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The Case of the Deadly Clown[1]
by Clayton Rawson
[Part 1 of 6]
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Presenting, for the first time in any magazine, the Great Merlini. Mystery readers may remember the magician-detective from Death From a Top Hat and The Footprints on the Ceiling, but they�ll never be able to forget his adventures with the headless lady and a three-ring murderer. A thrilling new novel by one of the greatest detective story writers of today.

Performing Cast

Stars
Major Rutherford B. Hannum � Owner of The Mighty Hannum Combined Shows.
Pauline Hannum � His daughter. Wire-walker and high perch performer.
Joy Pattison � The Major�s niece. Wire-walker and aerialist.
J. Macallister Wiley � Legal adjuster.
Keith Atterbury � Press agent.
Irma King � Elephant trainer and equestrienne.
Tex Mayo � Featured Wild West performer and ex-movie star.
Matt Garner � Tramp clown.
The headless lady � Featured side-show attraction.
Towners
The Great Merlini � Professional magician and amateur detective.
Burt Fawkes � His assistant and factotum.
Ross Harte � Free-lance writer and the narrator.
Stuart Towne � A detective-story writer.
The Fuzz
Chief Inspector Homer Gavigan � of the New York City Homicide Bureau.
Captain Leonard Schafer � of the New York State Police.
Chief of police Sam Hooper � of Norwalk, New York.
Sheriff Weatherby � of Waterboro, New York.
Detective Lester Burns; Troopers: Palmer and Stevens; Officers: Robbins and Crossen; Detective Brady.

Chapter I
Two-Headed Girl

�Ladees and Gentulmen: In just about sixty minutes or one hour tickets to the big show will go on sale in the red ticket wagon directly across the show grounds. In the meantime, the management presents for your edification, mystification and amusement...�

During the night, Manhattan Island had apparently slipped its moorings, drifted southward with incredible speed, and come to rest somewhere off the coast of Equatorial Africa. The great city lay submerged like a lost Atlantis beneath the heavy waves of hot moist atmosphere that all day had moved slowly in from the steaming ocean. The blazing tropical sun was nearer. Even the tall solidity of the buildings seemed limp and jelly-like as their outlines wavered in the damp haze. The nervous and excited rumble of the traffic had slowed to a fitful murmur of protest. Policemen growled; truck drivers cursed languidly; pedestrians mopped hot faces. New York was enduring the first heat wave of summer.
I called up a final spark of energy and pushed at the door of The Magic Shop, that curious commercial establishment in which the Great Merlini carries on his business of supplying miracles for sale.
�If you really were a magician,� I announced, �you�d do something about the weather. You�d make a pass or contrive a spell and��
I stopped. My only audience was the shop�s mascot and living trademark, the white rabbit that stretched lazily on the counter, a look of vast boredom in his round pink eye. Even his ears drooped disconsolately; and he paid no attention at all to my complaint.
Neatly lettered on the wall above the cash register was Merlini�s business slogan: Nothing is Impossible. The annoying confidence of that statement had aroused my skepticism before. I decided now to give it the acid test. I dosed my eyes and intoned loudly.
�Hocus pocus. Abracadabra. Fe-fi-fo-fum. I want a long cool drink, an ice cold shower, an electric fan, a lot of air conditioning, a�� My eyes jerked open.
This really was fast work! I looked around apprehensively, still hearing the sound of ice clinking in a glass and the rushing siphon-swish of soda.
Then Merlini�s voice came from beyond the doorway that connected the outer salesroom with the workshop and office in the rear.
�Come and get it!�
For the first time that day I moved with some degree of haste. There was a Santa Claus after all; the age of sorcery was not yet dead. In the back room, Burt Fawkes, Merlini�s shop assistant, reclined at full length on a long, low box that had the sinister shape of a coffin. Beside him on the floor stood a container of ice cubes from the corner drugstore, a soda siphon, and a none-too-full bottle of Scotch. In one hand Burt held his own half-finished drink; in the other, a nice fresh one that he held extended listlessly in my direction. His remarkable lack of animation was so complete that I was about to diagnose a seriously advanced state of cataleptic trance when he spoke.
Merlini is the one who usually quotes from his favorite Gilbert and Sullivan, but on this occasion Burt beat him to it. Lazily he sang:
�Why, who is this approaching,
Upon our joy encroaching?
Some rascal come a-poaching
Who�s heard that wine we�re broaching?�


Then he added, �Hurry, Ross. It�s slipping.�
I rescued the glass from his limp grasp and turned to find two more bodies laid out on the surface of the long workbench. Merlini�s lank frame, in an undignified half-lying, half-sitting sprawl against the wall, had, like Burt�s, apparently settled there for the duration of the summer. He was in his shirt sleeves, tieless, his collar open. The keen, forcefully cut lines of his face were utterly relaxed; the interested curiosity that is ever present in the sharp glance of his black eyes was concealed behind closed lids. The buoyant vitality that bubbled in his personality seemed to be almost completely turned off � but not quite. It appeared in the voice he used � though the voice was not his. It was, instead, the youthful alto of a brash, irrepressible child; and it came not from Merlini, but from the grinning, red-haired ventriloquial dummy that lay beside him trying vainly to match the example of immobility that Merlini had set.
The dummy�s hinged lower jaw moved slowly. �Simple as that,� he said. �Just name it and there you are. We stock only the best grade of witchcraft, every item fully guaranteed or your money back.�
On a raised dais near by was a great thronelike chair whose curving design and brightly gilded, grimacing dragons bespoke an oriental and ancient origin. Carefully I tested the seat for trap doors, and, finding none, sat down.
I gave some attention to my drink and then inquired, �What about that shower, the fan, and the air conditioning?�
�Be reasonable and settle for the drink,� the dummy retorted lazily. �The Dijinn-of-all-work hereabouts has had a hard day. We were just about to let him knock off and go home.�
�That�s a new excuse,� I said. �What kept the Dijinn so busy, and why do your boss and Burt look as if the referee had just counted ten? I thought that all the Great Mysterioso had to do was wave his hand � simple as that � and the Dijinn did all the work? Big husky fellow like that didn�t need help, did he?�
�Those cases and cartons over there,� the dummy�s head inclined toward a stack of boxes in one corner, �had to be packed. It took a great many mystic passes.�
I eyed them, noticed a suitcase or two in the lot, and sat up suspiciously. I ignored the dummy and addressed Merlini. �You�re not leaving town again?�
Merlini tilted his glass and drank long and deep, a procedure that did not prevent the dummy from answering, �Give me just one good reason for not leaving a place that has weather like this.�
I banged my glass down on the chair arm. �I�ll do exactly that! Where do you think you�re going?�
�Albany. New York State Convention. Society of American Magicians. Driving up tonight through the cool countryside. Won�t you come along?�
�Merlini,� I said heatedly, �stop fiddling with that dummy and be reasonable.� I held up the roll of galley proofs I�d brought along. �This is the second set of galleys on your �Footprints� case.[2] You were so involved in constructing a new levitation you couldn�t check the final typescript. You chased out to Chicago to attend a National Convention of Witches, Warlocks, and Banshees or something when the first proofs came through. And now, if you think��
Merlini spoke for himself this time. �But it�s business, Ross. I�ve planned a mouth-watering display of the very latest conjuring��
�What do you think this is?� I waved the proofs feebly. �You signed a contract.�
The sound of a buzzer indicated that a customer had entered the shop outside.
Burt finished off his drink, pulled himself up onto his feet, and went out, moving at about half the speed of a sleepy snail who hasn�t made up his mind.
�And,� I continued dyspeptically, �when I try to tell them how busy you are, they always counter with, �Well, he�s a magician, isn�t he? Have him wave his wand or something.� I�m sick and tired of that crack. I don�t know an answer for it, if any. Why haven�t you done something about a science of practical and applied magic? I�d take a course myself if I could say �Hey Presto� and have something useful happen. Rabbits from top hats, ladies sawed in half, ducks that vanish! Why? Who cares? Phooie!�
�Not so fast,� Merlini rebutted. �You got the drink, didn�t you? Have another. Some liver pills, too. But, seriously, I will make a deal with you. Drive up with me tonight. Burt has to stay on the job here, and I�d love company. After the convention is out of the way, we�ll vanish into the Adirondacks beside a mountain stream for a day or two � I know just the spot. We�ll cool off, and I�ll give some attention to those proofs.�
�Well,� I said, �I would like to see a tree again for a change. But no soldiering, understand. If you cross me up��
Burt returned from the shop, walking a shade faster.
�Customer outside,� he announced. �Wants to see a headless lady. Looks like a sale. I think you�d better see her.�
�Headless lady?� I asked, suspecting a gag. �Now what? Has the firm added a body-snatching department?�
�Yes,� Merlini said. �We�re changing the name to Ghoul & Co. Who is it, Burt?�
The latter shook his head. �Don�t know. Girl who won�t take no for an answer. In a hurry, too.�

