” asked the Inspector shrewdly 
one day. “Had a run-in with the boy-friend?”

“With Gordon? Nonsense, father. We—we’re just 
very good friends. Besides, he’s busy at the Britannic 
these days and I don’t see him much.”

The Inspector grunted, but he watched her with 
anxiety. That afternoon he telephoned the museum 
and spoke to Gordon Rowe. But the young man 
sounded characteristically preoccupied. No, he had no 
idea-----  The Inspector hung up, a sorely tried father;
and for the rest of the day he made Miss Brodie’s life 
miserable.

About a week after the events at the Tarrytown hos­
pital, Patience appeared at her father’s office dressed in 
fresh linen and looking more like herself than she had 
in days. “I’m off for a little jaunt,” she announced, 
pulling on white mesh gloves. “Into the country. Mind, 
darling?”

“Gawd, no!” said the Inspector hastily. “Have a 
nice time. Going alone?”

Patience examined her face in the mirror. “Of 



course. Why shouldn’t I go alone?”
“Well, I thought—this Rowe boy—Patty, he's been 

neglectin’ you, isn’t that it ?”
“Father! No doubt he—he's very busy. Besides, why 

should 1 mind ?” and she kissed him lightly on the 
smashed tip of his nose and sailed out of the office. 
The Inspector muttered a ferocious curse on the head 
of the recalcitrant Air. Rowe and rang for Miss Brodie 
viciously.

Patience's airy manner vanished as she climbed into 
her roadster downstairs and rolled off. The frown that 
had been perched between her brows for days deep­
ened. She passed the Britannic Museum on Fifth Ave­
nue without a glance; but when she had to stop at the 
corner of Sixty-sixth Street for a red light, she could 
not keep from stealing a peep into her windshield mir­
ror. There was, of course, nothing to be seen ; and she 
sighed and drove on.

It was a long lonely drive to Tarrytown. She 
gripped the wheel in her gloved hands, driving with ab­
sent skill; her eyes were on the road, but her thoughts 
were far away.

She stopped before a drug store in the heart of the 
town, went in, consulted a telephone directory, asked 
the clerk a question, and went out again. She drove 
oft, turned into a narrow side street, and coasted slow­
ly along watching the street-numbers. In five minutes 
she found what she was seeking—-a ramshackle one- 
story frame house with a scratch-garden in front and a 
staggering fence whose pickets were twined with ivy.

She mounted the porch and rang a bell which sounded 
hoarsely and faintly through the house. A middle-aged 
woman with tired eyes opened the screen-door; she 
wore a wrinkled house-dress and her hands were red 
and sopping with, sudsy water. “Yes?” she said sharp­
ly, eyeing Patience with a sort of defeated hostility.

“Is Mr. Maxwell at home?'’
“Which one?’’
“Are there more than one? I mean the gentleman 

who until recently took care of Dr. Ales's house.’’
“Oh. My brother-in-law/’ The woman sniffed: “Just 

wait on the porch. I'll see if he's around.”
The woman vanished and Patience sat down with a 

sigh in a dusty rocker. A moment later the tail white- 
topped figure of old Maxwell appeared; he was pulling 
a coat on over his sweaty undershirt, and his straggly 
throat was bare.

“Miss Thumm!” he said in a cracked voice. His 
bleary little eyes searched the street as if seeking 
others. “You want to see me?”

"Hello, Mr. Maxwell,” said Patience cheerfully. "No, 
I've come alone. Sit down, won’t you?” He seated 
himself in a rickety chair which was peeling like burnt 
skin and studied her anxiously. “I suppose you've 
heard all about the explosion?”

"Oh, yes, Miss! Terrible thing, that was. I was 
telling my brother and sister-in-law how lucky I was. 
If you hadn’t come that day and—and made me get 

out of the house, I'd have been blown to smithereens.” 
He squirmed nervously. “Have they found out—who 
did it ?”

“I believe not.” Patience eyed him sternly. “Max­
well, I've been thinking and thinking about this case. 
And in particular about your story. I've been unable 
to get over the feeling that you left something out!”

He was startled. “Oh, no! I told the truth. I 
swear----- ”

“I don’t mean that you deliberately lied. Look out 
for that bee! ... I mean you neglected to mention 
something that may be important/’

He brushed his skull with shaking fingers. “I—I 
don’t know.”

“Look here.” Patience sat up briskly. “Everybody 
—but me—has apparently overlooked one thing. The 
walls of the garage in which the masked man tied you 
up were quite thin. The garage was only a few feet 
from the front door of the house. It was night-time in 
the country and every sound must have been distinctly 
audible.” She leaned forward and lowered her voice. 
‘‘Didn’t you hear the bell over the door ring?”

“Judas!” he gasped, staring. “So I did!”

PATIENCE BURST into her father’s of­
fice to find Mr. Drury Lane stretched out 
in the best chair, and the Inspector in a 
state of nervousness. At the window 
stood Gordon Rowe, staring gloomily out 
upon Times Square.

“What’s this—a conference?" demanded Patience, 
stripping off her gloves. Her eyes were starry with 
news.

Young Mr. Rowe whirled. “Pat!” He darted for­
ward. "The Inspector had me worried. You’re all 
right?”

“Perfectly, thank you,'’ said Patience coldly. “I----- ”
“I've had the most rotten luck,” said the young man 

dejectedly. “I’ve just about come to the end of my 
rope. The work’s a frost, Pat.”

“How interesting.”
“Yump.” He sat down, opposite her and assumed the 

classic pose of The. Thinker. “I was all wrong. On 
the wrong trail. My grandiloquent research into 
Shakespeare is kaput. Oh, Lord,” he groaned, “all these 
wasted months and years. . . .”

"Oh,'’ said Patience; and her face softened. “I'm so 
sorry, Gordon. I didn't realize—Poor boy.”

“Cut that stuff." growled the Inspector. “Where 
you been? We were just goin’ without you.”

“Where?”
"To see Sedlar. Air. Lane's come in with an idea. 

Maybe you'd better spill it, Lane.”
The old gentleman was studying Patience keenly. 

“That can wait. Patience, what is it ? You are dis­
playing every symptom of suppressed exultation.” 

“Am I ?’’ Patience laughed nervously. “I’ve always 
been a rotten actress. The point is, I've just found out 



the most marvelous thing.” She took out a cigaret de­
liberately. “I’ve been talking to Maxwell.”

“Maxwell?” scowled Thumm. “What for?”
“He wasn’t sufficiently questioned the last time. I 

thought of something no one asked him. ... He knows 
how many visitors there were to the Ales house the 
night of the murder!”

“So,” said Lane after a pause. “Interesting if true. 
How is that?”

“He was in the garage, conscious, during the entire 
period when the house was being ransacked by the 
masked man and the murder was taking place. I re­
membered that the front door was equipped with one 
of those old-fashioned thingamajig arrangements by 
which a bell attached to the top of the door jangles 
every time the door is opened.”

“Ah!”
“I saw that Maxwell must have heard the jangles— 

all the jangles! I asked him, and he remembered that 
he had. It seemed unimportant. . . .”

“That’s fiendishly clever, my child,” murmured 
Lane.

“I was so stupid not to have thought of it before. 
At any rate, Maxwell traced back in memory what 
happened. After the masked man left him in the garage 
—after he’d taken Maxwell’s key to get back into the 
house—Maxwell distinctly heard two clangs of the bell. 
A short interval; only a few seconds.”

“Two?” said Thumm. “That would be when he 
opened the door and when it shut after he went in.”

“Exactly. That put the masked man in the house, 
alone. After that there was silence—for more than 
half an hour, Maxwell judges. Then there were two 
quick jangles again. And a short time after that an­
other two jangles. And that was the last he heard all 
blessed night!”

“I should imagine,” said Lane oddly, “that was 
sufficient.”

“Bully for you, darling,” cried Rowe. “That’s get­
ting somewhere I The first two, as you said, meant 
the masked man re-entering the house. The second 
two meant a second person entering the house. The 
third set meant one of the two leaving. No further 
sounds of the bell, so only two persons were in the 
house during the murder-period—the masked man and 
the visitor!”

“Gordon, that’s it to a T,” exclaimed Patience. 
“That’s exactly as I figure it. The masked man we 
know was the hacker from the evidence of the clocks, 
and the hacker was the murderer from the evidence of 
the gash on the corpse’s wrist-watch and wrist. So 
the visitor was the victim, left behind dead in the 
cellar!”

“Reducing it to two,” said Lane, “certainly clari­
fies the issue, eh, Inspector?”

“Wait a minute,” growled Thumm. “Not so fast, 
m’lady. How do you know that second set of bell­
sounds was made by the second guy cornin'' in ? How

do you know it wasn’t made by the masked man going 
out, leavin’ the house empty? And the third set made 
by the second man coming in------”

“No. Don’t you see that’s fallacious?” cried Pa­
tience. “We know someone was killed in the house in 
that period. Who was it? If the second man came 
in after the masked man left, what have you got? A 
victim without a murderer. The second man must 
have been the victim; he didn’t leave the house, no 
sound of the front-door warning bell and all doors and 
windows found locked from the inside. But if he was 
the victim and alone in the house, who killed him? No, 
it’s as Gordon said. The man who left was the mur­
derer, and the murderer was the masked man.”

“And where does that get you?” murmured Lane.
“To the murderer.”
“Yes!” cried Rowe.
“I'll show you—you hush, Gordon! There were two 

men in the house that night. One of them, the victim, 
was one of the Sedlar brothers—dead man’s make-up 
too perfect to admit of coincidence. Now, one of the 
two who visited the house knew exactly where the docu­
ment was; he went to the secret compartment in the 
study; the other did not; he hacked the house almost 
to bits looking for the compartment. Now who would 
be the most likely person to know where the hiding­
place was?”

“This Ales bird—William Sedlar,” said the Inspector.
“Right, father. Because it was he who had created 

the hiding-place and hidden the paper. So, since the 
second visitor knew the hiding-place—the first being 
the hacker, who didn’t—then Dr. Ales was the second 
visitor. This is confirmed at once by the fact that the 
second visitor got into the house without trouble; the 
door locked automatically; Maxwell’s duplicate was in 
possession of the first visitor; yet the second man got 
in. How but by Dr. Ales’s original key?” 

“WHO DO you figure the masked man 
was?” demanded her father.

“There’s evidence for that. We found 
the fragments of a monocle in the hall. 
Dr. Sedlar was the only person involved 
who wore a monocle. Maxwell had never 

seen a monocle in the house before. This would indi­
cate that Hamnet Sedlar was in the house on the night 
of the murder! If Hamnet was in the house then he 
was one of the two, the other being his brother Wil­
liam, Dr. Ales. But since William was the victim, as 
I’ve just shown, then Hamnet must have been his 
brother’s murderer!”

“I’ll be damned,” said Thumm.
“No, no, Patience,” said Rowe, springing to his feet.

“That’s----- ”
“One moment, Gordon,” said Lane quietly. “On 

what basis do you adjudge Dr. Hamnet Sedlar a pro­
tagonist in this case, Patience?”

“I say,” replied Patience with a defiant look at the 



young man, “that Hamnet is one of those after the 
Shakespearean document on several counts. One is 
that he’s a bibliophile; he admits William told him all 
about that manuscript; I claim he’s got too much the 
scholar’s blood to let slip a chance to get his fingers on 
an authentic Shakespeare letter. Another is his remark­
able action in suddenly relinquishing his situation as 
curator of a London museum to take a similar situation 
in despised America at a lower salary—a situation, in­
cidentally, which would give him legitimate access to 
the Saxon Jaggard! And finally, his coming to New 
York in secret before he was expected to arrive in the 
United States.”

Lane sighed. “That’s masterly, Patience, masterly, 
I must say.”

“Besides,” continued Patience eagerly, “the theory of 
Hamnet as the hacker is bolstered by the fact that of 
the two brothers he would not know where the hiding­
place was, and therefore would have had to search 
blindly as the wielder of the ax actually did. . . . With 
the two Sedlars in the house, it’s easy to reconstruct 
the scene. While Hamnet was hacking away in Wil­
liam’s bedroom upstairs, William came in and got the 
document out of the hiding-place in the study. They 
met shortly after and Hamnet, seeing the paper in Wil­
liam’s hand, swung with the ax, causing the cut on 
watch and wrist. In the struggle Hamnet’s monocle 
fell and was broken. Hamnet shot William, deposited 
the body----- ■”

“No!” shouted Rowe. “Patience, shut up. Mr. 
Lane, listen to me. I agree to everything up to a cer­
tain point—that William and Hamnet were the two 
men in the house, that William was the one who re­
trieved the document and Hamnet the masked man 
and hacker. But in the struggle for possession it wasn’t 
William who was killed by Hamnet but Hamnet who 
was killed by William! The body from the ruins 
might be that of either man. I believe that the man 
who claims to be Hamnet, the man we found appar­
ently ‘starving’ in that house, is really William Sedlar, 
or Dr. Ales! ”

“Gordon,” snapped Patience, “that’s—that’s asinine. 
You’re forgetting that the original house-key was found 
on the corpse. That in itself makes the corpse 
William’s.”

“Ah, no, Patience,” murmured Lane. “That isn’t 
logical. Go on, Gordon. What makes you think this 
ingenious theory is correct ?”

“Psychology, sir; I’ll admit there’s little evidence to 
support it positively. I believe the man in the hospital 
lied about his identity because, being William Sedlar, 
he’s wanted by the French police. Naturally, as the 
survivor, it’s he who has the document now and he 
wants freedom of movement to dispose of it. Don’t 
forget that he had all the facts at his disposal; the 
Inspector’s chat with the reporter the night before had 
splashed all the facts in the papers, and the rest he got 
from the reporters themselves the next morning.”

Lane smiled queerly. “I grant the soundness of the 
motive, Gordon, hypothetically: it’s a clever theory. 
But who set the bomb?”

Patience and Rowe looked at each other. Then they 
both hastily agreed that the bomb had been set twenty- 
four hours before the murder by a third person alto­
gether, whose only purpose was to destroy the docu­
ment for reasons unknown ; and this third protagonist, 
after setting the bomb, disappeared from j.he scene 
thinking his work done.

The old gentleman grunted. “How about the kid- 
napings? Why should the survivor, whether he is 
William or Hamnet, deliberately involve himself in a 
tangled scheme to be found ‘helpless’ by the police? 
The man we found was legitimately starved and ex­
hausted, remember.”

“That’s easy,” retorted Patience. “No matter 
whether it was William or Hamnet, the purpose was the 
same; to lay the blame for a fictitious kidnapping on 
the dead man and so bolster the appearance of the 
plotter’s own innocence.” And Rowe nodded, although 
doubtfully.

“How about Donoghue?” demanded the Inspector in 
a belligerent tone.

“If Hamnet’s the survivor,” said Patience, “then it 
was he who kidnapped Donoghue because he’d seen 
Donoghue leave the Ales house and thought he was an 
accomplice of William’s. By kidnapping him he might 
have thought he could wrest from him—remember his 
threats of bodily torture—the secret of that hiding­
place.”

"Whereas if William is the survivor,” pointed out 
Rowe sharply, “it was he who kidnapped Donoghue 
because Donoghue had followed him and was a poten­
tial menace to his plans.”

“The question, then,” murmured Lane, “revolves 
about this: you agree that Hamnet and William Sedlar 
were the two persons involved in the crime: but you 
disagree upon the essential problem of who killed 
whom. Very pretty, I must say ! ’’

“By God,” burst out the Inspector, his eyes popping, 
“this sure come$ at a swell time.”

“What do you mean, father?”
“Well, Patty, before you came Lane was fellin' us 

that he’d thought there might be a possibility the Eng­
lishman was lying about who he was, and that there 
was a way of telling whether he was lying or telling 
the truth! ”

“A way of telling?” frowned Patience. “I fail to 
see------”

“It’s really very simple,” said Lane, and he rose. “It 
entails a trip to the Britannic. Gordon, you left the 
man who calls himself Hamnet Sedlar there?”

“Yes, sir.”
“That’s splendid. Come along. This will take only 

five minutes.”
“Only five minutes! ”
“Perhaps less.”



CHAPTER XXIX

THE OPTICAL ILLUSION
THEY FOUND the man who called him­
self Hamnet Sedlar at work with Dr, 
Choate in the curator’s office. The cura­
tor looked faintly startled when they en­
tered; but the Englishman rose quickly 
and came forward with a smile.

“Quite a delegation," he said with cheerful inoffen­
siveness. Then his smile faded as he saw the solemnity 
of their expressions. “I trust nothing’s wrong?"

"We all do," growled the Inspector. “Dr. Choate, 
will you be good enough to let us chin a while with 
Dr. Sedlar alone? This is kind of confidential.”

‘■Confidential?" The curator, who had risen at his 
desk, stood still and stared from one to another of 
them. Then he looked down and fumbled with some 
papers. “Ah—of course.” A slow tide of red rose 
from the hairs of his goatee. He circled the desk and 
swiftly left the room. Dr. Sedlar had not moved, and 
for a moment there was silence. Then Thumm nodded 
to Lane, and Lane stepped forward. The Inspector's 
heavy breathing was the only sound in the room.

“Dr. Sedlar." said Lane with no expression what­
ever, “it has become necessary, in the interests of—let 
us say—science, to put you to a very simple test. . . . 
Patience, your bag, please.”

“Test?" A scowl appeared on the Englishman's face, 
and he thrust his hands into the pockets of his sack 
suit.

Patience quickly handed Lane her bag. He opened 
it, looked inside, took out a gaily colored kerchief, and 
snapped the bag shut. “Now, sir,” he said quietly, 
“please tell me what color this kerchief displays.”

Patience gasped, her eyes widening with a sudden 
shock of intelligence. The others stared stupidly.

Dr. Sedlar flushed. A remarkable mixture of emo­
tions seemed to be struggling for mastery on his hawk­
ish face. He took a little backward step. “This is the 
most frightful rubbish, you know,” he said harshly. 
“May I ask the purpose of this somewhat childish 
demonstration ?"

“Surely," murmured Lane, “there can be no harm in 
identifying the color of this innocent little handker­
chief?”

There was a silence. Then the Englishman said, 
without turning, in a flat voice: “Blue.”

The handkerchief was green, yellow and white.
“And Mr. Rowe's necktie, Dr. Sedlar?” continued 

Lane, without changing expression.
The Englishman swung slowly about, his eyes tor­

tured. “Brown.”
It was turquoise blue.
“Thank you.” 'Lane returned handkerchief and bag 

to Patience. “Inspector, this gentleman is not Dr. 
Hamnet Sedlar. He is William Sedlar, sometimes 
known as Dr. Ales.”

3
 THE ENGLISHMAN sank suddenly 
into a chair and buried his face in his 
hands.“How the Great Horn Spoon did you 
know?” gasped Thumm.

Lane sighed. “Elementary, Inspector. 
You see. it was Dr. Ales, or William Sedlar, who visited 
your office on May sixth, leaving the envelope in your 
care. That man could not have been Hamnet Sedlar, 
as he himself once pointed out: Hamnet Sedlar was in 
London on May seventh attending a banquet in his 
honor. Now Dr. Ales, who brought the sealed en­
velope, was of course the man who had written down 
the symbol in the envelope—he admitted as much to 
you that morning in your office. What did the paper 
and symbol show?”

“Why, just a—a. . . . Hell, I don’t know,” said the 
Inspector.

“The paper,” explained Lane wearily, “was neutral­
gray in hue, and the letterhead inscription of the Saxon 
Library at the top of the sheet was printed in a darker 
gray ink. That, combined with the manner in which 
the symbol had been written, struck me at once.”

“What d’ye mean? We just looked at it the wrong 
way, that's all. And by luck you happened to look at 
it the right way.”

“Precisely. In other words, William Sedlar had writ­
ten the characters IFw SIIc upside down I That is, 
when you read the symbol correctly, the letterhead in­
scription was at the bottom of the sheet, upside down. 
That was enormously significant. When a person picks 
up a letterhead with the intention of writing something 
upon it, instinctively he will turn the sheet rightside up 
—which is, to say, with the name and address at the 
top. Yet the writer of the symbol had picked up the 
sheet and done exactly the opposite! Why?" Lane 
paused, took out a handkerchief, and dabbed at his 
lips. The Englishman had removed his hands from his 
face and now sat slumped in his chair staring bitterly 
at the floor.

“I know now,” sighed Patience. “Unless it was pure 
accident, he simply didn’t see that line oj printing!"

“Yes, my dear, that’s precisely right. It seems on 
its face impossible. It was much more probable that 
Dr. Ales had been in haste and had simply written the 
characters with the sheet upside down, not realizing 
that it would make a difference to those who read the 
symbol later. But the other possibility logically ex­
isted, and I could not ignore it. I said to myself: By 
what miracle could this phenomenon, if it’s true, have 
come about? Why didn't Dr. Ales see that line of 
dark-gray printing on the sheet of Saxon stationery? 
Was he blind? But that was inconceivable; the man 
who visited your office, Inspector, gave every evidence 
of possessing good eyesight. Then I remembered an­
other thing, and I saw the answer in a flash. . . . The 
beard."

The Englishman raised agonized eyes; there was a 



fleeting curiosity in them now. “The beard?” he 
muttered.

“You see?” smiled Lane. “To this moment he does 
not know that there was anything wrong with the false 
beard he wore! Mr. Sedlar, the beard you sported that 
day was appalling, a monstrosity! It was streaked 
with blues and greens and heaven only knows what 
else.”

Sedlar’s mouth fell open; he groaned. “Good God. 
I purchased it at a costumer’s. I suppose I didn’t make 
myself clear and the creature thought I wanted a—a 
comic beard for a masquerade, or something as insane 
as that. . . .”

■
 “VERY UNFORTUNATE,” said Lane 
dryly. “But the beard and the station­
ery confirmed each other. I felt the ex­
cellent possibility that the writer of the 
symbol was totally color-blind. I had 
heard of such things and consulted my 

physician, Dr. Martini. He told me that cases of total 
color-blindness are extremely rare; but when they 

occur the victim sees the entire spectrum in varying 
tones of gray, like a pencil drawing. There was a pos­
sibility, he said, that instead of being totally color­
blind the victim had suffered a complete loss of color­
sense; which would account even better than color­
blindness for the fact that the printing and the shade 
of the paper were so much alike to his eyes that the 
printing virtually became invisible. When Dr. Mar­
tini examined a sheet of the stationery at the Saxon 
house he felt fairly certain that some such optical con­
dition afflicted the writer of the symbol.”

The Englishman stirred. “I have never,” he said 
hoarsely, “seen a color.”

They were all silent for a while. “Dr. Ales, then,” 
continued Lane with a sigh, “was color-blind, I was 
morally convinced. You, sir, have just demonstrated 
that you are afflicted with the same condition; you 
guessed wildly at the colors of Miss Thumm’s kerchief 
and Mr. Rowe’s necktie, not having the faintest notion 
what their true colors might be. Now you claim to be 
Hamnet Sedlar. But Hamnet Sedlar was not color­
blind! The first day we met him, in the Saxon Room 
of this museum, he looked over the smashed case from 
which the 1599 Jaggard had been stolen and plainly and 
correctly distinguished not only various antipathetic 
colors of the bindings of the books in the cabinet, but 
shades of the same color, since he designated one bind­
ing as golden brown, a subtle differentiation impossible 
to a color-blind person. Since you are either William 
or Hamnet, then, and Hamnet had normal eyesight 
while William was color-blind and you are color-blind, 
obviously you must be William. It’s the simplest sort 
of syllogism. I suggested the test to determine whether 
you lied or not. You lied. Most of the tale you told us 
in the hospital was fabrication, although I suspect 
much of it is true. Now please be good enough to give 

my friends the complete story.”
He sank into a chair, dabbing at his lips again.
“Yes,” said the Englishman in a low voice, “I am 

William Sedlar.”

HE HAD first visited the Inspector as Dr. Ales, 
leaving the symbol in the Inspector’s hand as a clue 
should anything happen to him in his pursuit of the 
Shakespearean document—an eventuality which at that 
time he considered remote. The reason he had not tele­
phoned on June twentieth was that he could not; the 
remote eventuality had occurred. His brother Hamnet 
who, as William now knew, had accepted the curator­
ship of the Britannic Museum for the sole purpose of 
getting closer to the Saxon copy of the 1599 Jaggard, 
had kidnaped him the very evening of the day on 
which William had stolen the Jaggard from the museum. 
This was only shortly after the visit of Donoghue, and 
the same night on which Donoghue had been kidnaped 
by Hamnet, the Irishman’s sense of time having been 
warped by his ignorance of how long he had been 
unconscious. . . . William had been hors de combat, 
therefore, from the day of the museum theft until the 
day the police rescued him from the isolated shack 
where he had been kept a prisoner!

He had despite all Hamnet’s threats refused to di­
vulge the hiding-place; Donoghue, of course, being 
ignorant of even the existence of the document, could 
tell Hamnet nothing. Hamnet, whose visits to the 
house of captivity were perforce hurried and spasmodic, 
due to the necessity of visiting the museum and main­
taining a cloak of innocence, finally became desperate. 
He told William one day that, knowing the document 
to be in William’s house, he had set a bomb in the cel­
lar to explode and destroy the house with the docu­
ment in it!—a bomb which he himself had had made 
secretly by an underworld chemist. It was only then 
that William realized what his brother’s real purpose 
was in pursuing the Shakespearean document; not to 
save it but to destroy it!

“But why?” roared Rowe, his hands clenched. 
“That’s—that’s the most barbaric sort of vandalism! 
Why destroy it, for the love of God?”

“Was your brother insane?” cried Patience.
The Englishman’s lips tightened; he flashed a look 

at Lane, but the old gentleman was gazing quietly into 
space. “I don’t know,” he said.

Hamnet had set the time-bomb for twenty-four 
hours. Realizing that by permitting the bomb to go 
off the document would be irrevocably lost, William at 
the last moment capitulated, reasoning that any delay 
would be better than none; he might be' able to free 
himself and save the document. So he told Hamnet 
where the secret compartment was and how to open 
it. He had, however, been unable to escape. Hamnet 
had exclaimed with gloating that he intended to return 
to William’s house and actually destroy the docu­
ment with his own hand; there was plenty of time.



He would pull the teeth of the bomb. . . . Hamnet had 
left with William’s key, the original, and William had 
never seen him alive again. He knew nothing what­
ever of what had happened until he was rescued by 
the police after Donoghue's escape. In the hospital he 
read the newspapers and listened to the talk of re­
porters; it was then that he learned of the explosion 
and the discovery in the ruins of a body thought to 
be that of one of the Sedlar brothers. He realized in a 
flash what must have happened: while Hamnet was in 
the house getting the document he must have had a 
fatal encounter with still a third person after the docu­
ment, this third person must have killed Hamnet over 
possession of the document—ignorant of the fact that 
the bomb was ticking away in the cellar—and made 
away with the precious sheet of paper. With Hamnet 
dead there was no one who knew of the bomb except 
William, who was helpless in the house where he was a 
prisoner; the explosion occurred on schedule, destroying 
the house.

"I saw at once,’’ said the Englishman in a wrathful 
voice, “that there was still a third person gaddin' about 
who now actually possessed the document. I have sac­
rificed much—so many years of my life—in pursuit of 
that holograph. ... I had thought the document de­
stroyed; now I Was sure it still existed, unharmed! I 
had to start over again, solve this mystery of who mur­
dered my brother, get back my document. To have 
acknowledged myself William Sedlar would have been 
fatal to this plan; I am wanted by the police of Bor­
deaux. By the time I had been extradited to France 
and had faced the charge, the document would probably 
have been Jost to me forever. So, taking advantage of 
the fact that the police did not definitely know which 
of our bodies had been found in the ruins, and the fact 
that my brother and I were striking twins—even to the 
voice—I decided to say I saw Hamnet. I’m sure Dr. 
Choate has been suspicious; I’ve been treading on dan­
gerous ground all week.”

By the time he had finished they knew that it had 
been Hamnet who had held up Patience and Rowe on 
the road to The Hamlet. Having followed Lane and 
read Lane’s wired instructions to Thumm to bring the 
document to The Hamlet, he had thought the sealed 
envelope contained the precious paper itself.

THE INSPECTOR was grim-lipped, and 
Patience was in the glummest of moods. 
Rowe paced up and down, frowning. Onlj' 
Lane sat quietly.

“Listen here,” said Thumm finally. 'Fil 
tell you right now I don’t believe you.

Pm willing to believe you’re William, but that doesn't 
prove you weren't the second man in the house that 
night! I say there’s a good chance you’re lying. I 
say there’s nothing to show you didn’t escape from the 
place where your brother had you tied up, trailed him 
to your own house, and killed him for the paper. I 

claim this business of a third person killing Hamnet 
and getting the paper is all poppycock—don’t believe 
there’s a third person or ever was!”

William Sedlar went pale by degrees. “Oh, I 
say----- ” he began in a shocked voice.

“No, father,” said Patience wearily. “You’re wrong 
about that. Mr. Sedlar is innocent of his brother’s mur­
der and I can prove it.”

“Ah,” said Lane, blinking. “You can, Patience?”
“We know now he is William; we know' now that 

since the dead man was one of the two Sedlar brothers 
the dead man must be Hamnet. The question is: was 
Hamnet the first or second man to visit the house on 
the murder-night? We know that the first man had 
been forced to appropriate Maxwell’s key in order to 
get back into the house after imprisoning the old man 
in the garage. The first man, then, didn’t have a key 
when he arrived. But Hamnet Sedlar did have a key 
when he arrived—the original he had taken from his 
brother William, and which we later found on the body. 
Then Hamnet must have been the second visitor.

"Hamlet being the second visitor was therefore mur­
dered by the first, since there were only two involved 
according to Maxwell’s bell-testimony. Who was the 
first, the masked man?” Patience’s lips parted eagerly. 
“We proved long ago that the first man was the wielder 
of the ax, the hacker. Then Hamnet was killed by the 
hacker. Could William have been the backet” as you’ve 
just maintained, father? I say no, because William 
knew better than anyone else in the world where the 
secret compartment was; he wouldn't have had to hack 
the place to splinters under any circumstances! So I 
say William Sedlar was not the hacker, wasn’t in the 
house at all that night, didn't kill his brother, and there 
z'< a third man in this case—the wielder of the ax, the 
man who did not know where the document was, the 
man who killed Hamnet after Hamnet had taken it 
from the hollow panel, the man who put Hamnet’s body 
into the cellar and escaped with the document!”

“Swell,” said young Rowe quickly. “But who is he?”
“We’ll have to start all over again, I’m afraid,” said 

Patience, shrugging. She fell silent, frowning deeply. 
Suddenly she uttered a choked cry and her face became 
white as death. 'Oh!” she said, and got uncertainly to 
her feet. She swayed a little, and Rowe with an expres­
sion of alarm leaped to her side.

“Pat. for God's sake! What’s the matter? What's 
happened ?”

The Inspector brushed him roughly aside. “Patty. 
Don't you feel well, darling?’’

Patience moaned faintly; “I—I  It was the 
strangest feeling. I—I really think I’m ill. . . .” Her 
voice trailed off; she staggered and fell against her 
father’s arm.

Lane and the Englishman sprang forward. “Inspec­
tor!” said Lane sharply. “She’s going to. . . . Look 
out! ”

Rowe darted forward and caught her knees as she 



began to slip to the floor.

WHEN THUMM and Rowe had departed with Pa­
tience, bound in a cab for the Thumm apartment, 
Patience weeping queerly in a quiet hysteria, Mr. Drury 
Lane and William Sedlar found themselves alone in 
the curator’s office.

“It must have been the heat,” muttered Sedlar. 
“Poor girl.”

“No doubt,” said Lane. He was on his feet, tall as a 
pine topped with snow; and his eyes were two bottom­
less pits, dark and deep.

Sedlar shivered suddenly. “I suppose it’s all up, eh? 
The end of the quest,” he said bitterly. “I shouldn’t 
care half so much if----- ”

“I quite understand your feelings, Mr. Sedlar.”
“Yes. I suppose you’ll turn me over to the au­

thorities----- ”
Lane regarded him inscrutably. “Why should you 

suppose that? I’m not a policeman, nor is Inspector 
Thumm connected with the police any longer. Our 
little group are the only ones who know. There is 
really no charge against you; your thefts have been 
paid for; you are not a murderer.” The Englishman 
stared at him with a flaring hope in his haggard eyes. 
“I can’t very well speak for the Inspector, but as one 
of the directors of the Britannic Museum I suggest 
you submit your resignation to James Wyeth at once 
and. . . .”

The man’s thin shoulders drooped. “I quite under­
stand. It seems hard. ... I know what I must do, Mr. 
Lane,” he sighed. “I never thought when we con­
ducted that erudite battle in the columns of The Strat­
ford Quarterly----- ”

“That it would come to this very dramatic end?” 
Lane eyed him for a moment and then grunted non­
committally. “Well, good day,” he said and, picking 
up his hat and stick, walked out of the room.

Dromio waited patiently at the curb with the car. 
The old man got into the tonneau very stiffly, as if his 
joints ached, and was driven away. He closed his eyes 
at once, so sunken in thought that he seemed to have 
fallen fast asleep.

CHAPTER XXX
MR. DRURY LANE'S SOLUTION

THE INSPECTOR was not a subtle 
man; his emotions were raw and spon­
taneous, like the leaping juice of a 
squeezed lemon. He had accepted father­
hood with a mixture of bewilderment, 
delight, and trepidation. The more he 

saw of his daughter the more he adored her and the 
less he understood her. Consequently she kept him in 
a stew of excitement; the poor man never succeeded, 
no matter how desperately he tried, either in anticipat­
ing her next mood or grasping the mystery of hr last 

one.
In the turbulent depths of his misery he was sud­

denly glad to turn over to Mr. Gordon Rowe the task 
of calming the young woman so inexplicably stricken 
with hysteria. And Mr. Gordon Rowe, who until now 
had loved only books, realized with a despairing groan 
what it meant to love a woman.

For Patience remained a puzzle, neither to be 
grasped nor solved. When her weeping had run its 
course she dried her eyes on the young man’s breast­
pocket kerchief, smiled at him, and retired to her room. 
Neither threats nor pleas moved her. She advised Mr. 
Gordon Rowe to go away. No, she would not see a 
physician. Yes, she was perfectly well; just a head­
ache. And not another word out of her in response to 
the Inspector’s frantic bellowings. Mr. Gordon Rowe 
and his prospective father-in-law looked gloomily at 
each other, and then Mr. Rowe went away, already 
obeying orders.

Patience did not emerge for dinner. She uttered a 
choked “good night” without opening her door. Dur­
ing the night the Inspector, finding his old heart 
strangely pounding, rose from his bed and went to her 
room. He heard a wild sobbing. He raised his hand 
to knock on her door and then dropped it helplessly. 
He returned to bed and stared bitterly at the black 
wall for half the night.

In the morning he peered into her room; she was 
asleep, traces of tears still on her cheeks, her honey­
colored hair tumbled about the pillow. She stirred 
restlessly, sighing in her sleep; and he retreated in 
haste to a lonely breakfast and his office.

He moved listlessly through the routine work of the 
day. Patience failed to make her appearance in the 
office. At 4:30 he uttered a loud curse, grabbed his 
hat, dismissed Miss Brodie for the day, and returned 
to the apartment.

“Pat!” he called anxiously from the foyer.
He heard a movement from her room, and he quickly 

crossed the living-room. She was standing, pale and 
strange, before the closed door of her bedroom dressed 
in a severe suit, a dark little turban over her curls.

“You goin’ out?” he rumbled, kissing her.
“Yes, father.”
“Why’ve you got the door closed that way?”
“I’m——■” She bit her lip. “Father, I’m packing.”
His huge jaw dropped. “Pat! Dartin’! What’s 

up? Where you going?’
She opened her door slowly. The Inspector saw 

through a sudden mist a full suitcase lying on her bed. 
“I’m going away for a few days,” she said in a quiver­
ing voice. “I—it’s very important.”

“But what----- ”
“No, father.” She snapped the case shut and buckled 

the straps. “Please don’t ask me where or why. Or 
anything. Please. Just for a few days. I—I want 
to. . . .”

The Inspector sank into a living-room chair and 



stared at her. She snatched up the suitcase and ran 
across the room. Then she dropped the bag with a 
little choked cry, ran back to him, and flung her arms 
about his neck and kissed him. Before he could col­
lect his stupefied wits she was gone.

He sat there limply, in the empty apartment, a dead 
cigar in his mouth and his hat still on his head. The 
slam of the apartment-door kept thundering in his 
ears. In his slow, deliberate way, as he calmed down, 
he thought things over. And the longer he thought the 
more tineas}' he became. His lifetime of dealing with 
criminals and policemen had given him a certain 
shrewd insight into human nature. When he forgot 
that Patience was flesh of his flesh he began to appre­
ciate the especial oddity of her conduct. His daughter 
was a level-headed, grown woman. She was not given 
to the customary feminine tantrums or emotional 
storms. The strangeness of her actions. ... He sat in 
the darkening room for hours, without moving. At 
midnight he rose, switched on the light, and made him­
self a cup*of strong coffee. Then he went heavily to 
bed.

