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DRURY LANE’S LAST CASE

“Political secret?”

((No.”

“0il 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 of itself.
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
§ i3 the sixth of May. Two weeks from
today, on the twentieth, I shall telephone
you here. I'm confident that I shall
telephone you here on that date. And
also on the twentieth of June, and the
twentleth 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
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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 down 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 eightecn!”

“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.
check up with the party?”

“Did you
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“NO, MA’AM. 1t 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? 1 still fail to see the eonnection.”

“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
thoughbtfully.

“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 wlfat
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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 ¢ 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-
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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 was 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 young 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 1
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__n -

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 T 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









BARNABY ROSS

“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 JACGARD 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?”

“QOh, 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.

“Qh, 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
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chair and T 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 repgsed 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
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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
T'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
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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
Brodiel”

Miss Brodie’s moon eyes were at the full.
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

She
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telephone, dialed Spring 7-3100. “’Lo!” he growled.
“Put me on to Inspector Geoghan. Yeah, yeah,
Geoghan! 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
vou'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.”
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“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 PILCRIM”

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
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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.
N “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. 1In 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!”
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CHAPTER VI
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 Londen, did you,
Dr. Sedlar?”

“Scarcely!” drawled the Englishman.

“You won’t helieve it,” said Dr. Choate with a help-
less shrug. “DBut 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 tkis. 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
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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 smile, “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 1399 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!” 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
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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 recally 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.”

CRABBE LOOKED slyly about. “In
the excitement I forgot. . .. About six
weeks ago one night I had occasion to
work late in the library. The Saxon
library, of course, at Mrs. Saxon’s, It
was when 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. “Quicn 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
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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.”

“QOh, 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—
oli, 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
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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 nind out through this magazine—"

“I'm afraid not, Inspector. Mr. Rowe can undoubt-
edly tell you that The Stratjord 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

S 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 oftice 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 oftice. That much
is clear.” Her blue-water eyes appealed to Lane.

“It seems probable,” said the old gentleman.

“He 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 statianery, 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
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“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

‘l into the odorous little hall, turned right

' a few paces and then left, crossing be-
— fore the lowest riser of a decrepit wooden
-1 staircase, badly carpeted, which led ap-
El parently to the sleeping quarters up-
He descended two stone steps to an alcove
The door
“Dr.

stairs.
and stopped before a massive oak door.
was closed. He opened it and stood aside.
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.”

“Jt 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
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dottle 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 Auzza-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 was
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
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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! 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 T
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.

“T 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
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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
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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
bhappened. 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!”

“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
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
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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 was 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
knoiwledge.”

“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
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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 T know for a long long time.”

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.
house went up,” muttered the Inspector.
Ponoghue.”

“I'd no idee how long 1'd been trussed up like a
dum’ pig,” continued the resurrected [rishman com-
fortahly. “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 T can't say. Th’ light was niver
rood. But his voice was kind of the same—spoke like
a blinkin' Britisher, he did, an’ well | 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, hedad!”

“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 T =ays: ‘Are ye daft?>’ an’ he
threatens me <ome more. / didn’t know what he meant
hy documint, ve 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 heen fed, nor had he
seen his masked captor. This imorning, after days of
agonizing effort, he had managed to rid himsclf 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

The Ales
“Go on,
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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'l] lead the rescuin’

Bl

party. Whisht, Inspector, 'tis like ould times!

AT DONOGHUE'S direction Lane's car, followed by
Rolling 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-
chue suddenly cried out, “There!”

IT WAS a small old house, no more than
/i 2 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
) l/ 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 vellowed 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.

PONOGHUE, 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
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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 Gréville, 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 Gréville,” said Dr.
Sedlar faintly, “and T 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, stealinz 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!' I
saw he was mad with cupidity and I tried to dissuacle
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?>”
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“YES. But it did no good. T was heside
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
N 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
Jageard 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 superficialy 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 stufied 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 /ad in desperation
threatened to give him up to the police, y’know. 1
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. T
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 ?”’

\
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CHAPTER XXIX
THE OPTICAL ILLUSION

THEY FOUND the man who called him-
self Hamnet Sedlar at work with Dr.
Choate in the curator's oflice. The cura-
0 1D01 tor looked faintly startled when the.\.' en-
tered; but the Englishman rose quickly
and came forward with a smile.

“Quite a delegation,” he said with cheerful innfien-
siveness. Then his smile faded as he saw the solemnity
of their expressions. T trust nothing’s wrong?”

“We all do,” growled the Inspector. “Dr. Choate,
will you be 2ood 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 nadded
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 vou 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 secemed 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 T ask the purpose of this somewhat childish
demonstration?”’

“Surely,” murmured Lane, “there can be no harm in
identifyving the color of this innocent little handker-
chief 2”

There was a silence. Then the Engiishman 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
te Patience. “Inspector, this gentleman is not Dr.
Hamnet Sedlar. He is William Sedlar, sometimes
known as Dr. Ales.”