He was right about that. The door from the shop swung inward abruptly, and she came toward us moving with a graceful but determined stride and a display of energy which in that temperature was almost foolhardy. She was as interesting and � as we were about to discover � as tantalizing a young woman as had ever set foot on the premises. She was in her middle twenties, tall, dark-haired, undeniably good-looking � and as nervous as a cat. Nervous in the same way � outwardly poised, self-assured, sleek � but jumpy. Beneath the deep outdoor tan of her complexion there was a hard, taut quality that was also present in the deep-throated voice.
She gave me a glance whose briefness was no compliment, decided I wasn�t it, and turned to face Merlini as that gentleman, finally coming into action, swung down from the workbench.
�Mr. Merlini?� Her tone was polite but businesslike.
�Yes,� he nodded, taking her in.
�I need a headless lady,� she said. �I have to have it at once. This gentleman says��
�That at once is too soon,� Merlini finished. �I know. That particular item has been selling faster than twenty-dollar bills wrapped around cakes of soap at two for a quarter. It�s a good pitch. Everyone wants a headless lady.�
�Except me,� I corrected quietly but firmly.
The girl went on, �He says you have one here. A demonstrator.�
Merlini nodded. �Yes. But I can�t display it for you at the moment. The Merlini Super-Improved Model with the visible, circulating blood feature and the respiratory light attachment, built to last a lifetime, takes down quickly, easily, and packs for carrying in two suitcases. Those.� He pointed toward two squat squarish cases that were with the others in the corner. �It�s there now. I�m taking it to a magicians� convention in Albany tonight.�
�I don�t need a demonstration,� the girl said. �I know what it�s like. The price is three hundred dollars, isn�t it?�
�Yes. Cash discount, two percent.�
�We�ll skip that,� she said, flipping open her purse. She took out a folded packets of perhaps a dozen bills, dealt off three, and handed them to Burt. They were hundred-dollar bills. Burt�s response was automatic and prompt. He procured a receipt pad in about the same length of time it takes Merlini to produce a coin from thin air.
�Name?� he asked, pencil poised.
She scowled. �Is that necessary?�
Burt nodded, �Yes.�
She looked at him thoughtfully for a moment longer, then said suddenly. �Christine � Mildred Christine.�
�Address?�
�Wait,� she said. �You don�t understand. I�m taking it with me.�
Burt looked at his boss. Merlini absently took a playing card from the workbench and balanced it impossibly on one edge on the back of his hand. �I�m sorry, Miss� � he paused noticeably � �Christine. I can�t let you have this one. The factory is a week behind on orders. I couldn�t possibly make delivery before � well, I might get them to rush an assembly by Monday. Today�s Thursday. Will that��
�No.� Miss Christine was quite certain. �I�m leaving town tonight. I have to have it now.�
�I�m sorry.� Merlini was equally definite. �Perhaps an Asrah Levitation, a �Burning a Woman Alive,� or a nice fast trunk-escape at one half off, or��
The girl took a step or two toward Merlini, restlessly. �Look,� she said. �You�d sell the demonstrator at a price, wouldn�t you?�
Merlini considered that for a moment, frowning. His dark eyes met hers intently. �I might,� he said finally. �It would be more, of course.�
�I realize that,� she said.
Merlini still hesitated, his frown deeper. Then he said quickly and flatly, �It would be three hundred more.�
Burt gave a surprised start that was almost a jump, but Mildred didn�t as much as blink. The corners of her mouth even curled upward slightly. She promptly repeated her production trick with the purse, and three more hundred-dollar bills passed across to Burt.
�My car is down the street,� she said. �I�ll be back in half an hour. Will you have the cases taken down for me, please?� She turned on her heel, and started for the door.
�Just a minute,� Merlini said hastily. �This has gone far enough.�
She stopped in the doorway. �What do you mean?� Her eyes snapped. �You named your price. You got it. You can�t��
�I know.� Merlini took a cigarette from his pocket and hunted thoughtfully for a match. �I wanted to see just how badly you did want it. You surprised me. But I�m not a shakedown artist. You may have it at the regular list price � on one condition.�
�Yes?� She scowled.
Merlini lit his cigarette, leaned back against his workbench, and observed calmly, as if he were thinking aloud, �You don�t need the apparatus so quickly because it means a job. You�ve got too many of those century notes. Possession and exhibition of the illusion four days sooner than I can supply one from regular stock will hardly net you the extra three hundred you�re willing to pay. If you�ll explain this curious haste and tell me why the monogram on your purse is an H rather than a C � you can have it.�
Mildred wasn�t exactly overjoyed. �You mean that?� she asked, frowning.
Merlini nodded.
She unsnapped her purse again. �I�ll make it seven hundred.�
Merlini shook his head decisively.
The girl looked at Burt. �Is he always like this?�
Burt glanced at the money he held. �You can expect anything, Miss. He�s stubborn, too.�
�So am I.� She took the bills. �But if I should change my mind... How much longer will you be here?�
Merlini consulted his watch. �Not long. But you can reach me at my home until about eight o�clock.�
�Thanks.� She put the bills in her purse, turned and strode through the door into the shop. We heard her footsteps cross the floor beyond, heard the buzzer as the outer door began to open, and then heard it gently close again. She came back at once. Merlini smiled � but only temporarily.
Miss Christine was agitated. �Is there a rear exit here?� he asked. �I�d rather not��
Then she saw the open window and the fire escape beyond. She took half a dozen steps, put one hand on the window sill, and went through the opening with the fluid grace of an acrobat. Before any of us had recovered enough to speak, she had gone. It was rather like one of Merlini�s tricks.
Merlini raised an eyebrow at me and then moved quickly to his desk in the corner, picked an envelope from a pigeonhole, sealed it, and scaled it at Burt. �Take this out and drop it in the mail chute. Keep both eyes open. And report back as to the nature of the menace that seems to be lurking in our corridor.�
Burt asked, �Why pick on me?� But he went.
The back issues of Billboard Magazine, the showman�s bible, were stacked high on the filing cabinets by the desk. Merlini took down the top half-dozen copies, separated one, and flipped through it rapidly as if he knew what he wanted.
I crossed to the window, leaned out, and looked down. Mildred Christine was just vanishing through another window four flights below.
�Can�t I do something?� I asked. �Tail the gal, perhaps?�
Merlini was preoccupied. �What?� he said.
I repeated my question.
He gazed thoughtfully at his magazine for a moment, and said, �No. That won�t be necessary.� He removed the page that had caught his interest, folded it carefully, and placed it in his billfold. �I think I know � yes, Burt?�
�Corridor peaceful and deserted,� the latter reported, �except for the guy that ducked into the men�s washroom down the hall just as I went out. The door didn�t quite close behind him, so I figured maybe I was being watched. I proceeded to go powder my nose, but he took cover just as I got there. So I didn�t get a look at much except his feet. Number nines or thereabouts. I don�t suppose that�s a lot of help?�
�It�s a beginning,� Merlini said. �We�ll go on from there, and we�ll give him something to think about. We�ll close up shop � nearly time anyhow. Burt will go first, wait in the lobby downstairs, and sit tight. Ross and I will stall a few minutes, then lock up and follow after. That will give him a vanishing lady to worry about. Burt will see what he does about it. Tail him when he comes down.�
Burt put on his tie and went out. Merlini and I locked up and followed a few minutes later. I glanced along the corridor out of the corner of one eye. The washroom door was suspiciously ajar. Merlini didn�t appear to notice, but he gave me a wink and said, for the benefit of any listening ears, �That vanishing cabinet will have to be worked over. It�s impractical as it stands. We put the girl in; she disappears and then doesn�t come back. Won�t do at all. Can�t use a new girl every time.�
He kept that up until the elevator door had closed behind us.