Two days passed with agonizing slowness. Gordon 
Rowe made his life miserable. The young man tele­
phoned, he dropped into the office at odd hours, he 
clung to the Inspector with the grim tenacity of a 
leech. He did not seem even remotely satisfied with 
Thumm’s grunted explanation that Patience had gone 
away for a few days “for a rest.”

“Then why didn't she call me up, or drop me a note, 
or something?”

The Inspector shrugged. “I don’t want to hurt your 
feelings, youngster, but who the hell are you?”

Rowe flushed. “She loves me, damn it all 1 ”
“Looks like it, doesn't it?”
But when six days had passed and there was no word, 

no smallest sign, from Patience, the Inspector caved 
in. He dropped his tightly casual air and for the first 
time in his life experienced real terror. He forgot his 
elaborate pretenses at working: he paced his office floor 
with slow' wavering steps; and finally on the sixth day 
he could bear the agony no longer. He took his hat and 
left the building. Patience had not taken her roadster: 
it stood as she had left it in the public garage near the 
Thumm apartment. The Inspector climbed in wearily 
and headed its nose toward Westchester. His head 
was aching.

He found Drury Lane sunning himself in one of the 
crisp little gardens of The Hamlet: and for an instant 
the Inspector was shocked out of his own misery at the 
old gentleman’s appearance. Lane had aged incredibly 
in less than a week. His skin was waxy yellow and 
exhibited the appalling texture of crumbling chalk ; he 
sat wrapped in an Indian blanket, despite the hot sun. 
as if he w'ere cold. His body seemed to have shrunken ; 
and Thumm, recalling the astonishing vigor and youth­
ful vitality of this man only a few' years before, him­
self shivered and sat down with averted eyes.

H
“WELL. WELL, Inspector,” said Lane in 
a feeble, almost croaking voice. "It’s 
good of you to come here. ... I suppose 
you’re sickened by my appearance?”

“Uh—no, no,” said the Inspector hast­
ily. “You look fine.”Lane smiled. “You’re a poor liar, old friend. I look 

ninety and feel a hundred. It comes over you suddenly. 
Do you remember Cyrano in-that fifth act seated be­
neath the tree? How many times I’ve played that 
part, a withered old buckaroo. while underneath my 
doublet my heart beat with the surging strength of 
youth ! Xow. . . .” He closed his eyes for an instant. 
"Martini is openly worried. These medical men! 
They won’t recognize the fact that old age is, in Sen­
eca's phrase, an incurable disease.” He opened his 
eyes. Then he said sharply: “Thumm, old man! 
What's happened? What’s the matter?”

The Inspector buried his face in his hands. When 
he took them away his eyes were like wet marbles. 
“It’s—it’s Patty,” he muttered. “She’s gone—Lane, 
for the love of God, you've got to help me find her!”

The old gentleman’s pallor deepened. He said slow­
ly : “She’s—disappeared ?”

“Yes. I mean no. She went off by herself.” The 
story tumbled out. A score of wrinkles appeared about 
Lane's unwavering eyes as they watched the Inspec­
tor's lips. “I don’t kfiow what to do. It’s my fault. 
I see now what must have happened,” cried Thumm. 
“She got a clue, some damn’ notion that sent her off 
on a wild chase. It might be dangerous, Lane. It’s 
about a w'eek now. Maybe. . . .’’ He faltered and 
stopped, unable to phrase the horrible uncertainty in 
his mind.

"You think, then,” murmured Lane, “that she was 
perilously close to the truth, somehow. That she’s gone 
off on the trail of the third man, the murderer. That 
he has possibly turned on her. . . .”

The Inspector nodded dumbly: his big gnarled fist 
was pounding the seat of the rustic bench in a steady 
tattoo.

Both men were silent for a long time. A robin 
perched on a nearby bough burst into song; from some­
where behind them Thumm heard Quacey’s querulous 
old voice raised in argument with a gardener. But 
Lane’s dead ears heard nothing; he sat studying the 
grass at his feet. Finally he sighed and laid his veined 
hand on Thumm’s, and Thumm looked at him with tor­
tured hope.

“Poor old friend. I can t tell you how sorry I feel. 
Patience. . . . Shakespeare once said a remarkable thing. 
He said :

‘O most delicate fiend!
Who is’t can read a teaman?’

“You’re much too honest and primitively masculine, 
my friend, to understand what has happened to Pa­
tience. Women have an inexhaustible capacity for con­
cocting exquisite tortures for their menfolk, many 



times in all innocence.” Thumm’s haggard eyes de­
voured his face. “Have you a pencil and paper about 
you ?”

“Penc----- Sure, sure!” The Inspector fumbled in
an agony of eagerness in his pockets and produced the 
requested articles. He watched his friend fiercely. 
Lane wrote steadily. When he finished he looked up.

“Insert this in the personal columns of all the New 
York newspapers, Inspector,” he said quietly. “Per­
haps—who knows ?—it may do good.”

Thumm dazedly took the paper.
“And let me know the moment anything happens.” 
“Sure, sure.” His voice broke. “Thanks a lot, 

Lane.”
The queerest spasm of pain twisted the old gentle­

man’s pale face for an instant. Then his lips curled in 
a smile that was just as queer. “It’s little enough.” 
He gave Thumm his hand. “Goodby.”

“ ’By,” muttered Thumm. Their hands clasped. The 
Inspector strode abruptly off toward his car. Before 
he started the motor he read the message Lane had 
scribbled:

“Pat. I know everything. Come hack.—D. L.”
He sighed with relief, grinned, sent the engine roar­

ing, waved his hand, and disappeared in a cloud of 
gravel and dust. Lane had risen and smiled very pe­
culiarly until the car was gone. Then he shivered a 
little and sat down again, wrapping the blanket more 
closely about him.

THE NEXT afternoon found two men seated oppo­
site each other, an old man and a young; and both 
were haggard and biting their nails. The apartment was 
cool and quiet. An ashtray at each man’s elbow was 
filled with dead butts. Between them, on the floor, lay 
a tumbled heap of morning newspapers.

“Do you think she will----- ?” said Gordon Rowe
hoarsely for the twentieth time.

“I don’t know, son.”
And then they heard the scrape of a key in the lock of 

the front door. They sprang to their feet and dashed 
into the foyer. The door opened. It was Patience. 
With a little cry she fell into the Inspector’s arms. 
Rowe waited quietly. Not a word was said. The In­
spector was uttering formless little noises that had no 
meaning, and Patience began to sob. She seemed har­
ried, exhausted; white and drawn, as if she had under­
gone unbearable suffering. The suitcase lay on the sill, 
keeping the door open.

Patience looked up, and her eyes widened. “Gor­
don ! ”

“Pat.”
The Inspector turned and went into the living-room.
“Pat. I never knew until now----- ”
“I know, Gordon.”
“I love you, darling. I couldn’t stand it----- ”
“Oh, Gordon.” She placed her hands on his shoul­

ders. “You're a dear sweet boy. I was foolish to do 

what I did.” He seized her suddenly and held her so 
tightly that she could feel his heart straining against 
her breast. They stood that way for a moment, and 
then they kissed.

Without another word they went into the living­
room.

The Inspector whirled; he was all a-grin, and a fresh 
cigar spurted smoke from his mouth. “All made up, 
hey?” he chortled. “That’s swell, just swell. Gordon, 
my boy, congratulations. Now, damn it all, we’ll have 
some peace----- ”

“Father,” whispered Patience; and he stopped and 
the joy went out of his face. Rowe gripped her lifeless 
hand; she returned the pressure faintly. “He knows 
everything? Really?”

“Everything? Who—oh, Lane! Well, that’s what 
he said, Patty.” He came forward and put his long 
ape-like arms about her. “What the devil’s the differ­
ence? The point is you’ve come back, and that’s all 
that counts with me.”

She pushed him back gently. “No. There’s some­
thing----- ”

“He told me,” frowned Thumm, “to let him know 
the minute you returned. Maybe I’d better put in a 
call. . . .”

“He did?” Patience’s pallor fled; her eyes were sud­
denly feverish. Both men stared at her as if she had 
gone insane. “No, I tell you! It’s better if we tell him 
personally. Oh, what a stupid, whining, revolting fool 
I’ve been!” She stood fiercely biting her lower lip. 
Then she sprang toward the foyer. “He’s in the most 
horrible danger!” she cried. “Come on!’’

“But, Pat----- ” protested Rowe.
“Come on, I tell you. I might have known. . . . Oh, 

we may be too late! ” and she turned and raced out of 
the apartment. Rowe and Thumm looked at each 
other, their faces mirroring a sudden disturbance; and 
then they grabbed their hats and darted after her.

THEY SQUEEZED into the roadster 
and were off. Young Rowe drove; and 

LU if f>e was a gentle bookworm under a 
Ek'J,/ lamp, at the wheel he was a fiend. For 

some time—until they fought clear of the 
city traffic—they were all silent; Rowe 

grimly intent on the rushing road ahead, Patience white 
and, from the peculiar expression in her eyes, faintly 
nauseated, big Thumm watchful as the Sphinx.

It was he who broke the silence when the city lay 
behind them and the open road stretched like white 
elastic before them. “Tell us all about it, Patty,” he 
said quietly. “Evidently Lane’s in trouble. I don’t 
get you at all. You should have told me----- ”

“Yes,” she said in a cracked voice. “It’s all my 
fault. . . . It’s not fair that you shouldn’t know, father. 
And you, Gordon. It’s important that both of you 
know, now. Gordon, faster! There’s—there’s blood 
ahead, I tell you! ”



Rowe's lips tightened; the roadster fled like a chased 
hare.

■‘Toward the end,” began Patience, her nostrils 
quivering inexplicably, "but you saw it, too. We had 
come to the point of saying that the victim and the 
murderer were the Sedlars. We thought one of them 
had killed the other in the house. But then it changed. 
Last week—in the museum—-it changed. We knew 
then that the dead man in the ruins was Hamnet, that 
the survivor was his brother William, and that Wil­
liam couldn’t have been one of the two men in the 
house on the murder-night; you remember how I proved 
that: by the keys. So that meant our theory was ex­
ploded; we knew the victim, Hamnet Sedlar, but we 
didn’t know the first visitor to the house that night, 
the man who tied up Maxwell, the hacker. . . . And 
when that struck me, I went back in my mind to things 
half-forgotten, never wholly grasped at the time they 
happened or I saw them. It was like a—like a streak of 
lightning.”

She kept her eyes on the road ahead. “The whole 
problem resolved itself, then, into discovering, if possi­
ble, the identity of that first visitor to the house. What 
had happened? After leaving Maxwell bound and 
gagged in the garage, this man had re-entered the 
house, using Maxwell’s duplicate key. The door had 
shut behind him automatically, due to its spring lock. 
He had taken the small ax from the wood-box in the 
kitchen and attacked the study, obviously on the theory 
that the study would be the most likely hiding-place 
for the document which he was seeking. He hadn’t the 
faintest idea where the document might have been hid­
den in the study: witness his indiscriminate attack on 
all sorts of objects. First, presumably, he had looked 
through the books, thinking the paper might be in one 
of them. Not finding it, he had attacked the furni­
ture with the ax—the wood-paneled walls, the floor. At 
precisely midnight, we know from the position of the 
hands, he shattered the clock, I suppose, thinking it 
might have been the repository of tire paper. But he 
was completely baffled; he could not find it in the 
study. Nor in the rest of the ground floor. So he 
went upstairs to William Sedlar’s bedroom as the next 
most likely location.”

"We know all that, Pat,” said Thumm, looking at 
her strangely.

“Please, father. . . . We know he was in the bedroom 
at twelve-twenty-four from the smashed bedroom clock. 
Now Hamnet was killed in that house at twelve-twenty- 
six, according to his smashed wrist-watch—only two 
minutes after the hacker shattered the bedroom clock 
upstairs. The question was: At what time had Ham­
net entered the house? He had to unlock the door, go 
to the study, see the wreckage there, go to the hollow 
panel above the bookshelves, take out the document, 
descend the ladder, perhaps examine the paper, then 
encounter his murderer, struggle, and be killed. Cer­
tainly this involved more than two minutes! Cer­

tainly, then, Hamnet must have entered the house 
while the hacker was still in the house.”

“Well, well?” growled Thumm.
“Well 1 ” said Rowe.
“I'm getting there,” said Patience dully. “We know 

from William Sedlar’s last statement that Hamnet was 
the one who wanted the document only to destroy it. 
What would Hamnet do, then, when he finally did lay 
hands on it in the study? Proceed immediately to 
destroy it. How? Well, by fire as the surest and 
quickest means. He must have struck a match, hold­
ing the document in his hand, and started to touch the 
flame to the paper.”

She sighed.
“This is only a theory, of course, and accomplishes 

nothing except to clear up one point. It explains the 
presence oj the slashes on Hamnet Sedlar’s wrist-watch 
and wrist.

“For if at the moment Hamnet applied the match to 
the document the hacker came downstairs from the 
bedroom and saw what was happening, he would 
naturally—being interested in the salvation, not the 
destruction, of the document—attack Hamnet to pre­
vent its destruction by fire.

"Therefore he would have swung like a flash at 
Hamnet’s hands with the ax he still carried, striking 
Hamnet’s wrist and wrist-watch, causing the vandal 
probably to drop both document and match.

“Probably Hamnet then put up a fight; in the strug­
gle tire hacker shot him dead. The struggle probably 
started in the study, where the hacker dropped the ax, 
and moved by degrees into the hall, where we found 
Hamnet’s shattered monocle and where Hamnet was 
probably shot to death. . . . The hacker dragged Ham­
net’s body downstairs into the cellar, not knowing the 
bomb was there, and then—if the document hadn’t 
been consumed before he struck at Hamnet’s waist— 
took the document and left the house. The important 
thing about the slash and the struggle is that the hacker 
was willing to go to any lengths—physical combat, 
murder—to preserve that document.”

The steep ascent to the cliff-tops on which The Ham­
let was perched occupied young Rowe’s whole atten­
tion.

Patience fell very silent as the young man skil­
fully wrestled the roadster around the hairpin turns. 
Then suddenly they came to the outpost of die estate; 
and were passed across the quaint little bridge. The 
tires sang against the gravel road.

“I still don’t see,” said Rowe with a frown, “even 
if all this is true, Pat, where it gets you. You’re still 
as far from the murderer as you were before—and 
that’s pretty far! ”

“You think so?” cried Patience. She closed her eyes 
and winced; like a child swallowing bitter medicine. 
“I tell you it’s all dear as—as sin I The man’s charac­
teristics—his characteristics, Gordon. They’re betrayed 
by what happened in- the house.”



THE TWO MEN looked at her blankly. 
They were through the main gates now, 
bowling along the curving main drive­
way. The gnomish little figure of 
Quacey, his hump a leathery knob on his 
shoulders, popped out of a clump of sy- 

ringa, stared, then broke into a thousand-wrinkled grin, 
waved, and darted into the road.

Rowe stopped the car. “Quacey!” said Patience in 
a stiff voice, half-rising between the two men. “Is—is 
Mr. Lane all right?”

“Hullo, Miss Thumm!” squeaked Quacey cheerful­
ly. “He's better today, thank you. Feeling almost 
chipper. Inspector, I was just going to mail this letter 
to you!”

“Letter?” echoed Thumm, puzzled. “That’s funny. 
Let’s have it.” Quacey handed him a square large en­
velope and he tore an edge off.

“Letter?” said Patience in the blankest of voices, and 
she sat down between the two men again and stared up 
at the blue sky.

The Inspector read it silently; and then, with a deep 
pucker between his brows, read it aloud:

“Dear Inspector:
“I trust Patience has returned none the worse for 

her harrowing experience. My ‘personal’ will bring 
her safely back to you, I know. While you are wait­
ing, you may wish to distract your mind by learning 
the answers to some of the mysteries which have 
confounded your investigation of the case.

“The chief puzzle, as Patience and Gordon both 
remarked, is certainly this: Why should a sane, 
intelligent, and cultured man like Hamnet Sedlar 
have wished to destroy an authentic holograph so 
rare, so precious, so irreplaceable, as a letter writ­
ten in the immortal hand of William Shakespeare? 
I can tell you the answer, having solved the mys­
tery in my own way.

“The letter, written to an ancestor of Sir John 
Humphrey-Bond’s, evidently a dear friend of the 
poet’s, besides saying that the writer—Shakespeare 
—suspected he was being slowly poisoned, actually 
added in Shakespeare’s own script the name of the 
suspected poisoner. . . . This is a strange, strange 
world. The man Shakespeare accused of poisoning 
him was named Hamnet Sedlar. Hamnet Sedlar, 
Inspector, from whom the brothers Hamnet and 
William Sedlar are directly descended!

“Strange, eh? It is now comprehensible why this 
student, this man of culture, this earnest and en­
lightened antiquarian, this proud Englishman, 
should against every dictate of education and sci­
entific instinct have desired to keep from the 
world, even at the expense of what will become 
one of the world’s dearest treasures, the knowledge 
that the immortal Shakespeare, the Bard of Avon, 
who Carlyle characterized as ‘the greatest of in­
tellects’ and Ben Johnson as ‘not of an age but for 

all time,’ revered and worshipped by over three 
centuries of sensitive mankind, was murdered by 
Hamnet Sedlar’s own ancestor; a forbear who— 
horror of horrors—bore his own name 1 Some will 
find in his passion a touch of madness, and others 
will not believe; but pride of ancestry is, like old 
age, an incurable disease, and it consumes itself in 
its own cold flame.

“William was not touched with this disease; in 
him the scientific spirit rises triumphant. But he 
too was afflicted with the touch of earth; he wanted 
the document not for posterity but for himself. 
The third man, who entered the case as a pro­
tagonist for the first and only time on the night of 
the murder, was willing to take even human life 
to preserve the document for the world.

“Please tell Patience, Gordon, and whoever else 
may be interested—the truth will be known soon 
enough, old friend—that they may have no fears 
about the safety of the document. I have myself 
seen to it that it is on its way to England where 
it belongs, to become the property of England 
legally and the world spiritually; since its legit­
imate owner, the late Humphrey-Bond, is dead 
without issue or heirs and his properties have re­
verted to the Crown. If I have had anything to 
do with this work of restoration, Inspector, I know 
my friends will always think of me kindly. I pre­
fer to think, in the customary egotism of all men, 
that even in the twilight of my life I have been of 
some service to humanity.

“Patience and Gordon, if I may presume to in­
trude an old man’s concern into your very intimate 
affairs—I think you will both be happy together. 
You have a communion of interests, you are both 
intelligent young people, and I know that you will 
respect each other. May God bless you. I have not 
forgotten you.

“My dear Inspector, I am old and so tired that 
there no longer seems. ... I shall be going away 
soon, I think, for a long rest; which is what prompts 
this inordinately long letter. And since I leave un­
attended, as it were, and without your knowledge, 
I shall say to myself these shining farewell words:

“ 'They say he parted well, and paid his score;
And so, God be with him!’

“Until we meet again—
“DRURY LANE.”

THE INSPECTOR wrinkled his flat nose.
“I don’t see—”

Rowe looked about quickly. But the 
scene was peaceful; the spires and turrets 
of The Hamlet loomed serenely above the 
treetops.

Patience said in a strangled voice: “Where is Mr. 
Lane, Quacey?”

Quacey’s batrachian little eyes twinkled. “Sunning 



himself in the west gardens, Miss Thumm. He’ll be 
surprised to see you, I daresay.”

The men jumped out of the roadster and, rather 
stiffly, Patience stepped down to the gravel. Between 
them, with Quacey pattering quietly along at their 
heels, she began to stroll across the velvet grass toward 
the west gardens.

“You see,” she said so softly that they had to strain 
their ears, “the hacker did betray himself. He made 
no mistakes; he didn’t know he was making mistakes; 
fate made them for him. Fate in the shape of a cheap 
alarm-clock.”

“Alarm-clock?” muttered the Inspector.
“When we examined the study and came upon Max­

well’s alarm-clock on the mantel above the fireplace, 
we saw that its alarm was still set. What did this mean? 
That the alarm went off at the time it was set for— 
twelve o’clock, midnight, of the night before (because 
we examined it before noon of the following morning 
and Maxwell had set it before midnight the previous 
evening). The little lever still pointed to Alarm, you’ll 
remember, when we examined it. But if we found the 
lever still pointed to Alarm, then the alarm must have 
rung. But what’s significant about the fact that the 
alarm rang? The fact that if it rang and we found the 
alarm still set then it must have rung itself out. Had it 
been stopped while it rang by a human hand, we should 
have found the little lever at Silent, not Alarm. So it 
was not turned off; the alarm rang and rang until it 
exhausted itself, the spring of the alarm unwinding; 
and died off, spent, with its lever still set at Alarm. . .

“But what the devil does that mean, Patty?”
“Everything. We know the hacker was in the room 

precisely at midnight; so he must have been in the 
room when the alarm began to ring. We know this 
from two facts: Maxwell said he kept all the clocks 
perfectly synchronized, and the grandfather-clock had 
been shattered exactly at twelve.”

Rowe stepped back a little, quietly; he was very pale.
“All right, I’ll follow along,” growled the Inspector. 

“Why didn’t this ax-wielder of yours turn off the alarm 
when it started to ring? Must have made him jump! 
Anyone prowling about somebody else’s house would 
have jumped like a shot and turned it off, whether 
there was anyone to hear it or not.”

They paused under an ancient oak and Patience felt 

rather blindly for the rough bark. “Exactly,” she whis­
pered. “The fact remains that even though he was in 
the same room, even though every instinct would have 
impelled him to turn the alarm off, he didn’t.”

“Well, it’s too much for me,” muttered Thumm. 
“Come on. Come on, Gordon,” and he strode past the 
tree. The others followed slowly. Not far away, over 
a low wall of privets, they saw the quiet, shrunken 
figure of Lane seated on a rustic bench, his back to 
them.

Patience made a sick little sound and the Inspector 
turned sharply. Rowe, death in his eyes, bounded for­
ward and caught her about the waist.

“What is this?” said the Inspector slowly.
“Father, wait,” sobbed Patience. “Wait. You don’t 

understand. You don’t see. Why didn’t the hacker 
discover that ticking bomb in the cellar when he took 
Hamnet Sedlar’s dead body down there? Why did he 
hack at the walls of the study in the first place? He 
was obviously looking for hollow places. What’s the 
normal way of looking for hollow places ? Rapping for 
them! Why didn’t he tap those paneled walls?”

Thumm looked baffled, uneasy. “Why?”
Patience put a trembling hand on his big arm. 

“Please. Before you—see him. The hacker didn’t stop 
the alarm-clock’s ringing, he didn’t investigate the tick­
ing of the bomb in the cellar, he didn’t tap the walls— 
for the same reason, Father. Oh, don’t you see? It 
struck me so hard, such a horrible blow, that I ran, 
blindly, like a child; I wanted to get away, anywhere. 
. . . He couldn’t hear the alarm. He couldn’t hear the 
tick of the bomb. He couldn’t hear a hollow sound even 
if he did tap. HE WAS DEAF! ”

on his breast

THE INSPECTOR took an unsteady step 
forward and touched Lane’s shoulder. Pa­
tience whirled and buried her face in 
Rowe’s coat, sobbing as if her heart would 
break.

The old gentleman’s head was sunken 
; there was no response to Thumm’s touch.

More swiftly than it seemed possible for a man of 
his bulk and weight, the Inspector charged around the 
bench and grasped Lane’s hand.

It was icy cold, and a small stained empty vial 
dropped from its white fingers to the green grass.
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or shrill.

A SEDAN with no lights burning was 
standing beside the road just above Piney 
Falls bridge and as I drove past it a girl 
put her head out and said, “Please.” Her 
voice was urgent but there was not enough 
excitement in it to make it either harsh

I put on my brakes, then backed up. By that time 
a man had got out of the sedan. There was enough 
light to let me see he was young and fairly big. He 
moved a hand in the direction I had been going and 
said, “On your way, buddy.”

The girl said again, “Will you drive me into town, 
please?” She seemed to be trying to open the sedan 
door. Her hat had been pushed forward over one eye.

I said, “Sure.”
The man in the road took a step toward me, moved 

his hand as before, and growled, “Scram, you.”
I got out of my car. The man in the road had 

started toward me when another man’s voice came 
from the sedan, a harsh warning voice. “Go easy, Tony. 
It’s Jack Bye.” The sedan door swung open and the 
girl jumped out.

Tony said, “Oh! ” and his feet shuffled uncertainly on 
the road; but when he saw the girl making for my 
car he cried indignantly at her, “Listen, you can’t ride 
to town with—”

She was in my roadster by then. “Good night,” she 
said.

He faced me, shook his head stubbornly, began, “I’ll 
be damned if I’ll let—”

I hit him. The knockdown was fair enough, because 
I hit him hard, but I think he could have got up again 
if he had wanted to. I gave him a little time, then
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asked the fellow in the sedan, “All right with you ?” I 
still could not see him.

“He’ll be all right,” he replied quickly. “I’ll take 
care of him all right.”

“Thanks.” I climbed into my car beside the girl. 
The rain I had been trying to get to town ahead of 
was beginning to fall. A coupe with a man and a 
woman in it passed us going toward town. We followed 
the coupe across the bridge.

The girl said, “This is awfully kind of you. I wasn’t 
in any danger back there, but it was—nasty.”

“They wouldn’t be dangerous,” I said, “but they 
would be—nasty.”

“You know them?”
“No.”
“But they knew you. Tony Forrest and Fred 

Barnes.” When I did not say anything, she added,

“They were afraid of you.”
“I’m a desperate character.”
She laughed. “And pretty nice of you, too, to­

night. I wouldn’t’ve gone with either of them alone, 
but I thought with two of them . . .” She turned up 
the collar of her coat. “It’s raining in on me.”

I stopped the roadster again and hunted for the 
curtain that belonged on her side of the car. “So 
your name’s Jack Bye,” she said while I was snapping 
it on.

“And yours is Helen Warner.”
“How’d you know?” She had straightened her hat.
“I’ve seen you around.” I finished attaching the 

curtain and got back in.
“Did you know who I was when I called to you?” 

she asked when we were moving again.
“Yes.”



NIGHT SHADE

“It was silly of me to go out with them like that.” 
“You’re shivering.”
“It’s chilly.”
I said I was sorry my flask was empty.

WE HAD turned into the western end of 
Hellman avenue. It was four minutes 
past ten by the clock in front of the 
jewelry store on the corner of Laurel 
Street. A policeman in a black rubber 
coat was leaning against the clock. I did 

not know enough about perfumes to know the name 
of hers.

She said, £T'm chilly. Can’t we stop somewhere and 
get a drink?”

"Do you really want to?” My voice must have 
puzzled her: she turned her head quickly to peer at 
me in the dim light.

"I’d like to,” she said, “unless you’re in a hurry.”
"No. We could go to Mack's. It's only three or 

four blocks from here, but—it’s a nigger joint.”
She laughed. “All I ask is that I don’t get 

poisoned.”
“You won’t, but you’re sure you want to go?”
“Certainly.” She exaggerated her shivering. “I’m 

cold. It’s early”
Toots Mack opened his door for us. I could tell by 

the politeness with which he bowed his round bald 
black head and said, "Good evening, sir; good eve­
ning, madam,” that he wished we had gone some 
place else, but I was not especially interested in how 
he felt about it. I said, “Hello, Toots; how are you 
this evening?” too cheerfully.

There were only a few customers in the place. We 
went to the table in the corner farthest from the 
piano. Suddenly she was staring at me, her eyes, al­
ready very blue, becoming very round.

“I thought you could see in the car,” I began.
“How’d you get that scar?” she asked, interrupting 

me. She sat down.
“That.” I put a hand to my cheek. “Fight—couple 

of years ago. You ought to see the one on my chest.”
“We’ll have to go swimming some time,” she said 

gayly. "Please sit down and don’t keep me waiting 

for my drink.”
"Are you sure you—”
She began to chant, keeping time with her fingers 

on the table, "I want a drink, I want a drink, I want 
a drink.” Her mouth was small with full lips and it 
curved up without growing wider when she smiled.

We ordered drinks. We talked too fast. We made 
jokes and laughed too readily at them. We asked 
questions—about the name of the perfume she used 
was one—-and paid too much or no attention to the 
answers. And Toots looked glumly at us from behind 
the bar when he thought we were not looking at him. 
It was all pretty bad.

We had another drink and I said, “Well, let’s slide 
along.”

She was nice about seeming neither too anxious to 
go nor to stay. The ends of her pale bkmd hair 
curled up over the edge of her hat in back.

At the door I said, "Listen, there’s a taxi-stand 
around the corner. You won’t mind if I don’t take 
you home?”

She put a hand on my arm. “I do mind. Please—” 
The street was badly lighted. Her face was like a 
child's. She took her hand off my arm. “But if you’d 
rather . . .”

“I think I'd rather.”
She said slowly, “I like you, Jack Bye, and I’m aw­

fully grateful for—”
I said, "Aw, that’s all right,” and we shook hands 

and I went back into the speakeasy.
Toots was still behind the bar. He came up to 

where I stood. “You oughtn’t to do that to me,” 
he said, shaking his head mournfully.

“I know. I’m sorry.”
“You oughtn’t to do it to yourself,” he went on 

just as sadly. “This ain’t Harlem, boy, and if old 
Judge Warner finds out his daughter’s running round 
with you and coming in here he can make it plenty 
tough for both of us. I like you, boy, but you got 
to remember it don’t make no difference how light 
your skin is or how many colleges you went to, you’re 
still nigger.”

I said, "Well, what do you suppose I want to be? 
A Chinaman?”

Drtx/zzt?// Hammett, like Ernest Hemingway, has blazed a bold 

trail in fiction. He has developed a brutal, debunked, staccato, strong-arm story­
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Since Mystery League is a non-con­
formist magazine, we are reversing 
the usual procedure of announcing the 
Contents of our next issue in advance 
by making a mystery of it in toto. . . . 
We believe that a bit of healthy sus­
pense will increase your enjoyment of 
the November issue when you turn to 
its contents page. But one thing we 
can promise—that November's stories 
will be as high in quality as October's.



No writer but a Briton and no 
Briton but a woman could 
have conceived such a de­
lightfully piquant study in 
“Suspicion." A gem from the 
world-famous anthologist of 
“The Omnibus of Crime.”

H
AS THE atmosphere of the railway car­
riage thickened with tobacco-smoke, Mr. 
Mummery became increasingly aware that 
his breakfast had not agreed with him.

There could have been nothing wrong 
with the breakfast itself. Brown bread, 

rich in vitamin-content, as advised by the Morning 
Star’s health expert; bacon fried to a delicious crisp­
ness ; eggs just nicely set; coffee made as only Mrs. 
Sutton knew how to make it. Mrs. Sutton had been 
a real find, and that was something to be thankful for. 
For Ethel, since her nervous breakdown in the Summer, 
had really not been fit to wrestle with the untrained 

girls who had come and gone in tempestuous succession. 
It took very little to upset Ethel nowadays, poor child. 
Mr. Mummery, trying hard to ignore his growing in­
ternal discomfort, hoped he was not in for an illness. 
Apart from the trouble it would cause at the office, it 
would worry Ethel terribly, and Mr. Mummery would 
cheerfully have laid down his rather uninteresting little 
life to spare Ethel a moment’s uneasiness.

He slipped a digestive tablet into his mouth—he had 
taken lately to carrying a few tablets about with him 
—and opened his paper. There did not seem to be very 
much news. A question had been asked in the House 
about Government typewriters. The Prince of Wales 
had smilingly opened an all-British exhibition of foot­
wear. A further split had occurred in the Liberal party. 
The police were still looking for the woman who was 
supposed to have poisoned a family m Lincoln. Two 
girls had been trapped in a burning factory. A film­
star had obtained her fourth decree nisi.

At Paragon Station, Mr. Mummery descended and 
took a tram. The internal discomfort w’as taking the

form of a definite nausea. Happily he contrived to 
reach his office before the worst occurred. He was seated 
at his desk, pale but in control of himself, when his 
partner came breezing in.

“ ’Morning, Mummery,” said Mr. Brookes in his loud 
tones, adding inevitably, “Cold enough for you?”

“Quite,” replied Mr. Mummery. “Unpleasantly raw, 
in fact.”

“Beastly, beastly,” said Mr. Brookes. “Your bulbs 
all in?”

“Not quite all,” confessed Mr. Mummery. “As a 
matter fact I haven’t been feeling—”

“Pity,” interrupted his partner. “Great pity. Ought 
to get 'em in early. Mine were in last week. My little 
place will be a picture in the Spring. For a town gar­
den, that is. You’re lucky, living in the country. Find 
it better than Hull, I expect, eh ? Though we get plenty 
of fresh air up in the Avenues. How’s the missus?”

“Thank you, she’s very much better.”
“Glad to hear that, very glad. Hope we shall have 

her about again this winter as usual. Can’t do without 



her in the Drama Society you know. By Jove! I shan’t 
forget her acting last year in Romance. She and young 
Welbeck positively brought the house down, didn’t 
they? The Welbecks were asking after her only yes­
terday.”

“Thank you, yes. I hope she will soon be able to 
take up her social activities again. But the doctor says 
she mustn’t overdo it. No worry, he says—that’s the 
important thing. She is to go easy and not rush about or 
undertake too much.”

“Quite right, quite right. Worry’s the devil and all. 
I cut out worrying years ago and look at me! Fit as a 
fiddle, for all I shan’t see fifty again. You’re not look­
ing altogether the thing, by the way.”

“A touch of dyspepsia,” said Mr. Mummery. “Noth­
ing much. Chill on the liver, that’s what I put it 
down to.”

“That’s what it is,” said Mr. Brookes, seizing his 
opportunity. “Is life worth living? It depends upon 
the liver. Ha, ha! Well now, well now—we must do a 

spot of work, I suppose. Where’s that lease of Fer- 
raby’s?”

Mr. Mummery, who did not feel at his conversa­
tional best that morning, rather welcomed this sugges­
tion, and for half an hour was allowed to proceed in 
peace with the duties of an estate agent. Presently, 
however, Mr. Brookes burst into speech again.

“By the way,” he said abruptly, “I suppose your wife 
doesn’t know of a good cook, does she?”

“Well, no,” replied Mr. Mummery. “They aren’t so 
easy to find nowadays. In fact, we’ve only just got 
suited ourselves. But why? Surely your old Cookie 
isn’t leaving you?”

“Good lord, no!” Mr. Brookes laughed heartily. “It 
would take an earthquake to shake off old Cookie. No. 
It’s for the Philipsons. Their girl’s getting married. 
That’s the worst of girls. I said to Philipson, ‘You mind 
what you’re doing,’ I said. ‘Get somebody you know 
something about, or you may find yourself landed with 
this poisoning woman—what’s her name—Andrews.
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Don’t want to be sending wreaths to your funeral yet 
awhile,’ I said. He laughed, but it’s no laughing mat­
ter and so I told him. What we pay the police for I 
simply don’t know. Nearly a month now, and they 
can’t seem to lay hands on the woman. All they say is, 
they think she’s hanging about the neighborhood and 
‘may seek a situation as cook.’ As cook! Now I ask 
you! ”

“You don’t think she committed suicide, then?” sug­
gested Mr. Mummery.

“Suicide my foot!” retorted Mr. Brookes coarsely. 
“Don’t you believe it, my boy. That coat found in the 
river was all eyewash. They don’t commit suicide, that 
sort don’t.”

“What sort?”
“Those arsenic-maniacs. They’re too damned careful 

of their own skins. Cunning as weasels, that’s what 
they are. It’s only to be hoped they’ll manage to catch 
her before she tries her hand on anybody else. As I 
told Philipson—”

“You think Mrs. Andrews did it, then?”



“Did it? Of course she did it. It’s plain as the nose 
on your face. Looked after her old father, and he died 
suddenly—left her a bit of money, too. Then she keeps 
house for an elderly gentleman, and he dies suddenly. 
Now there’s this husband and wife—man dies and wo­
man taken very ill, of arsenic poisoning. Cook runs 
away, and you ask, did she do it? I don’t mind betting 
that when they dig up the father and the other old 
bird they’ll find them bung-full of arsenic, too. Once 
that sort gets started, they don’t stop. Grows on ’em, 
as you might say.”

“I suppose it does,” said Mr. Mummery. He picked 
up his paper again and studied the photograph of the 
missing woman. “She looks harmless enough,” he re­
marked. “Rather a nice, motherly-looking kind of 
woman.”

“She’s got a bad mouth,” pronounced Mr. Brookes. 
He had a theory that character showed in the mouth. 
“1 wouldn’t trust that woman an inch.”