89

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. +FElementary, Inspector.
You see, it was Dr. Ales, or William Sedlar, who visited
your ofiice 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
vou that morning in your office. What did the paper
und symbol show ?”

“Why, just a—a. . ..
Inspector.

“'The paper,” explained Line wearily, “was neutral-
zray in hue, and the letterhead inscription of the Saxon
Library at the top of the sheet was printed in a darker
vray ink. That, combined with the manner in which
the :ymbol 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.” .

“DPrecisely. In other words, William Sedlar had writ-
ten the characters W SIlc upside down! That is,
when you read the symbol correctly, the lctterhead 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?” ILane
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.

“T know now,” sighed Patience. “Unless it was pure
accident, ke simply didi’t see that linc of printing 1”

“Yes, my dear, that's precisely right. Tt 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 1 remembered an-
other thing, and I saw the answer in a flash. . .. The
beard.”

The Englishman raised agonized eyes; there was a

Hell, T don't know,” said the
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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 brethers. 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, destroving
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 lost 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 (o 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. Only
Lane sat quietly.

“Listen here,” said Thumm finally. “I'll
tell you right now I don’t believe vou.
P'm 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. T
siay 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
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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.
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 T 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? Ve 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, dida’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 heen 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 hacker, 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
is 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.

“Qh, T

“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: “T—T It was the
strangest feeling. I—T really think I'm ill. . . .” Her

voice trailed off; she staggered and fell against her
father’s arm.

Lane and the Englishman sprang forward.
tor!” said Lane sharply. “She’s going to. .
out!”

Rowe darted forward and caught her knees as she

“Inspec-
. . Look















BARNABY ROSS

% THE TWO MEN looked at her blankly.
A9 They were through the main gates now,
bowling along the curving main drive-
way. The gnomish little figure of

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.

“Ietter?” 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:

«T 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-
lishtened 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
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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! 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



























SUSPICION

“Well, just a little tumniy-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
régime.

““There’s your trouble,” said Dr. Griffiths cheerfully.
“Qrange-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.
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 Jane had gone off with-

This is the end of her
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out even giving notice. I was in absolute despair. Tt
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
cone to him fresh and prim, like a virgin. Women
did not feel these things.

ON SUNDAY, AMr. Mummery felt very much bet-
ter—quite his old self, in fact. He enjoyed the Ncws
of 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 bad he had the mat
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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

“T don’t want to hear what he said. I don’t want
to hear about it at all. T want to be quiet. I want to
be quiet!”

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.

”

8 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.
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Then he looked up. A plump-faced woman, her eyes
obscured by thick hormn-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 1 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
Mrs. 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.



























TO THE QUEEN'S TASTE

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
stil] 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 of 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 of 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
ondy 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
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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 & 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 of 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. 1 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 Tke
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





















BURLINGAME THE

MAGNIFICENT

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!”

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
Tobby. But 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.
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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 te 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 1 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.
dently, was all strictly on the level.

This, quite evi-
Common sense
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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
stiffy 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
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locks and of the art of escaping, as well as great
assurance, would have attempted such a feat as
escape. It had distinct risks.

The safe was returned to the makers on the day
following the performance, but, by that time, the
real springs had been replaced and no examination e/
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 hefore-
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
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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 ofi the stage, during
the actual escape, and between the audience and the
cabinet was the orchestra, plaving 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-
ploving in his illusions materials ordinarily regarded
as being above suspicion. His whole life appeared to
he 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
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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.
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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 ccaling, except that the bag was about two inches
shorter.

‘The 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









SECRETS OF

HOUDINI

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
«mart 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
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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.
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THE GLASS-DOMED CLOCK

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 so0 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
—Jkeeping 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
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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

B 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!”




ELLERY QUEEN

“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-fizht. 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 pincc-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
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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 vears. 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. Lllery 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 sfeuthing, 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-oft ?”

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 jooking 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, incressed. 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."”
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know. Kunown 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 T 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 rezal expatriate cleared his bull throat.
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! Piggott,”
he said to a detective, ‘“stand at that door and don't let
anyone in but Sergeant Velie.”

“You

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.
Orr clung to 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
ciementary, despite its points of interest. I‘ollow 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 greove.

“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 dyving man engage in such a baftling
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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.

“Yerv 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
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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!”

THEY STARED at him, and then all
eyes turned to examine the whitening
faces of J. D. 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
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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,
isit? You 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
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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.
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“AS T 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 fwenty-ninth, on Leap Day, as it's
called, and 1926 not being a Leap Yeuar, 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 Marck 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! Then
Orr didn’t know Dike’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
In other words, whoever selected the amethyst

case.
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deliberately ignored the Mlarch 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 macters 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 Dlike’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 newspuaper

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.
I'or 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
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