We took a taxi, made a stop at my apartment on East Forty-first Street while I packed a toothbrush, and then went on to Merlini�s at 13� Washington Square North. The schedule we planned consisted of a cold shower apiece, a change of clothes, cocktail, dinner.
Merlini was in the shower, and I was working with the cocktail shaker when the phone rang. I took it.
The phone said, �Burt speaking. Ask the boss what I do now. I�m at the drugstore, Eighth and Fifth, just around the corner. The subject tailed you and I tailed him. All we lacked coming down Fifth Avenue in our three taxis was a parade permit, confetti, a band, and Grover Whalen. He�s in the park across from you.�
�Who, Grover?�
�No, you dope. The mystery man.�
�Hold everything.� I put the phone down, stepped to the window without going too near, and peered out between the curtains. The running splash of the shower had stopped, and Merlini asked, �Yes, Ross?�
Across the street, not directly opposite, but somewhat to the left, a man sat on a park bench. He held a newspaper spread before him that concealed all the upper part of his body except the dark felt hat that projected above its top edge. I suspected that his eyes were not on the print, but rather were aimed in my direction, surveying the house through the narrow space between the paper�s top and the lower edge of the hat�s brim.
I told Merlini what Burt had reported and what I saw.
�Perhaps he thinks we cut the girl up in little pieces,� Merlini said, �and brought her��
I interrupted, jumping for the phone. �He�s shoving off. Want Burt to carry on?�
Merlini hurried from the bathroom, toweling himself and leaving wet tracks across the carpet. He looked out the window. �Yes,� he said, �have him do that.�
�Step on it, Burt. He�s coming your way.�
�Aye, aye, sir,� Burt said. The receiver clicked.
A half-hour later, as we were about to leave in search of a restaurant, Burt phoned again. �Operative Q-X9 reporting,� he said. �The subject proceeded to 19 West Thirty-first Street. Business building. Small.� The lobby directory lists the following: �The Sylph Brassiere Co.; Gerald L. Kaufman, Architect; A. Shapiro, Dresses; and The Acme Detective Agency, Martin O�Halloran, Prop. Tell Merlini I think so, too.�
I relayed that and added, �Burt thinks our man is a brassiere salesman. Now what?�
�Tell him to eat and then wait for us at the shop. As soon as we�ve dined, we�ll pick up the car, load the luggage, and head for Albany.�
That wasn�t at all what I expected. Merlini saw it on my face. �Go on, tell him,� he repeated.
I did.
Burt didn�t get it either. �Doesn�t sound right to me,� he commented. �Merlini not feeling well?�
�Too well. He�s master-minding again, pretending he�s way ahead of us. Wants us to think he�s solved the curious case of the Vanishing Lady and the Disappointed Shadow. But don�t believe all the rumors you hear. We�ll be seeing you.�
Merlini grinned. �Your tactics are crude. I�ll tell you one thing, though; I�ll tell you who the real Millie Christine was. Knowing that, you may be able to figure out who Miss H is. I did.�
�Well?� I said suspiciously, afraid with good reason that any information he gave away free at this point was going to be cryptic.
�The real Millie Christine,� he said, �was one person who would have had a really practical use for a Headless Lady Illusion. She was a freak in Barnum�s Museum � a two-headed, girl.�[3]
It wasn�t until dinner was over and we had started uptown in Merlini�s car that I was able successfully to get him back on the subject.
�Why don�t you send Burt to the convention with your bag of tricks?� I said. �We�ll stay here and snoop.�
�I thought you wanted those proofs checked?�
�Hell with �em,� I said. �I wanted to know��
�So do I,� he grinned. �Convention first. Check proofs on Monday. And Tuesday we snoop. In Waterboro, New York.�
�Waterboro, New York. Oh, I see.�
Merlini grinned again. �You do not,� he contradicted.
We parked the car and went on up to the shop and the remaining surprise that lay in wait for us that night. Burt supplied it the moment we entered.
�Thriving little business we have here,� he said. �It flourishes even while we sleep. Like an automat.�
�What,� Merlini asked, �does that mean?�
Burt led us to the inner room and pointed a finger at the window on the fire escape. Merlini, I remembered, had closed and locked it before we left. But it was open now, and there was a jagged hole in the pane above the window catch.
Merlini sent a swift glance around the room. �Miss Christine,� he said then, �is undoubtedly one of the most determined young ladies I�ve ever encountered.�
Three hundred-dollar bills lay beneath a paper weight on the desk. The cases that contained the Headless Lady apparatus were gone.