AS THE day went on, Mr. Mummery felt 
better. He was rather nervous about his 
lunch, choosing carefully a little boiled 
fish and custard pudding and being par­
ticular not to rush about immediately 
after the meal. To his great relief, the 

fish and custard remained where they were put, and he 
was not visited by that tiresome pain which had be­
come almost habitual in the last fortnight. By the end 
of the day he became quite light-hearted. The bogey 
of illness and doctor’s bills ceased to haunt him. He 
bought a bunch of bronze chrysanthemums to carry 
home to Ethel, and it was with a feeling of pleasant 
anticipation that he left the train and walked up the 
garden path of Mon Abri.

He was a little dashed by not finding his wife in the 
sitting-room. Still clutching the bunch of chrysanthe­
mums he pattered down the passage and pushed open 
the kitchen-door.

Nobody was there but the cook. She was sitting at 
the table with her back to him, and started up almost 
guiltily as he approached.

"Lor’, sir,” she said, “you give me quite a start. I 
didn’t hear the front door go.”

“Where is Mrs. Mummery? Not feeling bad again, 
is she?”

“Well, sir, she’s got a bit of a headache, poor lamb. 
1 made her lay down and took her up a nice cup o’ tea 
at half-past four. I think she’s dozing nicely now.”

“Dear, dear,” said Mr. Mummery.
“It was turning out the dining-room done it, if you 

ask me,” said Mrs. Sutton. “ ‘Now, don’t you overdo 
yourself, ma’am,’ I says to her, but you know how she 
is, sir. She gets that restless, she can’t abear to be do­
ing nothing.”

“I know,” said Mr. Mummery. “It’s not your fault, 
Mrs. Sutton. I’m sure you look after us both admir­
ably. I’ll just run up and have a peep at her. I won’t 

disturb her if she’s asleep. By the way, what are we 
having for dinner?”

“Well, I had made a nice steak-and-kidney pie,” 
said Mrs. Sutton, in accents suggesting that she would 
readily turn it into a pumpkin or a coach-and-four if it 
was not approved of.

“Oh!” said Mr. Mummery. “Pastry? Well, I----- ”
“You'll find it beautiful and light,” protested the 

cook, whisking open the oven-door for Mr. Mummery 
to see. “And it’s made with butter, sir, you having said 
that you found lard indigestible.”

“Thank you, thank you,” said Mr. Mummery. “I’m 
sure it will be most excellent. I haven’t been feeling 
altogether the thing just lately, and lard does not seem 
to suit me nowadays.”

“Well, it don’t suit some people, and that’s a fact,” 
agreed Mrs. Sutton. “I shouldn’t wonder if you’ve 
got a bit of a chill on the liver. I’m sure this weather 
is enough to upset anybody.”

She bustled to the table and cleared away the picture­
paper which she had been reading.

“Perhaps the mistress would like her dinner sent up 
to her?” she suggested.

Mr. Mummery said he would go and see, and tip­
toed his way upstairs. Ethel was lying snuggled under 
the eiderdown and looked very small and fragile in the 
big double-bed. She stirred as he came in and smiled 
up at him.

“Hullo, darling!” said Mr. Mummery.
“Hullo! You back? I must have been asleep. I 

got tired and headachy, and Mrs. Sutton packed me off 
upstairs.”

“You’ve been doing too much, sweetheart,” said her 
husband, taking her hand in his and sitting down on 
the edge of the bed.

“Yes—it was naughty of me. What lovely flowers, 
Harold. All for me?”

“All for you, Tiddley-winks,” said Mr. Mummery 
tenderly. “Don’t I deserve something for that?”

Mrs. Mummery smiled, and Mr. Mummery took his 
reward several times over.

“That’s quite enough, you sentimental old thing,” 
said Mrs. Mummery. “Run away, now, I’m going to 
get up.”

“Much better go to bed, my precious, and let Mrs. 
Sutton send your dinner up,” said her husband.

Ethel protested, but he was firm with her. If she 
didn’t take care of herself, she wouldn’t be allowed to 
go to the Drama Society meetings. And everybody was 
so anxious to have her back. The Welbecks had 
been asking after her and saying that they really 
couldn’t get on without her.

“Did they?” said Ethel, with some animation. “It’s 
very sweet of them to want me. Well, perhaps I’ll go 
to bed after all. And how has my old Hubby been 
all day?”

“Not too bad, not too bad.”
“No more tummy-aches?”



“Weil, just a little tummy-ache. But it's quite gone 
now. Nothing for Tiddley-winks to worry about.”

MR. MUMMERY experienced no more 
distressing symptoms the next day or the 
next. Following the advice of the news­
paper expert, he took to drinking orange­
juice, and was delighted with the results 
of the treatment. On Thursday, how­

ever, he was taken so ill in the night that Ethel was 
alarmed and insisted on sending for the doctor. The 
doctor felt his pulse and looked at his tongue and ap­
peared to take the matter lightly. An inquiry into what 
he had been eating elicited the fact that dinner had con­
sisted of pig’s trotters, followed by a milk pudding, 
and that, before retiring, Mr. Mummery had consumed 
a large glass of orange-juice, according to his new 
regime.

“There’s your trouble,” said Dr. Griffiths cheerfully. 
“Orange-juice is an excellent thing, and so are trotters, 
but not in combination. Pig and oranges together are 
extraordinarily bad for the liver. I don’t know why 
they should be, but there’s no doubt that they are. Now 
I’ll send you round a little prescription and you stick 
to slops for a day or two and keep off pork. And 
don’t you worry about him, Mrs. Mummery, he's as 
sound as a trout. You’re the one we’ve got to look after. 
I don’t want to see those black rings under the eyes, 
you know. Disturbed night, of course—yes. Taking 
your tonic regularly? That’s right. Well, don’t be 
alarmed about your hubby. We’ll soon have him out 
and about again.”

The prophecy was fulfilled, but not immediately. Mr. 
Mummery, though confining his diet to Benger’s food, 
bread-and-milk and beef-tea skilfully prepared by 
Mrs. Sutton and brought to his bedside by Ethel, re­
mained very seedy all through Friday, and was only 
able to stagger rather shakily downstairs on Saturday 
afternoon. He had evidently suffered a “thorough 
upset.” However, he was able to attend to a few 
papers which Brookes had sent down from the office for 
his signature, and to deal with the household books. 
Ethel was not a business woman, and Mr. Mummery 
always ran over the accounts with her. Having settled 
up with the butcher, the baker, the dairy and the coal­
merchant, Mr. Mummery looked up inquiringly.

“Anything more, darling?”
“Well, there’s Mrs. Sutton. This is the end of her 

month, you know.”
“So it is. Well, you’re quite satisfied with her, aren’t 

you, darling?”
"Yes, rather—aren’t you? She’s a good cook, and a 

sweet, motherly old thing, too. Don’t you think it was 
a real brain-wave of mine, engaging her like that, on 
the spot?”

"I do, indeed,” said Mr. Mummery.
"It was a perfect providence, her turning up like 

that, just after that wretched Jang had gone off with­

out even giving notice. I was in absolute despair. It 
was a little bit of a gamble, of course, taking her with­
out any references, but naturally, if she’d been looking 
after a widowed mother, you couldn’t expect her to 
give references.”

“N-no,” said Mr. Mummery. At the time he had 
felt uneasy about the matter, though he had not liked 
to say much because, of course, they simply had to 
have somebody. And the experiment had justified itself 
so triumphantly in practice that one couldn’t say much 
about it now. He had once rather tentatively suggested 
writing to the clergyman of Mrs. Sutton’s parish but, 
as Ethel had said, the clergyman wouldn’t have been 
able to tell them anything about cooking, and cooking, 
after all, was the chief point.

Mr. Mummery counted out the month’s money.
“And by the way, my dear,” he said, “you might just 

mention to Mrs. Sutton that if she must read the morn­
ing paper before I come down, I should be obliged if 
she would fold it neatly afterwards.”

"What an old fuss-box you are, darling,” said his 
wife.

Mr. Mummery sighed. He could not explain that it 
was somehow important that the morning paper should 
come to him fresh and prim, like a virgin. Women 
did not feel these things.

ON SUNDAY, Mr. Mummery felt very much bet­
ter—quite his old self, in fact. He enjoyed the News 
oj the World over breakfast in bed, reading the murders 
rather carefully. Mr. Mummery got quite a lot of 
pleasure out of murders—they gave him an agreeable 
thrill of vicarious adventure, for, naturally, they were 
matters quite remote from daily life in the outskirts 
of Hull.

He noticed that Brookes had been perfectly right. 
Mr. Andrews' father and former employer had been 
"dug up” and had, indeed proved to be “bung-full” 
of arsenic.

He came downstairs for dinner—roast sirloin, with 
the potatoes done under the meat and Yorkshire pud­
ding of delicious lightness, and an apple tart to follow. 
After three days of invalid diet, it was delightful to 
savor the crisp fat and underdone lean. He ate mod­
erately, but with a sensuous enjoyment. Ethel, on the 
other hand, seemed a little lacking in appetite, but then, 
she had never been a great meat-eater. She was fastidi­
ous and, besides, she was (quite unnecessarily) afraid 
of getting fat.

It was a fine afternoon, and at three o’clock, when 
he was quite certain that the roast beef was "settling” 
properly, it occurred to Mr. Mummery that it would be 
a good thing to put the rest of those bulbs in. He 
slipped on his old gardening-coat and wandered out to 
the potting-shed. Here he picked up a bag of tulips 
and a trowel, and then, remembering that he was wear­
ing his good trousers, decided that it would be wise to 
take a mat to kneel on. When had he had the mat 



last? He could not recollect, but he rather fancied he 
had put it away in the corner under the potting-shelf. 
Stooping down, he felt about in the dark among the 
flower-pots. Yes, there it was, but there was a tin of 
something in the way. He lifted the tin carefully out. 
Of course, yes—the remains of the weed-killer.

ciated with

MR. MUMMERY glanced at the pink 
label, printed in staring letters with the 
legend: “ARSENICAL WEED-KILLER. 
POISON,” and observed, with a mild 
feeling of excitement, that it was the 
same brand of stuff that had been asso- 
Mrs. Andrews’ latest victim. He was 

rather pleased about it. It gave him a sensation of 
being remotely but definitely in touch with important 
events. Then he noticed, with surprise and a little 
annoyance, that the stopper had been put in quite 
loosely.

“However’d I come to leave it like that?” he grunted. 
“Shouldn’t wonder if all the goodness has gone off.” 
He removed the stopper and squinted into the can, 
which appeared to be half-full. Then he rammed the 
thing home again, giving it a sharp thump with the 
handle of the trowel for better security. After that he 
washed his hands carefully at the scullery tap, for he 
did not believe in taking risks.

He was a trifle disconcerted, when he came in after 
planting the tulips, to find visitors in the sitting-room. 
He was always pleased to see Mrs. Welbeck and her 
son, but he would rather have had warning, so that he 
could have scrubbed the garden-mould out of his nails 
more thoroughly. Not that Mrs. Welbeck appeared to 
notice. She was a talkative woman and paid little at­
tention to anything but her own conversation. Much 
to Mr. Mummery’s annoyance, she chose to prattle 
about the Lincoln Poisoning Case. A most unsuitable 
subject for the tea-table, thought Mr. Mummery, at 
the best of times. His own “upset” was vivid enough 
in his memory to make him queasy over the discussion 
of medical symptoms, and besides, this kind of talk 
was not good enough for Ethel. After all, the poi­
soner was still supposed to be in the neighborhood. It 
was enough to make even a strong-nerved woman un­
easy. A glance at Ethel showed him that she was 
looking quite white and tremulous. He must stop Mrs. 
Welbeck somehow, or there would be a repetition of one 
of the old, dreadful, hysterical scenes.

He broke into the conversation with violent abrupt­
ness.

“Those Forsythia cuttings, Mrs. Welbeck,” he said. 
“Now is just about the time to take them. If you 
care to come down the garden I will get them for you.”

He saw a relieved glance pass between Ethel and 
young Welbeck. Evidently the boy understood the 
situation and was chafing at his mother’s tactlessness. 
Mrs. Welbeck, brought up all standing, gasped slightly 
and then veered off with obliging readiness on the new 

tack. She accompanied her host down the garden and 
chattered cheerfully about horticulture while he se­
lected and trimmed the cuttings. She complimented 
Mr. Mummery on the immaculacy of his gravel paths. 
“I simply cannot keep the weeds down,” she said.

Mr. Mummery mentioned the weed-killer and praised 
its efficacy.

“That stuff!” Mrs. Welbeck stared at him. Then 
she shuddered. “I wouldn’t have it in my place for a 
thousand pounds,” she said, with emphasis.

Mr. Mummery smiled. “Oh, we keep it well away 
from the house,” he said. “Even if I were a careless 
sort of person----- ”

He broke off. The recollection of the loosened stop­
per had come to him suddenly, and it was as though, 
deep down in his mind, some obscure assembling of 
ideas had taken place. He left it at that, and went 
into the kitchen to fetch a newspaper to wrap up the 
cuttings.

Their approach to the house had evidently been 
seen from the sitting-room window, for when they en­
tered, young Welbeck was already on his feet and hold­
ing Ethel’s hand in the act of saying good-bye. He 
manceuvred his mother out of the house with tactful 
promptness and Mr. Mummery returned to the kitchen 
to clear up the newspapers he had fished out of the 
drawer. To clear them up and to examine them more 
closely. Something had struck him about them, which 
he wanted to verify. He turned them over very care­
fully, sheet by sheet. Yes—he had been right. Every 
portrait of Mrs. Andrews, every paragraph and line 
about the Lincoln poisoning case, had been carefully 
cut out.

Mr. Mummery sat down by the kitchen fire. He 
felt as though he needed warmth. There seemed to be 
a curious cold lump of something at the pit of his stom­
ach—something that he was chary of investigating.

He tried to recall the appearance of Mrs. Andrews 
as shown in the newspaper photographs, but he had not 
a good visual memory. He remembered having re­
marked to Brookes that it was a “motherly” face. Then 
he tried counting up the time since the disappearance. 
Nearly a month, Brookes had said—and that was a 
week ago. Must be over a month now. A month. He 
had just paid Mrs. Sutton her month’s money.

“Ethel! ” was the thought that hammered at the door 
of his brain. At all costs, he must cope with this mon­
strous suspicion on his own. He must spare her any 
shock or anxiety. And he must be sure of his ground. 
To dismiss the only decent cook they had ever had out 
of sheer, unfounded panic, would be wanton cruelty to 
both women. If he did it at all, it would have to be 
done arbitrarily, preposterously—he could not suggest 
horrors to Ethel. However it was done, there would 
be trouble. Ethel would not understand and he dared 
not tell her.

But if by any chance there was anything in this 
ghastly doubt—how could he expose Ethel to the ap­



palling danger of having the woman in the house a 
moment longer? He thought of the family at Lincoln 
—the husband dead, the wife escaped by a miracle 
with her life. Was not any shock, any risk, better than 
that?

Mr. Mummery felt suddenly very lonely and tired. 
His illness had taken it out of him.

Those illnesses—they had begun, when ? Three weeks 
ago he had had the first attack. Yes, but then he had 
always been rather subject to gastric trouble. Bilious 
attacks. Not so violent, perhaps, as these last, but 
undoubted bilious attacks.

He pulled himself together and went, rather heavily, 
into the sitting-room. Ethel was tucked up in a corner 
of the chesterfield.

“Tired, darling?”
“Yes, a little.”
“That woman has worn you out with talking. She 

oughtn’t to talk so much.”
“No.” Her head shifted wearily in the cushions. 

“All about that horrible case. I don’t like hearing about 
such things.”

“Our course not. Still, when a thing like that hap­
pens in the neighbourhood, people will gossip and talk. 
It would be a relief if they caught the woman. One 
doesn’t like to think----- ”

“I don’t want to think of anything so hateful. She 
must be a horrible creature.”

“Horrible. Brookes was saying the other day----- ”
“I don’t want to hear what he said. I don’t want 

to hear about it at all. I want to be quiet. I want to 
be quiet I”

He recognized the note of rising hysteria.
“Tiddleywinks shall be quiet. Don't worry, darling. 

We won’t talk about horrors.”
No. It would not do to talk about them.
Ethel went to bed early. It was understood that on 

Sundays Mr. Mummery should sit up till Mrs. Sutton 
came in. Ethel was a little anxious about this, but he 
assured her that he felt quite strong enough. In body, 
indeed, he did; it was his mind that felt weak and con­
fused. He had decided to make a casual remark about 
the mutilated newspapers—just to see what Mrs. Sut­
ton would say.

HE ALLOWED himself the usual indul­
gence of a whiskey-and-soda as he sat 
waiting. At a quarter to ten he heard the 
familiar click of the garden gate. Foot­
steps passed up the gravel—squeak, 
squeak, to the back-door. Then the 

sound of the latch, the shutting of the door, the rattle 
of the bolts being shot home. Then a pause. Mrs. 
Sutton would be taking off her hat. The moment was 
coming.

The step sounded in the passage. The door opened. 
Mrs. Sutton in her neat black dress stood on the 
threshold. He was aware of a reluctance to face her.

Then he looked up. A plump-faced woman, her eyes 
obscured by thick horn-rimmed spectacles. Was there, 
perhaps, something hard about the mouth? Or was it 
just that she had lost most of her front teeth?

“Would you be requiring anything to-night, sir, 
before I go up?”

“No, thank you, Mrs. Sutton.”
"I hope you are feeling better, sir.” Her eager in­

terest in his health seemed to him almost sinister, but 
the eyes, behind the thick glasses, were inscrutable.

“Quite better, thank you, Mrs. Sutton.”
“Mrs. Mummery is not indisposed, is she, sir? 

Should I take her up a glass of hot milk or anything?”
“No, thank you, no.” He spoke hurriedly, and fan­

cied that she looked disappointed.
“Very well, sir. Good-night, sir.”
“Good-night. Oh! by the way, Mrs. Sutton------”
“Yes, sir?”
“Oh, nothing,” said Mr. Mummery, "nothing.”

NEXT MORNING Mr. Mummery opened his 
paper eagerly. He would have been glad to learn that 
an arrest had been made over the week-end. But there 
was no news for him. The chairman of a trust com­
pany had blown out his brains, and the headlines 
were all occupied with tales about lost millions and 
ruined shareholders. Both in his own paper and in 
those he purchased on the way to the office, the Lincoln 
Poisoning Tragedy had been relegated to an obscure 
paragraph on a back page, which informed him that 
the police were still baffled.

THE NEXT few days were the most uncomfortable 
that Mr. Mummery had ever spent. He developed a 
habit of coming down early in the morning and prowl­
ing about the kitchen. This made Ethel nervous, but 
Airs. Sutton offered no remark. She watched him tol­
erantly, even, he thought, with something like amuse­
ment. After all, it was ridiculous. What was the use 
of supervising the breakfast, when he had to be out of 
the house every day between half-past nine and six?

At the office, Brookes rallied him on the frequency 
with which he rang up Ethel. Mr. Mummery paid no 
attention. It was reassuring to hear her voice and to 
know that she was safe and well.

NOTHING HAPPENED, and by the following 
Thursday he began to think that he had been a fool. 
He came home late that night. Brookes had persuaded 
him to go with him to a little bachelor dinner for a 
friend who was about to get married. He left the 
others at eleven o’clock, however, refusing to make a 
night of it. The household was in bed when he got 
back but a note from Mrs. Sutton lay on the table, 
informing him that there was cocoa for him in the 
kitchen, ready for hotting-up. He hotted it up accord­
ingly in the little saucepan where it stood. There was 
just one good cupful.



He sipped it thoughtfully, standing by the kitchen 
stove. After the first sip, he put the cup down. Was 
it his fancy, or was there something queer about the 
taste? He sipped it again, rolling it upon his tongue. 
It seemed to him to have a faint tang, metallic and 
unpleasant. In a sudden dread he ran out to the scul­
lery and spat the mouthful into the sink.

After this, he stood quite still for a moment or two. 
Then, with a curious deliberation, as though his move­
ments had been dictated to him, he fetched an empty 
medicine-bottle from the pantry-shelf, rinsed it under 
the tap and tipped the contents of the cup carefully 
into it. He slipped the bottle into his coat pocket and 
moved on tip-toe to the back door. The bolts were 
difficult to draw without noise, but he managed it at 
last. Still on tip-toe, he stole across the garden to the 
potting-shed. Stooping down, he struck a match. He 
knew' exactly where he had left the tin of weed-killer, 
under the shelf behind the pots at the back. Cautiously 
he lifted it out. The match flared up and burnt his 
fingers, but before he could light another his sense of 
touch had told him what he wanted to know. The 
stopper was loose again.

Panic seized Mr. Mummery, standing there in the 
earthy-smelling shed, in his dress-suit and overcoat, 
holding the tin in one hand and the match-box in the 
other. He wanted very badly to run and tell some­
body what he had discovered.

INSTEAD, HE replaced the tin exactly 
Where he had found it and went back 
to the house. As he crossed the garden 
again, he noticed a light in Mrs. Sutton’s 
bedroom window. This terrified him more 
than anything which had gone before.

Was she watching him? Ethel’s window Was dark. 
If she had drunk anything deadly there would be lights 
everywhere, movements, calls for the doctor, just as 
when he himself had been attacked. Attacked—that 
w'as the right word, he thought.

Still with the same odd presence of mind and preci­
sion, he went in, washed out the utensils and made a 
second brew of cocoa, which he left standing in the 
saucepan. He crept quietly to his bedroom. Ethel’s 
voice greeted him on the threshold.

“How late you are, Harold. Naughty old boy! 
Have a good time?”

“Not bad. You all right, darling?”
“Quite all right. Did Mrs. Sutton leave something 

hot for you ? She said she would.”
“Yes, but I wasn’t thirsty.”
Ethel laughed. “Oh! it was that sort of party, 

was it?”
Mr. Mummery did not attempt any denials. He 

undressed and got into bed and clutched his wife to 
him as though defying death and hell to take her from 
him. Next morning he would act. He thanked God- 
that he was not too late.

MR. DIMTHORPE, the chemist, was a great friend 
of Mr. Mummery’s. They had often sat together in 
the untidy little shop on Spring Bank and exchanged 
views on green-fly and club-root. Mr. Mummery told 
his story frankly to Mr. Dimthorpe and handed over 
the bottle of cocoa. Mr. Dimthorpe congratulated him 
on his prudence and intelligence.

“I will have it ready for you by this evening,” he 
said, “and if it’s what you think it is, then we shall have 
a clear case on which to take action.”

Mr. Mummery thanked him, and was extremely 
vague and inattentive at business all day. But that 
hardly mattered, for Mr. Brookes, who had seen the 
party through to a riotous end in the small hours, was 
in no very observant mood. At half-past four, Mr. 
Mummery shut up his desk decisively and announced 
that he was off early, he had a call to make.

Mr. Dimthorpe was ready for him.
“No doubt about it,” he said. “I used Marsh’s test. 

It’s a heavy dose—no wonder you tasted it. There 
must be four or five grains of pure arsenic in that bot­
tle. Look, here’s the mirror. You can see it for 
yourself.”

Mr. Mummery gazed at the little glass tube with its 
ominous purple-black stain.

“Will you ring up the police from here?” asked the 
chemist.

“No,” said Mr. Mummery. “No—I want to get 
home. God knows what’s happening there. And I’ve 
only just time to catch my train.”

“All right,” said Mr. Dimthorpe. Leave it to me. 
I’ll ring them up for you.”

THE LOCAL train did not go fast enough for Mr, 
Mummery. Ethel—poisoned—dying—dead—Ethel— 
poisoned—dying—dead—the w'heels drummed in his 
ears. He almost ran out of the station and along the 
road. A car was standing at his door. He saw it from 
the end of the street and broke into a gallop. It had 
happened already. The doctor was there. Fool, mur­
derer that he was to have left things so late.

Then, while he was still a hundred and fifty yards 
off, he saw the front door open. A man came out fol­
lowed by Ethel herself. The visitor got into his car 
and was driven away, Ethel went in again. She was 
safe-—safe!

HE COULD hardly control himself to 
hang up his hat and coat and go in look­
ing reasonably calm. His wife had re­
turned to the armchair by the fire and 
greeted him in some surprise. There 
were tea-things on the table.

“Back early, aren’t you?”
“Yes—business was slack. Somebody been to tea?”
“Yes, young Welbeck. About the arrangements for 

the Drama Society.” She spoke briefly but with an 
undertone of excitement.



A qualm came over Mr. Mummery. Would a guest 
be any protection? His face must have shown his 
feelings, for Ethel stared at him in amazement.

“What’s the matter, Harold, you look so queer.”
“Darling,” said Mr. Mummery, “there’s something I 

want to tell you about.” He sat down and took her 
hand in his. “Something a little unpleasant, I'm 
afraid----- ”

“Oh, ma’am 1 ”
The cook was in the doorway.
“I beg your pardon, sir—I didn’t know you was in. 

Will you be taking tea or can I clear away? And oh, 
ma’am, there was a young man at the fishmonger’s 
and he’s just come from Grimsby and they’ve caught 
that dreadful woman—that Mrs. Andrews. Isn’t it a 

good thing? It’s worritted me dreadful to think she 
was going about like that, but they’ve caught her. 
Taken a job as housekeeper she had to two elderly 
ladies and they found the wicked poison on her. Girl 
as spotted her will get a reward. I been keeping my 
eyes open for her, but it’s at Grimsby she was all the 
time.”

Mr. Mummery clutched at the arm of his chair. It 
had all been a mad mistake then. He wanted to shout or 
cry. He wanted to apologise to this foolish, pleasant, 
excited woman. All a mistake.

But there had been the cocoa. Mr. Dimthorpe. 
March’s test. Five grains of arsenic. Who, then----- ?

He glanced around at his wife, and in her eyes he saw 
something that he had never seen before. . . .

Perhaps the most penetrating analysis of detective­
story technique ever written is contained in Doro­
thy L. Sayers’ foreword to “The Omnibus of Crime.” 
It is easy to understand, therefore, how the eminent 
creator of Lord Peter is able to write a story of 
the fluid and technical perfection of “Suspicion.”



To the editor belong the spoils. The spoils of getting 
out a magazine, as anyone with a grain of cynicism 
knows, consist largely of the forcibly seized right to 
burst into print at no provocation whatever. This subtle 
form of fascism is not limited to editors; not at all; it 
is embraced with vigor by the chapter of the fraternity 
known as “columnists,” for example, under the pleasant 
fiction that a host of hungry readers await wnth out- 
thrust tongues the life-giver’s meaty words of wisdom. 
As one who dabbles in fiction, pleasant and unpleasant, 
I feel that I cannot escape my fate. This department is 
destined, I fear, to be an egotist’s paradise.

To the Queen’s Taste is designed, therefore, as a 
pasturage for the editor’s browsing thoughts. If as a 
more or less faithful reader of this department you 
happen to stray into my private pasture and join me 
as I crop the more or less rich grass, you will find me 
a generous companion; indeed I solicit your company; 
the pasture is trespassable property and the only au­
thority who can bar you from it is yourself.

Let us understand one thing at once. Whatever you 
read in these sporadic columns will represent either 
your editor’s personal opinions on controversial subjects 
or, if it falls within the realm of news, will be based on 
hearsay. Occasionally I shall write: “To the best of 
my knowledge,” or “There has been a rumor that—” 
or “I heard the other day. . . but at most times I 
shall neglect even these common editorial precautions. 
This is such palpably poor reporting that, perverse crea­
ture that I am—and lazy, too—I look forward with 
the keenest zest to plunging headfirst into the maleficent 
practice. Never wholly believe what you read here. I 
suppose most of it, operating under the smiling laws 
of chance, will turn out to be approximately true; but 
you will be wise, I warn you, to cock a suspicious eye 
at this department at all times.

With the proper obeisances to the illustrious frater­
nity of I-pounders whose ranks I am herewith joining 
uninvited, let us therefore abruptly proceed.

THE GIANT OF BAKER STREET

It seems to me mandatory, in launching the first issue 
of Mystery League as an all-embracing new vehicle for 
the perpetuation of worthy mystery fiction, to take 
proper and official notice of the fictional detective from 
whom all our modern Poirots and Lord Peters and 
Vances and Drury Lanes and Father Browns and Dr. 
Thorndykes, et al., derive. I refer of course to the im­
perishable Mr. Sherlock Holmes of Baker Street, Lon­
don, the silhouette of whose profile you will find on 
the cover of this issue. Holmes, even more than the im­
mortal but not so humanized Dupin whom Poe created 
to blaze the way, represents the essential genius of what 
Alec Woollcott might call “bboksy detectives”—the tow­
ering personality whose sharp eyes, craggy nose, and 
brilliant brain invaded the domain of imaginary crim­
inal investigation and made of it a permanent addition 
to the popular libraries of the world. No consideration 
of modern detective fiction can neglect him; indeed, 
no consideration of modern detective fiction can do less 
than enthrone him; he dominates the field as the Col­
ossus dominated the harbor of Rhodes. When he died 
with his creator something sharply important in the 
literary entertainment of millions died, too.

These things are so well known that it seems almost 
superfluous to invoke them again, even under stress of 
christening a new mystery publication. But there is 
that connected with the magnitude of Sherlock Holmes 
which is not so well known. And that is the attitude 
toward him of the man who built him up, bone by 
bone, habit by habit, speech by speech, out of mere 
marks on paper. It was the tragedy of Sir Arthur 
Conan Doyle that he should have, in what he must 
have later considered a moment of weakness, fashioned 
a Frankenstein who ungratefully turned on his creator 
and devoured him whole—literary ambitions and all. 
To the millions of us who from childhood have gobbled 



up the adventures of Holmes and Watson, admiring 
the great Sherlock’s astuteness, marvelling at his mirac­
ulous talent for building gigantic conclusions out of in­
visible facts, his vigor, his vices, his daring, his good- 
natured tolerance of poor Watson’s perpetual bewilder­
ment—in fine, to the world of readers who regard Sher­
lock Holmes as one of the few vital figures of fiction, 
the bitterness which Doyle felt toward him becomes 
the greatest mystery of all. It is not unkind to the 
memory of the British writer to say that had he not 
created Holmes he might well have remained a medi­
ocrity in the literary world; certainly the measure of 
his fame would have been woefully smaller. Why then 
did he resent this colossal child of his brain? Perhaps 
because the child grew so rapidly, attained such stature, 
that when Doyle tired of his creation he found to his 
chagrin that the world would not permit him to commit 
literary infanticide.

At one point in his career Sir Arthur became so heart­
ily sick of Holmes that he killed his character off. 
Holmes, engaged in his last battle with the ubiquitous 
Professor Moriarity, tumbled over a cliff in the Alps 
in the clutch of his adversary to meet the fate which 
presumably overtakes all men who tumble over Alpine 
cliffs; thus closing an adventure, a volume and—Doyle 
must have thought with a sigh of relief—a troublesome 
career. The instant thunder of protest which rebounded 
from the walls of that cliff to assail Doyle’s ear on 
publication of the book must have stunned him. What 
—kill off Sherlock Holmes? Unthinkable, impossible! 
So the writer, caving in at last under the enormous 
pressure of public opinion, wearily resurrected his 
nemesis in The Return of Sherlock Holmes—Holmes’ 
fall was miraculously broken, if you recall—and contin­
ued to write fitfully about him until death cut off the 
careers of both. It is a sad commentary upon the state 
of Doyle’s mind that Holmes after his resurrection was 
a sorely changed man: to those of us who eagerly pur­
sued his further adventures it seemed that our idol’s 
wit, his deductions, even the character of his cases, had 
deteriorated.

Doyle was a strange soul. His dislike of his greatest 
literary creation, his passionate belief in spiritualism, 
his clashes late in life with Harry Houdini, the mag­
ician—these major phases of his public life only em­
phasize the odd make-up of the man. So stubborn was 
his determination never to write another word about 
Sherlock Holmes that when a panting magazine editor 
offered him $50,000 for the serial rights to a new Holmes 
series, Doyle refused without the bat of an eyelash; 
this was when he had definitely stopped writing Holmes 
stories before the appearance of The Case-Book of 
Sherlock Holmes. His unwavering faith in spiritualism, 
the possibility of communication wth the dead, con­
sumed the greater part of his last years; and many 
pathetic stories have been told of his encounters with 
“spiritualists.” His life was full of colorful episodes; 
the keenness of the mind which had created a Sherlock

Holmes was demonstrated in the famous Slater case, 
when Sir Arthur proved a sort of English Dreyfuss 
innocent of the crime of which he had been convicted. 
As for the Doyle-Houdini controversy, it is a long story 
which has been told over and over to the sympathetic 
amazement of the world. Houdini set out not as a 
skeptic but as a man of science to be convinced of 
the existence of spiritualistic phenomena. He was will­
ing to be shown, and Doyle endeavored to show him. 
Houdini duplicated by mechanical trickery every so- 
called spiritualistic feat demonstrated to him. And yet, 
to the last, Doyle insisted that Houdini himself pos­
sessed mediumistic powers 1

LET’S HAVE A CONTEST

Writing about the daddy of ’em all, as I just have, 
suggested to me the thought that inspires this squib. 
Differences of opinion are what make Republicans and 
Democrats, vegetarians and meat-eaters, wets and drys, 
and defenders of this and that school of detective-story 
writing. One man’s pap is another man’s poison; apply 
that principle to taste in detective stories and you have 
a made-to-order contest.

We have had all sorts of literary contests, most, of 
them with only one contestant, by the way. I refer to 
the late eruption of “lists”—the list of the Fifty Best 
American Women-Writers, the list of the Hundred Best 
Books, and so on. In these someone says: “Who are 
the fifty best women-writers?” and promptly sits down 
to w'rite his list. He has consulted no one; conse­
quently there is a beautiful unanimity of choice.

I suggest we broaden the field a little. I want, frankly, 
to stir up a controversy. In your opinion what are the 
ten best detective stories of all time? (By stories I 
mean novels, of course, not short stories; it’s bad 
enough with novels). I invite Tom, Dick, and Harriet 
to pound out an honest list and send It to me in care 
of Mystery League. We’ll make a real contest of this 
and keep a score, charting it from month to month. 
Obviously the more lists there are the merrier. No 
more than ten, and number them in order of your 
choice. List title and author’s name. We’ll keep this 
up until W’e’re tired of it; and then perhaps we’ll think 
of something else.

THE BLACK HOUSE

To Senator Copeland of New York (I hope I’m giv­
ing the correct gentleman credit; if someone else 
thought of it first I humbly apologize) must go the 
laurel-wreath for the brightest idea in a generation. 
The idea arose, I believe, from the appalling wave of 
kidnaping now sweeping the United States. The dis­
tinguished Senator, who is not only a lawmaker but a 
physician, is properly outraged by the rapid spread of 



this most demoralizing and depraved form of crime 
against society; and he suggests—why has no one 
thought of this before? and if someone has, why hasn’t 
it been given the publicity it deserves?—he suggests 
that the Federal government set up an organization re­
sembling London’s Scotland Yard—a central police bu­
reau like the famous British one to cope with specific 
crimes directed against our people as a whole rather 
than against the people of local communities.

The idea seems so good that there must be a flaw in 
it somewhere. Already newspaper editorials have 
pointed out that our Scotland Yard could never really 
function like the famous British organization. The chief 
obstacle lies—believe it or not—in the direction of our

Supreme Court. Those nine grave gentlemen, certainly 
the apotheosis of respectability and law and order, may 
very well scotch an idea whose sole purpose is to pre­
serve respectability and law and order. For, for no 
reason that anyone has ever been able sensibly to point 
out, ours is government by autonomous States rather 
than centralized authority. So goes the Constitution, 
and as the Constitution goes so goes the nation. It never 
occurs to constitutional fundamentalists that the rev­
erend founders of the republic, for all their foresight, 
were after all only men, with the common human fail­
ing of limited vision; that, in consequence, conditions 
have arisen in one hundred and fifty years which the 
fashioners of the Constitution simply could not have 
provided for. But perhaps this is none of my business.

At any rate, the fly in the ointment seems to be that, 
according to our present conception of States’ rights, 
no Federal government agency can interfere in an intra­
State matter. This means that if Pietro Battaglione 
and Butch Jones kidnap a prominent business man of, 
let us say, Racine, and cannily remain within the bor­
ders of Wisconsin with their victim, no Federal agent 
has the right to sail into the evil-doers. It’s purely Wis­
consin’s business. Only if the kidnapers should inju­
diciously take their Wisconsin victim into Illinois or 
Iowa would the Federal man have the right to take 
up the reins of the case. Why should this Alice-in- 
Wonderland situation obtain in a country where there 
is no essential difference between a citizen of Wisconsin 
and a citizen of Illinois? Don’t ask me. It all seems 
rather futile.