Chapter II
Side Show

�...this great combined outside show and international congress of weird people, the most amazing, Gargantuan, awe-inspiring, cataclysmic collection of strange oddities, living freaks, and curious wonders ever assembled under one canvas! The show starts right away! No waits. No delays. No extra charge on the inside. Step right up to the ticket boxes on either side!...�

Conventions are uninhibited, haywire affairs. I imagine that even the annual conclaves of the Society of Ancient Historians, the United Association of Embalmers, and, possibly, the left wing section of the D. A. R. have their moments. But a convention of magicians, coin kings, card manipulators, illusionists, mind readers, hypnotists, and ventriloquists is an experience.
The nimble-fingered delegates practiced their receptive skill in the corridors, the elevators, and at the table. I think I saw every accepted scientific axiom of physics and logic shattered beyond all mending. The effect was rather like living in a room paneled with the curved distorting mirrors from an amusement park�s Fun House. After two days and nights of concentrated trickery I essayed a little vanishing act of my own. At 3 A.M. on Sunday morning I sneaked quietly off to the room Merlini and I shared, locked the door with the only key, and went to bed.
There were more tricks on Sunday, and a banquet. I met a blonde who is sawed in two twice a day for living, discovered that she didn�t require more than the usual amount of care in handling, and had a pretty good time. Monday morning we caught up on sleep, and in the afternoon Merlini packed what miracles remained unsold and we took them to the Express office.
Monday night we had a session with the proofs. Merlini�s job was to check them for facts, but I had the devil�s own time trying to keep him from adding a lot of fiction. On nearly every other galley he�d say, �Of course, I know it didn�t happen just that way, but don�t you think it would have more punch if�� I managed to stop some of his �improvements�; but at that there were enough so that I spent most of Tuesday madly rewriting. I finished just in time to make the post office before it closed, and sent the proofs off by registered mail. Then, finally, after giving the car a feed of gas and oil, we pulled out and headed west on Route 20 � smack into trouble.
Waterboro, according to the road map, is a wide spot in the road (Pop.: 5,000 to 10,000) some seventy-five miles out of Albany in the middle of nowhere, and noted as far as I knew for exactly nothing at all. I�d never heard of the place until Merlini had pulled it out of his hat on Thursday night, and I�d long since given up trying to figure out how the mysterious Miss H�, her unholy desire for a headless lady, and her use of the name of a two-headed freak had suggested it.
I said as much, and insisted, with some annoyance, on an answer.
�Circus,� Merlini replied. �The Mighty Hannum Combined Shows is playing Waterboro today. And I�ll drink all the pink lemonade on the lot if we don�t find that headless illusion of mine working in their side show.�
�A particle of dried mud that I didn�t notice on Miss Christine�s left shoe, I suppose,� I said. �An unusual type of red clay that you immediately recognized as coming from nowhere else but the northeast corner of the circus lot in Waterboro, New York.�
�You don�t know my methods, Watson,� he paraphrased. �No. Hardly that. The show plays one-day stands. Last Thursday when Miss H, as I prefer to call her, made her brief appearance, the show was playing Newark, New Jersey.�
�Take it from there,� I said. �I�m listening.�
�The Headless Lady is this season�s wow exhibit in the open-air amusement world. Miss H�s healthy tan, her too-contrasty make-up, and her athletic manner taken together, suggested outdoor show business. Circus, carnival, or exposition. There were half a dozen playing within a two-hundred-mile radius of New York City. Then, when Burt asked her name, she gave a phony. She�s too quick-witted to give out something like Mary Smith or Jane Johnson, but she found herself hesitating, and she popped out with the first other name that entered her head, Mildred Christine. Simple matter of association. We were discussing a headless lady, and she thinks of a two-headed girl.
�My deduction that she knew her circus history was elementary. I consulted Billboard for circus routes. There were three shows in the neighborhood. One, I knew, had the illusion; one was a dog-and-pony show that couldn�t afford it; and the other, the one nearest New York at that, was the Hannum show. It looked possible.�
�Then you added in the H monogram on her purse, I suppose?�
�Exactly. At the beginning of the season, Billboard prints list of the personnel of the various shows as they leave winter quarters. Major Rutherford Hannum, an old-time circus man who dates from the wagon-show days, owns the show, and one of its featured performers is his daughter, Pauline. I haven�t seen the Major for years, and I failed to recognize Pauline because the last time I saw her she was in pigtails and short dresses. She�s changed.�
�She performs, you say?� I asked.
�Wire-walker,� Merlini replied.

We reached Waterboro at eight o�clock and, as I braked before the town�s one traffic light, I hailed a boy on the corner. �Which way to the show grounds?� I asked.
Merlini�s voice beside me answered. �Turn right, here.�
�Oh. You know the town then?� I asked, turning.
�No. Never set eyes on it before. Now turn left.�
�Clairvoyance?�
�Something like that,� he said. �Just give the car its head. I�ve had it so long that it turns in at circus lots automatically. Force of habit.�
I could believe that. Merlini, as I should have explained before now, was born to calliopes, elephants, spangles, and sawdust. His mother was turning somersaults on a resin-back as late as five months before he was born and within a couple of weeks after. At one time or other when you were in knee-pants or short dresses you probably saw the Riding Merlinis, an equestrian act that circus people still talk about. Merlini, himself, began his career of mystification as a side-show sorcerer, and he still has a very warm spot in his heart for the whitetops. I�m fairly certain that he�d have found himself at Waterboro that night even though the headless lady incident had never happened.
We made one more turn at his direction and came onto a street at the town�s edge, lined on either side with parked cars. At its further end there were lights and music, the gay, thumping, nostalgic sound of brasses that held all the old gala promise of excitement, color, and pageantry. As we came closer, I glimpsed the bellying, pennon-topped silhouettes of the tents rising above the brightly lighted side-show banners with their hot, garish splashes of color. We were downwind, and all at once I got the first whiff of that inimitable circus odor, the complex blended smell of elephants, cats, horses, hay, sawdust, cracker jack, hot peanuts, and candy floss.
�Is that your secret?� I asked. �Hypersensitive sense of smell?�
�The telephone poles were chalked,� he explained, sitting forward expectantly in his seat. �When the show moves, the crew on the first truck out puts arrows on the poles, marking the turns so that the following drivers can dispense with maps or having to ask questions.�
We turned right, up over the curb and onto the lot, pulling in and parking near several trailers behind the sideshow top. Merlini got out at once.
He didn�t bother to circumnavigate the tent, but went directly to the side wall. His tall figure, silhouetted against the lighted canvas, stooped as if to lift its lower edge, then stopped. I hurried toward him as he picked something from the grass at his feet.
�Well!� he said in a faintly surprised voice. �A grift show.�
He fanned the three purses and then flipped them open one at a time, looking at the identification cards behind the celluloids. As he glanced at the second, his voice showed real surprise.
�That,� he said, �is definitely a bloomer. I wonder...�
�Now what?� I asked. �Not clues already?�
He stuffed the billfolds into his pocket, bent quickly, lifted the side wall, and said, �Come on.�
He held the canvas up as I ducked in behind him. We emerged between two of the dozen or more low platforms that were set at even intervals around the interior. A tall square-shouldered man in an ankle-length, gaudy, somewhat soiled red and yellow robe, was arranging, on the table before him, a glittering assortment of long knives and swords. He turned, hearing us, and scowled ill-naturedly. His forehead had a Neanderthalian slant, and his bony under jaw projected belligerently.
�Where the hell duh ya think you�re going, Mac?� he growled.
�Nowhere,� Merlini said calmly. �We�re here. We�re with it.�
The reception committee was skeptical. �Oh, yeah? Since when?�
�Since now.� With his customary deftness, Merlini produced a cigarette from thin air, reached again, and got a paper of matches. �Magician,� he explained somewhat unneccessarily. �Where�s the mitt camp? I�m looking for Gus and Stella Milbauer.�
The sword swallower�s suspicion melted slightly. �Over there,� he said, jerking his head to the left. We stepped out from between the platforms and saw a small tented structure of awning-striped canvas down the line. Above its entrance hung a large drawing of Cheiro�s chart of the hand. Merlini started toward it.
There were twenty or thirty customers within the sideshow tent, mostly gathered in a group at the far end listening to a five-piece Negro band that was playing with more fervor than harmony, and watching a buxom, coffee-colored and undulant wench who shouted a faintly off-color lyric.
Just beyond the band there was a platform surmounted by a square boxlike enclosure formed of dark red drapes, the front curtains tightly drawn.
Merlini nodded toward it. �Success,� he said. �That�s it.�
The singer stopped just then, and the band music faded. From outside on the midway came the leathery exhorting voice of the opener shouting, �...and the weirdest sight of all, my friends, the sci-un-tific mahvel of ouah time � Mademwahselle Christine, the lady without a head! Positively living and buh-reathing! While the big show is going on you see it all for the one price � fifteen cents! Step right up...�
Gus, standing by the platform, greeted Merlini with pleased surprise. He was a skinny little man with a scrawny neck, thinning gray hair, a black-rimmed pincenez, a rather hammy dignity, and a warm smile.
�Stella,� he exclaimed, turning. �Look who�s here!�
A middle-aged, completely ordinary-looking woman sat on a camp chair before the tent. She wore a black evening gown, too much eye shadow, and an abstracted air. She looked at Merlini with faded blue eyes and nodded politely but with little enthusiasm.
Gus and Merlini, however, burst into a rapid-fire exchange of reminiscences.
I looked interestedly around the tent at the silent gapping crowd and at the blas�, matter-of-fact freaks and performers who were awaiting their turns. Hoodoo, the Headhunter from the Amazon, an inky-black, fuzz-topped, colored man with war paint on his face sat on a campstool before his collection of war clubs and shrunken human heads, cleaning his fingernails with a jacknife. One of the glass-skirted cooch dancers was knitting busily at a small pink sweater.
My attention shifted suddenly back to Merlini and Gus, as I heard the former ask, �When did the Headless Lady join up?�
�Friday, I think,� Gus replied. �Wasn�t it, Stella?�
Stella, the woman who, according to the inscription on the chart behind her, knows all, sees all, and tells all, answered, �I guess so.�
�Who is she?� Merlini continued offhandedly. �Anyone I know?�
But Gus didn�t get to answer just then. A lean, lantern-jawed gentleman with a pair of innocent brown eyes and his hat brim turned up all the way around, stepped from the crowd and touched Merlini�s arm.
�Pardon me, brother, but can you tell me how soon the big show starts?� His voice was that of the country yokel, but there was a knowing grin on his face.
�Holy jumping camelopards!� Merlini exclaimed. �Farmer Jack!� They shook hands energetically. �Ross, step over here. I want you to meet the best three-card monte man in the business. If he offers you a little bet on a sure thing, run for the nearest exit! Tell me something, Farmer. Last I heard this was a Sunday School show. When did the grift come back?�
Farmer grinned. �It�s coming back on a lot of shows. Last season was a bloomer for one thing, and the grift�s a sort of insurance. And then, too, when the fixer walks into Johnny Tin Plate�s office and says, �No grift at all this year, Chief,� for an answer he gets, �Oh. That�s nice. But how the hell do I get mine?� And the fix has to be paid off anyway. So why not frame a store or two?�
�I can�t think of a real good answer for that one, Farmer. You�re on the payroll then?�
�Yeah. I think so. But maybe I�m wrong. Orders came through to lay off a few days. But if I don�t get the office soon, I�m blowing. Seems like every time I take a vacation the chumps walk right up asking for it.�
�Why the layoff? Too much heat in these parts?�
�No. There aren�t many beefs the way I dust �em off. Don�t know what it is. Something goin� on around this outfit that I�m not hep to.�
�It�s the advance crew for one thing,� Gus put in disgustedly. �Kelley and Edwards. They�ve gone nuts. Here, look at this route card. Eighty-ninety-mile jumps every day, and a lot of wrong towns. Waterboro�s a grass town. Show this size hadn�t oughta be here. We won�t come close to making the nut. Norwalk tomorrow, and that�s worse. I don�t get it. We even played Bridgeport less�n two weeks after the Big Show.�
�And,� Farmer added, �we just got out of mine-strike territory in Pennsy, and we�re heading smack into a milk strike upstate. But it�s not the advance crew, Gus. They don�t know no more about it than we do. Couple of them back on the lot Sunday and crabbin� about it. It�s orders from the old man.�
�Salaries paid up?� Merlini asked.
�Yes,� Gus said, �but that�s funny, too. We were six weeks behind up until Saturday. Lots of folks were all set to blow. Three or four big top acts did leave. Then we got the whole thing up to date, all at once. Like that.�
�The Major land an angel?� Merlini asked incredulously.
�Looks like it,� Farmer answered. �High-class sucker, too. I�d like to have his phone number. But say, hasn�t anybody told you...�
The lecturer�s voice cut in above Farmer�s. �Over here, ladies and gentlemen � the strangest, most startling scientific exhibition ever shown, Mademoiselle Christine, the Headless Lady.�
Merlini gave me a glance. �Christine,� he said. �Perhaps we�d better watch this.� He started toward the crowd that stood before the speaker.