I have infinite faith, however, in the ingenuity of 
our lawmakers; and if sufficient pressure is brought to 
bear I have no doubt that a new development of the 
aging Deal will be some form of American Scotland 
Yard. I have not been asked, but I venture the sug­
gestion anyway that this new Federal police agency be 

christened The Black House. There’s great virtue in 
slogans and catchwords, as Mr. Roosevelt has ably dem­
onstrated ; and I think the phrase The Black House has 
just enough of the sinister, just the right touch of hid­
den threat, to fill the bill. Do you see all the implica­
tions? On the one hand The White House, that bright 
beacon of law-creation; on the other The Black House, 
dark agency of law-preservation. Mere mention of the 
name might well give Messrs. Battaglione and Jones 
pause. You can hear the whispered words from some 
cellar in the Milwaukee underworld: “Butch, we gotta 
lay off this snatch!” “Giftin’ yaller, rat?” “Butch, I 
tell ya Da Black House’ll be after us!” “Gawd, Piet’, 
zat so? Let’s scram!”

See how simple it is? It’s based on the psychology 
of suggested fear. Those old fellows who used to run 
the Star Chamber and the Inquisition had the right 
idea. Ah, well, perhaps I should be in Washington.

Note: You take your chances when you write any­
thing these days about this administration of Mr. Roose­
velt’s. Since the above was written the government, in­
spired, I understand, by the President himself, has 
acted. A new department has been created for the sup­
pression of crime. It has already been given a name. 
The name is the Department of Investigation, and it is 
to be headed by John Edgar Hoover. Department of 
Investigation! That’s nice and businesslike and all, 
but I still think The Black House would have served 
better. The trouble with men in public life is that 
they’re too businesslike. Did the Brain Trust have any­
thing to do with the selection of that name ? Dollars to 
blackjacks the Trust didn’t. There’s a crowd with 
imagination.

ABOUT THE AFFAIR OF THE MYSTERY 
MURDER CASE

Perhaps it has never occurred to you, as a mere 
reader of detective fiction, what cunning efforts your 
favorite detective-story author has made to catch your 
attention before you’ve bought his latest book. As a 
member of the other half, I suppose I have no business 
revealing professional secrets; but since it means free 
publicity for the gentlemen concerned, I fancy none of 
them will strenuously object to my revelations.

If I said to you at this moment: “Here is a list of 
detective-story titles which you have never seen before. 
Identify the author in each case,” do you think you 
could do it? Here’s my list of hypothetical books:

The Topaz Murder Case, by ?
The Omniscience of Father Brown, by ?
The Tragedy of AAA, by ?
About the Murder of the Policeman’s Bride, by ?
The Siamese Twin Mystery, by ?
I don’t think you would have any difficulty identify­

ing the first as the work of the man who wrote The 
Benson Murder Case, The Canary Murder Case, The



Greene Murder Case, The Bishop Murder Case, et cet­
era ; the second as the work of the man who wrote The 
Innocence oj Father Brown, The Wisdom oj Father 
Brawn, and The Incredulity oj Father Brown; the third 
as the work of the man who wrote The Tragedy oj X, 
The Tragedy oj Y, and The Tragedy oj Z; the fourth 
from the pen of the author of About the Murder oj the 
Clergyman’s Mistress and About the Murder oj the 
Circus Queen; the last from the pen of the man who 
wrote The Roman Hat Mystery, The American Gun 
Mystery, The Greek Coffin Mystery, and so on.

The point I am making is that Messrs. Van Dine, 
Chesterton, Ross, Abbott, and Queen—to mention a few 
of those who are indulging in the practice—have all 
built up in your reader’s mind an acceptance value for 
a particular scheme of titles; or, to put it more accu­
rately, for a continuity of titles. In Van Dine’s case 
it was the simple expedient of The So-and-So Murder 
Case; in Chesterton’s the device of The Something-or- 
Other oj Father Brown; in Barnaby Ross’s the use of 
The Tragedy oj A-Letter-oj-the-Alphabet; in Anthony 
Abbott’s the use of About the Murder oj the So-and- 
So’s This-and-That; in my own the consistent employ­
ment of The-------------------Mystery, the two dashes
standing respectively for: (1) the name of a country 
or nationality used in the adjectival form; (2) the 
name of a concrete object.

Despite what has always seemed to me the obvious 
advantage deriving from this plan, there prevails a 
sharp difference of opinion among publishers chiefly 
(authors are very meek fellows) concerning the ques­
tion of continuity-titles. So far as I know no one has 
ever canvassed the final authority—the public—on the 
matter. Certainly the practice has become sufficiently 
widespread among writers of mystery fiction to be de­
serving of some attention; although the weight of the 
evidence remains on the side of the non-continuity- 
titlers, so to speak, for it is true that the majority of 
writers adhere to the usual loose form of unrelated 
titles.

There are, then, classic examples on both sides. 
Doyle was so-so on the question: some of his volumes 
of short stories—at least four that I recall offhand—■ 
display the continuity of The Something-or-Other oj 
Sherlock Holmes; others, on the other hand, were just 
titles. Mary Roberts Rinehart, R. Austin Freeman, 
Agatha Christie, to mention a handful, do not resort to 
continuity. But H. C. Bailey does, with his Mr. For­

tune titles.
Occasionally someone strikes out vigorously in the 

direction of a fine, bouncing, lusty new continuity 
scheme, only to fall by the wayside shortly after. One 
of these well-meaning but weak-willed brethren of the 
craft is Mr. Cortland Fitzsimmons, who began to give 
us a numerically infinite series of continuity-titles and 
inexplicably stopped after the second one. First he 
wrote 70,000 Witnesses—which was made into a movie, 
you’ll recall—and I immediately thought: “There will 
be no stopping this. Look at all the numbers preced­
ing and following 70,000!” But Mr. Fitzsimmons fooled 
me. He wrote a second book and entitled it No Wit­
ness, in one stride running the gamut of witness-title 
possibilities. This in itself constitutes a very short but 
beautiful continuity; but Mr. Fitzsimmons, I under­
stand, has cravenly abandoned his scheme, for word 
reaches me that his third book is titled Red Rhapsody. 
Perhaps he will begin a series of Rhapsodies now- 
blue, magenta, turquoise, vermilion, emerald, salmon, 
aquamarine, xanthophyll, purpure (you can really go 
on forever). . . .

On the other hand, no lesser a figure than the late 
Earl Derr Biggers scorned continuity; and his Charlie 
Chan of glorious memory rode the crest of well-de­
served fame on titles which bore no relation whatever 
to one another.

I was horribly disappointed some time ago to see that 
our little brotherhood of continuity-titlers had lost a 
potential member. Milton Propper, the Philadelphia 
youth, wrote a detective story titled The Strange Dis­
appearance of Mary Young. Ah, I thought, here’s a 
recruit! I envisioned a stream of titles emanating from 
the typewriter of Mr. Propper; such fancies as The 
Unique Murder oj Jonathan Jones, The Odd Garrote oj 
Pierre Poisson, The Extraordinary Mayhem oj Marma­
duke Llewellyn. . . , Alas, no such thing has happened. 
It’s all very confusing.

RHAPSODY IN RED

Talking about rhapsodies and colors has led me by 
the usual obscure channels to a thought. Stop me if 
you’ve heard this one.

The American Indian has run the gauntlet of the 
white man’s attention. First, long ago, he was a strange 
peaceful barbarian. Then, when the white man as usual 
infected him with some of the benefits of civilization, 
the red man became, in the white man’s inind, a savage 
fiend, drunken, scalping, murdering. This phase lasted 
for a couple of centuries. Finally, when the red man’s 
hordes were decimated and he was bottled up like a 
zebra on a reservation, he became an object of romantic 
compassion. The Vanishing American sort of thing. 
Today, of course, he is merely a curiosity.

In the active age, when the Indian was battling for 
his homeland and his existence, few people had time 



to grow sentimental about him. When the danger ran 
past, however, our writers began to see in the Indian all 
those hidden virtues, those sterling qualities—the dig­
nity, the silence, the steadfast friendship—which some­
how had eluded their fathers and grandfathers. There 
was a deluge of Red literature—American Red, to be 
sure; most of it aimed at bloodthirsty little boys who 
carefully read beneath their blankets at night the books 
of Henty and Altsheler and Cooper.

The point of all this editorial foliage is that while in 
the romantic period we read all about our Indian 
brothers’ uncanny knowledge of forest lore, no one— 
at least whom I encountered—drew the obvious point 
that the American Indian, unique among the races of 
the world, represented nothing more nor less than a 
mass detective. Did you ever stop to think of that when 
you were reading a detective story wherein Stryker, the 
ace sleuth of the John Gore Detective Agency, tracked 
“Wop” Zamorra from Chi to Waco with nothing more 
tangible to go on than a collar-button and a missing 
fingertip?

And yet the basis of the physical chase which con­
sumes so much of our so-called “red-blooded” detective 
fiction certainly roots in the incredible tracking powers 
of the American Indian. I can hear already howls of 
protest, pointing out that the closer analogy is that of 
the modern detective and the Daniel-Boone figure, the 
pioneer white woodsman. This is certainly true as far 
as it goes; but it does not go far enough, because it is 
also true that the Daniel Boones of real life and the 
Natty Bumppos of fiction derived their training from the 
red men in whose habitat they were born and reared.

The analogy becomes more pointed at closer exam­
ination. There was a race of men who learned to de­
duce—-yes, deduce—specific conclusions from signs; 
what today we call clues. Our silent Indian detective, 
for example, glides along an almost invisible trail in 
the forest, eyes on the ground, avoiding twigs instinc­
tively, running like a ghost on the balls of his softly 
clad feet. His eyes, his ears, his nose, even the sensi­
tive tactile nerves beneath his skin, are alert for clues. 
Suddenly he halts, freezes to the earth without a sound. 
Apparently he is fascinated by some damp leaf-mold, 
a dislodged pebble, and a scrap of earth. His examina­
tion is brief; he puts bis ear to the ground, rises, and 
goes on. He now know’s from signs virtually non-ex­
istent to the untrained eye that two white men passed 
that spot a half-hour before. One limped—the larger 
one—on his left foot. They wore mocassins. They were 
traveling fast. The limper was bleeding. His compan­
ion would be a small agile white man, much the fresher 

of the two, an adept at forest traveling; the other was 
a novice. The small man was heavily burdened. They 
were not far away. . . . And so on. Not a far cry from 
the present-day Inspector who comes upon the scene 
of a murder, examines the body of the victim, looks 
over the room, rises, and says: “This was a one-man 
job. The murderer is right-handed, wears nunhber 
twelve shoes, has red hair, and is a tall, powerful man. 
He is a remarkable shot with an automatic. A cool, 
daring, unscrupulous scoundrel.”

Lo the poor Indian. He had every necessary quality 
for modern detective work—remarkable eyesight, a 
complete knowledge of the outdoors, the physical abil­
ity to suffer hardship beyond common endurance, the 
mental ability to draw instant conclusions from micro­
scopic clues, and the unshakable perseverance of a 
bloodhound.

Some day, I suppose, someone will write a series of 
mystery novels in which the detective is a full-blooded 
Indian who retains all the physical, mental, and moral 
qualities of his forebears, combining them with a white 
man’s education and culture. What a man he’ll bel I 
immediately suggest Richard Dix to play in the motion 
picture version.

OBIT

Sadly I note the passing of Earl Derr Biggers. He 
gave pleasure to many and offense to none. He wrote 
fluently and crisply, and he gave to mystery devotees 
a new idol—one of the few authentic figures of detec­
tive fiction, Charlie Chan. Both stood broadly out 
above the common herd.

Charlie Chan is interesting not only in himself but 
in what he represented at the time he was created by 
Mr. Biggers. The characteristic villain of the bloody 
school of horror and mystery fiction had almost inva­
riably been, before Charlie Chan beamed on the scene, 
the Yellow Peril so dear to the heart of Mr. Hearst. 
Sax Rohmer especially was responsible for him—the 
sinister Fu Manchu and all the lesser Fus who followed: 
lean, yellow men in voluminous robes, slitted glittering 
eyes, fingernails an inch long, episcopal turbans upon 
their sleek heads, and expressionless faces; fiends so 
full of venom that only the most exquisite tortures upon 
the scornful bodies of their heroically Anglo-Saxon vic­
tims could satisfy the lust for blood and pain in their 
—curse it!—yellow hearts.

Mr. Biggers changed all that. Yes, indeed. In one of 
the most daring and shrewdest strokes discoverable in 
modern Active history he took the hated, despised, hissed 
yellow villain and made of him a lovable, wise, law­
upholding yellow hero. Thus Charlie Chan. His com­
fortable bulk, his kindly tolerance of white insipidities 
and intrigues, his quaint and curious homilies, his cred­
ible omniscience and implacable pursuit of villainy— 
these made a human figure of wide-shouldered propor­



tions who, I feel sure, will live as long as the popular 
taste for mystery stories. You can set Charlie Chan 
down as very near Sherlock Holmes and Father Brown 
—not in quality of crime-detection perhaps so much as 
in the living quality of durability.

Consequently it is a major tragedy to record Earl 
Derr Biggers’ death, aside from all other considera­
tions. In one respect, however, Mr. Biggers was for­
tunate ; he lived to experience a thrill which comes to 
few authors. I refer to the thrill of seeing your brain­
child—feature for feature with microscopic exactness— 
recreated in the flesh before your eyes. It detracts no 
whit from the author’s worth, but the fact remains 

that much of Charlie Chan’s popularity of late years 
has been directly ascribable to the uncannily accurate 
screen characterizations of Warner Oland. The analogy 
is astonishingly pointed, too; for Mr. Oland, a superb 
character-actor, has done almost as many Fu Manchu 
roles on the screen as Charlie Chan roles! Mr. Biggers 
could have dreamed of no finer actor from point of 
type and appearance and talent to play Charlie than 
Mr. Oland. What the producers have at various times 
done with Mr. Biggers’s stories themselves is another 
story, and a far more painful one. Life is full of com­
pensations like that. I suppose we shouldn’t expect too 
much.

THE HIGHER CRITICISM

I’ve long felt the need for some form of really scien­
tific criticism of detective stories. While it is not within 
the genius of everyone to become a good critic of books 
in general, there’s no mystery about detective-story 
criticism. Detective stories are written to more or less 
elastic formulae. If you know the elements of the for­
mula you can easily judge the worth or worthlessness 
of the elements.

I’ve always felt dissatisfied with the usual kind of 
mystery review. Most mystery reviews fall into one of 
two classes: A bald synopsis of the major plot, with 
a line or two of general evaluation at the end; or a 
selection of interesting chunks briefly commented upon, 
filled out with what is familiarly known as “wisecrack­
ing” comment. Neither of these forms of mystery crit­
icism is worthy the name. When I read a review I 
want to know whether the plot is good, how well or 
poorly written the story is, how ingenious the clues are 
—a number of things that are integral parts of mystery­
story manufacturing and which are capable of evalu­
ation.

Consequently I’ve devised a simple but, I think, effec­
tive system by which any modern detective novel—of 
the deductive or. intellectual type—can be judged to a 
high degree of technical accuracy. By my chart, which 
is divided into ten major parts, any normally intelli­
gent reader can tell quickly, simply, and accurately how 
good or bad a detective novel may be.

I worked out this system in article form, by the way, 
some time ago; it was printed in the A'ew York Herald 
Tribune book section on July sixteenth and received 
rather favorable comment. It struck me that readers 
of Mystery League, might be interested in it; and so 
here it is.

To each of the ten major parts of my chart I have 
assigned a possible score of 10 per cent. Ten per cent 
denotes perfection. The perfect story, which has never 
been written, would therefore score 100 per cent—ten 
perfect scores of 10 per cent each.

My first element, for example, is Plot. How good is 
the plot compared with 10 per cent as perfection? Put 
down your figure—5 per cent, 6 per cent, whatever you 
judge Plot is worth. The total of all ten elements be­
comes the final rating.

When you have the final score you have something of 
a scientific evaluation of the worth of the story. A book 
which totals 50 per cent or less is poor—which is to 
say, average. A score of 60 per cent becomes fair— 
slightly above average. 70 per cent means quite good. 
80 per cent connotes excellent. And 85 per cent means 
extraordinary, and 90 per cent or over classic—which 
is to say, worthy to rank with the best of all-time 
detective fiction.

As I have already implied, this system of criticism 
does not apply to the purely adventurous type of mys­
tery fiction—the kind of mystery fiction written by 
Dashiell Hammett, E. Phillips Oppenheim, Maurice 
LeBlanc, Edgar Wallace. It applies only to mystery 
fiction of the ratiocinative type; that is, what is com­
monly considered the highest form of the detective 
story, a medium employed by S. S. Van Dine, Agatha 
Christie, Dorothy L. Sayers, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, 
R. Austin Freeman, Barnaby Ross, myself, and a host 
of others.

The ten elements are as follows:
1. PLOT—Base your rating on two major points: 

conception and development. Is it an original story­
idea? Has it been logically, entertainingly, and abun­
dantly developed? Is it based on a plausible human 
situation? Are its byplots integral parts of the action 
or have they been dragged in merely to pad the story 
and achieve novel length ? Perfection on all these counts 
has never been achieved, to my mind; but a few authors 
have approached plot perfection in various books: Earl 
Derr Biggers in Charlie Chan Carries On, Frances 
Noyes Hart in The Bellamy Trial, Barnaby Ross in 
The Tragedy of X, and a few others—very few.

2. SUSPENSE—That is, reader interest. Assuming 



that the opening situation has caught hold of your imag­
ination, does what follows continue to hold your in­
terest? Is the mystery gripping? Do you read eagerly, 
or is it a dull story which you could lay down at any 
point without regret ? Bear in mind that suspense is 
not necessarily created by physical action. A story may 
have very little physical excitement, for example, but 
its interest may be enormous—the kind of interest that 
comes from mental action, from the posing of a knotty 
problem whose solution you are panting to read. This 
is legitimate suspense, of course.

3. SURPRISE SOLUTION—A detective story is a 
game, really, a battle of wits between author and reader. 
Of course it becomes more of a game if you actually 
try to solve the mystery as you read; although if you 
are the kind of reader who closes his mind to the possi­
bilities and merely reads for entertainment this section 
still applies. The point is that, whether you are an ac­
tive participant in the solution or not, if the author 
gives you ultimately a criminal who does not bowl you 
over he has done to my mind an unsatisfactory job, be­
trayed lack of ingenuity in the handling of his mate­
rial. Does the story offer you a sensational, but legit­
imate, surprise in its revelation of the criminal ? Or is 
this the type of novel which makes you say: “No mat­
ter who the criminal turns out to be, I shall not be 
surprised”? A noteworthy example of the surprise 
solution par excellence is contained in Agatha Christie’s 
The Murder oj Roger Ackroyd—which, with a bow to­
ward the opinions of Mr. Van Dine and Mr. Broun 
and others, was not, to me, a breach of ethics on Miss 
Christie’s part. I shall not say more about it than that, 
for if you have not read The. Murder oj Roger Ackroyd 
you have missed the classic example of a wallop to your 
cerebellum, if that’s the seat of surprise. But wherever 
it hits you, the tale’s end is a humdinger.

4. ANALYSIS OF SOLUTION—Is the detective’s 
analysis of the case at the end foolproof? Has it loose 
ends? Or does he deduce from facts given the reader 
incontrovertible conclusions which lead to the one and 
only possible criminal? It is over this last snag that 
most detective story solutions, even the good ones, trip 
and fall. The detective makes out a perfectly swell 
case, but if you go back to examine his solution you 
generally find that the case might just as well have 
applied to another character in the story. Unless the 
case is logically made, and applies to only one charac­
ter in the cast, you cannot give a decent mark to the 
author’s analysis of his solution. . . . Count also in your 
mark clarity and conciseness of analysis.

5. STYLE—How well or poorly written is the story? 
American authors can generally take a leaf out of the 
books of their English brothers and sisters on the score 
of literary quality. Remember always that you have 
a right to expect as reasonably well written a detective 
story as you expect when you. read a general novel.

6. CHARACTERS—Are the people of the story real, 
or are they paper-puppets? Do they emerge? Do they 

convince? Do they act as human beings act in given 
situations? Are there any unusual characters among 
them who specially emerge? Particularly the detective 
of the story—is he or she interesting, an authentic per­
sonality; has he or she that intangible thing known as 
color ?

7. SETTING—Originality will pull up the score. 
Lonely houses on a heath can no longer stir the imag­
ination. There was a time when ocean liners, museums, 
and railroad trains were refreshing; but that time has 
passed. The author’s employment of a realty novel 
setting should rate a high mark, because if it is novel it 
enhances the flavor of the story. If the setting is ordin­
ary, only a 5 per cent or 6 per cent mark should be 
allotted. Cortland Fitzsimmons’s 70,000 Witnesses, in 
which the murder took place on a football field during 
a game, would in this way rate the full 10 per cent for 
excellence and novelty of setting.

8. METHOD OF MURDER—The same psychology 
applies to the murder-method as to the setting. An ex­
cellent story, of course, can be written despite the fact 
that it employs only a common murder-method. But 
added credit is due the author if, as R. Austin Freeman 
did when he employed the bubble-of-air-via-hypodermic- 
to-induce-“causeless”-death device, the murder-method 
has never been used before.

9. CLUES—It is not so much what clues an author 
employs as what he does with the clues that counts. 
The clues may refer to very common objects, combina­
tions of circumstances, or subtleties of testimony, but 
has the author been clever in his handling of them ? A 
clock has been used a thousand times as a clue; but 
that a clock can be used in an original manner was 
amazingly demonstrated by A. E. W. Mason, for in­
stance, in the famous story The House oj the Arrow. 
In a like manner S. S. Van Dine should be credited with 
a clever deduction from a common object—his deduc­
tion from the victim’s false teeth in his first novel, The 
Benson Murder Case. I cannot of course cite the actual 
deductions without spoiling the stories for those who 
have not read them; but if you are interested you have 
a good time awaiting you between the covers of the 
books mentioned. ... In this connection I should like 
to add that Mr. Van Dine pulled an ingenious but to 
my mind scarcely ethical stunt recently when, in The 
Kenneb Murder Case, he had his criminal employ a 
device for opening a locked door which Van Dine in 
his story admitted he had taken from a story by Edgar 
Wallace! The fact that Van Dine openly credited Wal­
lace with the employment of the trick does not miti­
gate what I consider an offense against originality. I 
do not bring this matter up in any spirit of profes­
sional rancor; it merely serves to make my point that 
if you were judging The Kennel Murder Case accord­
ing to my critical scheme you could not, under Clues, 
give Mr. Van Dine a perfect score. If any credit were 
due it should logically go to the late Edgar Wallace. 
Or, if I remember rightly, to the common source from



ELLERY QUEEN'S

REVIEW CHART
THE TEN 

FUNDAMENTALS

Greene
Murder 
Caso—

S. S. Van 
Dine

House 
of the

Arrow— 
A. E. W.
Mason

Murders 
of the 

Rue
Morgue—
E. A. Poe

Murder of 
Roger 

Ackroyd—• 
Agatha 
Christie

Trent's 
Last 

Case— 
E. C.

Bentley

Behind 
That 

Curtain— 
Earl Derr 
Biggers

Plot 7l/2 7 10 7 7% 8

Suspense 9 7 8/2 7 8 9

Surprise Solution 6 6 7 10 10 7

Analysis of Solution 9 8/2 10 9 7 6

Style 7i/2 7/2 10 7 7'/2 8

Characters 9 6 6/2 7 7 8

Setting 8 6 6 6 6 7

Method of Murder 5 6 10 6 6 6

Clues 8 10 10 10 7 7

Fairness to Reader 10 10 8 10 6 6

TOTAL 79% 74% 86% 79% 72% 72%

COMMENTS:

Just short of ex­
cellent. Strong 
in suspense, 
analysis, fair­
ness to reader. 
The best of Mr. 
Van D i n e ‘ s 

books.

Between good 
and excellent. 
Raised above 
an ordinary 
story by one 
a m a z I n g 1 y 

clever clue.

Necessarily crit­
icized by keep­
ing in mind 
Poe's pioneer 
position in de­
tective fiction. 
If this story 
were written to- 
day it would 
get a much 
lower rating. 
But every point 
he used blazed 

a trail.

Just short of ex- 
ce llent. De­
serves classic 
rating on basis 
of its surprise 
solution. Unfor- 
tu nate!y the 
other elements 
do not hold up.

Good. A tricky 
detective story. 
Its trick alone 
merits its being 
given blue-rib­
bon rating by 
d yed-in-t h e- 

wool fans.

Good- Consid­
erably above 
the average. 
Mr. Biggers was 
a conscientious 
craftsman who 
wrote eminent­
ly satisfying 

stories.

50—Poor (average); 60—Fair; 70—Good; 80—Excellent; 85—Extraordinary; 90—Classic.



which both Van Dine and Wallace procured the basis 
of the trick, with Wallace pointing the way and Van 
Dine taking up where Wallace left off.

10. FAIRNESS TO THE READER—Ethically, the 
most vital consideration in any analysis of the intellec­
tual-type detective novel is this one of fairness to the 
reader. Has the author played an honest game with 
you? He has used certain clues and facts in his solu­
tion: did he give them all to you before the denoue­
ment ? Did he also describe his clues minutely ? Or did 
he withhold a significant feature of the clue, or an 
important fact? If he played fair in every particular, 
no matter how poor the story itself may be, then you 
must give him the perfection mark for fairness.

*****

“DRURY LANE’S LAST CASE”

Plot............................................................... 10
Suspense ...................................................... 9
Surprise Solution ........................................10
Analysis of Solution ................................. 9
Style ............................................................ 7J.'<
Characters .................................................. 7J4
Setting ........................................................ 6
Method of Murder....................................... 6
Clues............................................................ 9
Fairness to Reader........... .......................10

Total.................. 84

Having laid down the principles upon which our new 
plan of criticism rests, we are ready for a little spasm 
of practical application. In this connection I think the 
fairest procedure is to tackle the current novel-selec­
tion of Mystery League. After all, if I selected Mr. 
Barnaby Ross’s new novel, Drury Lane’s Last Case, as 

the first offering of the magazine, I must have had ex­
cellent reasons for doing so. My reasons, I think, will 
become self-evident when you examine the chart above 
which represents my personal evaluation of his story 
in terms of the scheme I have laid down.

By this analysis of Mr. Ross’s novel, the first selec­
tion of Mystery League comes so close to extraordinary 
as virtually to place it among the finest detective stories 
of the ratiocinative type to be written within the last 
ten years.

Naturally, we shall try to keep to this standard; if 
we fail to keep up the standard it will not be the fault 
of the magazine. We cannot, after all, expect miracles. 
Remember, too, that not all the novels we shall print 
will fall within the same classification as Drury Lane’s 
Last Case. Some will be of the pure-action type, others 
will be semi-humorous, or hard-boiled, or romantically 
adventurous. Since my critical scheme is designed only 
for the intellectual type I shall not be able to give you 
the analysis at all times that appears above. Where a 
selection is not in the current class I shall write the 
usual review, giving my reasons for the selection.

Please bear in mind one thing: critical judgments al­
ways depend on the taste and inclinations of the spe­
cific person who is judging. Perhaps your own evalua­
tion, according to my chart, would come out differ­
ently. If so, I should be glad to hear from you through 
the usual correspondence channels. It is quite possi­
ble that at times we shall differ considerably. But since 
I am editing this magazine for the entertainment of its 
readers, I want to know what you think.

And now compare our first-issue selection, on the 
basis of the ten cardinal points of construction I have 
laid down, with a number of well-known detective 
novels, most of which you have undoubtedly read if you 
are a loyal fan. You will find the complete composite 
chart in this section.

One word more in conclusion. I shall be very happy 
from month to month to give you in this department my 
criticism by chart of whatever novel or novels you may 
wish to be reviewed. Send me the title-and-author data, 
and if possible the name of the publisher; and if the book 
falls within our classification and it is possible for me to 
get hold of a copy, an analysis will appear in the earliest 
following issue.



N INVITATION TO CRITICISM
It requires no Napoleon to tell a magazine editor that a magazine 
travels on the “stomach” of its readers. Our thesis in selecting mate­
rial has been to publish original, interesting, and well-written stories. 
We believe that in this issue we have done so. As a reader, however, 
you may believe we have not done so; which is why this questionnaire 
is hurled at you from this page. Below you will find our current 
fiction listed. We invite, urge you to criticize our selections in the 
space provided.

DRURY LANE'S LAST CASE, by BARNABY ROSS...................... ...............

NIGHTSHADE, by DASHIELL HAMMETT ................................................... .

SUSPICION, by DOROTHY L. SAYERS_____________ ____....................... .

BURLINGAME THE MAGNIFICENT, by JOHN MARVELL. ..........................  

THE GLASS-DOMED CLOCK, by ELLERY QUEEN________ __________ __

Our material is, of course, wholly original. But there are scores of 
already published stories—of Doyle, LeBlanc, Chesterton—which many 
of you have not read and which are deservedly classics. Then there is 
the question of serials. Do you want them? Please fill out:

WOULD YOU LIKE SERIAL NOVELS?____ __________________ ________

IN TWO PARTS?........ ............ IN MORE THAN TWO PARTS?________

CLASSIC REPRINTS?__________ ___ MYSTERY ARTICLES?............. .. .......... .

When you have filled out this questionnaire please mail it to:

Editor, Mystery League
The League Publishers, Inc.
11 W. 42nd St., New York



As the District Attorney said: “The crooks trim 
the public and Burlingame trims the crooks!” 
We offer you in this rollicking story the gentlest 
grafter since G. R. Chester s Gct-Rich-Qutck 
Wallingford and the imperishable Jeff Peters.

Burlingame
THE

by JOHN
NOT SINCE he had stepped from be- 

“11 hind a Cincinnati bar to breast the tides 
XI of life with the jovial and sprightly Mr. 
■S Burlingame had Mr. Rudolph Yates seen 
B his partner so deeply preoccupied. Hard- 
M ly ever were the classical Burlingame 

features distorted by anything resembling a frown, or 
that white head disarranged by the straggling of as 
much as a single hair. In short, almost any problem, 
no matter how complicated, was usually duck soup for 
Mr. Burlingame. Maybe they weren’t going to do so 
well in New York!

“My dear Yates," observed the other finally, reaching 
from his arm chair for a gold cigarette case on the 
nearby table, “I have been thinking. You will admit 
that your news was disturbing. You implied, I believe, 
that the exchequer is in an advanced stage of anatmia?” 

“I guess so,” said Mr. Yates, grasping the tenor, if 
not the text of the question. “And they don’t run up 
no rent bills in this dump.”

The establishment to which he referred being the ex­
clusive Astor House, the accuracy of this statement 
required no confirmation. Mr. Burlingame nodded 

thoughtfully, allowing lazy smoke spirals to drift up­
ward from his nostrils.

“We have wallowed too long in the lap of luxury,” 
he admitted, “and lo! the wolf is scratching at the 
door, slobbering and snarling in anticipation of the 
feast. Therefore, my dear Yates, it is of wolves that 
I have been day-dreaming. Would you care to have 
the results of my profound meditations?”

Mr. Yates grinned. Mr. Burlingame always spoke in 
this vein just before they were about to make a lot of 
money. The more flowery the speech, the bigger was 
the windfall in prospect. As the signs seldom failed, 
it was fair to assume that the clouds had rolled away.

“Sure!” replied Mr. Yates.
“We will clarify matters by a process of elimination, 

then. There are seven million people in this city. 
Now, out of any ten men, picked at random from any 
walk of life, how many avaricious, grasping scoundrels 
would you normally expect to find?”

Mr. Yates reflected, a proceeding that left no trace 
on his round, expressionless face. “Counting speak­
easies?” he inquired, harking back to the not so distant 
past, and to a stratum of life upon which he could



MAGNIFICENT
MARVELL
speak with authority.

Mr. Burlingame nodded. “Everyone goes to them, 
anyway,” he pointed out.

"Well, then,” hazarded Mr. Yates, “you could count 
on about one of them guys in every ten.”

"Excellent!” approved Mr. Burlingame. “Again you 
demonstrate that sterling perception for which I first 
admired you. One wolf out of every ten, let us say. 
Now, allowing for women, children, dependents, the 
infirm, and so forth, we can properly say that there 
are, in this great metropolis, one million initial pros­
pects ; or, using our ratio of one to ten, one hundred 
thousand scurrilous knaves simply waiting for us to 
come along and—ah ”

"Give ’em the works!” suggested Mr. Yates appre­
ciatively.

“Uncouth, but accurate,” Mr. Burlingame agreed. 
“Pursuing this trend of thought, I convinced myself 
that it would be too fantastic a coincidence that every 
member of such a vast army should have managed to 
avoid this great hostelry. No, my dear Yates, the 
ravenous gentry are present here in the same proportion 
as anywhere else. And that is where you come in.”

"Me?” asked Mr. Yates blankly. “How?”
Mr. Burlingame sat forward on the edge of his chair 

looking now, despite his snowy thatch, quite active and 
businesslike.

“The lobby downstairs is always a very busy place, 
particularly now, just before lunch,” he explained. 
"There are never less than twenty men lounging around. 
Therefore, according to our mathematics, there are at 
the present moment two cold-eyed gentlemen just wait­
ing for some lamb to come mincing past. I being 
obviously not a lamb will not do. You follow me?”

"Mebbe,” said Mr. Yates cautiously. “What do 
Ido?”

“You disappoint me,” sighed Mr. Burlingame, 
crushing his cigarette in the ash tray. “You, my fond 
Pythias, are the lamb. You will proceed to the lobby, 
leaving your customary aloofness here, and will mince 
up and down until the wolf pounces upon you. Then 
you will return, being careful to see that you’re not 
followed, and confer with me.”

“I get you!” grinned Mr. Yates. “Then you’ll work 
on him.”

“Your remark is prophetic,” said Mr. Burlingame.



IN HALF an hour Mr. Yates returned, a slight gleam 
in his placid eyes signalling the stress under which he 
labored. Mr. Burlingame, still in the armchair, looked 
up with a1 faint air of inquiry that vanished as he read 
the signs. He knew this stout, simple little man very 
well.

“Which one was it ?’’ he asked, waving languidly to­
ward a highball on the table.

Mr. Yates drained the glass at a gulp. “You’d 
never of guessed it," he replied. “You know that big 
bird with the million-dollar front and the chin—the one 
we thought was a steel man from Pittsburgh?”

Mr. Burlingame nodded shortly.
“Well, he gave me a couple of once-overs, and then 

he pussyfooted over to where I was and asked me for 
a match."

Mr. Burlingame waited patiently, but nothing fur­
ther seemed to be forthcoming. “Well.” he finally said, 
“that doesn’t sound very ferocious.”

“Then he tried to sell me some stock I ” proceeded 
Mr. Yates, pouring out another drink.

“Ah!” exclaimed Mr. Burlingame expressively. He 
positively beamed. “So he tried to sell you some 
stock. Well! well! My dear Yates, we prayed for a 
wolf—a mere, lowly wolf, but Providence in its wisdom 
has tossed us a tiger. If you will mix me one of your 
masterly concoctions, we will rejoice in a fitting 
manner.”

Mr. Yates reached for some cracked ice. “What are 
we gonna do with him?”

“Do with him!” exclaimed Mr. Burlingame, with 
assured astonishment. “Why, what did you think? 
We’re going to sell him some stock! ”

“That baby! 
“Certainly,

MR. YATES, notwithstanding the al­
most shockproof imperturbability that 
had grown out of his association with 
Mr. Burlingame, received this calm pro­
posal with visible incredulity.

“S-s-scl! it to him! ” he stammered. 
Stock!”

” said Mr. Burlingame easily. “Why 
not? We have a trunkful, and it isn’t worth anything 
to us.”

Mr. Yates, realizing now that he was considerably 
out of his depth, abandoned this tack. After all, time 
had demonstrated that Mr. Burlingame was never more 
efficient than when he chose to be most mystifying.

“If it ain’t good, and we do sell him some, we might 
land up in the hoosegow,” he objected tentatively.

True, he had heard that the District Attorney pri­
vately regretted that there was not more Burlingames; 
also that the police were more likely to grin than to 
frown when that urbane gentleman's name was men­
tioned. Still, it was alwaj'S well to be careful.

“Having been there once for something I did not do,” 
said Mr. Burlingame soberly, “I propose to reverse the 
process by remaining outside for whatever I may do.”

“Yeah,” muttered Mr. Yates, embarrassed.
The other smiled, and it seemed as if a cloud had 

rolled away. “You may bolster your waning faith, 
my dear Yates. The hand of the law may-grope in our 
direction, but our code will enable us to elude its clutch­
ing talons. You will recollect that the charitable, the 
kindly, and the industrious are not for us. In a way, 
we are even allied with our friends, the police, for it is 
only upon the wolves that we prey. And they, I'would 
remind you, are usually so entangled in the morass of 
their own ethical lapses that they can hardly afford to 
squawk too loudly when we commence to apply the 
well-known pressure.”

“You’re the doctor,” said Mr. Yates complacently. 
This brand of conversation, however ambiguous, was 
vastly more to his liking.

“Another thing,” added Mr. Burlingame. “There is 
nothing shady about the deal that I have in mind, an 
old standby, incidentally. This stock is bonafide. It 
is the same that you and I traded back and forth under 
various names through Wiggin & Company, when we 
were in Cincinnati. You were quite puzzled at the 
time, in case the matter has slipped your mind. Permit 
me to elucidate: the only idea of those profitless trans­
actions was to have the stock recorded in Wiggin’s over- 
the-counter list. Do you follow me?”

Mr. Yates didn’t show it. “I thought it was kind of 
dumb,” he confided. “You sold ’em to me for six cents 
each, and I sold ’em back to you for the same. There 
ain’t any sense to it. Is that the stuff you got in the 
trunk ?”

Mr. Burlingame nodded. “That’s the stuff. I see 
that you not only follow me, but are away ahead of 
me. Well, I estimate roughly, that your friend will 
take it off our hands at about $20 per share, if he has 
that much.”

“Twenty fish ! ” marveled the astute Mr. Yates. “And 
it’s worth six cents!”

“Quite so. Perhaps a trifle less, now that there has 
been no trading in it for nearly a year.”

“But ain’t it crooked? False pretenses, or some­
thing ?”

“Not at all, my dear Yates. It isn’t what you do 
that counts, it’s how you do it. We won’t lie to him 
about the value of the stock. We’ll tell him quite 
frankly that it’s only worth six cents at the outside— 
probably less.”

“And this wise bird forks over twenty bucks for it!” 
Despite many a lesson of the past, Mr. Yates was 
plainly in the clutches of the Demon Doubt.

“We'll attempt to dissuade him, but I fear that we 
shall fail,” Mr. Burlingame prophesied, shaking his 
head sadly. “You surely haven’t forgotten how Mor- 
ganfeld reacted to your statement that the diamond 
you were showing him was nothing but paste? If he 
still insisted upon giving you $1500 for it,'as he did,• 
what is to prevent our friend downstairs from forcing a 
mere $20 per share upon us?”



Mr. Yates, thus reminded of the Morganfeld episode, 
emerged from the chill shade of misgiving. “Yeah,” 
he grinned. "You’re right. I’m dumb, and you ain’t. 
What do I do?”

Mr. Burlingame devoted a moment to thought. Then 
he said: “I don’t necessarily mean that this will be 
child’s play. The handling of your role, I fear, will 
call for a. degree of delicacy and finesse. Do you con­
sider this impracticable?”

“I always done what you told me,” reminded Mr. 
Yates, in a hurt manner. “What’s the lay?”

“I apologize,” said Mr. Burlingame, gazing rather 
abstractedly at the chandelier. “Let me see, now. Yes, 
I think that your most difficult feat in our little pro­
gram will be to get drunk.”

Mr. Yates looked startled again. “Hell! There ain’t 
anything delicate about that.” Then he added: “And 
nothing hard, neither.”

"You are mistaken,” Burlingame observed decisively. 
“You must progress to such a stage that anyone can 
see you’re really drunk, yet you must remain sober 
enough to carry on. This, I must impress upon you, 
is of paramount importance.”

"I get it!” exclaimed Mr. Yates comprehendingly. 
“I’m supposed to get plastered but not paralyzed.”

“Your grasp of the situation is amazing,” approved 
Mr. Burlingame. “Now, before we tackle the details, 
there’s one little mission for you to perform. You will 
kindly hop over to the telegraph office across the street, 
carefully avoiding both the Western Union desk down­
stairs and also your gentleman friend, and you will 
wire to your old friend, Parmalee, asking him to stay 
sober for the rest of the day. He will understand this 
to mean that I am about to work out a little scheme 
that we have used before. Then send a telegram to 
Wiggin & Company, Cincinnati, offering up to $100 a 
share for any Border Oil that they can lay their hands 
on. Ask them to reply, care of this hotel, if they locate 
any. Sign the wire Burlingame. Is that too 
involved ?”

“A hundred a share!” gasped Mr. Yates. “What’ll 
we do if they spot any?”

“It’s very unlikely,” Mr. Burlingame assured him. 
“We have all there is, right here in the trunk! ”

lobby. But

MR. VAN HUYSEN, portly, immacu­
late, and resembling a captain of indus­
try far more than he did a wolf, was in­
wardly much alarmed at the bearing of 
two men who strode directly toward the 
chair that he invariably occupied in the 
not even a trace of this showed upon his 

austere features, for crowded years of adventure lay 
behind him and he had long been aware of the value of 
front. Therefore, he merely looked up in cold inquiry 
as the couple halted before him. One was an elderly 
man of considerable presence. The other was the house 
detective.

Van Huysen laid aside his paper and betrayed slight 
annoyance—not a jot more than the occasion justified, 
but some.

"Excuse me, Mr. Van Huysen,” rumbled the detec­
tive, unaware of the surging relief that the apologetic 
tenor of his words aroused. "This gentleman is Mr. 
Burlingame, who has been with us for quite a while. 
He asked me to introduce him to you. Mr. Van Huy­
sen, Mr. Burlingame.”

Only an introduction! The best that Van Huysen 
had hoped for was some sort of accusation which he 
might or might not have been able to bluff out of 
countenance. True, he didn’t remember any dealings 
with the brisk-looking gentleman, whom he bad no­
ticed occasionally around the hotel; but his victims 
were legion, and some of them he had never even seen.

He rose, assuming his most affable and winning man­
ner—the one ordinarily reserved for relatively high- 
class and intelligent prospects.

“I am entirely at your service, Mr. Burlingame,” he 
said engagingly. “If there is anything that I can do 
for you, you have only to command me.”

“Thank you,” replied Mr. Burlingame. “You make 
it easy for me to discharge a trifling duty which I 
thought might prove embarrassing.”

Van Huysen’s manner was politely receptive.
“I won’t take up much of your time,” concluded 

Mr. Burlingame, quite crisply. “I dislike to proffer 
unasked advice but I come to you, as one gentleman to 
another, merely to give you some information which I 
feel that you should have. If our positions were re­
versed, I should have a kindly feeling for you.”

“Oh, indeed yes. Absolutely!” agreed Van Huysen, 
inwardly very much at sea. His judgment being ex­
cellent, he realized that here was no confiding easy 
mark, for he correctly rated the other’s astuteness as 
being at least on a par with his own. On the other 
hand, this very estimate precluded the thought that his 
own leg-—irony of ironies—was about to be pulled. No 
one in his right mind would number Van Huysen 
amongst the credulous or the unwary.

“It’s this dumpy little man, Yates, whom I wished to 
speak to you about,” Mr. Burlingame was saying, in 
his clipped, assured way. "I have seen him talking to 
you, and you have probably noticed him buzzing around 
me. Would you care to hear what I know about him?”

Van Huysen inclined his head affirmatively, mask­
ing his surprise. “I realize you wouldn’t mention the 
matter without an excellent reason,” he replied.

“Exactly!” agreed Mr. Burlingame. "Well, he 
wants to sell me some stock. He may, I reasoned, have 
been trying to rope you in as well. It is none of my 
business, and I do not care to know. If he has, I 
merely wanted to tell you that the stuff is worthless. 
If you buy any, you will be badly stung. I hope you 
don’t resent these remarks.”

Van Huysen thought a moment. This, quite evi­
dently, was all strictly on the level. Common sense 



counselled frankness in return, since where nothing was 
to be gained by duplicity it was idle to employ it. 
Besides, the house detective standing nearby could hear 
everything that was said.

“On the contrary,” he replied in his best Wall Street 
manner, “I think it very decent of you to take this 
trouble. As it happens, he hasn’t mentioned stock to 
me. Would you care to tell me how you happened to 
get wise—I mean, that is----- ”

“He is trying to sell oil stock,” interposed Mr. Bur­
lingame dryly. “It happens that I made my fortune 
in oil.”

Van Huysen laughed appreciatively and took the 
hand the other extended. To his surprise, the older 
man’s grip was firm as his own.

“I’ll be careful,” he promised. “Thanks for the 
tip.”

“Not at all,” said Mr. Burlingame. “Now, if you’ll 
excuse me, I have some urgent matters to attend to.” 
He nodded pleasantly to Van Huysen and the detec­
tive and turned away.

Van Huysen’s frankly puzzled gaze followed his in­
formant’s brisk progress through the maze of chairs to 
the corridor, and thence out of sight.

MR. BURLINGAME went directly to the telegraph 
desk, made sure that there was no one within hearing, 
and beckoned to the young man behind the counter.

“I expect to send and receive a number of messages 
within the next few hours,” he stated, lowering his tone 
to a confidential pitch. “It is very important that no 
one sees them but myself—I mean, outside of the tele­
graph company. May I rely upon this?”

“Oh, sure,” said the clerk promptly. “Yes, sir. It’s 
as much against the law as wire-tapping for anyone to 
intercept a telegram. Even a cop couldn’t get into our 
files without a warrant.”

Mr. Burlingame smiled his satisfaction. “I am re­
lieved,” he said. “The matter worried me very much. 
In fact, it is so important that I would like to ask 
something else. I would not like to have the incoming 
wires telephoned to my room, or even sent up to me by 
any of the bellboys except the lanky youngster named 
Edward, who ordinarily answers my bell. Is this too— 
too----- ?”

“Not a bit, sir!” interjected the clerk. “It’s our 
business to please people.” He had found that it paid 
in the long run to be unusually civil to a certain type 
of guest—the banker type. Mr. Burlingame ran true 
to form.

VAN HUYSEN, his paper neglected, 
lay back in his favorite chair and pon­
dered. He could not associate any pos­
sible motive with this Burlingame’s 
thoughtful act unless, of course, it really 
was just that. But, and this was more 

or less significant, nothing like this had ever happened 

to him before.
At this point in his deliberations his roving eye 

alighted on a familiar figure hurrying down the lobby. 
It was the rolypoly Mr. Yates, whose furtive demeanor 
strongly suggested that something of importance was 
afoot.

Van Huysen rose and sauntered after the little man. 
Nothing might come of it but, on the other hand, 
nothing could be lost. Mr. Yates, however, noticed 
this out of the corner of his eye, principally because 
he had been looking for it. He grinned. It saved him 
the trouble of stopping to give Van Huysen a pre­
arranged cock-and-bull story.

While pleased at this Mr. Yates was not exactly sur­
prised, since Mr. Burlingame had seemed quite confi­
dent that developments would be more or less auto­
matic. “It’s like rolling a hoop, my dear Yates,” he 
had explained gravely. “After imparting the initial 
momentum, you have but to tap it occasionally to keep 
it whizzing briskly along. I shall be astonished if Van 
Huysen, after what I told him, fails to tail you all over 
the place.”

Mr. Yates, having a tap to administer, went directly 
to the bellhop booth and beckoned a freckled, impish- 
looking lad.

Van Huysen halted in the shelter of a pillar, out of 
earshot, but still in a position to carry on if develop­
ments warranted. Mystery had always intrigued him 
and, moreover, it was a pet maxim of his that those 
who persist in lolling in easy chairs get nowhere. The 
question just now was what business had this crude lit­
tle swindler with bellboys in general, and Eddie in 
particular?

Fortune favored him, for the two were now strolling 
his way—even halting on the other side of the pillar 
so that Van Huysen could hear every word. He was 
pleasantly unaware of the fact that Mr. Yates, had it 
been otherwise, would have been very much mortified. 
The conversation, of which he missed not a syllable, 
was illuminating:

Mr. Yates: “I didn’t want nobody to hear us, Eddie. 
How’d you like to pick up a cool twenty? Nothing to 
it, easy as picking your teeth, and nobody but us is 
any wiser. Whatcha say, sonny?”

Eddie: “Say, do I look simple? For that kind of 
dough I’d start a rumor that Lindbergh was a Hin­
doo. Who’s getting bumped off?”

Mr. Yates: “S-h-h-h! Nobody, and there ain’t noth­
ing wrong with it, neither. Not much, anyway. You 
know this old guy Burlingame, in 811? Sure. Well, I 
got a tip he’s a smart guy, see, and he’s up to something 
I got to get wise to. He’s been doing all his business 
by telegram----- ”

Eddie: “I gotcha, Slim. You want to give ’em the 
double O, huh? Say, where do I get off if they nab 
me at it?”

Mr. Yates: “And I thought you was a smart kid! 
All you gotta do is stop at my room with anything he 



sends and the replies, if he gets any. I'll steam 'em 
open and paste ’em up again. It’ll only take a minute 
or two, and nobody’s hep, see? You always answer 
this bell. It’ll be a lead-pipe cinch.”

Eddie: “Well, I’m game, pop. You can slip me the 
do-re-mi later. This ain’t such a hot place to do it.”

Van Huysen drew a long breath. Monkey business, 
and he was in on the ground floor! Mr. Yates, he 
noted, was now scurrying toward the elevators around 
the comer, presumably en route to his quarters to await 
the first fruits of his little plot. Van Huysen smiled 
grimly and stepped around the pillar.

Eddie, who was still there, looked startled, or pre­
tended to be; for he had been patiently coached in the 
conversation just concluded and knew that it was sup­
posed to be overheard.

“So!” exclaimed Van Huysen sternly, glaring down 
upon the culprit. “For a measly twenty dollars you 
are willing to barter your soul! ”

“Horseradish,” said Eddie. ‘What’s on your chest, 
and what’s it to you?”

Van Huysen, if he had not been intent upon other 
firings, might have wondered at this apparent lack of 
respect in an employee of such a hotel. Still, he would 
probably have given it no more than a passing thought, 
fresh kids being the least of his worries. Least of all 
would he have suspected behind all this the subtle hand 
of Mr. Otto Burlingame, who was a platinum-plated 
Buddha in Eddie’s hero-worshipping eyes.

“Brazen about it, eh?” observed Van Huysen, toying 
with his black eyeglass ribbon and succeeding in look­
ing very impressive, indeed. “Well, my lad, I’m afraid 
I shall have to report this to the management. That 
is, unless----- ”

Eddie grasped his arm supplicatingly, suddenly re­
membering that defiance was no part of the role. “Aw, 
be a sport!” he pleaded. “Think of me old mother! 
I’ll do whatever you say if you’ll keep mum about 
this.”

Van Huysen chuckled and patted Eddie on the shoul­
der paternally. “I was just ragging you, my boy,” he 
said. "You’re too bright to waste your talents on 
pikers. Just forget about that fat little runt, and well 
talk business. Does that listen good to you ?”

“Does it!” grinned Eddie, all signs of apprehension 
vanishing suddenly. “Lead the way, Santy Claus, lead 
the way.”

SITTING COMFORTABLY in his 
room, Mr. Van Huysen by two-thirty had 
solved the mystery. The obliging Eddie 
had handed him, one by one, the tele­
graphic exchanges that had been flying 
back and forth from No. 811 on the floor 

above. Van Huysen had carefully copied each one be­
fore sending it on its interrupted way. Eddie, thought­
fully, had surmounted the flap-steaming difficulty by 
furnishing a supply of new envelopes, a convenience 

that he omitted to tell the admiring Mr. Van Huysen 
had originated that very afternoon with the versatile 
Mr. Burlingame himself.

The worldly-wise Mr. Van Huysen needed no one to 
interpret the wires for him. Number 1:

E A Parmalee
Bowie Texas

Only Border Oil in town held by backwoods con­
fidence man thinks it worthless has thousand 
shares wants ten dollars I can get it for two stop 
will a thousand shares be enough

Burlingame

No wonder, thought Van Huysen, that the squat 
Mr. Yates was so anxious to get into this swim! Wher­
ever he had obtained his tip, it certainly had been red 
hot. Van Huysen wondered if Eddie could be relied 
upon not to doublecross him by letting Yates in on the 
play, and thus collecting twice. Well, that should be 
easy enough to check up later. Parmalees reply over­
shadowed other details:

Otto Burlingame
Astor House New York

Don’t monkey with him grab it price no object we 
must get control before leak stop nothing else mat­
ters do you understand

Parmalee

To which Mr. Burlingame promptly replied:

E A Parmalee
Bowie Texas

Certainly do you think I am stupid stop have of­
fered Wiggin and Company up to a hundred a 
share for any they can get stop is this too much 
stop remember have one thousand cheap

Burlingame

Otto Burlingame
Astor House New York

One get all you can two pay any price for it three 
is this clear

Parmalee



E A Parmalee
Bowie Texas

Insinuation unnecessary stop will let Wiggin offer 
stand without qualification as to number shares 
at top price stop its your money

Burlingame

Otto Burlingame
Astor House New York

I know it and quit telegraphing do you want to tell 
the world

Parmalee

Nearly half an hour before this final wire came 
through Mr. Van Huysen had swung into action. This 
might be a plant of some sort and again it might be a 
legitimate deal. In the latter case, it would be posi­
tively criminal not to capitalize the knowledge that he 
had just gained. If the details could be verified not 
a moment could be lost, for everything depended upon 
reaching the guileless Yates before Burlingame did. 
Important as this was, it had to await a thorough 
check-up, for Mr. Van Huysen was far too keen to 
believe everything that someone else held up in front 
of him. His telephone worked overtime, yielding the 
following reliable information:

Wiggin & Company were Grade A, and any offer they 
might make would be a legitimate one. Border Oil 
had been traded back and forth over the counter at a 
peak of six cents and a low of four. The Border Oil 
Company, a Maryland Corporation, was located in 
Bowie, Texas; the stock had been worth no more than 
the value of the rusty machinery, for they had never 
struck oil. In fact, no oil had ever been found in the 
vicinity of their well. A man named Parmalee was 
the president!

These valuable data came from a friend of Van 
Huysen's, a Broad Street broker who could be trusted. 
Could the broker call Wiggin & Company on long dis­
tance and get the inside dope? He certainly could. 
He did.

Van Huysen, when his friend called back, learned 
that Wiggin & Company were on the watch for some 
stock. They would pay up to $100 a share for it, 
time and place of delivery to be mutually arranged. 
Their client was a Mr. Otto Burlingame, but this was 
strictly confidential, and any deals would have to be 
handled through Wiggin & Company.

“Thanks,” said Van Huysen to his informant. “You 
needn’t worry. I’ll keep it under my hat. Wiggin will 
handle any business that turns up.”

“What’s the game?” came back the reply. “Did 
they tap a gusher? Can’t you cut me in on it?”

“I’ll try,” Van Huysen promised, now anxious to be 

off. “I’ve got to hustle, though. See you tonight.”
He hung up and fairly sprinted to the room where the 

unsuspecting Yates was presumably waiting in vain for 
Eddie to put in an appearance.

“Cm in! ” said someone, answering Mr. Van Huy­
sen's impatient knock.

To his immense relief, Mr. Yates was alone. Better 
still, he was quite drunk. Mr. Van Huysen, surveying 
the half empty bottle, the glass, and the disarrangement 
of the table, smiled grimly. Mr. Yates, collar and tie 
askew, hair rumpled, eyes wandering, was sprawled 
back in a rocker. Of Burlingame there was no sign 
whatever. Of course, thought Mr. Van Huysen, there 
was no particular reason for haste, but it was foolish of 
him to dawdle in such a matter. No wonder Burling­
ame had been so anxious for Van Huysen not to buy 
any of the Yates wallpaper!

“Well! Well!” remarked Mr. Van Huysen, closing 
the door. “What’s this? Drowning your sorrows, and 
so early in the afternoon?”

“ ’Lo! ” said Yates, attempting to focus his eyes on 
his visitor. “Sheen you before, ain’t I? ’Scuse me if 
I don’t get up, but (hie) thish stuff mus’ be poishon.”

HE WAVED aimlessly in the general di­
rection of the bottle. Mr. Van Huysen, 
who had at first been charmed to find his 
quarry in this condition, now began to be 
alarmed. What if the man were too drunk 
even to listen to him? One way to find 

out was to plunge right to the heart of the matter. 
Besides, the Burlingame person would probably be 
along any minute—might even now be on the way. The 
thought spurred Mr. Van Huysen to action.

“Why—ah—I’m sorry to intrude,” he began, “but 
you spoke to me the other day about some oil stock 
you had. I’ve been thinking it over, and I’ve decided
to-----

“Shtock ! ” interrupted Mr. Yates, imperilling his bal­
ance by sitting erect. “I don’t remember—remem—you 
shay I wanna shell shome?”

“Why, certainly!” said Mr. Van Huysen briskly. 
“We went into it thoroughly this morning. Surely you 
remember?—we were standing near the room desk at 
the time.”

True, it had been Van Huysen who had tried to do 
the selling, but he was quite sure that he could have 
contended almost anything, considering the other’s pres­
ent condition.

“Yeah? Well, mebbe,” agreed Mr. Yates vacantly. 
“How mush you want ?”

“Well, now, let’s see.” Mr. Van Huysen’s easy non­
chalance made an excellent mask for his real impa­
tience. “I only want it for the fun of the thing—the 
sporting urge, you know. I guess a thousand shares 
will be enough for that. My friends laugh at me for 
picking up these wildcat stocks, but there’s always a 
chance that one of them will pan out some day.”



“Not thish one!” commented Mr. Yates sleepily.
Mr. Van Huysen longed to shake him. Instead, he 

laughed knowingly and said: “You never can tell, my 
friend, stranger things have happened. But about the 
stock; if you have it here, we can get right down to 
business.” The Burlingame menace was growing with 
every passing minute, and Mr. Van Huysen was getting 
fidgety.

But Mr. Yates, with drunken tenacity, was not to be 
rushed.

"You wouldn’t (hie') kid a guy, would you, now?” 
he said, squinting at Mr. Van Huysen out of one eye 
to avoid the feat of getting them both in focus. "How 
should I know thish well ain’t blowin’ right now? 
Mebbe I’m rish and don’t know it.”

“Bah!” snorted Mr. Van Huysen, frowning. “There 
isn’t any oil within twenty miles of it.”

“Yeah? Well, then, whatcha wanna buy it for?”
“Damn!” exclaimed Mr. Van Huysen, visibly an­

noyed. “I told you it was just a gamble. I have a 
trunkful of such stuff.”

"Me too!” confided Mr. Yates candidly. Then he 
sank back in his chair and mumbled: “Gonna keep it, 
too, I am. Get rish, shome day. G’bye!”

Mr. Van Huysen swore softly. It was just his luck 
to run into a fool set-up like this. Now the idiot would 
probably want twice as much for the stuff as he would 
dream of asking in a more sober moment. If so, it 
couldn’t be helped, no matter how unfortunate. Precious 
minutes were ticking away.

“Here! here!” he snapped, striding over to the chair 
and shaking its occupant vigorously. “Wake up, man! 
I haven’t any too much time to waste. How much do 
you want for the stuff?”

Mr. Yates aroused himself partially, but not to the 
extent of opening more than one eye. “Twenny bucks! ” 
he muttered. “In other words, don’t wanna sell. Lem’me 
alone, now.”

“Twenty dollarsI ” gasped Mr. Van Huysen. "Why, 
the damn’ stuff is only worth six cents! What do you 
mean? Twenty dollars!” Was it possible that Burlin­
game had been idiotic enough to arouse this crude little 
sharper’s cupidity by showing too much interest ?

“ ’S all wrong,” announced Mr. Yates. “Five shents 
a share is too mush. Stuff’s no good.”

“That’s more like it,” agreed Mr. Van Huysen.
“But twenny fish, or no go!” insisted Mr. Yates stub­

bornly. “Wanna hold for invesh’ment.”
Mr. Van Huysen gritted his teeth, wheedled, threat­

ened, reasoned; he resorted alternately to eloquence, 
humility, and recrimination; but from the lump-like 
Mr. Yates he could extract nothing but the mumbled 
dictum “Twenny fish, or no go!” Ten more minutes 
of one-sided argument showed the futility of further 
effort. But Mr. Van Huysen had to have that stock, 
and he had to have it at once. Burlingame I

"All right, you block-headed souse!” he snarled, 
throttling an almost irresistible impulse to drag Mr.

Yates onto the floor by his heels and jump on him. 
“Dig it up, and I’ll give you a check. Why is it that 
fools have all the luck?”

But, even at this, there were more obstacles to be 
overcome, more precious minutes flying into the dis­
card. Nothing would satisfy the reeling Yates short 
of having the manager, himself, come up to witness the 
transaction. And, before anything at all could be done, 
the check must be certified. Eddie could attend to that, 
if the bank were in the neighborhood. It was ? Good! 
So was Mr. Yates’.

While Van Huysen eyed him vindictively, Mr. Yates 
staggered around putting glasses and bottles out of 
sight, calling up the manager’s office, and consuming 
time in every imaginable way. Mr. Van Huysen started 
nervously at every footstep in the hall; but fortune 
favored him, for there was still no sign of Burlingame.

EDDIE RETURNED with the certified 
check, and the manager arrived with a 
bulky envelope from the office safe. Mr. 
Yates had spruced up a trifle while all this 
was going on, so that he was relatively 
presentable when the negotiations got un­

der way. He provided one diversion, remarking jocosely 
to the manager just before signing the transfer:

“Ain’t a bad afternoon for me, Mr. Currier, hey? 
Stuff’s only worth six cents, an’ I get twenny fish for it! ”

The manager looked startled.
“He’s a great kidder,” Mr. Van Huysen said with a 

hearty laugh, thumbing through the gold-edged certifi­
cates. “Numbers one to twenty, for fifty shares each. 
O. K. Well, here’s your check, Yates. I suppose you’re 
completely satisfied ?”

“Me?” blinked Mr. Yates, reaching for the fortune. 
“Oh, sure! ”

He handed the check and a bankbook to Eddie. “Me, 
I’m gonna take a nap now, sonny, so you hop around 
like a good little feller and deposit that for me.”

The manager excused himself. Van Huysen, a wave 
of relief sweeping over him, now that the deal was 
irrevocably sealed, stuck the certificates back in the 
envelope and started for the door. It opened and Mr. 
Burlingame, a questioning light in his gray eyes, 
stepped in.

“Hello,” said Mr. Van Huysen cheerily.
“What’s this?” asked Mr. Burlingame.
“I sold him some stock,” Mr. Yates explained, his 

speech considerably less blurred than before. “That 
stuff you was asking me about—the Border Oil. You’ll 
have to deal with him, now.”

Mr. Van Huysen grinned, not altogether pleasantly. 
He looked somewhat like a gentleman, but he wasn’t— 
not when it came time to turn the screws. “Yes, I guess 
that’s right, Burlingame,” he confirmed airily. "You’ll 
have to deal with me.”

“Let’s sit down,” suggested Mr. Burlingame. "There 
(Continued on page 152)



AUTHOR!
■ BARNABY ROSS ■ DASHIELL HAMMETT

Two years ago The Viking Press, first-line pub­
lishers, publicly announced the end of their seven­
year search for a detective novel worthy to take its 
place beside the uniformly high-standard fiction on 
the Viking list. That novel was The Tragedy oj X, 
and its author was Mr. Barnaby Ross, whose latest 
account of the adventures of Drury Lane—Drury 
Lane’s Last Case—is the feature of our current issue. 
. . . Between these two novels came The Tragedy oj 
Y and The Tragedy oj Z, the four comprising a 
tetralogy of peculiarly unique excellence in the gen­
eral field of mystery fiction. ... In the short space 
of two years Mr. Ross has leaped to a position 
among the leaders; and in creating the character of 
Drury Lane, the distinguished thespian-detective, 
has added a very living figure to the short list of 
fiction-detective immortals. . . . Little is known of 
Mr. Ross, who has persisted in keeping his own 
identity a mystery despite public appearances.

The story of Dashiell Hammett is the story of a 
hard struggle against great odds. Mr. Hammett, in­
troducing a style of fiction of unusual character, was 
forced to battle his way from the pages of minor 
publications, contesting every inch of the way, until 
he finally achieved the recognition he deserved. To­
day he is acclaimed by intelligentsia and the general 
populace alike, a tribute to his talent and the vision 
of his publishers, Alfred A. Knopf. . . . His graphic, 
vivid grasp of action and dialogue has stood him in 
good stead in Hollywood—one of the few writers 
lured to cinemaland who made good. . . . His earlier 
works, The Dam Curse and Red Harvest, brought 
instant critical interest; but they were formative, 
and it was not until the publication of The Maltese 
Falcon that he came into his own with the book­
buying public. Then followed The Glass Key, and 
Hollywood. His realistic style is undoubtedly an 
outgrowth of his experience as a private detective.

OUR CURRENT



AUTHOR!
0 DOROTHY L. SAYERS a JOHN MARVELL

England has produced a host of male detective­
story writers of superlative merit; but among its 
female stars two stand out strongly: Agatha Christie 
and Dorothy L. Sayers. Miss Christie has been taken 
to the bosom of the American reading public; but 
Miss Sayers has not achieved the fame and fortune 
within American borders that she richly deserves. 
There are few writers of mystery stories today with 
her whimsical, expert pen and her fecund imagina­
tion. She is one of Oxford’s few alumnae, having 
graduated with highest honors. She began writing 
in an advertising agency in London. She is married 
to a famous British war correspondent, resides in 
London, and is now engaged on a biography of her 
favorite mystery writer, Wilkie Collins. Besides the 
justly famous Omnibus of Crime, Miss Sayers has 
written Lord Peter Views the Body, Have-IIis-Car- 
case, and Murder Must Advertise, among others. Her 
American publisher is Harcourt, Brace & Company.

One of the keenest thrills possible to the harassed 
tribe of editors is that of discovering a new writer. 
All we know about John Marvell, author of Burlin­
game the Magnificent, is that his manuscript came 
quietly in through the regular post, that the name 
of Marvell has never been attached to any fiction 
heretofore, and that he had written in the editor’s 
opinion such a splendid story that a single reading 
of his manuscript resulted in instant acceptance. . . . 
Fluent writing such as will be found in Burlingame 
the Magnificent, we know from experience, is rarely 
the result of chance; is Mr. Marvell a well-known 
writer? One thing is certain. By the conception of 
Otto Burlingame, Mr. Marvell has in one bound 
sprung into the ranks of the gentle-grafter authors, 
George Randolph Chester and O. Henry. Mr. Mar­
vell’s prescription for Burlingame is a dash of Wal­
lingford, a teaspoonful of Jeff Peters—and a generous 
dose of Mr. Otto Burlingame the Magnificent.

CONTRIBUTORS



: PART ONE : Stage magic, like mys- 
t C r A p c C fery fiction, depends on 

t ° the art of illusion. Un- 
questionably its greatest exponent was 
Harry Houdini. Houdini, whose power 
over his audiences was based wholly 
upon their ignorance of how his tricks 
were done, until the day of his death jeal­
ously guarded the secrets of his great 
illusions. We were so fascinated by J. C. 
Cannell's revelation s of these secrets that 
we have decided to pass along to Mystery 
League readers the pleasure we derived 
from them. So we give you in a series 
of three installments The Secrets of 
Houdini. This first part discloses the 
remarkably ingenious devices Houdini 
used in “escapes” which puzzled inter­
national audiences for years—escapes 
from a bank-safe, boiler, mail-bag, 
paper-bag, brick wall, and coffin. Some 
of these master-illusions are explained



ISHUNNI
BANK-SAFE ESCAPE—In one of Houdini’s 

greatest successes, he took a great chance of disastrous 
failure. For cool daring I cannot imagine anything 
to surpass it.

It is the story of an escape from a huge bank-safe 
on a music-hall stage in London, and is a most re­
markable narrative, showing Houdini’s great resource 
and ingenuity. So far as I know he never repeated 
the performance in England.

He was at that time performing at the old Euston 
Palace of Varieties, King’s Cross, and as a change 
from his usual programme, announced that he would 
undertake to escape publicly from any bank-safe in 
London. Rather to the surprise of some of Houdini’s 
friends, the challenge was accepted by a well-known 
firm of safe-makers who happened to have in their 
showrooms an enormous new safe of which they were 
proud. They were certain that no one could escape 
from their safe, and they communicated with Houdini.

Only one condition was made by the magician, and 
it was that the safe should be delivered at the theatre 
twenty-four hours before the challenge was to be put 
to the test. The firm readily agreed to this condition. 
Houdini, they said, could have the safe for a week if 
he wished, as they were sure that it would stand his 
closest scrutiny. The huge safe was taken to the 
Euston Palace, a considerable number of men having 
to be employed in its removal. So heavy was it, that 
special supports had to be built under the stage to 
prevent a possible collapse.

On the night of the challenge, the theatre was 
crowded and a large number of people could not gain 
admittance. Always an expert at publicity, Houdini 
had taken care that all London knew of his new and 
daring undertaking.

When the curtain went up for Houdini’s perform­
ance, the audience saw the formidable-looking safe, 
large enough to hold a man, standing on the stage. 
Wearing only a dressing-gown and a bathing costume 
Houdini came forward before the footlights and ad­
dressed the audience.

He explained that he was undertaking something 
of a dangerous character and he might fail. A man 

could not breathe for long inside the safe, he said.
After some further talk, Houdini invited on to the 

stage a committee from the audience, which included 
a well-known local doctor and a representative of the 
safe firm who held the only key to the safe.

The safe was examined inside and outside by the 
committee, who were satisfied that it was really a 
stronghold of steel from which no man could possibly 
escape.

Discarding his dressing-gown, Houdini expressed to 
the audience a wish to be searched and examined 
medically before attempting to escape from the safe. 
The doctor on the committee agreed to do this, and 
when the magician suggested that the medical exam­
ination should take place inside the safe with the door 
half open, the committee and the audience approved. 
A further suggestion by Houdini that a member of the 
committee should enter the safe and act as umpire 
during the examination was also regarded as fair and 
proper.

When the examination was concluded, the three men 
emerged from the safe, and the doctor announced to 
the audience that he, as a medical man, would testify 
that it was impossible for Houdini to have anything 
concealed about him and that he had also made a 
close search of the safe. The umpire concurred in this 
opinion, and stated that the examination had been 
most thorough.

Turning to the doctor and the umpire, Houdini 
shook each of them by the hand, thanked them for 
their services, and walked into the huge safe. The 
door was closed and carefully locked by the commit­
tee. A large screen was placed round the safe in such 
a way that no one could approach it without the 
knowledge of the audience.

The committee and the audience watched eagerly 
for fifteen minutes but nothing happened. When near­
ly half an hour had gone by the audience became 
restless and excited, and some shouted that the safe 
should be opened. Houdini, however, had given his 
attendants instructions not to request the man who 
held the key to open the safe unless they heard 
knocking. A series of knocks, he had said, should be 



regarded by them as a distress signal. Outside the 
screen the attendants were alert, listening for the 
knocks, but none came.

After forty minutes, one or two frightened women 
appealed to the management to stop the whole thing. 
When three-quarters of an hour had passed, the audi­
ence saw the screen pushed aside, and Houdini, still 
in his bathing costume, emerge. There was a great 
deal of applause, for Houdini had conquered the safe, 
the door of which remained securely locked. The safe 
and the lock were re-examined by the committee, but 
they could find no clue to the mystery of how Houdini 
had made his escape. To many it was a sort of 
miracle, and the public have never known the expla­
nation, which I now give.

In the first place, Houdini’s request to have the 
safe in his possession for a few hours before the test 
was not so innocent as it looked. He really wished 
to have a chance to tamper with, or temporarily to 
alter, the mechanism of the safe, and that is what he, 
in fact, did. With his mechanics, he removed the 
stiffly working new springs and replaced them with 
springs of his own. In other words, he so altered the 
effectiveness of the mechanism that, by the time he 
had finished, the safe was not the honest and formid­
able piece of work which the firm had turned out. 
Yet to the eye, nothing was wrong, as the altera­
tions were interior. Houdini had his own fake-key 
made to open, from the inside, the altered locking­
arrangement. Obtaining possession of the fake-key, 
after having been searched by the doctor, was one of 
the chief difficulties, as there was no possibility of hid­
ing it inside the safe, but when I inform you that 
the man who stepped forward from the committee to 
volunteer as umpire was Mr. Will Goldston, Houdini's 
closest friend, and that he shook hands with the um­
pire as well as with the doctor when thanking them, 
you will see the possibilities.

The fact is, that attached to an ordinary ring on 
Mr. Goldston’s finger was the special fake-key made 
so that it could be drawn from the ring by Houdini 
as he shook hands with Goldston. Had Houdini failed 
to draw the key from the ring, or, once inside the 
safe, had the key failed to operate, the situation 
would have been difficult and unpleasant for the 
magician.

He did not remain, as it appeared to the audience, 
forty-five minutes in the safe. After a few minutes he 
opened the door, locked it quietly and carefully again, 
and sat behind the screen reading a novel until he 
thought the right time had come for him to reveal 
himself.

The fake-key which enabled Houdini to escape from 
the safe was made of steel and had two prongs at the 
end. It was cut by him after some experiments with 
the safe when the special soft springs had been 
inserted.

No one but a man with an expert knowledge of 

locks and of the art of escaping, as well as great self- 
assurance. would have attempted such a feat as this 
escape. It had distinct risks.

The safe was returned to the makers on the das 
following the performance, but, by that time, the 
real springs had been replaced and no examination ol 
the mechanism could show how the trick had been 
done, for Houdini and his assistants bad left no trace.

I think that the episode of the safe stands out as a 
remarkable example of the daring deceptions which 
made Houdini a great performer.

It is impossible to conceive of greater trust than 
that placed in Goldston by Houdini on the night of 
the escape. A mishap or a false move on the part of 
Goldston would have wrecked Houdini’s career.

Had some other member of the committee also vol­
unteered to act as umpire, the magician would not 
have refused him, as such a refusal might have caused 
suspicion. Houdini would have accepted the other 
volunteer, with the remark that he would have two 
umpires to see fair play. No member of the commit­
tee or of the audience would have felt any suspicion 
about the fact of there being two umpires. The med­
ical examination completed, Houdini would have shak­
en hands with both umpires as well as with the doctor.

The important thing was to shake hands with 
Goldston, and it did not matter how many were thus 
treated. The situation did not arise, however, as Gold­
ston looked the part of the innocent member of the 
committee, taking great interest in the safe, tapping 
the walls, and appearing to be much engrossed in 
the whole affair.

This escape from the bank-safe is most interesting, 
because it reveals with distinct clearness the mind and 
methods of Houdini. He misled the bank-safe firm, 
the doctor, the committee, the audience in the theatre 
and the public outside who later read that Houdini 
had escaped from a locked safe. He smiled as he 
left the theatre that night. He had no conscience about 
his trickery—was, in fact, proud of it, as he had a 
right to be. His business was to deceive, and the more 
daring and spectacular the deception, the richer and 
more popular would he become. The public like to be 
deceived in the way in which Houdini tricked them.

While the newspapers were full of stories and pic­
tures of Houdini's escape from the safe, and the whole 
of London was wondering how it had been done. 
Houdini continued his usual performances with hand­
cuffs, chains and iron boxes, filling theatres wherever 
he went. He had obtained an enormous advertisement.

The public were not aware that Houdini had the 
safe in his possession for some hours before the per­
formance. Even had they known, I am not at all sure 
that the significance of it would have been realized. 
I assume that when the firm delivered the safe before­
hand, they were confident that the mechanism was so 
effective and complicated that it would be impossible 
for anyone to make a duplicate key, at any rate, in 



the time available. I do not think it occurred to them 
that Houdini would, or could, alter the mechanism of 
their safe.

BOILER-ESCAPE— Although this escape did not 
figure in Houdini’s usual repertoire, it had a definite 
relationship to other feats which he constantly per­
formed with excellent results to his pocket and fame.

In the escape from an iron boiler into which he was 
actually rivetted on the stage, the deception was so 
clever that the boiler-makers themselves, constantly at 
close quarters during the performance, did not de­
tect it.

Houdini’s magic was divided into several classes, 
but in most of the different tricks and escapes there 
was a similarity of principle, although the method va­
ried according to the requirements of the particular 
illusion.

In the case of the boiler-escape, there was practi­
cally no risk, and that is why Houdini was able to 
repeat it almost everywhere he performed without ever 
being found out. It was, in fact, the perfect trick, 
performed at close quarters without a confederate.

Some time before Houdini was due to arrive in a 
particular town, large posters appeared on the board­
ings announcing his arrival and the fact that he would 
escape in the presence of the audience from a boiler 
made by any local firm and actually finished on the 
stage.

The firms who made boilers in the town were usually 
eager to accept a challenge which meant free adver­
tisement, and Houdini had sometimes to choose be­
tween the firms so willing to compete with him.

The firm accepting Houdini’s challenge to make the 
boiler, did so according to his specifications, but there 
was really no trick in this. It was a boiler so con­
structed that escape from it appeared to be impossible.

Made of iron, it was large enough to hold a man 
and its plates were secured with rivets. The lid of the 
boiler was so constructed that its edges fitted over the 
top of the body of the boiler, and there were holes 
both in the lid and in the boiler at the top, enabling 
two bars of hard steel to be pushed through crosswise, 
keeping the lid firmly in position.

It was certainly an inspiration on Houdini’s part to 
arrange for the completion of the boiler on the stage 
in full public view, as it gave a stamp of honesty to 
the boiler and provided something of a spectacle.

Following an inspection of the partially completed 
boiler by representatives of the audience Houdini 
would be placed inside it while the local workmen 
came forward to make him a prisoner by driving the 
final rivets. The boiler completed, the steel bars would 
be pushed into position so that they held the lid 
firmly.

To provide secrecy, the boiler, containing Houdini, 
was always placed in his cabinet, his assistants stand­
ing on guard outside it.

The orchestra had its part—the playing of lively 
music.

At a signal from one of the men the music would 
stop and Houdini appear from inside the cabinet, a 
free man. When the boiler, on each occasion, was 
again shown to the audience, it was found to be 
intact and as secure as when the workmen had left 
it. The closest examination by the committee and the 
workmen revealed not the slightest clue as to how 
Houdini had escaped from his prison, and the boiler­
makers were usually invited to take the boiler back 
to their works for further inspection.

This trick never failed to baffle the town in which 
it was performed.

Once again the wizard of escape had worked his 
old trick by having the boiler delivered to him at 
the theatre some time before the performance. In 
this case, hours of preparation or of tampering with 
the boiler were not necessary. Houdini’s purpose would 
have been fulfilled had the boiler been delivered to 
him only a short time before the curtain went up. 
There was no actual tampering with any part of the 
boiler. The secret was one of exchange. Houdini knew 

that if he were imprisoned in the boiler with the lid 
kept in position by the hard steel bars he could not 
escape from it, as hard steel bars cannot be bent or 
“worked” in such circumstances. What Houdini did 
knov; was that sojt steel bars can be cut or bent with 
the proper implements. He knew, further, that in 
appearance soft steel bars are the same as those made 
of hard steel, and that, normally, it requires some 
kind of test with a saw or other implement to dis­
criminate between them. He therefore exchanged the 
bars, hiding the genuine ones in the hollow poles of 
his cabinet, innocent looking and specially made for 
such a use. This was done before the performance 
began.



Neither the committee nor the workmen noticed the 
change, as the bars inserted appeared to be the orig­
inal ones. At that early stage of the trick, everyone 
was, as usual, off their guard, and no one thought of 
putting the bars to a workshop-test. Those who 
watched imagined that the trick, if any, was to come 
later, but the real part of it had already been done. 
All that remained for Houdini, when imprisoned in 
the boiler, was to cut with his special tiny saw through 
the soft steel bars. This involved some effort, but 
Houdini was strong and unafraid of work. The com­
mittee and the workmen were off the stage, during 
the actual escape, and between the audience and the 
cabinet was the orchestra, playing loud enough to 
drown any noise made by the cutting process, though 
this was not great, as it was inside the boiler.

When Houdini had freed himself by cutting through 
the bars he removed them, and replaced the original 
bars securely. The cut bars were hidden in the poles 
of the cabinet, and the saw concealed there or in his 
clothing which was not searched.

Houdini deserves much credit for this escape. A 
boiler made in a local foundry would be accepted by 
most people as fool-proof. Houdini specialized in em­
ploying in his illusions materials ordinarily regarded 
as being above suspicion. His whole life appeared to 
be directed toward finding a flaw in honest craftsman­
ship, or, even if no such defect existed, to create one.

PAPER-BAG RELEASE—Houdini's escape from a 
paper bag was another interesting example of trickery.

For this deception he used a bag shaped like a 
foolscap envelope and large enough to contain him. 
The bag had at the top a gummed flap, which, when 
sealed down, made it apparently impossible for any­
one to escape without tearing or destroying the paper.

When Houdini had placed himself in the bag and 
the flap was carefully gummed down by the commit­
tee, they invariably inscribed their names or initials 
to make an exchange impossible. When this had been 
done, the cabinet was placed round the bag which 
held the magician prisoner.

It will be readily understood that the use of a cov­
ering was necessary in escapes of this kind, so that 
the public would not know how Houdini made his 
escape. The trick would have been spoiled forever had 
he performed it openly. There is no trick when you 
know how a thing is done. Without mystery there 
is no interest, although certain smaller tricks which 
depend for their effectiveness upon diverting the atten­
tion, misdirection, or swiftness of manipulation, can 
be done successfully without resort to concealment of 
any kind. Houdini was a master of both types of 
trickery, but in his escapes secrecy in execution was 
unavoidable.

So, in the paper-bag escape, he always remained in 
his cabinet for a short time, and then walked out 
carrying the bag in his hand. The names and initials 

of the members of the committee were still there and 
the bag had certainly not been changed, though it was 
undamaged. This trick provided a nice problem, and 
no scrutiny of the bag gave the committee the slight­
est hint as to the solution.

The paper-bag escape is, I think, delightful, because 
it is so utterly simple. The first thing which Houdini, 
imprisoned in the bag, did when his screen or cabinet 
was placed around him, was to produce from his pocket 
a safety-razor blade and cut the bag carefully in a 
straight line exactly along the top. Then he drew him­
self out and commenced to remove all trace of his 
means of exit. This involved nothing more than mak­
ing a new flap by a simple gumming and folding 
process. The gum and brush were concealed in his 
cabinet or in his pocket, and when he had finished the 
task of restoring the bag, it looked precisely as it 
had done when the committee had finished the work 
of sealing, except that the bag was about two inches 
shorter.

Ihe committee, in their examination after the trick, 
paid great attention to the condition of the bag and 
assured themselves that their names and initials had 
not been forged or reproduced, but none of them 
thought at any phase of the test of measuring the 
length of the bag.

When you are considering the simplicity of the ex­
planation, do not forget that in presenting it, Houdini 
brought into play the power of his personality and 
the influence of talk, which always tends to distract 
the attention of even the shrewdest minds from the 
fundamental point of a problem.

These factors are as much a part of the trick as the 
actual secret behind it. To know how a trick is done 
is not enough. The vital thing is to have the daz­
zling or soothing personality to present it in such a 
way that the audience cannot think, but yet the secret 
of an illusion must be sufficiently ingenious to bear 



the closer examination of retrospective thinking.
The materials used by Houdini to achieve spectac­

ular and interesting effects in his escapes were widely 
different in character. Wood, iron, glass and paper 
were all employed by him. When he turned his atten­
tion to canvas and mail-bags he accomplished what he 
regarded as the neatest trick of escaping in the whole 
of his repertoire. Houdini made a close study of 
standard mail-bags, and after some experiments pre­
sented a trick the solution of which would never occur 
to the average mind. He selected the American mail­
bag for the trick because it was a well-made, formid­
able article. The British mail-bag would have been 
useless to Houdini as it is little more than an ordinary 
sack.

MAIL-BAG TOO—The American mail-bags are 
made of sail-canvas, part of the bag being sewn and 
rivetted to the canvas. They are tightly fastened by 
passing a strong leather strap through a number of 
eyelets, and a padlock of a modern type keeps the 
mouth of the bag firmly closed.

Houdini gave himself a hard problem when he set 
out to discover a means of escape from such a bag, 
but he did succeed, and the fact that in his perform­
ance he used only the regulation pattern of mail-bag 
added to the mystery. Houdini liked to encourage 
people to inspect the bag before and after the escape, 
because he knew there was nothing for them to find 
out.

At his own request an inquisitive man was once 
placed in a mail-bag of this type by Houdini. By 
being so imprisoned, the man hoped to find the secret. 
Locked in the bag, he soon realized his helplessness 
and had to shout for help. There was, he said, no air 
in the bag and no room in which to move.

The value of this trick was greatly increased by the 
fact that it involved no tampering with the bag. Noth­
ing was altered or removed, and therefore, in that 
sense, it was an example of perfect trickery.

When performing in American towns, Houdini would 
often invite those who could do so to bring mail-bags 
to the theatre, and when they accepted this invitation 
their astonishment at Houdini’s escape was all the 
greater because they knew the genuineness of the bag 
provided.

It was sometimes suggested that Houdini actually 
cut himself out of the mail-bag provided and replaced 
it with another bag into which he fastened himself. 
This theory did not, however, explain how he could 
have locked himself into the second bag. Another 
theory was that he never got into the bag.

Houdini’s escape from the mail-bag caused more 
speculation among those who were intrigued by mag­
ical problems than his greater and more ambitious 
illusions.

I know of a university professor who was so much 
attracted by Houdini’s escape from the mail-bag that 

he obtained a similar bag himself in order to make 
experiments at home. He was placed and locked in 
the bag by his friends, who soon had to rescue him, 
however. The bag was subjected to the most inten­
sive scrutiny by the professor, who not only examined 
all the materials used in it, but measured the bag so 
carefully that he accounted for every inch. He made 
efforts to find a way of tampering with the bag in 
order to make escape possible and yet to defy the 
notice of those who had examined it beforehand. He 
did a lot of hard work in this direction with knife 
and needle. The result of it was that he damaged the 
canvas irretrievably.

The persistent professor bought another bag and 
continued his experiments, and this time he drew up 
a series of diagrams, approaching the escape as a 
mathematical problem. In this he was as unsuccess­
ful as he had been in the practical experiments.

He placed the problem before his fellow-professors, 
and they spent many nights trying to find the answer.

Some of the professors submitted the problem to 
their students, and for a while little else was talked 
of in that particular university, but neither the pro­
fessors nor the students could think of a practical 
way of escape from the mail-bag.
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The execution of the escape involved a good deal 
of determined effort on the part of Houdini. In the 
first place, he had concealed about him a duplicate 
key to the bag. It was easy for him to make or obtain 
such a key, and this was fastened to his belt by a 
length of string concealed in his clothing. Once inside 
the mail-bag and concealed in his cabinet, Houdini 
would commence to make use of the only possible 
avenue of escape from the bag. This was the tiny 
space where the flap came over the top of the bag and 
in contact with it. You can imagine how small that 
space would be in a well-made Government mail-bag. 
It was, in fact, just big enough to enable Houdini 



to force the key and the string through it. By such 
means, he was able to get the key, attached to the 
string tied to his belt, outside the bag, and thus make 
important progress.

His next move was to grope along the canvas until 
he got hold of the key through the material. When 
this was done he would manoeuver his hand, forcing 
the flexibility of the canvas to its utmost, until he 
got the key into the lock from the outside. To do 
this and to turn the key in the lock was not an easy 
business, but Houdini was well practiced in it, and 
could do it with remarkable speed. Although the can­
vas was stout, Houdini had trained himself to grasp 
and operate things through canvas. The opening of 
the lock had to be done quickly, as there was little 
air in the bag.

THROUGH A BRICK WALL— The illusion of 
walking through a brick wall in front of an audience 
was another of the picturesque possibilities which at­
tracted the attention of this remarkable man, whose 
mind and body were never at rest.

As in the escape from the iron boiler, the illusion 
made a strong appeal to the audience because the wall 
was actually built on the stage in their view by local 
workmen.

Before the bricklayers began their work, Houdini 
always pointed out to the audience the fact that the 
entire stage was covered by one large carpet which 
made it impossible for anyone to enter or leave the 
stage by means of a trap-door.

The wall was built on a small steel frame or trolley 
with wheels two inches high, so that afterwards it 
could be removed from the stage by the simple process 
of wheeling it away.

Quite a number of workmen were employed in the 
construction of the wall, as it was of a good size. The 
dimensions sometimes varied, but the average length 
was about twelve feet and the height about ten feet. 
It was built so that the audience obtained an eleva­
tion view of it, that is to say, they were looking at 
the end of it. The wall was at right angles to them.

When the wall was completed there was, at the sug­
gestion of Houdini, a great deal of hammering on it 
by the committee, to prove that it was genuine.

When the committee were satisfied, Houdini would 
produce two screens and place one on each side of the 
wall, in the center and opposite to each other. The 
screens were just big enough to conceal a man and, 
of course, left the greater part of the wall fully ex­
posed to view. The screens did not reach to the top of 
the wall, so that climbing it was obviously impossible. 
When all was ready Houdini would walk behind one 
of the screens, shouting, “I am going,” and, after a 
pause, “Here I am now.” At that moment, he would 
appear on the other side of the wall, emerging from 
behind the screen there. It is important to emphasize 
that the screen did not in any way cover the wall but 

was used simply to conceal the actual movements of 
the performer.

Few tricks could be more bewildering in their effect 
than this. There seemed no solution to it, and most 
people soon gave up their attempts to find out bow 
it was done.

It was, as I have said, impossible for Houdini to 
have climbed the wall in view of the audience; he 
certainly could not escape temporarily from the stage 
at the back, as he was being watched at all points 
from close quarters, and he could not leave the stage 
by means of a trap-door because of the huge one- 
piece carpet.

No “double” could possibly be used in this illusion, 
nor was it necessary. There seemed to be nothing 
left for him to do but to get through the wall in some 
way, as he pretended to do, but this was also impossi­
ble, as Houdini was not a miracle-worker. It was a 
first-class illusion and one which could be repeatedly 
performed without chance of detection.

It is quite true that Houdini could not escape from 
the stage through a trap-door or by any other means, 
yet nevertheless a trap-door was used in making the 
illusion possible.

The secret was that immediately under the screen, 
a trap-door—which was also under the wall—opened, 
and the carpet naturally sagging at that spot under 
the wall, enabled Houdini to crawl under to the other 
side oj the. wall. Then the trap-door would be closed 
again, bringing the part of the carpet affected to its 
normal position.

Had any member of the committee entertained a



suspicion that the carpet was in some way involved, 
I doubt whether he would have had the slightest 
chance to observe an unusual movement or anything 
to support his theory, so perfectly and with such speed 
was this function of deception carried out. As a mat­
ter of fact, however, no one ever stumbled upon the 
secret.

Concerning this illusion of walking through a wall, 
Houdini had a difference of opinion with at least one 
other magician. I believe the dispute referred either 
to the invention of the illusion or to the right to per­
form it. It is, however, not part of my purpose to 
discuss such a matter here.

BURIED ALIVE—When Houdini was buried alive, 
it meant hazard and much careful concentration for 
him.

The appropriate announcements never failed to at­
tract a large crowd to the plot of ground, usually just 
outside a big town, where the demonstration was to 
take place. A good deal of excitement attended these 
demonstrations and the presence of the police was a 
necessity. Houdini, as a good showman, made the 
most of the moments before he began the work of be­
ing buried alive for an hour. Sometimes he made a 
speech, and he was listened to with curious feelings 
by those who thought that perhaps, too daring, he 
was about to make his last spectacular experiment.

After a hole six feet deep had been dug, Houdini 
would be placed inside an ordinary coffin. The rest 
of the procedure followed the lines of real burial, the 
coffin being lowered into the grave, which was com­
pletely filled in again.

As the minutes went by, at each of these tests, the 
crowd became uneasy, and Houdini’s managers, watches 
in hand, showed a measure of concern which was by 
no means unreal.

At the end of about fifty minutes the work of dig­
ging the grave open would begin, and was quickly 
completed. Raised out of the grave with ropes, the 
coffin would be unscrewed and Houdini released. Often 
he showed signs of the strain of being buried alive 
for such a length of time.

I have discussed this trick with many people who 
have been mystified by it. Some of them assert that 
Houdini never went into the coffin and that by some 
smart ruse he was able to make people think he had 
done so. Others have expressed the view that he 
had concealed about him apparatus to provide him 
with oxygen, but neither of these theories is correct. 
Houdini was genuinely buried alive with no artificial 
aid of any kind.

The secret was simply one of intensive breathing­
control, of which Houdini was a master. The method 
of breathing employed by him was that while in the 
coffin he took breaths of extreme shortness, thus con­
serving the supply of oxygen in the coffin.

It will be readily understood that deep breathing 

uses up, or I might say burns up, the vital constit­
uents of the air around. Had Houdini breathed in 
the normal way in the coffin he would not have lived 
long. No doubt it was a dangerous business, but 
Houdini never hesitated to take risks to maintain his 
reputation as a “great magician.” He never rested on 
his laurels and had to live dangerously to keep his 
place at the top of the theatre bills.

To a man not possessing abnormal physical powers 
and the ability to concentrate for a long period, this 
experiment of being buried alive would certainly be 
fatal. Houdini used to train himself for it by holding 
his breath under water. He acquired the ability to 
stay in the coffin for a long period by a series of ex­
periments in which he would gradually increase the 
duration of his voluntary burial until he became sure 
of himself.

I have seen a number of letters written by him in 
which he referred proudly to these experiments and 
to the length of time he was able to stay in the coffin. 
This and other evidence makes me believe that Hou­
dini was proud of his ability to be buried alive. He 
had good reason to be proud of it. Sometimes his 
friends attempted to dissuade him from making these 
dangerous experiments because they feared that some 
unforeseen mishap might result in his death, a fear 
that was not without foundation.

He did not, however, listen to advice or reason in 
such matters and regarded the performance of being 
buried alive as a hobby to which he could turn when 
he wanted to give the public “an extra thrill.”

Houdini’s interest in the possibilities of being buried 
alive for a considerable time was first aroused through 
a performance of the same kind by a fakir. Houdini 
asserted that nothing supernormal was involved and 
set about to train himself to repeat the performance 
of the fakir. He succeeded admirably and then turned 
his achievement to purposes of publicity for himself. 
One other thing he learned in developing the trick was 
that the coffin should be slightly larger than usual. As 
the size of coffins vary, the little extra space gained 
by Houdini in this way passed unnoticed, and even if 
it had been observed, there could have been no rea­
sonable objection to it because, fundamentally, the 
trick was one of extreme difficulty and considerable 
peril.

One of Houdini’s obsessions was to reproduce by 
normal means the wonders of fakirs and fraudulent 
mediums. He was always annoyed if anyone sug­
gested that an achievement in this category must be 
supernatural. Had his great strength temporarily failed 
him during one of these demonstrations of being buried 
alive, as it might have done, Houdini would have met 
his death in a way that he would have liked—being 
picturesque to the last.

Another coffin trick which Houdini often performed 
was of a different character. It was designed for stage 
performance.



Members of the committee from the audience were 
invited to inspect the coffin most closely, and often 
they spent considerable time in doing so. It was stoutly 
made and screws were used to fix on the lid. The 
screws, as well as the coffin itself, were invariably ex­
amined with much care. Houdini did not mind how 
cautiously the coffin was inspected for he was sure no 
one would discover the secret of his escape.

Although he performed this trick hundreds of times 
no ordinary member of the public ever did find out 
how it was done.

After the preliminary business of inspection had 
been gone through, Houdini would be placed inside 
the coffin, the lid of which was securely screwed down, 
seals, usually wax, being, pressed over the screws.

This escape belonged to the class which had to be 
performed in the privacy of Houdini’s cabinet, and 
here it was carried out. The length of time which 
elapsed before the magician appeared again varied ac­
cording to his mood and to the effect he desired to 
create among the spectators. It was always of suffi­
cient duration, however, to make the audience believe 
that a most difficult escape had been accomplished.

For them, it was certainly a mysterious achievement, 
because, when the committee re-examined the coffin, 
they found it intact and the seals on the screws un­
broken. It was the intact condition of the seals which 
chiefly puzzled the audience, and some believed that 
after forcing the lid of the coffin in some way he 
imitated and remade the seals. This supposed solu­
tion was, however, wide of the mark.

The seals and screws did not trouble Houdini be­
cause, in order to escape from the coffin, he had no 
occasion to lift off the lid. Houdini escaped by re­
moving the bottom oj the coffin, pushing upwards 
against the inside with his shoulders.

The coffin was so constructed, in a secret way, that 

the upper part of it was lifted from the bottom. The 
screws in the bottom of the coffin did not, as they 
appeared to do, hold the bottom securely against the 
sides, because these screws fitted into dowels, or wood­
en slots shaped like a screw, attached to the bottom 
edge of the sides of the coffin. The screws which ap­
peared to keep the bottom of the coffin securely against 
the sides merely fitted into these dowels, thus keeping 
the bottom of the coffin only temporarily in position, 
and yet so ingeniously that anyone would think the 
screws had been driven into the bottom and into the 
sides in the ordinary way. Considerable force had to 
be employed by Houdini to escape in this way, be­
cause the bottom of the coffin had to be fixed to the 
rest of it with sufficient security to defy such an ex­
amination as the committee would make. The trick 
in the coffin really made the screws ineffective in the 
bottom because they were driven into the dowels or 
wooden encasements instead of into the wood of the 
sides of the coffin.

The replacement of the bottom of the coffin by 
Houdini was quite a straightforward task, and so long 
as it was carefully done there was no chance of the 
committee suspecting during their re-examination that 
the bottom was detachable.

As a trick, this was by no means among Houdini’s 
best performances. It involved the use of faked ap­
paratus, the secret of which the public never had any 
real chance to detect. Yet it was puzzling in its exe­
cution and much ingenuity was shown in the struc­
ture. It was just a neat little example of misdirection, 
but it did not demand from Houdini the resourceful­
ness and coolness he was compelled to exercise in his 
bigger achievements.

There is no end to the possibilities of tricks with 
specially faked magical apparatus.

( To be Continued.)



Puzzles are the simplest and most primitive kind of 
brain-exercisers. As a form of mental amusement which 
is blood-brother to the higher form known as “solving 
detective problems,” a Puzzle Department becomes, 
therefore, something very like a necessity in a magazine 
of this sort.

Each month I shall present a variety of brain-teasers. 
Some will be miniature mystery problems, others will 
be pure mathematical exercises in ingenuity, still others 
interesting tricks with words and language. I have 
never been one of those who insists that intelligence 
depends upon one’s facility in solving puzzles; but they 
make for entertainment, and I know you will enjoy 
the offerings of this department as they come to you 
monthly. Perhaps you will find these brain-exercisers 
too easy ; if you do, write to me and I shall do my best 
to remedy the defect.

Answers to the problems in this department will be 
found on page 154 of this issue.

THE EDITOR

I. THE FOOTPRINT MYSTERY

Sheriff Hammersmith, returning from a one-man 
hunting trip in the hills of his county, was caught in a 
sudden snowstorm and was forced to hole up in a de­
serted trapper’s hut. When the storm abated he con­
tinued on his way. He met another hunter, Jeff Stone, 
whom he knew; Stone said that he too had been caught 
by the storm and had dug into an abandoned cave he 
knew of in the vicinity. The two men on their way 
down into the valley passed the cabin of Dan McAn­
drew, an old trapper, and decided to stop in for a mug 
of hot coffee. They found McAndrew shot dead on the 
floor of his cabin, his hunting rifle beside him, one 
chamber empty. An old oil-rag lay nearby. The Sheriff 
examined the dead man and placed the time of death 
at shortly before the end of the snowstorm. An exam­
ination of the snow-covered ground outside revealed 
that—discounting the tracks made by the Sheriff and 
Stone on their arrival a few minutes before—there 
was only one set of footprints in the snow; and these 
led into the cabin. The Sheriff after deliberation told

Stone that in his opinion the case was clear—McAn­
drew had been caught out in the storm, had come home 
to his cabin, accounting for the single set of ingoing 
tracks, had begun to clean his rifle, it had accidentally 
discharged, and he had died. "The fact,” said Sheriff 
Hammersmith to Stone, "that there’s on’y one set o’ 
tracks, an’ that goin’ into the shack, shows on’y one 
person’s involved. An’ that’s McAndrew. Couldn’t be 
a murder, then.” x

The case was closed after the usual formalities, and 
McAndrew was buried.

A year later Jeff Stone, who with the Sheriff had 
found McAndrew’s body, became involved in a saloon 
brawl and was mortally wounded. On his death-bed he 
confessed to Sheriff Hammersmith that McAndrew had 
been murdered, and moreover that he, Stone, had been 
the murderer. Before he could explain further, he died.

The Sheriff puzzled his honest old brains for many 
a day over the problem, but he could not reconcile 
Stone’s confession with the facts of the tragedy. If 
Stone had been the murderer, even granting that he had 
arranged matters inside the cabin to make McAndrew’s 
death look accidental, what had happened to the snow­
tracks Stone must have made when he left the cabin 
after the crime? He finally decided that Stone had lied.

But Stone had told the truth. Can you explain the 
absence of the murderer’s outgoing footprints?

II. AUTHOR ANAGRAMS

Each phrase below is a scrambled-letter rearrange­
ment of the name of a well-known mystery-story writer. 
Can you unscramble them ?

1. ALGAE CRAWLED ...........................................
2. ANY COOL DANE.............................................
3. SAND VEINS.......................................................
4. EGG BARREL RIDERS .......................
5. TERROR YARN HAS TIMBRE ...................
6. ROBS ANY BARS .............................................
7. I AM LEAN ....................................................
8. CRACKER TIN.................................................
9. RAMS HER OX.................................................

10. SEA WOMAN......................................................



III. THE HARE-AND-TORTOISE PROBLEM

Here’s one so simple a primary-school child could 
solve it, and yet it has been known to make grown 
men tear their hair with rage and cover reams of paper 
with arithmetical abracadabra.

It’s a new wrinkle on the old fable of the hare and 
the tortoise. This time there are two tortoises. Inspired 
by the warmth of family feeling so common in the tor­
toise family, they set out simultaneously on a deserted 
road, which ran perfectly straight, to meet each other 
for a little chelonian reunion. At the time they started 
they were exactly 960 feet apart. Both crawled along at 
the same rate of speed, or slowness if you will: 4 feet 
per minute. Now, at the instant they started, a hare, as 
always interested in showing off his ground-covering 
prowess, began to run too, beginning at the side of one 
of the tortoises just as that beastie started to crawl 
and speeding toward the other tortoise just visible up the 
road. Since the hare was running much faster than 
the plodding tortoises, he reached the oncoming tortoise 
in a jiffy; and, proud of the speed of his legs, doubled 
on his tracks immediately and scooted back toward the 
first tortoise. When he reached the first tortoise, who 
of course had already made a little progress, he doubled 
again and headed once more toward the second tortoise. 
He kept this up until the tortoises met.

Now, if the hare was running at a uniform speed of 
308 feet per minute (or 77 times as fast as the tor­
toises), the problem is: How many miles did the hare 
cover by the time the two tortoises met?

IV. A SIMPLE CRYPTOGRAM
Dyed-in-the-wool mystery fans should solve this cryp­

togram without trouble. A simple cryptogram, in case 
you don’t know, is a message written in a sort of code, 
each letter being changed to another letter of the 
alphabet to conceal the meaning of the original mes­
sage.

ZIOL EKNHZGUKQD OL LGSXWST SN 
LZKOAOFU LZQFRQKR ZNHTVKOZTK 
ATNWGQKR QL OY J VTKT Q, V W, 
T E, TZE.

V. WORD-BUILDERS
A mild form of insanity now sweeping the brains of 

the puzzle-minded citizenry is the word-building craze. 
It’s the sort of thing any intelligent person can under­
stand and participate in. Here’s a simple example. You 
are confronted with the following little arrangement of 
dashes and letters:

A

The purpose of the game is to fill in the dashes with 
letters taken from the final word, in this case PENAL, 
dropping one letter as you work upward, and rearrang­
ing the remaining letters to form a new word. In other 
words, in the sample given above, you would try to 
drop a letter out of PENAL, leaving four letters for 
the line of four dashes to make a new word. Suppose 
you dropped the L. This would leave PENA, which 
can be arranged to make a legitimate word: NAPE. 
In the second step you continue to drop a letter. Sup­
pose you drop the E from NAPE. This leaves NAP, 
which is in itself a word, or it can be rearranged to 
PAN. In the third step you obviously drop the N, 
leaving PA, or the P, leaving AN. In finished form, 
therefore, your answer looks like this:

A
A N
PAN 
NAPE 
PANEL

Now all this seems like much fuss over small pump­
kins ; but it isn’t as simple as this when you’re working 
with a final word of six, seven, eight, or nine letters. 
Consequently here is a sample of a six-letter word­
builder. Can you solve it?

I

PRIEST

Easy, eh? See what you can do with the following 
one of seven letters:

E

BATTLES

I daresay that took a little longer. I know this will 
consume even more of your valuable time. It’s a little 
giant of eight letters:

0

TROPHIES

PENAL

And here's the daddy of them all. Nine letters, and 
with the subtraction of a letter each time you can still 
form legitimate wmrds:



TEAMSTERS

VI. HIDDEN CRIME WORDS

An old one, but a favorite. Try these on your friends. 
In each of the following sentences there is concealed a 
word associated with crime. The letters of the word 
follow each other in consecutive order, although sec­
tions are broken up and separated from one another. 
Here is an example using the word “crime":

The sun rose suddenly over the mountain's titanic 
rim, each ray a spear of fire.

Now try your skill on the following:
1. Mr. Drury Lane picked up from the floor a 

monocle, which had been crushed by the heel of some­
one’s shoe.

2. Could the Inspector evolve reasons to explain the 
presence of the queer stain?

3. “Scott speaking. Allow Smith to think he’s not 
followed. I’ll trail him from here!’’

4. Chief Ames said: “First I let Tony go—fooled 
im, see? Now I’ve got the rat!”

5. IMPERATIVE YOU DO NOT HIDE AT 
HOME STOP BEING WATCHED

AGNES
6. The false priest ran. Gleaming flashlights lighted 

up the fleeing figure.
7. Fenimore Cooper’s famous Indian scout, Natty 

Bumppo, is one of literature’s earliest, sleuths.
8. The thief ran so madly down the street that he 

tripped and fell.
9. Crane, listening intently, heard a man murmur: 

“Derail the train at Junction Forty-six!’’
10. Excerpts from the memoirs of the famous French 

detective, Flambeau: “To psychology, a knowledge of 
the criminal mind, I owe some of my most brilliant 
successes."

MYSTERY LEAGUE CROSSWORD PUZZLE

In addition to the regular line-up, you will find here 
each month a Mystery League Crossword Puzzle. The 
design you see here is constant; that is, it will never 
change. What will change will Ire the contents of the 
crossword puzzle, and of course the definitions. I have 
made up the first one to show you how easy it is to 

construct a puzzle to the demands of the accompanying 
diagram. Mystery League offers a prize of five dollars 
for every puzzle built to this diagram accepted from a 
Mystery League reader. At least one will appear in 
each issue henceforth. Get your submissions in early, 
with your name and address clearly appended.

ACROSS
1—Present
4—Animal

11—Age
12—Unite
15—Comport
16—Negative
17—Stirs
19—Roman garments
20—Prefix: into
21—Endear
23—Pygmy
24—Abbr.: N. E. State
25—Laic
27—Self
28—Top card
30—Bombards (Mil. slang)
32—Suffix: one who
33—Oil of bog fat
35—Cutting
36—Note of scale
37—Part of small intestine
39—Fresh set
40—That
41—Two-wheeled vehicle
43—Self (Scot.J
44—Greek letter
45—Since
46—Bone
40—Preposition
51—Auditor
56-—Skin irritation
58 —Native to
60- -Metal
62—Hurt

DOWN
1—Inductions
2—Sarcastic
3—Note of scale
5—-J ewish month
6—Mesh
7—Norse god
8—Capital of Netherlands
9—Itinerant preacher

10—Rehabilitation
12—Alcoholic beverage (pl.)
13—Demands
14—-More modest
17—My (French, pl.)
18—-Soothes
22—Periodic bombardment (Mil.)
26—Pertaining to kidneys
29—Before
31—Eye swelling
34—Udder
38—Note of scale
42—Get hence
47—Pronoun
48-—Wed again
50—Dessert
52—Kill
53—First man
54—One of two founders of Rome
55—Star in Orion
57—Loyal
59—Cubicle
61—Pronoun
63—Prefix: bad
65—Note of scale
66—Suffix: like



TH€ GLflJJ-
by ELLERY
One of the strange adventures in deduction in 
which Ellery Queen, author of “The American 
Gun Mystery,” “The Egyptian Cross Mystery,” 
“The Greek Coffin Mystery,” etc., has demon­
strated his analytical method of solving crimes. 
Another interesting memoir from the author s 
criminal casebook will appear in an early issue.

ONE

D
OF ALL the hundreds of criminal cases in 
the solution of which Mr. Ellery Queen 
participated by virtue of his self-imposed 
authority as son of the famous Inspector 
Queen of the New York Detective Bu­
reau, he has steadfastly maintained that 
none offered a simpler diagnosis than the case which 
he has designated as The Adventure of the Glass-Domed 

Clock. “So simple,” he likes to say—sincerely!—“that 
a sophomore student in high school with the most ele­
mentary knowledge of algebraic mathematics would 
find it as easy to solve as the merest equation.” He 
has been asked, as a result of such remarks, what a 
poor untutored first-grade detective on the regular po­
lice force—whose training in algebra might be some­
thing less than elementary—could be expected to make 
of such a “simple” case. His invariably serious response 
has been: “Amendment accepted. The resolution now 
reads: Anybody with common sense could have solved 
that crime. It’s as basic as five minus four leaves one.” 

This was a little cruel, when it is noted that among 
those who had opportunity—and certainly wishfulness 
—to solve the crime was Mr. Ellery Queen’s own father, 

the Inspector, certainly not the most stupid of criminal 
investigators. But then Mr. Ellery Queen, for all his 
mental prowess, is sometimes prone to confuse his 
definitions: viz., his uncanny capacity for strict logic is 
far from the average citizen’s common sense. Certainly 
one would not be inclined to term elementary a prob­
lem in which such components as the following figured: 
a pure purple amethyst, a somewhat bedraggled expat­
riate from Czarist Russia, a silver loving-cup, a poker 
game, five birthday encomiums, and of course that pe­
culiarly ugly relic of early Americana catalogued as “the 
glass-domed clock”—among others! On the surface the 
thing seems too utterly fantastic, a howling maniac’s 
nightmare. Anybody with Ellery’s cherished “common 
sense” would have said so. Yet when he arranged those 
weird elements in their proper order and pointed out 
the “obvious” answer to the riddle—with that almost 
monastic intellectual innocence of his, as if everybody 
possessed his genius for piercing the veil of complex­
ities’—Inspector Queen, good Sergeant Velie, and the 
others figuratively rubbed their eyes, the thing was so 
clear.

It began, as murders do, with a corpse. From the 
first the eeriness of the whole business struck those who 
stood about in the faintly musked atmosphere of Mar­
tin Orr’s curio shop and stared down at the shambles
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QUEEN

that had been Martin Orr. Inspector Queen, for one, 
refused to credit the evidence of his old senses; and 
it was not the gory nature of the crime that gave him 
pause, for he was as familiar with scenes of carnage as 
a butcher and blood no longer made him squeamish. 
That Martin Orr, the celebrated little Fifth Avenue 
curio dealer whose establishment was a treasure-house 
of authentic rarities, had had his shiny little bald head 
bashed to red ruin—this was an indifferent if practical 
detail; the bludgeon, a heavy paperweight spattered 
with blood but wiped clean of fingerprints, lay not far 
from the body; so that much was clear. No, it was 
not the assault on Orr that opened their eyes, but what 
Orr had apparently done, as he lay gasping out his life 
on the cold cement floor of his shop, after the assault.

The reconstruction of events after Orr’s assailant had 
fled the shop, leaving the curio dealer for dead, seemed 
perfectly legible: having been struck down in the main 
chamber of his establishment, toward the rear, Martin 
Orr had dragged his broken body six feet along a 
counter—the red trail told the story plainly—had by 
superhuman effort raised himself to a case of precious 
and semi-precious stones, had smashed the thin glass 
with a feeble fist, had groped about among the gem­
trays, grasped a large unset amethyst, fallen back to 
the floor with the stone tightly clutched in his left 
hand, had then crawled on a tangent five feet past a 
table full of old clocks to a stone pedestal, raised him­
self again, and deliberately dragged off the pedestal the 
object it supported—an old clock with a glass dome 
over it—so that the clock fell to the floor by his side, 
shattering its fragile case into a thousand pieces. And 
there Martin Orr had died, in his left fist the amethyst, 
his bleeding right hand resting on the clock as if in 
benediction. By some miracle the clock’s machinery had 
not been injured by the fall; it had been one of Martin 
Orr’s fetishes to keep all his magnificent old clocks 
running; and to the bewildered ears of the little knot 
of men surrounding Martin Orr’s corpse that gray Sun-



day morning came the pleasant tick-tick-tick of the no 
longer glass-domed clock.

Weird? It was insane!
“There ought to be a law against it,” growled Ser­

geant Velie.

TWO

DR. SAMUEL PROUTY, Assistant Medical Exam­
iner of New York County, rose from his examination of 
the body and prodded Martin Orr’s dead buttocks— 
the curio dealer was lying face down—with his foot.

“Now here’s an old coot,” he said grumpily, “sixty if 
he’s a day, with more real stamina than many a young­
ster. Marvelous powers of resistance! He took a fear­
ful beating about the head and shoulders, his assailant 
left him for dead, and the old monkey clung to life 
long enough to make a tour about the place! Many 
a younger man would have died in his tracks.”

“Your professional admiration leaves me cold,” said 
Ellery. He had been awakened out of a pleasantly warm 
bed not a half-hour before to find Djuna, the Queens’ 
gypsy boy-of-all-work, shaking him. The Inspector had 
already gone, leaving word for Ellery, if he should be 
so minded, to follow. Ellery was always so minded 
when his nose sniffed crime, but he had not had break­
fast and he was thoroughly out of temper. So his taxi­
cab had rushed through Fifth Avenue to Martin Orr’s 
shop, and he had found the Inspector and Sergeant 
Velie already on the cluttered scene interrogating a 
grief-stunned old woman—Martin Orr’s aged widow— 
and a badly frightened Slavic giant who introduced him­
self in garbled English as the “ex-Duke Paul.” The 
ex-Duke Paul, it developed, had been one of Nicholas 
Romanov’s innumerable cousins caught in the whirlpool 
of the Russian revolution who had managed to flee the 
homeland and was eking out a none too fastidious liv­
ing in New York as a sort of social curiosity. This was 
in 1926, when royal Russian expatriates were still some­
thing of a novelty in the land of democracy. As Ellery 
pointed out much later, this was not only 1926, but 
precisely Sunday, March the seventh, 1926, although at 
the time it seemed ridiculous to consider the specific 
date of any importance whatever.

“WHO FOUND the body?” demanded 
Ellery, puffing at his first cigaret of the 
day.

“His Nibs here,” said Sergeant Velie, 
hunching his colossal shoulders. “And the 
lady. Seems like the Dook or whatever 

he is has been workin’ a racket—been a kind of stooge 
for the old duck that was murdered. Orr used to give 
him commissions on the customers he brought in—and 
I understand he brought in plenty. Anyway, Mrs. Orr 
here got sort of worried when her hubby didn’t come 
home last night from the poker game . . .”

“Poker game?”
The Russian’s dark face lighted up. “Yuss. Yuss. It 

is remarkable game. I have learned it since my sojourn 
in your so amazing country. Meester Orr, myself, and 
some others here play each week. Yuss.” His face fell, 
and some of his fright returned. He looked fleetingly 
at the corpse and began to edge away.

“You played last night?” asked Ellery in a savage 
voice.

The Russian nodded. Inspector Queen said: “We’re 
rounding ’em up. It seems that Orr, the Duke, and 
four other men had a sort of poker club, and met in 
Orr’s back room there every Saturday night and played 
till all hours. Looked over that back room, but there’s 
nothing there except the cards and chips. When Orr 
didn’t come home Mrs. Orr got frightened and called 
up the Duke—he lives at some squirty little hotel in the 
Forties—the Duke called for her, they came down here 
this morning. . . . This is what they found.” The In­
spector eyed Martin Orr’s corpse and the debris of glass 
surrounding him with gloom, almost with resentment. 
“Crazy, isn’t it?”

Ellery glanced at Mrs. Orr; she was leaning against 
a counter, frozen-faced, tearless, staring down at her 
husband’s body as if she could not believe her eyes. 
Actually, there was little to see: for Dr. Prouty had 
flung outspread sheets of a Sunday newspaper over the 
body, and only the left hand—still clutching the ame­
thyst—was visible.

“Unbelievably so,” said Ellery dryly. “I suppose 
there’s a desk in the back room where Orr kept his 
accounts?”

“Sure.”
“Any paper on Orr’s body?”
“Paper?” repeated the Inspector in bewilderment. 

“Why, no.”
“Pencil or pen?”
“No. Why, for heaven’s sake?”
Before Ellery could reply, a little old man with a face 

like wrinkled brown papyrus pushed past a detective at 
the front door; he walked like a man in a dream. His 
gaze fixed on the shapeless body and the bloodstains. 
Then, incredibly, he blinked four times and began to 
cry. His weazened frame jerked with sobs. Mrs. Orr 
awoke from her trance; she cried: “Oh, Sam, Sam!” 
and, putting her arms around the newcomer’s racked 
shoulders, began to weep with him.

Ellery and the Inspector looked at each other, and 
Sergeant Velie belched his disgust. Then the Inspector 
grasped the crying man’s little arm and shook him. 
“Here, stop that!” he said gruffly. “Who are you?”

The man raised his tear-stained face from Mrs. Orr’s 
shoulder; he blubbered: “S-Sam Mingo, S-Sam Mingo, 
Mr. Orr’s assistant. Who—who— Oh, I can’t believe 
it!” and he buried his face in Mrs. Orr’s shoulder 
again.

“Got to let him cry himself out, I guess,” said the 
Inspector, shrugging. ‘‘Ellery, what the deuce do you 
make of it? I’m stymied.”

Ellery raised his eyebrows eloquently. A detective 



appeared in the street-door escorting a pale, trembling 
man. “Here’s Arnold Pike, Chief. Dug him out of bed 
just now.”

Pike was a man of powerful physique and jutting 
jaw; but he was thoroughly unnerved and, somehow, 
bewildered. He fastened his eyes on the heap which 
represented Martin Orr’s mortal remains and kept 
mechanically buttoning and unbuttoning his overcoat. 
The Inspector said: “I understand you and a few others 
played poker in the back room here last night. With 
Orr. What time did you break up?”

“Twelve-thirty.” Pike's voice wabbled drunkenly.
“What time did you start?”
“Around eleven.”
“Cripes,” said Inspector Queen, "that's not a poker 

game, that’s a game of tiddledy-winks. . . . Who killed 
Orr, Mr. Pike?”

Arnold Pike tore his eyes from the corpse. “God, sir, 
I don’t know.”

“You don’t, hey? All friends, were you?-’
“Yes. Oh, yes.”
“What’s your business, Mr. Pike?”
“I’m a stock-broker.”
“Why—” began Ellery, and stopped. Under the urg­

ing of two detectives, three men advanced into the shop 
—all frightened, all exhibiting evidences of hasty awak­
ening and hasty dressing, all fixing their eyes at once 
on the paper-covered bundle on the floor, the streaks of 
blood, the shattered glass. The three, like the, incred­
ible ex-Duke Paul, who was straight and stiff and some­
how ridiculous, seemed petrified; men crushed by a 
sudden blow.

A small fat man with brilliant eyes muttered that 
he was Stanley Oxman, jeweler. Martin Orr’s oldest, 
closest friend. He could not believe it. It was frightful, 
unheard of. Martin murdered! No, he could offer no 
explanation. Martin had been a peculiar man, perhaps, 
but as far as he, Oxman, knew the curio dealer had not 
had an enemy in the world. And so on, and so on, as 
the other two stood by, frozen, waiting their turn.

One was a lean, debauched fellow with the mark of 
the ex-athlete about him. His slight paunch and yel­
lowed eyeballs could not conceal the signs of a vigorous 
prime. This was, said Oxman, their mutual friend, Leo 
Gurney, the newspaper feature-writer. The other was 
J. D. Vincent, said Oxman—developing an unexpected 
streak of talkativeness which the Inspector fanned 
gently—who, like Arnold Pike, was in Wall Street— 
“a manipulator,” whatever that was. Vincent, a stocky 
man with the gambler’s tight face, seemed incapable of 
speech; as for Gurney, he seemed glad that Oxman had 
constituted himself spokesman and kept staring at the 
body on the cement floor.

Ellery sighed, thought of his warm bed, put down the 
rebellion in his breakfastless stomach, and went to work 
—keeping an ear cocked for the Inspector’s sharp ques­
tions and the halting replies. Ellery followed the streaks 
of blood to the spot where Orr had ravished the case of 
gems. The case, its glass front smashed, little frazzled 

splinters framing the orifice, contained more than a 
dozen metal trays floored with black velvet, set in two 
rows. Each held scores of gems—a brilliant array of 
semi-precious and precious stones beautifully variegated 
in color. Two trays in the center of the front row at­
tracted his eye particularly—one containing highly pol­
ished stones of red, brown, yellow, and green; the other 
a single variety, all of a subtranslucent quality, leek­
green in color, and covered with small red spots. Ellery 
noted that both these trays were in direct line with 
the place where Orr’s hand had smashed the glass case.

He went over to the trembling little assistant, Sam 
Mingo, who had quieted down and was standing by 
Mrs. Orr, clutching her hand like a child. “Mingo,” he 
said, touching the man. Mingo started with a leap of 
his stringy muscles. “Don’t be alarmed, Mingo. Just 
step over here with me for a moment.” Ellery smiled 
reassuringly, took the man’s arm, and led him to the 
shattered case.

And Ellery said: “How is it that Martin Orr both­
ered with such trifles as these? I see rubies here, and 
emeralds, but the others. . . . Was he a lapidary as well 
as a curio dealer?”

ORR’S ASSISTANT mumbled: “No. 
N-no, he was not. But he always liked 
the baubles. The baubles, he called them. 
Kept them for love. Most of them are 
birth-stones. He sold a few. This is a 
complete line.”

“What are those green stones with the red spots?”
“Bloodstones.”
“And this tray of red, brown, yellow, and green 

ones?”
“All jaspers. The common ones are red, brown, and 

yellow. The few green ones in the tray are more valu­
able. . . . The bloodstone is itself a variety of jasper. 
Beautiful! And. . . .”

“Yes, yes,” said Ellery hastily. “From which tray 
did the amethyst in Orr’s hand come, Mingo?”

Mingo shivered and pointed a crinkled forefinger 
to a tray in the rear row, at the corner of the case.

"All the amethysts are kept in this one tray?”
“Yes. You can see for yourself—”
“Here!” growled the Inspector, approaching. “Min­

go! I want you to look over the stock. Check every­
thing. See if anything’s been stolen.”

“Yes, sir,” said Orr’s assistant timidly, and began 
to potter about the shop with lagging steps. Ellery 
looked about. The door to the back room was twenty- 
five feet from the spot where Orr had been assaulted. 
No desk in the shop itself, he observed, no paper 
about. . . .

“Well, son,” said the Inspector in troubled tones, “it 
looks as if we’re on the trail of something. I don’t 
like it. . . . Finally dragged it out of these birds. I 
thought it was funny this business of breaking up a 
weekly Saturday night poker game at half past twelve. 
They had a fight!”



“Who engaged in fisticuffs with whom?”
“Oh, don’t be funny. It's this Pike feller, the stock­

broker. Seems they all had something to drink dur­
ing the game. They played stud, and Orr, with an 
ace-king-queen-jack showing, raised the roof off the 
play. Everybody dropped out except Pike; he had 
three sixes. Well, Orr gave it everything he had and 
when Pike threw' his cards away on a big over-raise, 
Orr cackled, showed his hole-card—a deuce!—and 
raked in the pot. Pike, who’d lost his pile on the 
hand, began to grumble; he and Orr had words—you 
know how those things start. They were all pie-eyed, 
anyway, says the Duke. Almost a fist-fight. The 
others interfered, but it broke up the game.”

“They all left together?”
“Yes. Orr stayed behind to clean up the mess in the 

backroom. The five others went out together and sep­
arated a few blocks away. Any one of 'em could have 
come back and pulled off the job before Orr shut up 
shop!"

“And what does Pike say?”
“What the deuce would you expect him to say? That 

he went right home and to bed, of course.”
“The others ?”
“They deny any knowledge of what happened after 

they left here last night. . . . Well, Mingo? Anything 
missing ?"

Mingo said helplessly: “Everything seems all right.”
“I thought so,” said the Inspector with satisfaction. 

“This is a grudge kill, son. . Well, I want to talk to 
these fellers some more. . . . What’s eating you?”

Ellery lighted a cigaret. “A few random thoughts. 
Have you decided in your own mind why Orr dragged 
himself about the shop when he was three-quarters 
dead, broke the glass-domed clock, pulled an amethyst 
out of the gem-case?”

“That,” said the Inspector, the troubled look re­
turning, “is what I'm all foggy about. I can't—- 
’Scuse me.” He returned hastily to the waiting group 
of men.

Ellery took Mingo's lax arm. “Get a grip on your­
self, man. I want you to look at that smashed clock 
for a moment. Don't be afraid of Orr—dead men don't 
bite, Mingo." He pushed the little assistant toward 
the paper-covered corpse. “Now tell me something 
about that clock. Has it a history?”

“Not much of one. It’s a h-hundred and sixty-nine 
years old. Not especially valuable. Curious piece be­
cause of the glass dome over it. Happens to be the 
only glass-domed clock we have. That’s all.”

Ellery polished the lenses of his pince-nez, set the 
glasses firmly on his nose, and bent over to examine 
the fallen clock. It had a black wooden base, circular, 
about nine inches deep, and scarified with age. On 
this the clock was set—ticking away cosily. The dome 
of glass had fitted into a groove around the top of 
the black base, sheathing the clock completely. With 
the dome unshattered, the entire piece must have stood 

about two feet high.
Ellery rose, and his lean face was thoughtful. Mingo 

looked at him in a sort of stupid anxiety. “Did Pike, 
Oxman, Vincent, Gurney, or Paul ever own this piece?”

Mingo shook his head. “No, sir. We’ve had it for 
many years. We couldn’t get rid of it. Certainly those 
gentlemen didn't want it.”

“Then none of the five ever tried to purchase the 
clock?”

“Of course not.”
“Admirable," said Ellery. “Thank you.” Mingo felt 

that he had been dismissed; he hesitated, shuffled his 
feet, and finally went over to the silent widow and 
stood by her side. Ellery knelt on the cement floor 
and with difficulty loosened the grip of the dead man's 
fingers about the amethyst. He saw that the stone 
was a clear glowing purple in color, shook his head as 
if in perplexity, and rose.

Vincent, the stocky Wall Street gambler with the 
tight face, was saying to the Inspector in a rusty voice: 
“—can’t see why you suspect any of us. Pike partic­
ularly. What’s in a little quarrel? We’ve always been 
good friends, all of us. Last night we were pickled—”

“Sure," said the Inspector gently. “Last night you 
were pickled. A drunk sort of forgets himself at 
times, Vincent. Liquor affects a man’s morals as well 
as his head.”

“Nuts!" said the yellow-eyeballed Gurney suddenly. 
“Stop sleuthing, Inspector. You're barking up the 
wrong tree. Vincent’s right. We're all friends. It was 
Pike’s birthday last week." Ellery stood very still. 
“We all sent him gifts. Had a celebration, and Orr 
was the cockiest of us all. Does that look like the 
preparation for a pay-off?”

Ellery stepped forward, and his eyes were shining. 
All his temper had fled by now, and his nostrils were 
quivering with the scent of the chase. “And when was 
this celebration held, gentlemen?” he asked softly.

Stanley Oxman puffed out his cheeks. “Now they’re 
going to suspect a birthday blowout! Last Monday, 
mister. This past Monday. What of it ?”

“This past Monday," said Ellery. “How nice. Mr. 
Pike, your gifts—”

“For God's sake. . . ." Pike’s eyes were tortured..
“When did you receive them?”
“Alter the party, during the week. Boys sent them 

up to me. I didn’t see any of them until last night, 
at the poker game.”

The others nodded their heads in concert: the In­
spector was looking at Ellery with puzzlement. Ellery 
grinned, adjusted his pince-nez, and spoke to his father 
aside. The weight of the Inspector's puzzlement, if 
his face was a scale, increased. But he said quietly 
to the white-haired broker: “Mr. Pike, you’re going 
to take a little trip with Mr. Queen and Sergeant Velie. 
Just for a few moments. The others of you stay here 
with me. Mr. Pike, please remember not to try any­
thing—foolish.”



'the sidewalk

PIKE WAS incapable of speech; his 
head twitched sidewise and he buttoned 
his coat for the twentieth time. Nobody 
said anything. Sergeant Velie took Pike’s 
arm, and Ellery preceded them into the 
early-morning peace of Fifth Avenue. On 
he asked Pike his address, the broker 

dreamily gave him a street-and-number, Ellery hailed 
a taxicab, and the three men were driven in silence to 
an apartment-building a mile farther uptown. They 
took a self-service elevator to the seventh floor, 
marched a few steps to a door, Pike fumbled with a 
key, and they went into his apartment.

“Let me see your gifts, please,” said Ellery without 
expression—the first words uttered since they had 
stepped into the taxicab. Pike led them to a den-like 
room. On a table stood four boxes of different shapes, 
and a handsome silver cup. “There,” he said in a 
cracked voice.

Ellery went swiftly to the table. He picked up the 
silver cup. On it was engraved the sentimental legend:

To a True Friend 
ARNOLD PIKE 
March 1, 1876 to------

J. D. Vincent

“Rather macabre humor, Mr. Pike,” said Ellery, 
setting the cup down, “since Vincent has had space 
left for the date of your demise.” Pike began to speak, 
then shivered and clamped his pale lips together.

Ellery removed the lid of a tiny black box. Inside, 
imbedded in a cleft between two pieces of purple vel­
vet, there was a man’s signet-ring, a magnificent and 
heavy circlet the signet of which revealed the coat- 
of-arms of royalist Russia. “The tattered old eagle,” 
murmured Ellery. “Let’s see what our friend the ex­
Duke has to say.” On a card in the box, inscribed in 
minute script, the following was written in French:

“To my good friend Arnold Pike on his 50th 
birthday. March the first ever makes me sad. I 
remember that day in 1917—two weeks before 
the Czar’s abdication—the quiet, then the storm. 
. . . But be merry, Arnold! Accept this signet­
ring, given to me by my royal Cousin, as a token 
of my esteem. Long life!

PAUL.”

Ellery did not comment. He restored ring and card 
to the box, and picked up another, a large flat packet. 
Inside there was a gold-tipped Morocco-leather wallet. 
The card tucked into one of the pockets said:

“Twenty-one years of life’s rattle
And men are no longer boys, 

They gird their loins for the battle
And throw away their toys—

“But here’s a cheerful plaything
For a white-haired old mooncalf, 

Who may act like any May-thing
For nine years more and a half! ”

“Charming verse,” chuckled Ellery. “Another mis­
begotten poet. Only a newspaper man would indite 
such nonsense. This is Gurney’s?”

“Yes,” muttered Pike. “It’s nice, isn’t it?”
“If you’ll pardon me,” said Ellery, “it’s rotten.” He 

threw aside the wallet and seized a larger carton. In­
side there was a glittering pair of patent-leather carpet 
slippers; the card attached read:

“Happy Birthday, Arnold! May WTe Be All 
Together On As Pleasant a March First to Cele­
brate Your 100th Anniversary! Martin.”

“A poor prophet,” said Ellery dryly. “And what’s 
this?” He laid the shoebox down and picked up a 
small flat box. In it he saw a gold-plated cigaret- 
case, with the initials A. P. engraved on the lid. The 
accompanying card read:

“Good luck on your fiftieth birthday. I look 
forward to your sixtieth on March first, 1936, for 
another bout of whoopee! Stanley Oxman.”

“And Mr. Stanley Oxman,” remarked Ellery, put­
ting down the cigaret-case, “was a little less sanguine 
than Martin Orr. His imagination reached no farther 
than sixty, Mr. Pike. A significant point.”

“I can’t see----- ” began the broker in a stubborn
little mutter, “why you have to bring my friends into 
it----- ”

Sergeant Velie gripped his elbow, and he winced. 
Ellery shook his head disapprovingly at the man­
mountain. “And now, Mr. Pike, I think we may re­
turn to Martin Orr’s shop. Or, as the Sergeant might 
fastidiously phrase it, the scene of the crime. . . . Very 
interesting. Very interesting. It almost compensates 
for an empty belly.”

“You got something?” whispered Sergeant Velie 
hoarsely as Pike preceded them into a taxicab down­
stairs.

“Cyclops,” said Ellery, “all God’s chillun got some­
thing. Rut I got everything.”

THREE

SERGEANT VELIE disappeared somewhere en 
route to the curio shop, and Arnold Pike’s spirits lilted 
at once. Ellery eyed him quizzically. "One thing, Mr. 
Pike,” he said as the taxicab turned into Fifth Avenue, 
“before we disembark. How long have you six men 
been acquainted?”

The broker sighed. “It’s complicated. My only 
friend of considerable duration is Leo; Gurney, you 



know. Known each other for fifteen years. But then 
Orr and the Duke have been friends since 1918, I un­
derstand, and of course Stan Oxman and Orr have 
known each other—knew each other—for many years. 
T met Vincent about a year ago through my business 
affiliations and introduced him into our little clique.”

‘ Had you yourself and the others—Oxman, Orr, 
Paul—been acquainted before this time two years 
ago ?"

Pike looked puzzled. “I don’t see. . . . Why, no. I 
met Oxman and the Duke a year and a half ago 
through Orr.”

‘‘And that,” murmured Ellery, “is so perfect that I 
don't care if I never have breakfast. Here we are, Mr. 
Pike.”

They found a glum group awaiting their return— 
nothing had changed, except that Orr’s body had dis­
appeared, Dr. Prouty was gone, and some attempt at 
sweeping up the glass fragments of the domed clock 
had been made. The Inspector was in a fever of im­
patience, demanded to know where Sergeant Velie was, 
what Ellery had sought in Pike’s apartment. . . . Ellery 
whispered something to him, and the old man looked 
startled. Then he dipped his fingers into his brown 
snuff-box and partook with grim relish.

The regal expatriate cleared his bull throat. “You 
have mystery re-solved?” he rumbled. “Yuss?”

“Your Highness,” said Ellery gravely, “I have indeed 
mystery re-solved.” He whirled and clapped his palms 
together ; they jumped. “Attention, please I Piggott,” 
he said to a detective, “stand at that door and don’t let 
anyone in but Sergeant Velie.”

THE DETECTIVE nodded. Ellery 
studied the faces about him. If one of 
them was apprehensive, he had ample con­
trol of his physiognomy. They all seemed 
merely interested, now that the first shock 
of the tragedy had passed them by. Mrs.
Mingo’s fragile hand; her eyes did not 

once leave Ellery’s face. The fat little jeweler, the 
journalist, the two Wall Street men, the Russian ex­
duke. ...

“An absorbing affair,” grinned Ellery, “and quite 
elementary, despite its points of interest. Follow me 
closely.” He went over to the counter and picked up 
the purple amethyst which had been clutched in the 
dead man’s hand. He looked at it and smiled. Then 
he glanced at the other object on the counter—the 
round-based clock, with the fragments of its glass dome 
protruding from the circular groove.

“Consider the situation. Martin Orr, brutally beat­
en about the head, manages in a last desperate living 
action to crawl to the jewel-case on the counter, pick 
out this gem, then go to the stone pedestal and pull the 
glass-domed clock from it. Whereupon, his mysterious 
mission accomplished, he dies.

“Why should a dying man engage in such a baffling 

procedure? There can be only one general explanation. 
He knows his assailant and is endeavoring to leave 
clues to his assailant’s identity.” At this point the In­
spector nodded, and Ellery grinned again behind the 
curling smoke of his cigaret. “But such clues! Why? 
Well, what would you expect a dying man to do if he 
wished to leave behind him the name of his murderer? 
The answer is obvious: he would write it. But on Orr’s 
body we find no paper, pen, or pencil; and no paper in 
the immediate vicinity. Where else might he secure 
writing materials? Well, you will observe that Martin 
Orr was assaulted at a spot twenty-five feet from the 
door of the back room. The distance, Orr must have 
felt, was too great for his failing strength. Then Orr 
couldn’t write the name of his murderer except by the 
somewhat fantastic method of dipping his finger into 
his own blood and using the floor as a slate. Such an 
expedient probably didn’t occur to him.

“He must have reasoned with rapidity, life ebbing 
out of him at every breath. Then—he crawled to the 
case, broke the glass, took out the amethyst. Then— 
he crawled to the pedestal and dragged off the glass- 
domed clock. Then—he died. So the amethyst and 
the clock were Martin Orr’s bequest to the police. You 
can almost hear him say: ‘Don’t fail me. This is clear, 
simple, easy. Punish my murderer.’ ”

Mrs. Orr gasped, but the expression on her wrinkled 
face did not alter. Mingo began to sniffle. The others 
waited in total silence.

“The clock first,” said Ellery lazily. “The first 
thing one thinks of in connection with a timepiece is 
time. Was Orr trying, then, by dragging the clock off 
the pedestal, to smash the works and. stopping the 
clock, so fix the time of his murder? Offhand a possi­
bility, it is true; but if this was his purpose, it failed, 
because the clock didn’t stop running after all. While 
this circumstance does not invalidate the time-inter­
pretation, further consideration of the whole problem 
does. For you five gentlemen had left Orr in a body. 
The time of the assault could not possibly be so checked 
against your return to your several residences as to 
point inescapably to one of you as the murderer. Orr 
must have realized this, if he thought of it at all; in 
other words, there wouldn't be any particular point to 
such a purpose on Orr’s part.

“And there is still another—and more conclusive— 
consideration that invalidates the time-interpretation; 
and that is, that Orr crawled past a table full of run­
ning clocks to get to this glass-domed one. If it had 
been time he was intending to indicate, he could have 
preserved his energies by stopping at this table and 
pulling down one of the many clocks upon it. But no 
—he deliberately passed that table to get to the glass- 
domed clock. So it wasn’t time.

“Very well. Now. since the glass-domed clock is 
the only one of its kind in the shop, it must have been 
not time in the general sense but this particular time­
piece in the specific sense by which Martin Orr was 



motivated. But what could this particular timepiece 
possibly indicate? In itself, as Mr. Mingo has informed 
me, it has no personal connotation with anyone con­
nected with Orr. The idea that Orr was leaving a 
clue to a clock-maker is unsound; none of you gentle­
men follows that delightful craft, and certainly Mr. 
Oxman, the jeweler, could not have been indicated when 
so many things in the gem-case would have served.”

Oxman began to perspire; he fixed his eyes on the 
jewel in Ellery’s hand.

“Then it wasn’t a professional meaning from the 
clock, as a clock,” continued Ellery equably, “that Orr 
was trying to convey. But what is there about this 
particular clock which is different from the other 
clocks in the shop?” Ellery shot his forefinger for­
ward. “This particular clock has a glass dome over 
it!” He straightened slowly. “Can any of you gentle­
men think of a fairly common object almost perfectly 
suggested by a glass-domed clock?”

No one answered, but Vincent and Pike began to lick 
their lips. “I see signs of intelligence,” said Ellery. 
“Let me be more specific. What is it—I feel like 
Sam Lloyd!—that has a base, a glass dome, and tick­
ing machinery inside the dome?” Still no answer. 
“Well,” said Ellery, “I suppose I should have expected 
reticence. Of course, it’s a stock-ticker !”

B
THEY STARED at him, and then all 
eyes turned to examine the whitening 
faces of J. I). Vincent and Arnold Pike. 
“Yes,” said Ellery, “you may well gaze 
upon the countenances of the Messieurs 
Vincent and Pike. For they are the only 
two of our little cast who are connected with stock­
tickers: Mr. Vincent is a Wall Street operator, Mr. 

Pike is a broker.” Quietly two detectives left a wall 
and approached the two men.

“Whereupon,” said Ellery, “we lay aside the glass- 
domed clock and take up this very fascinating little 
bauble in my hand.” He held up the amethyst. “A 
purple amethyst—there are bluish-violet ones, you 
know. What could this purple amethyst have signified 
to Martin Orr’s frantic brain? The obvious thing is 
that it is a jewel. Mr. Oxman looked disturbed a mo­
ment ago; you needn’t be, sir. The jewelry signifi­
cance of this amethyst is eliminated on two counts. 
The first is that the tray on which the amethysts lie is 
in a corner at the rear of the shattered case. It was 
necessary for Orr to reach far into the case. If it was 
a jewel he sought, why didn’t he pick any one of the 
stones nearer to his palsied hand? For any single one 
of them would connote ‘jeweler’. But no; Orr went to 
the excruciating trouble of ignoring what was close at 
hand—as in the business of the clock—and deliberately 
selected something from an inconvenient place. Then 
the amethyst did not signify a jeweler, but something 
else.

“The second is this, Mr. Oxman: certainly Orr knew 

that the stock-ticker clue would not fix guilt on one 
person; for two of his cronies are connected with 
stocks. On the other hand, did Orr have two assail­
ants, rather than one? Not likely. For if by the 
amethyst he meant to connote you, Mr. Oxman, and 
by the glass-domed clock he meant to connote either 
Mr. Pike or Mr. Vincent, he was still leaving a wabbly 
trail; for we still would not know whether Mr. Pike or 
Mr. Vincent was meant. Did he have three assailants, 
then? You see, we are already in the realm of fantasy. 
No, the major probability is that, since the glass-domed 
clock cut the possibilities down to two persons, the 
amethyst was meant to single out one of those two.

“How does the amethyst pin one of these gentlemen 
down? What significances besides the obvious one of 
jewelry does the amethyst suggest? Well, it is a rich 
purple in color. Ah, but one of your coterie fits here: 
His Highness the ex-Duke is certainly one born to the 
royal purple, even if it is an ex-ducal purple, as it 
were. . . .”

The soldierly Russian growled: “I am not Highness. 
You know nothing of royal address!” His dark face 
became suffused with blood, and he broke into a volley 
of guttural Russian.

Ellery grinned. “Don’t excite yourself—Your Grace, 
is it? Yau weren't meant. For if we postulate you, we 
again drag in a third person and leave unsettled the 
question of which Wall Street man Orr meant to accuse; 
we’re no better off than before. Avaunt, royalty!

“Other possible significances? Yes. There is a spe­
cies of humming-bird, for instance, known as the 
amethyst. Out! We have no aviarists here. For an­
other thing, the amethyst was connected with ancient 
Hebrew ritual—an Orientalist told me this once— 
breastplate decoration of the high-priest, or some such 
thing. Obviously inapplicable here. No, there is only 
one other possible application.” Ellery turned to the 
stocky gambler. “Mr. Vincent, what is your birth­
date?”

Vincent stammered: “November s-second.”
“Splendid. That eliminates you.” Ellery stopped 

abruptly. There was a stir at the door and Sergeant 
Velie barged in with a very grim face. Ellery smiled. 
“Well, Sergeant, was my hunch about motive correct?”

Velie said: “And how. He forged Orr’s signature to 
a big check. Money-trouble, all right. Orr hushed the 
matter up, paid, and said he’d collect from the forger. 
The banker doesn’t even know who the forger is.”

“Congratulations are in order, Sergeant. Our mur­
derer evidently wished to evade repayment. Murders 
have been committed for less vital reasons.” Ellery 
flourished his pince-nez. “I said, Mr. Vincent, that you 
are eliminated. Eliminated because the only other sig­
nificance of the amethyst left to us is that it is a birth- 
stone. But the November birth-stone is a topaz. On 
the other hand, Mr. Pike has just celebrated a birthday 
which. . . .”

And with these words, as Pike gagged and the others 



broke into excited gabble, Ellery made a little sign to 
Sergeant Velie, and himself leaped forward. But it 
was not Arnold Pike who found himself in the crushing 
grip of Velie and staring into Ellery’s amused eyes.

It was the newspaper man, Leo Gurney.

FOUR

“AS I said,” explained Ellery later, in the privacy 
of the Queens' living-room and after his belly had been 
comfortably filled with food, “this has been a ridicu­
lously elementary problem.” The Inspector toasted his 
stockinged feet before the fire, and grunted. Sergeant 
Velie scratched his head. “You don't think so?

“But look. It was evident, when I decided what the 
clues of the clock and the amethyst were intended to 
convey, that Arnold Pike was the man meant to be 
indicated. For what is the month of which the ame­
thyst is the birth-stone? February—in both the Polish 
and Jewish birth-stone systems, the two almost uni- 
verally recognized. Of the two men indicated by the 
clock-clue, Vincent was eliminated because his birth­
stone is a topaz. Was Pike’s birthday, then in Febru­
ary? Seemingly not, for he celebrated it—this year, 
1926—in March! March first, observe. What could 
this mean? Only one thing: since Pike was the sole 
remaining possibility, then his birthday was in Febru­
ary, but on the twenty-ninth, on Leap Day, as it’s 
called, and 1926 not being a Leap Year, Pike chose to 
celebrate his birthday on the day on which it would 
ordinarily fall, March first.

“But this meant that Martin Orr, to have left the 
amethyst, must have known Pike's birthday to be in 
February, since he seemingly left the February birth­
stone as a clue. Yet what did I find on the card accom­
panying Orr’s gift of carpet-slippers to Pike last week? 
‘May we all be together on as pleasant a March first to 
celebrate your hundredth anniversary.' But if Pike is 
fifty years old in 1926, he was born in 1876—a Leap 
Year—and his hundredth anniversary would be 1976, 
also a Leap Year. They wouldn’t celebrate Pike’s birth­
day on his hundredth anniversary on March first I Then 
Orr didn't know Pike’s real birthday was February 
twenty-ninth, or he would have said so on the card. He 
thought it was March.

“But the person who left the amethyst sign did know 
Pike’s birth-month was February, since, he left Febru­
ary’s birth-stone. We’ve just established that Martin 
Orr didn't know Pike’s birth-month was February, but 
thought it was March. Therefore Martin Orr was not 
the one who selected the amethyst.

“ANY CONFIRMATION? Yes. The 
birth-stone for March in the Polish sys­
tem is the bloodstone; in the Jewish it’s 
the jasper. But both these stones were 
nearer a groping hand than the amethysts, 
which lay in a tray at the back of the 
ter words, whoever selected the amethyst 

■zoni.

case. In ot

deliberately ignored the March stones in favor of the 
February stone, and therefore knew that Pike was born 
in February, not in March. But had Orr selected a 
stone, it would have been bloodstone or jasper, since 
he believed Pike was born in March. Orr eliminated 
again.

“But if Orr did not select the amethyst, as I’ve 
shown, then what have we? Palpably, a frame-up. 
Someone arranged matters to make us believe that Orr 
himself had selected the amethyst and smashed the 
clock. You can see the murderer dragging poor old 
Orr’s dead body around, leaving the blood-trail on 
purpose. . . .”

Ellery sighed. “I never did believe Orr left those 
signs. It was all too pat, too slick, too weirdly unreal. 
It is conceivable that a dying man will leave one clue to 
his murderer’s identity, but two. . . .” Ellery shook his 
head.

“If Orr didn’t leave the clues, who did? Obviously 
the murderer. But the clues deliberately led to Arnold 
Pike. Then Pike couldn’t be the murderer, for cer­
tainly he would not leave a trail to himself had he 
killed Orr.

“Who else? Well, one thing stood out. Whoever 
killed Orr, framed Pike, and really selected that ame­
thyst, knew Pike’s birthday to be in February. Orr 
and Pike we have eliminated. Vincent didn’t know 
Pike’s birthday was in February, as witness his inscrip­
tion on the silver cup. Nor did our friend the ex-Duke. 
who also wrote ‘March the first’ on his card. Oxman 
didn’t—he said they’d celebrate Pike’s sixtieth birthday 
on March first, 1936—a Leap Year, observe, when 
Pike’s birthday would be celebrated on February 
twenty-ninth. . . . Don’t forget that we may accept 
these cards’ evidence as valid; the cards were sent 
before the crime, and the crime would have no connec­
tion in the murderer’s mind with Pike’s five birthday­
cards. The flaw in the murderer’s plot was that he 
assumed—a natural error—that Orr and perhaps the 
others, too, knew Pike’s birthday really fell on Leap 
Day. And he never did see the cards which proved the 
others didn’t know, because Pike himself told us that 
after the party Monday night he did not see any of the 
others until last night, the night of the murder.”

“I’ll be fried in lard,” muttered Sergeant Velie, shak­
ing his head.

“No doubt,” grinned Ellery. “But we’ve left some­
one out. How about Leo Gurney, the newspaper 
feature-writer? His stick o’ doggerel said that Pike 
wouldn’t reach the age of twenty-one for another nine 
and a half years. Interesting? Yes, and damning. 
For this means he considered facetiously that Pike was 
at the time of writing eleven and a half years old. 
But how is this possible, even in humorous verse? It’s 
possible only if Gurney knew that Pike’s birthday falls 
on February twenty-ninth, which occurs only once in 
four years! Fifty divided by four is twelve and a 
half. But since the year 1900 for some reason I’ve 



never been able to discover, was not a Leap Year, 
Gurney was right, and actually Pike had celebrated 
only ‘eleven and a half’ birthdays.”

And Ellery drawled: “Being the only one who knew 
Pike’s birthday to be in February, then Gurney was 

the only one who could have selected the amethyst. 
Then Gurney arranged matters to make it seem that 
Orr was accusing Pike. Then Gurney was the mur­
derer of Orr. . . .

“Simple? As a child’s sum!”



BURLINGAME THE MAGNIFICENT
(Continued from page 127)

—that’s better. Now let me understand this thoroughly. 
You say, Mr. Van Huysen, that you bought some Bor­
der Oil from this man?”

“I have it all!” admitted Mr. Van Huysen modestly.
‘ God bless us I And after what I told you down­

stairs?”
Mr. Van Huysten gestured contemptuously. “Come, 

come! You and I understand all about that. Let’s get 
down to brass tacks.”

His promise to deal through Wiggin & Company was 
forgotten. Here was their client and here also was 
the stock. Why worry about niceties?

“Brass tacks?” repeated .Mr. Burlingame, with a puz­
zled expression. “I’m afraid I don’t quite grasp the 
point.”

“I’ll let you have the stock at my figure,” said Mr. 
Van Huysen bluntly. “Don’t let’s beat around the 
bush.”

“You’ll let me have it!” ejaculated Mr. Burlingame, 
politely incredulous. “Why, my dear man, I don’t 
want it!"

Something in this calm statement, some underlying 
quality of finality, chilled Mr. Van Huysen to the core. 
Suddenly, as through a mist, he saw how he had been 
duped. The whole thing was a clever frame, and he, 
supposedly a front ranker himself, had tumbled like the 
clumsiest lout—to the tune of twenty thousand dollars! 
The Wiggin order, of course, had been cancelled, and 
he was holding the bag.

His face purpled, and his blunt chin shot out aggres­
sively.

“I told you the stuff was only worth six cents,” re­
minded Mr. Yates, somewhat nervously. “And in front 
of the manager, too! ”

“A trick!" roared Mr. Van Huysen, whirling on him 
so furiously that the startled Yates nearly went over 
backward in his rocker. “And as for you, you sancti­
monious old buzzard," whirling on the impassive Mr. 
Burlingame, “I’ll—I’ll-----”

“You’ll do nothing,” said Mr. Burlingame coldly. 
“At no time has anything been misrepresented to you. 
On the contrary, in the presence of others, both Mr. 
Yates and I have distinctly informed you that this stock 
was worth practically nothing. You haven't a leg to 
stand on, my dear fellow.”

“Ha! ” Mr. Van Huysen snorted. “So it begins to 
leak out, eh? Well, my fine Mr. Swindler, haven't you 
ever heard of conspiracy? Conspiracy to defraud! 
Laugh that off I ”

Mr. Burlingame did nothing of the sort. Apparently 
the triumphant inflection in the other's words was lost 
upon him. He merely elevated his brows in slight in­
difference and said: “You are talking in riddles. I 
know of no conspiracy.”

Mr. Van Huysen, a grim light in his eyes, leaned 
forward and played his ace. “Oh, you don’t!" he 
gritted. “Well, how about those prearranged telegrams?”

Mr. Yates looked genuinely alarmed. Mr. Burlingame 
merely smiled frostily.

' “Telegrams?” he said softly, fixing upon the flushed 
Van Huysen a narrowed gaze that glittered. “I’m sure 
that I don’t quite understand, my dear sir. Did I hear 
correctly? Telegrams!”

Mr. Van Huysen started to say something, but was 
interrupted by a thought that left him suddenly in­
articulate and weak. How in heaven’s name could he 
ever press an action based almost entirely on his own 
admission that he had bribed an employee of the hotel 
—conspired himself to break the law? The answer, to 
one of his experience, was plain.

He could not!

HE STOOD up abruptly, knocking his 
chair over backwards, and strode heavily 
toward the door. “We’ll settle this later! ” 
he growled, turning to bestow an ominous 
scowl upon the nonchalant Mr. Burlin­
game. “I’ll find a way to wipe that smug 

look off your map, and don’t you forget it!”
“I say!” called Mr. Burlingame, as Mr. Van Huysen 

wrenched the door open. “I don’t want you to feel too 
cut up about this. In a way, I’d even be willing to 
mitigate your loss, if you’d care to have me.”

“Yes?” snapped Mr. Van Huysen. “How?”
“Well," replied Mr. Burlingame blandly, “I have 

some more slock upstairs. It may pan out, some day. 
If you'd care to buy any, say a thousand shares or so, 
I’d----- ”

The door slammed—violently.



This Night I Live ’

T
he thunder of hoofbeats 
camo nearer and nearer!'

Sadi Hafiz swung out from the W,,-j> 
saddle and caught the terrified 
girl in his arms. IP-* \
"Th is night I live The cried hoarsely, fc?,.. j

Sadi Hafiz was jubilant At last he e;, > 
had within his grasp the beautiful : -. 
English girl for whose possession men 
had fought and even committed murder!

Who was this girl roared in luxury, the idol of 
her father— tho darling of London society ? Wliat i-*1 
was she doing in the desorb tent of Sadi Hafiz? •£1 
What was to oe her fate ?

And that hideous beggar who was to play such (2 
Bn active part In that desert drama—who was het 
Sadi Hafiz did not know— nor the girl — no more »* 
than you do now. £&

But the astounding secret they learned, you m 
too will want to learn; you'll also want to know S 
about Julius Welling of Scotland Yard; Lady 
Joau Carstoo with hor strange secret; the steal thy - 3 
Midnight Monks; and the others caught in this jj 
tangled web of mystery. Here indeed is one of « 
the strangest tales ever told.

And this is only one of the famous books
here offered you in a Splendid New Edi- IESp " 1
tion of the latest collection of thrillers by k ' j

EDGAR WALLACE
10 Volumes of Breathless Suspense — Especially Bound in Rich, 
Durable Leather-grained Material with Genuine Gold Stamping!

T TERR is Edgar Wallace at his very best—Edgar 
11 Wallace, acknowledged the world over as the 
master of the mystery story — whose uncanny faculty of 
producing hair-raising thrills and complete mystification 
has never been equalled.

Never has a mystery story writer been so popular. Every­
body roads his stories —everybody flocks to tho theatres 
where his plays are given—onstage or on the screen— every­
where you go. people talk about Edgar Wallace—marvel at 
his gift for creating such unusua 1 characters, such weird 
situations, such hair-raising suspense.

Wherever his scenes are laid —whether in Chicago or Lon- 
<1oq or T anglers—you feel the actual atmosphere ofthe place.

Relax—Increase Your Efficiency
Good mystery stories make a tonic for tired minds—they 

rest, distract, amuse and relax you. That is why statesmen, 
bankers, educators, merchants—subject to daily stress and 
etrain — turn to the mystery story as a ship to a welcoming 

harbor from a turbulent sea.

Half Price If You 
Act At Once I

A« a special tribute to Ed- 
gar Wallace, who recently 
died in California, this uni­

form edition of bis most recent books has just been 
printed. A limited number of sets are bound in rich 
material that looks like leather and wears even better.

The depression has enabled us to secure these re- - 
markable sots at an extremely low figure, and we /T 
are now offering them to you while they last at A 
50% Discount From the Publisher4* List Pries. jJv 
But the quantity in this special binding is Ay 
strictly limited, and you must act quickly & 
to take advantage of this great bargain. So dy 
send the coupon now. You risk nothing. DK9T 

61 1-10-3310 Days’ Free Examination ♦
No Money Down — just tear off - 

and mall this tree examination cou- 
pon today. If. after ten days, you /e 11<t . 
are not delighted and do not feel SF
that this set is the most won- A-
derful set of books you have
szy zy®lv8d-a?gworth .f sm«
twice the money—then re- < wallace bound in leather 
turn the set to US at OUT , / grained material, sold title*, 
expense and you owe us wS y 10 1««»<feHprht-
nothing. But- .n'S-,,t.^"r"don&y„’SJP?l
Mail the Coupon /•

TAHAV t t!— .wuninatHW to eo.t Bui Bochin,.
lUUAl i 5% OFF FOR CASH

Dndtrnl.



ANSWERS TO PUZZLES

I. THE FOOTPRINT MYSTERY—If there was a 
murder, then two people must have been involved: 
McAndrew the victim and Stone the murderer. Both 
then must have been in the cabin when the crime was 
committed. Only one could have left the cabin after 
the murder—Stone, the murderer. McAndrew was killed 
near the end of the snowstorm; therefore Stone must 
have left footprints in the snow on leaving the cabin. 
Since the snow showed the Sheriff only one set of foot­
prints, then that set must have been made by Stone 
on leaving the cabin. But the footprints were going 
toward the cabin, not away from the cabin. How is 
this possible if Stone had to leave prints on going away 
from the cabin? Onlj’ if Stone left the cabin walking 
backwards.

II. AUTHOR ANAGRAMS—(1) Edgar Wallace, (2) 
A. Conan Doyle, (3) S. S. Van Dine, (4) Earl Derr 
Biggers, (5) Mary Roberts Rinehart, (6) Barnaby 
Ross, (7) A. A. Milne, (8) Nick Carter, (9) Sax 
Rohmer, (10) A. E. W. Mason.

III. THE HARE-AND-TORTOISE PROBLEM— 
The answer is 7 miles. The principle behind this prob­
lem is simplicity itself. All you have to do is find out 
how long it took for the two tortoises to meet; and since 
the hare was in motion only while the tortoises were, 
stopping when they stopped, you can easily tell how 
much ground the hare covered when you also know at 
what rate he was travelling. Thus: The tortoises were 
960 feet apart when they started. They both travelled 
at the uniform rate of 4 feet per minute. It would take 
one tortoise at this rate, then, 240 minutes to travel 
the whole distance. But they were travelling toward 
each other at the same speed, so they would meet ex­
actly at the halfway mark, or at 480 feet, or after the 
lapse of 120 minutes—2 hours. Therefore the hare trav­
elled 2 hours also. Now the hare was running at the 
rate of 308 feet per minute. In one hour, at this rate, 
he would have travelled 308 x 60 (minutes), or a total 
of 18,480 feet. In two hours he would have travelled 
36,960 feet. Divide by 5,280 feet in a mile, and you 
get an answer of 7 miles.

IV. CRYPTOGRAM—The scheme of letter-substi­
tution is given in the deciphered message itself. The 
deciphered message is:

THIS CRYPTOGRAM IS SOLUBLE BY STRIK­
ING STANDARD TYPEWRITER KEYBOARD AS 
IF Q WERE A, W B, E C, ETC.

V. WORD-BUILDERS—The correct constructions 
would be:

I 
IT 
TIE 
RITE 
TRIPE 
PRIEST

E
BE
BET
ABET 
TABLE 
TABLET 
BATTLES

0
TO
POT
STOP
POETS 
TOPERS 
STROPHE 
TROPHIES

A
AT
TEA
MEAT
STEAM 
MASTER 
STREAMS 
MATTRESS 
TEAMSTERS

VI. HIDDEN CRIME-WORDS—The words asso­
ciated with the general field of crime, hidden in the ten 
sentences, are as follows: (1) CLEW, (2) REVOLVER, 
(3) GALLOWS, (4) STILETTO, (5) DEATH, (6) 
STRANGLE, (7) POISON, (8) RANSOM, (9) MUR­
DER, (10) AUTOPSY.

ANSWER TO CROSSWORD PUZZLE



WOULD HAVE KEPT US FROM WANT
"My husband meant to insure his life. It was uppermost 

In his mind that when things got a little better he would 
take out insurance to protect us . . . somehow he just 
never got around to it.

"And now we have only a few hundred dollars. When 
that's gone I don’t know what I shall do."

Tragic—-yet it represents a common occurrence in hun­
dreds of homes every day all over the United States. 
Almost seventy per cent, of the heads of families leave no 
insurance when they die.

Stop and think right now of the danger of delay. "I’ll 
take care of it tomorrow," you say—what if there should 
be no tomorrow? Your wife, your children—your loved 
ones, protect them this very minute.

Postal Life’s Dollar Policy
Designed for the thousands who, like yourself, want the 

fullest possible insurance protection at the lowest price, 
this Postal Dollar Policy meets the needs of these times 
perfectly. Only the Postal Life Insurance Co.’s DIRECT- 
BY-MAIL method of selling could give you an insurance 
value like this.

A Dollar a Month
Just a dollar a month will 

buy this 'modified life" pol­
icy with full cash and loan 
values, and paid-up and ex­
tended insurance privileges, 
no matter what your age. 
Glance over the table showing 
the “Amount of Insurance 
Purchaseable by a Monthly 
Premium of $1.00 for the 
next five years.” Note how 
much protection you can buy 
at this trifling cost. The pre­
miums you pay for the first 
five years are only one-half 
the permanent premiums 
(payable after five years) 
and these are reduced by the 
dividends Postal pays you as 
earned.

A Safe Company
For the past 28 years 

Postal Life Insurance Com­
pany has been providing in­
surance direct-by-mail to 
thousands upon thousands of 

thrifty, sensible people in every State in the Union. Postal 
Life has sold $70,000,000 of insurance through the United 
States Mails by its economical, direct selling plan.

Coupon Acta as Your Application
No matter what age, from 18 to 50 years, one dollar a month is all 

you pay tor this special polity. The amount of insurance that a 
dollar a month will buy. however, varies withi the_age. At age 21 it 
will buy 11,194 worth and at age 28, $1,003. Turn to the Table 
just below and you will And listed there the amount of insurance 
a dollar buys at your age. Two dollars will buy twice as much; 
three dollars, three times as much, and w on.

Decide how much insurance you should have to make the future 
safe for your family. Then fill in tha coupon below end send it 
with your first month's premium to the Postal Life Insurance 
Company. That's all—the Coupon acts as yeur Application.

Mail Coupon—W 2 Have No Agents
You act as your own agefflj and pocket the savings. Send coupon 

today with $1.09 (your first month's premium!. Thousands have 
already taken advantage of this wonderful dollar policy and can look 
th© future squarely in tho fam. knowing they have done their duty 
by their loved ones. You get your money back if your application 
is not accepted. You take no risk. Tear off and mall tho coupon today.

>1.00 a mo 
next fb 

pure 
Insur-

Aqe ance 
18 $1275 
19 1248 
20 1221 
21 1194 
22 1167 
23 1140 
24 1112 
25 1085 
26 1057 
27 1030 
28 1003 
29 976
30 948
31 921
32 894
33 868
34 840

nth for the 
e years 
tases

Insur- 
Aoe ance 
35 $813 
36 786
37 759
38 734
39 708
40 682
41 657
42 632
43 607
44 583
45 559
46 535
47 512 
48 489
49 467
50 445

FOR JUN10R8 
(10 yrs. to 20 yrs.)

We also issue a 
$1.00 policy for 
juniors. Write for 
Information to Dept.

244.

—----tear off—mail today----------
I Postal Life Insurance Co. Arthur Jordan, Pres.
• iJept. 244ML, 511 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.
I I with to apply for a life Insurance policy In accordance with your offer.
I
I My exact date of birth Is.............................................Rat*..............................
I
■ Place of Birth.....................................................Nationality................................

J My occupation Is.................................................... I wish to pay a premium of

*  per month. This entities me to.....................................
। worth of Insurance. I am enclosing the first month’s premium, which 
I will be returned to me If my application Is not accepted.

■ Insurance payable to......................................................................................
Full Name

• Relationship to me.................................................................................................

J Name........................................................................................................................ •

J Street and Number.......... ....................................................................................

। City....................................................................................... State..........................



SUCCESS thru LAW
•‘I find that nearly all positions com­
manding a salary of $10,000.00 a year 
or more are filled by men who ha ve studied 
law,” writes a prominent Eastern manu­
facturer. Whether you ever intend to prac­
tice law or not, spend your spare time at 
home training your mind to deal with 
problems from the sound, practical stand­
point of the trained attorney. The lawyer 
is a leader of men—in and out of business. 
Standard Oil of N. J., Packard Motor Co., 
Mutual Life Ins. Co., hundreds of cor­
porations are headed by legally trained
LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept. 10340-L Chicago. IIL

men. Law is the basis of all business— 
large or small. A full law course leading 
to the degree of LL. B. or shorter business 
law course under LaSalle guidance is avail­
able for your home study, 
Full and up-to-date texts 
and modem law library. 
Cost low—terms easy. 
Write today for our free 
but valuable books 
“Law Guide" and 
“Evidence.” Act 
Now.

WOULD YOU LIKE
OF THESE MYSTERY NOVELS

ABSOLUTELY FREE?

SEE INSIDE BACK-COVER FOR DETAILS

ACCOUNTING
,1k. the profession that pays*

Accountants command bi$ in- ing knowledge unnecessary— 
come. Thousands needed, we prepare you from groundup. 
About 12,000 Certified Public Our training is supervised by 
Accountants in U. S. Many Wm. B. Castenholz, A.M.. 
earn $3,000 to $20,OOO.We train C. P. A.. assisted by staff of 
you thoroughly at homein your C. P. A.’s. Lowcost—easy 
sparetime for C.P.A. examina- terms. Write now for valuable 
tions or executive accounting 64-page book free, “Accounting, 
positions. Previous bookkeep- the Profession That Pays.”
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY



Speak FRENCH at Once!
(Spanish, German or Italian) / /

This EAST Way
FIRST; Ton Listen
"Voulez Yous Faire

SECOND: You Speak
Une Promenade Avec Moi, 

Monsieur T'—invites the auda­
cious “Mademoiselle" of the 
Champs ElysSes — or, “Wollen 
Sie mit mir spazieren gehen?" 
from the flirtatious Madchen

CORTINAPHONE
The Standard Language

Method Since 1882

of Unter den Linden.
Paris, Bertin, Rome, Madrid—now 

these great fascinating centers of life 
and love, society, progress, business- 
are as much our neighbors as St Louis, 
Cleveland,Sau Francisco,Philadelphia !

The NEW DEAL has so ordered it I 
Participation, comradeship, co-opera­
tion, mutual protection—are the effects 
of the edicts of our great president.

So, whether we like it or not-we’ve 
now got to know at least one neigh­
bor's language, just as our English 
cousins who are geographically close 
to the European centers, need to know 
Spanish, French, German or Italian. 

Chances of Advancement 
and Making Money Doubled 

But one must not for an instant consider this necessity 
of knowing at least one other language an unpleasant
necessity! It is true that one’s chances of advance­
ment, of getting a job, of making money are actually 
doubled by knowing another language—but eo also are 
one’s social pleasure, happiness and appreciation of 
what other countries and people have to give us.

These things were of course true 51 years ago when 
the great Edison and Count Cortina worked together 
to develop the now world-renowned Cortinaphone 
Method of learning languages, and countless thou­
sands the world over have oenefited. But what was 
true of an isolated America half a century ago, is 
doubly true NOW of an America which leads the world 
and has become a neighbor to every nation on earth.

French, the diplomatic language of the world, with 
your English, will take you anywhere on the globe. 
And you learn to speak French at once—the very day 
you get your Cortinaphone course.

An Enjoyable Pastime 
From Which You LEARN

A Frenchman speaks to you—you repeat 
the words, phrases, sentences after him—and that's all 
there is to it. You speak French as the Frenchman 
speaks It. It’s so easy and simple that a child of 7 
grasps and follows the ides instantly.

For an adult, the learning of French, Spanish, 
Italian or German by the Cortinaphone Method is 
really an intriguing pastime. Each evening shut off 
the radio for 15 minutes, turn on Cortina, and believe

The NEW Deal

PROOF In Only 5 Days!
Right in your own home you test our method. WE 

GUARANTEE you will be delighted with the RESULTS in FIVE 
DAYS—or it costs you nothing! Full particulars in our Free Book. 
The CORTINAPHONE Short-Cut Language Method

Puts a Native Instructor Right in Your Home
Fascinating Cortinaphone Records — playable on any 

phonograph—bring a native instructor right into your home, to talk to 
you whenever and as often as you wish. Just like being abroad with a 
refined and witty native companion—conversing, visiting shops and 
points of interest, attending theatres and opera, arranging train, hotel 
accommodations—learning your new language naturally because you 
“live" every word!

And sparkling conversation books show you what records tel! you.
You learn to read and write the language as you learn 

, "■■■■■■ to speak it.
Be a "two-language" person, with doubled social

America's policy of isolation. 
New opportunities for busi­
ness advancement, money­
making, social contacts, rec­
reation, are immediately 
opened up by our great presi­
dent's policy—if you know a 
foreign language. This is so 
easily done by the Cortina- 
Ehone Method that you wilt 

e simply amazed at your 
rapid daily progress.

it or not, in but a little while you understand and are 1 » ..... .
speaking a foreign language! And without the usual 
grammar drudgery, memorizing, syntax or dry reading and study.

You'll Be Amazed At How Quickly You Pick It Up
Just listen to this record—made by cultured, clear-voiced 

natives. Start to apeak FRENCH. SPANISH, GERMAN or ITALIAN 
at once—through the famous Cortinaphone Method! You’ll be amazed 
how quickly you pick up your new language. It's actually FUN I Easiest, 
surest way to learn a language at home.

and cultural advantages. Do not travel abroad as a 
bewildered, overcharged “tourist"—but as a confident 
visitor who speaks the Isnguagel Or if you stay at 
home, knowing another language opens up new plea­
sures. Yes, of earnings too, if you apply it for business 
success.
You Can EARN More-and ENJOY 
More If You Know Another Language

New friendships! New pleasures! Foreign 
literature, once a "closed book", becomes a rich feast. 
Operas bring double enjoyment!

Language ability means bigger business advan­
tages, in every field, two-language Americans get the 
preference.

No matter what your ambitions may be—whether 
cultural progress, more friends, greater success, or all 
three—learning a language is a delightful and lastingly 
worthwhile way of realizing them.
You Must Be Delighted with the Cor­
tinaphone Method—or You Pay Nothing

Now, in just a few spare minutes a day 
you can learn a language. Within S days you will bo 
delighted with the Cortinaphone Method—or you pay 
nothing. Simply listen—imitate—repeat—and in about 
6 weeks you are speaking perfectly—just like a native!

Portable Phonograph
GIVEN

for Limited Time Only!
WITHOUT EXTRA CHARGE
Absolutely FREE of extra 

charge. Not only playa Cortinaphone 
records, but is an ideal machine for 
all records, at home or to take on 
vacation, to camps, on trips.

Imported Swiss motor—precision 
made, built for long years of hard 
usage, reproducer of latest type. At­
tractively covered with best quality 
black waterproof “Leatherette . Con­
tains artistically embossed album 
with ample capacity for carrying 
extra records.

Mail coupon at once for free book 
and full details.

8

Send Today! FREE Book
Mail This Coupon Today!

Without obligation, get the 
facts now. Our FREE Book. “The 
Cortina Short-Cut”, tells you how 

you can learn a language this 
quick, inexpensive, and fascinat­
ing way. We’ll also send full de­
tails of our 5-Day Money-Back 
Offer, and about FREE Phono­
graph given to Cortina students. 
Mail coupon NOW.
CORTINA ACADEMY 
(E»t. 18821 Suite 32ML
105 W. 40 St. New York, N.Y.

CORINNA ACADEMY (Est 1882)
105 W. 40th St., New York City.

Send me—without obligation—your booklet “The Cortina Short-Cut", 
full facta about your special "PROOF-IN-5-DAYS” Offer, and about 
the offer of Phonograph FREE of extra charge.

(Check language in which you are interested)
□ French Q Spanish □ Italian □ German

Name

Address.

City. .State 32ML



Half a Million People
have learned music this easy way

YES, over half a million delighted men and 
women all over the world have learned 
music this quick, easy way.

Half a million—what a gigantic orchestra 
they would make! Some are playing on the 
stage, others in orchestras, and many thou­
sands are daily enjoying the pleasure and 
popularity of being able to play some instru­
ment.

Surely this is convincing proof of the success 
of the new, modem method perfected by the 
U. S. School of Music! And what these people 
have done, YOU, too, can do!

Many of this half million didn’t know one 
note from another—others had never touched 
an Instrument—yet in half the usual time they 
learned to play their favorite instrument. Best 
of all, they found learning music amazingly 
easy. No monotonous hours of exercises—no 
tedious scales—no expensive teachers. This 
simplified method made learning music as easy 
as A-B-C!

It is like a fascinating game. From the very 
start you are playing real tunes, perfectly, by 

note. You simply can’t 
go wrong, for every 
step, from beginning to 
end, is right before your 
eyes in print and pic­
ture. First you are told 
how to do a thing, then 
a picture shows you 
how, then you do it yourself 
and hear it. And almost be­
fore you know it, you are 
playing your favorite pieces 
—jazz, ballads, classics. No 
private teacher could make it 
clearer. Little theory—'plen­
ty of accomplishment. That’s 
why students of the U. S. 
School of Music get ahead 
twice aa fast—three times as 
fast as those who study old- 
fashioned, plodding methods.

WHAT INSTRUMENT 
FOR YOU?

Plano Plecolo
Organ Hawaiian
Violin Steel
Clarinet Guitar
Flute Drums and
Harp Traps
Cornet Mandolin
'Cello Sight Slnglno
Guitar Trombone
Ukulele Piano
Saxophone Accordion

Banjo (Plectrum. 5-8trlng 
or Tenor)

Voice and Speech Culture 
Harmony and Composition 
Automatic Finger Control 

Italian and German
Accord Ion 

Juniors’ Plano Cours*

You don't need any special ’’talent.** Many of the half 
million who have already become accomplished players 
never dreamed they possessed musical ability. They only 
wanted to play some instrument—-just like you—and they 
found they could quickly learn how this easy way. Just a 
little of your spare time each day is needed—and you 
enjoy every minute of it. The cost is surprisingly low— 
averaging only a few cents a day—and the price is the 
same for whatever instrument you choose. And remember, 
you are studying right in your own home—without paying 
big fees to private teachers.

Don’t miss any more good times I Learn now to play 
your favorite instrument and surprise all your friends. 
Change, from a wallflower to the center of attraction. 
Music is the best thing to offer at a party—musicians 
are invited everywhere. Enjoy the popularity you. have 
been missing. Get your share of the musician’s pleasure 
and profit! Start now!

Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesson
If you are in earnest about wanting to join the crowd of 

entertainers and be a “big hit” at any party—if you really 
do want to play your favorite instrument, to become a 
performer whose services will be in demand—fill out and 
mail the convenient coupon asking for our Free Booklet

Free Demonstration Lesson. These explain our won­
derful method fully and show you how easily and quickly 
you can learn to play at little expense. This booklet will 
also tell you all about the amazing new Automatic Finger 
Control. Instruments are supplied when needed—cash or 
credit, U. S. School of Music, 8610 Brunswick Bldg., New 
York City.

Thirty-fifth Year (Established 1898)

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC,
86SM.L. Brunswiek Bldg.. New York Citv.

Please send me your free hook. "How You Can Master Music In 
Your Own Home.'* with inspiring message by Dr. Frank Crane, Free 
Demonstration Lesson, and particulars of your easy payment plan. 
I am interested in the following course:

Haro you
• .. . .....................................    instrument f .............

Name ...............................................................................................................

Address ............................................ ............................................................

City ......................   State .....................



THE SECRET OF HIGH ELDERSHAM
by MILES BURTON

TURMOIL AT BREDE 
by SELDON TRUSS

SPIDER HOUSE
by VAN WYCK MASON

THE EBONY BED MURDER 
by RUFUS GILLMORE

S YOUR

MYSTERY LEAGUE

LIBRARY

COMPLETE?
We have received so many requests for 
back copies of the earlier Mystery 
League books that we are listing on this 
page those titles still available for com­
pletion of Mystery League sets. These 
books are uniformly bound in full cloth 
and together make an attractive addition 
to any library shelf. . . j Check off the 
books desired in the squares next to the 
titles and forward to us your check or 
money-order for 50 Cents for each title 
ordered. We will be glad to pay the 
postage on your order.

THE LEAGUE PUBLISHERS, Inc., 
U West 42nd Street, New York City

DEATH WALKS IN EASTREPPS 
by FRANCIS SEEDING

THE MAESTRO MURDERS 
by FRANCES SHELLEY WEES

THE MYSTERY OF VILLA SINESTE 
by WALTER LIVINGSTON

THE TUNNEL MYSTERY 
by J. C. LENEHAN

MURDER IN THE FRENCH ROOM 
by HELEN JOAN HULTMAN

THE MERRIVALE MYSTERY 
by JAMES CORBETT

THE BUNGALOW ON THE ROOF 
by ACHMED ABDULLAH

THE HUNTERSTONE OUTRAGE 
by SELDON TRUSS

THE MARDI GRAS MURDERS 
by BRISTOW AND MANNING

THE STINGAREE MURDERS 
by W. S. PLEASANTS

DEATH POINTS A FINGER 
by WILL LEVINREW



THIS IS

FIGHTING
TALK

If you’re a quitter you won’t read far in this advertisement. 
If you’re not—if you have the courage to face facts—you want 
to know who is responsible for your not getting ahead faster. 
We’ll tell you. It’s you. The man who won’t be licked can’t 
be licked. If you’re a drifter you’ll always wish for success but 
never do anything about it. The earth is cluttered with that kind.

If you’re a fighter you will do something about it. You’ll 
get the special training that fits you for a bigger job and 
better pay.

In spare time, right at home, you can get the training you 
need through the International Correspondence Schools. Thou­
sands of other men have lifted themselves out of the rut and 
into well-paid, responsible positions by I. C. S. study. Are they 
better men than you?

The time for action is this minute. Find out about this 
practical educational method that lets you learn while you earn. 
Check the subjects that interest you in the coupon below and 
mail it today. It doesn’t obligate you in any way to ask for 
full particulars, yet that one simple act may be the means of 
making your entire life happier and more successful. Do it now!

FER CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

"The Universal University" BOX 5783-C-12, SCRANTON, PENNA.
★ Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and Why,” and full par- ★

ticulars about the subject before which I have marked X:

□ Architect
□ Architectural Draftsman 
□ Building Estimating 
£] Wood Millworking 
□ Contractor and Builder 
□ Structural Draftsman 
□ Structural Engineer 
□ Electric Wiring

6 Electrical Engineer 
Electric Lighting

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
Welding, Electric and Gas □ Bridge and Building
Reading Shop Blueprints Foreman

□ Telegraph Engineer
□ Telephone Work
□ Mechanical Engineer
□ Mechanical Draftsman

6 Machinist □ Toolmaker 
Patternmaker

a Pipefitter □ Tinsmith 
Bridge Engineer

Gas Engines
Diesel Engines
Aviation Engines
Automobile Mechanic 
Plumbing □ Steam Fitting 
Heating □ Ventilation 
Sheet Metal Worker 
Steam Engineer

□ Steam Electric Engineer
□ Civil Engineer
□ Surveying and Mapping
J Refrigeration
J R. R. Locomotives 
□ R. R. Section Foreman 
□ Highway Engineering 
□ R. R. Bridge and Build

Foreman 
□ Air Brakes

Building

Business Management 
Office Management 
Industrial Management 
Personnel Management 
Traffic Management

B Accountancy
Cost Accountant 

□ C. P. Accountant 
□ Bookkeeping 
□ Secretarial Work

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

Train Operation
Chemistry □ Pharmacy 
Coal Mining Engineer 
Navigation □ Boilermaker 
Textile Overseer or Supt. 
Cotton Manufacturing 
Woolen Manufacturing 
Fruit Growing □ Agriculture 
Poultry Farming
Radio □ Marine Engineer

□ Spanish □ French
□ Salesmanship
□ Advertising
□ Business Correspondence
□ Lettering Show Cards

□ Signs
□ Stenography and Typing
□ Complete Commercial
□ Civil Service Q Mail Carrier
J Railway Mail Clerk

Q Grade School Subjects
□ High School Subjects
□ College Preparatory
□ Illustrating □ Cartooning
□ Lumber Dealer

flame....................................................................................Age.............. Address................................................................................... ..... ......... .
City.......................................................................................... State..........................................Occupation...............................................................

If you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada



FREE!
2 OF THESE 3 BEST-SELLERS TO 
MYSTERY LEAGUE SUBSCRIBERS
Preliminary indications virtually assure us that the Mystery 
League magazine will be an instantaneous sell-out.' The news­
stand sale, plus the thousands of patrons of the old Mystery 
League and the personal nation-wide following of the maga­
zine's editor, Mr. Ellery Queen, unquestionably foreshadow a 
regular oversale each month. Consequently, to make certain 
that the nucleus of our readers find themselvesjible to secufe a 
copy of Mystery League when they want it, we urge you to 
take advantage of our subscription plan: a year’s subscription, 
postpaid, for $2.50. As a special inducement we are offering 
until December 1, 1933, with each subscription a choice of two 
of the three best-selling Mystery League novels shown here.

The League Publishers. Inc. SUBSCRIPTION COUPON
11 W. 42nd St., N. Y C.

Enclosed find my check (or money-order) for $2.50 for one year’s subscription to 
Mystery League. Send me also without cost the two novels I have checked below. 
□ STINGAREE MURDERS □DEATH POINTS A FINGER □ MARDI GRAS MURDERS

Name.....................................................................................................................................................

Address.............................................................. .City........................................... State................

THE LEAGUE 
PUBLISHERS 
i^—■ INC.



T
HREE years ago the Mystery League presented to the American 

reading public the startling but sound plan of publishing full-length novels in the field of 

mystery and detective fiction, written by best-selling authors—Edgar Wallace, Achmed 

S dney Horler, Van Wyck Mason, Francis Deeding, to name a few — in regular 

$2.00 tormaf for the modest price of 50 cents per copy. More than 1,500,000 readers have 

thrilled to the unfailing excellence of the League's selections. Beginning with this issue, Mystery 

League comes to its host of enthusiasts in new form, embodying not only its original plan but 

an expansion of that plan—a new full-length work together with distinctive new short stories 

from authors of international reputation (witness the contents of this issue)—and at a price so in 

keeping with the times as to make it required reading for every ardent armchair sleuth.

MYSTERY LEAGUE