�Two years ago,� the lecturer stated in a brisk clinical tone, �a terrible railway accident occurred near Paris, France. Many of you doubtless read about it. Mademoiselle Christine, who you are about to see, was in that accident. They found her among the dead and dying in the twisted wreckage with the bony structure of her skull horribly crushed. But she still lived! By a fortunate chance, the accident happened close to the private villa and research laboratories of the great surgeon, Dr. Josef Veronoff, world famous, as you all know, for his wonderful experiments in keeping human and animal tissue alive in chemical solutions.
�He saw at once that Mademoiselle Christine�s head injuries could never be repaired by any surgical means. He kept her alive for three days with adrenalin and serum injections, while his technical assistants hastily constructed the marvelous apparatus you are about to see. Then Dr. Veronoff completely amputated the young lady�s head! And substituted his astounding machine!�
The lecturer pulled a cord; the curtains drew apart. �Ladies and Gentlemen, may I introduce Mademoiselle Christine, the Lady Without a Head! The eighth wonder of the world of science!�
The display was obviously the lecturer�s favorite. He really went to town and put oomph into his buildup. He did it well; the spectators, up to this point, had expected to see something falling as far short of the painting on the banner outside as did some of the other exhibits. But they were fooled. The sideshow banner artist had, for once, found it impossible to gild the lily. The Headless Lady was exactly that.
Her body, dressed in brief shorts and brassiere, sat on a high hospital stool made of metal tubing. Her figure was Grade A plus in all respects � except that it simply stopped short at the base of her neck. A cup-shaped rubber attachment was fixed between her shoulders, and six slender glass tubes rose upward from it, curved in a half-circle, and terminated in six descending tubes of rubber. Three of these were attached, on the left, to a radiolike apparatus, the front panel of which was covered with rheostat dials and electrical switches. The other three tubes led off to a chemico-electrical apparatus on the right, fitted with pressure gauges of strange design, an electric motor with visibly moving eccentric parts, and a complex hookup of chemical glassware � beakers, retorts, and flasks in which a red fluid bubbled. The same liquid could also be seen circulating through the glass tubes that led into the body at the base of the neck. A green light pulsated at a respiratory rate.
Above the girl�s shoulders there was simply nothing but the curved glass tubes and empty space!
The lecturer continued, �Many people, when they see Miss Christine, are skeptical. They have said that her body is merely a cleverly constructed dummy. I�ll let you decide that for yourselves.� He lifted a limp arm and pressed his thumb for a moment against its flesh. He removed his thumb, and we saw that its pressure had left a white spot on the arm which gradually faded away as the blood returned.
�I will now,� he said dramatically, �turn on the nerve exciter.� He threw a switch and moved several of the dials on the electrical equipment. A four-inch spark suddenly spit and leaped with a bright flash between two copper electrode terminals.
The body moved for the first time. The fingers of the hands twitched. Slowly the lecturer turned a rheostat, and slowly the sputtering, intermittent crackle of the spark grew faster. The girl�s arms moved upward from their position on her thighs; her fingers jerked spasmodically in a clawing, galvanic movement that accelerated with the spark�s increasing frequency. This continued for half a minute; then the crackling subsided; the finger jerks slowed; the arms settled again into their former position, and finally came to rest. The spark ceased abruptly.
�Her arms always return to their former position,� the lecturer explained, �because, having been in this condition now for nearly two years, Mademoiselle Christine�s muscles have become set to a certain extent. If any of you have any questions to ask I will be happy to try to answer them for you.� He stepped forward and drew the curtain to behind him.
�Do you have any questions?� I asked Merlini.
�Yes,� he said, �I do; but I doubt if the lecturer is the man to ask. I still want to know who the girl is. I�ve a feeling in my bones that this Millie Christine is not the one we had the pleasure of meeting. Did you like the illusion?�
�If I didn�t know it as an illusion, and if I failed to realize, as many of this audience seem to, that no bona fide scientific marvel of this caliber would ever be on tour in a side show, it would give me the creeps, the fantods, and the willies. Look at that woman over there. She�s a kind, sympathetic soul; and it�s obvious that she is feeling sorry as hell for poor Miss Christine. It�s a bit thick, isn�t it?�
�I know,� Merlini said. �He played it straight from start to finish. The illusion is so perfect that it would still be a socko draw if it were announced as an illusion instead of as the real thing. But the lecturer is a circus man and a showman. The townspeople, to him, are chumps, linguistically and literally. It hasn�t occurred to him that he�s doing his bit toward making science our modern superstition. If it did, he�d say, �What the hell! My job is to pack �em in.� He has, of course, a notable precedent in Phineas Taylor Barnum.�
Gus, who stood beside us, said, �You haven�t heard that you won�t be seeing Major Hannum this trip � or any other.�
Merlini turned on his heel, sharply. �Why not?� His words were definitely apprehensive.
Gus said, �They shipped his body back to Indiana this afternoon. He was killed last night. He��
The lecturer led the crowd in our direction. He spoke to Gus. �Let�s go. You�re next.�
�Right,� Gus said, and to us, �Sorry. See you later.�
�The woman who sees all, knows all and tells all,� Merlini commented thoughtfully. �I do wish that wasn�t just another snare and delusion.�

Chapter III
Gun Talk

�If he�s old enough to enjoy the show, lady � he�s old enough to need a ticket.�

Merlini watched Gus mount the low platform before the mitt camp and stand waiting beside his wife as the lecturer rattled off his introductory talk.
�Ross,� he said after a moment, �the Mighty Hannum Shows have attractions that aren�t mentioned in the advertising.�
�Yes,� I agreed. �The ways things are shaping up, I wouldn�t be a bit surprised but what I�ll have to report to your wife that you�ve run off and joined a circus for the duration of the summer.�
�That�s quite possible,� he said seriously. �The side show could use a magician. And you can sign on as a punk around the elephants.[4] Come on. Let�s go ask questions.�
We turned toward the entrance and went out just as Gus tied a blindfold over his wife�s eyes and launched into the second-sight act that sold Madame Stella as a seer and preceded the later request for �the small sum of twenty-five cents more that entitles each and every one of you to a personal horoscope, a private reading, and a full and complete answer to any question concerning the Future, Love, Travel, Business��
As we came up to the entrance of the Big Top, we were accosted by a short and extremely wide man who had been constructed, through some error, according to architectural specifications intended for a hippopotamus. He held out a large hairy paw and said, �Tickets, please. You�ll have to hurry. The big show is now going on.�
�Is Mac Wiley around?� Merlini asked.
The man gave us a sour once-over.
�No,� Merlini said, apparently reading the man�s mind, �no attachments, no damage suits, no shakedowns. I just want��
One of the two men sitting inside the enclosure on folding camp chairs suddenly hopped to his feet and stepped briskly forward, hand out. �Well, you old son of a gun! Come in! Come in! Been wondering why you hadn�t showed up before now.� He took Merlini�s hand in both of his own and pumped at it enthusiastically.
He was a lean, wiry individual with graying, brittle hair and bushy black eyebrows that jutted out with a Mephistophelean twist above a knowing and extraordinarily penetrating pair of small bright eyes. The hard muscles of his face were covered with a tough and weatherbeaten hide that had seldom been indoors, the leathery tan of which was spotted with an overlapping accumulation of darker freckles. A limp felt hat was pushed far back on his head.
�You couldn�t keep me away, Mac,� said Merlini. �How are you? Meet a good friend of mine, Ross Harte. This is J. MacAllister Wiley, legal adjuster extraordinary, technically known as the fixer, or the patch.�
�Glad to know you. Any friend of Merlini�s...� Mac nodded at the other man, who had risen from his chair, a hatless young man with a rumpled thatch of sandy hair and an intelligent, worried face that I noticed drew suddenly intent at that first mention of Merlini�s name.
�Don�t think you know Atterbury, here, do you?� Mac said. �Keith Atterbury, press agent on the lot. Young squirt. Since your time. But he writes a nice notice. Sit down, Merlini, and tell me about yourself. It�s been years.�
Atterbury acknowledged the introductions somewhat perfunctorily and pulled up two more chairs. He lit a fresh cigarette from the end of the butt he held and watched Merlini with a nervous and calculating air.
�Last time I saw you�� Mac said rapidly. �Wait. I know. Night of the blowdown on the Hagen show.� His thin-lipped mouth spread in a wide grin, and he addressed me. �The Great Merlini was working the kid-show and the blow hit us before the boys could finish double-staking. The top came down while Merlini was floating a lady in mid-air. One of the customers that I had to argue out of a damage suit � he got conked by a falling quarter pole � said afterward, �Why in hell didn�t that damned magician use some levitation on the tent?� Ho! Ho!�
Merlini grinned. �I couldn�t let the lady down, Mac. That was a night, wasn�t it?�
�It was. The bulls stampeded into the next county, and when the attachments and damage suits began to come in, the show folded then and there. Don�t know what either of us was doing on it. It was a traveling crash-pile anyhow.�
For the next five minutes Merlini and Wiley, ignoring Atterbury and myself, exchanged a rapid barrage and counter-barrage of reminiscences. It was interesting, but largely historical; and there were several times when, in spite of the glossary of circus terms Merlini had already shoved at me, I got completely lost. Finally, their cavalcade of memory returned to the current date, and Merlini asked, �Good show this year, Mac?�
�I dunno. Ask Keith. He�s the P. A. I haven�t seen anything but small pieces of a circus performance in fifteen years.� He glanced at me, saw the incredulous look on my face, and added, grinning, �Nothing odd about that. I knew a clown once who never saw a complete show until after he retired at seventy-three.�
A neatly dressed stoutish man came in from the midway and approached us with a smile. �I just picked up a couple of dandies, Keith,� he said. �Seam-squirrels and circus-bees. Nice.�
Mac grinned. �I�d say they were lousy myself. When you hunt for them it�s called �reading your shirt.�� Mac turned to us. �This is Mr. Stuart Towne, a First-of-May visiting author. He�s spending a week or two with the show. Says he�s going to do a circus murder mystery, but he spends most of his time collecting words. The man with the high pockets, Towne, is the Great Merlini in person, and this is his friend, Ross Harte.�
Towne acknowledged the introductions and then turned back to Mac. �The words will come in handy,� he said, �but I�ve been picking up murder material too. That single-edged grub-hoe the working men use would be a nice original weapon. Never saw it used in fiction.�
�I�ve seen it used in real life though,� Mac said. He rattled off an account of a circus murder by a drunken prop-man while I noticed that Towne, like many another author, didn�t look the part. He was middle-aged, blue of chin, and altogether too ordinary-looking. You wouldn�t have given him a second glance in a crowd, though once you had talked to him you did just that. Behind the commonplace, rather trite face, you soon detected the busy clockwork of a clever and active brain. His character at first seemed as colorless as his face; but as I came to know him, I found that it had an annoying chameleon-like way of appearing to change, as soon as you were on the point of defining it, into something quite different. He chewed gum incessantly.
When Mac had finished, Merlini, whose interest in murder since he went in for a sideline of crime has been boundless, said, �The grub-hoe�s a weapon, Mr. Towne. And here�s a method. You can use it nicely on a clown. Clown white, a preparation of pre-Elizabethan origin, is a mixture of zinc oxide, lard, and tincture of benzoin, dusted over with talcum. The great Humpty-Dumpty pantomimist, George L. Fox, and others are said to have died because they mistakenly used bismuth in place of benzoin. Use any poison that can be absorbed through the skin, and there you are. No charge.�
�Thanks,� Towne said. �There�s another thing you could give me, if it�s etiquette to ask. I saw you vanish an elephant at the old Hippodrome ten years ago, and I�ve been annoyed ever since. I might be able to use the method to vanish a murderer sometime.�
�That trick was designed to vanish an elephant,� Merlini smiled evasively. �Vanishing a murderer by that particular method would be like killing a fly with a sledge hammer. And besides, you do pretty well on your own. You got off a very neat vanish of a corpse in The Empty Coffin.�
�He gave me an autographed copy of that,� Mac put in. �I�m looking forward to reading it this winter. There�s a circus saying, Mr. Towne, that circus people do their sleeping in the winter. That goes for reading, too. There never seems to be time for it on the road.�
�By the way, Mac,� Merlini put in, �that book title reminds me. What is this that I hear about the Major?�
Mac sobered a bit. �Auto smashup. Tough break for the show. Happened last night just outside of Kings Falls; his car hit a bridge abutment. Pretty bad smash. He was dead when they found him.�

The fat ticket taker behind Mac, engaged in counting a pile of ticket stubs, muttered something half under his breath. Mac turned.
�Oh, sorry, Cal. Merlini, this is Everett Love joy, better known as �Calamity.� Our front-door superintendent. Pay no attention to him at all. He thinks the show is jinxed � as always. Every cloud has a black border.�
�Well,� Calamity scowled, �what would you call it? First it�s mine strikes, then the Major, and now... you hear that band in the big top? Suppe�s �Light Cavalry March,� for God sakes! Where has that boss windjammer been all his life? You know as well as I do, first time that was played on a circus lot they had a train wreck and sixteen people killed.�
�Forget it,� Mac said heavily. �You�re twice as superstitious as a tribe of Ubangis.� He frowned. �That is a little thick, though. Our bandmaster�s new. Maybe he doesn�t know. I�ll speak to him. Some of the performers are apt to get a mite nervous.�
�Sure, that�s just it,� added Calamity. �And break their necks. Accidents always come in threes. We�ve had the first. That leaves two to go.� He turned back to his tickets, and added almost to low to hear, �If it was an accident.�
Mac caught it, though. �What,� he said with a sudden sharp bite in his voice, �do you mean by that?�
There was a short uneasy silence until Calamity answered, �Oh, nothin� at all. I just don�t understand why the Major left the lot at that time of night with a blow comin� on, where the hell he could have been goin�, and why he piled up � a cautious fussbudget like him. With that bum ticker of his he never drove faster than a trot, and he was so afraid he�d scratch the cream-colored paint job on that new sixteen-cylinder Packard, he moved it around like he was truckin� a load of eggs. He musta been goin� sixty-five to��
Mac threw up his hands. �You can think up the damnedest things. If somebody sneezes you�re afraid of a blowdown. Business is always lousy.� �And what happened this Friday morning this side of Bridgeport?� Calamity sputtered. �The elephant truck lands in a ditch, Rubber and Modoc get away and it takes all morning to round them up. I suppose you don�t count��
�No, I don�t. The publicity we got packed the house in Peekskill that night. Forget it, Cal. You�ve been jumpy ever since the fuzz came on the lot tonight.�
�The fuzz, Ross,� Merlini footnoted, �is the local constabulary. Cal might be right at that, Mac. Sheriff Weatherby is going to be howling in your ear before long. That�s a prediction.�
Mac looked startled. �What do you mean? Do you know him?�
�No, never saw him; but the cannon mob that�s working tonight pulled a boner. They should know better.�
�What do you mean? There aren�t any pickpockets on this show.�
�No?� Merlini produced the billfolds. �You wouldn�t kid me would you, Mac? Someone weeded these leathers and ditched them behind the kid-show top. And this one belongs to Sheriff Jonas Weatherby. Don�t the boys know enough to lay off the law?�
Mac grabbed it. �I�ll be damned! It�s a local mob. I�d better see about this.�
�I think I�ve spotted them for you. Skinny guy over there this side of the ticket wagon is the wire.�
�Excuse me,� Mac said hastily, �while I go cause a little trouble. Come on, Cal. Keith, you watch the door.�
Towne spoke up. �Cannon mob, wire, stall? I don�t have those. Dip is the word I know.� He took an envelope from his pocket and made a notation.
�Dip is a winchell,� Merlini said. �A sucker word. It�s so well known to the layman that only the old-timers among the professional crooks still use it.�
He took up a position behind Towne. �You�re out in front of the bally platform listening to an opening. You stall for me, Ross.�
I had seen Merlini demonstrate the gentle art of pocketpicking on other occasions and knew what was required. I stood in front of Towne with my back to him and edged against him, shoving impolitely and stepping on his toes a bit, to make him give way.
�Here,� he started to object. �What the��
�You see,� Merlini explained, stepping out from behind him. �It�s the old story again. Misdirection and distraction of attention. The chump�s attention is all on the clumsy oaf in front of him. He doesn�t feel the duke slip into his kick at all.�
Towne was investigating his pockets. �Do you mean that�?�
�Sure.� Merlini held out a billfold. �From your left breech. I don�t know if you realize it, but that�s the smart place to carry it. Except for the fob, it�s the most difficult one to beat. Of course, if a wire had trouble with it, he�d resort to rip-and-tear methods � cut the pocket open.�
Towne hurriedly took back the billfold and began exploring another pocket. His face was annoyed. �Very educational demonstration,� he said. �May I have the other��
Merlini nodded. �Hope I�m not embarrassing you.� He held out two objects. �Right kick,� he said, passing over a pack of cigarettes. �And left back pocket.� Merlini looked curiously at the ivory-handled revolver in his hand. �Metzger .32-caliber. Do all detective-story writers carry heaters?�
Towne took the gun and replaced it in his pocket. �I�ve got a collection of firearms,� he said quickly. �Picked this up in Bridgeport the other day.�
Merlini said, �Now I know why the ballistic dope in your stories is so well done. I liked that trick you used in The Phantom Bullet where the victim was killed with a shotgun loaded with water.�
Towne nodded. �Yes. There was a real case of that several years��
Mac returned and interrupted. He was replacing some bills in the sheriff�s wallet. �I got his dough back. Guess I�d better rig up a story about someone finding it on the lot and turning it in.�
�If you want him to believe that one,� Merlini said, �you�d better get it to him quickly, before he misses it. Want me to slip it back in his kick for you?�
�No,� Mac said. �If he caught you, he�d think you were taking it out and I don�t want any trouble.� Mac started into the tent. �Coming?�
Merlini nodded. �Yes, I want to get a look at the performance.�
Towne and myself followed them, and Calamity took his stand again at the entrance. Atterbury said, �See you later.� He went out toward the midway.
As we walked through into the menagerie, Merlini asked, �By the way, Mac, I understand the eagle screamed hereabouts on Saturday in a big way. And business has been spotty. How does that happen, or am I being nosy?�
Mac turned his head and squinted at Merlini sharply. �You heard about that? Um. If you find out, let me in on it. I asked the Major if his rich uncle had died and he said �Yeah.� Nothing wrong with that except he didn�t have one.�
�Who owns the show now? Daughter Pauline?�
�Uh-huh. And I hope she knows the answer. We might need more dough any day. She has a lot of stubborn notions about how to run this outfit, and some of them ain�t too hot. Expecting a purge around here most any time. You showed just in time for all the excitement.�
�Yes,� Merlini agreed, �I�m beginning to think I did.�

Chapter IV
Suspicion

�...You have ample time before the big show starts to inspect this amazing traveling menagerie with its priceless specimens from every clime, its strange and wonderful array of curious beasts and zoological wonders... get your peanuts for the elephants... hot buttered popcorn... soft drinks... souvenirs...�

The animal cages, parked end to end, lined half the interior of the menagerie, not the gay and gaudy gold-encrusted parade wagons of memory, but great, simply painted, red and white trucks and trailers. They held a pair of lions with cub, two leopards, a brown bear, a hyena, a colony of chattering monkeys, and a trained chimp. The lead and ring stock was lined up on the opposite side; two bored but supercilious camels, a bright-eyed zebra, a sleepy ibex, and the horses � broad-hipped resin-backs, high-school and liberty horses and cow ponies. Near the entrance that led into the big top itself, just beyond the stand that sold Coca-Cola, popcorn, and peanuts, were four elephants, their trunks moving in restless exploration. An attendant was sweeping the broad back of one of them with a broom.
Near the horses stood a lanky figure in an especially resplendent costume of tight white trousers, high-heeled boots, bright blue shirt, and ten-gallon hat, coiling a long lariat. His hard, angular face had a very familiar look.
�Tex Mayo,� Mac said. �The movie star. Featured in the after-show with Blaze, his educated pony. Fancy roping, riding, shooting, and bull-whip snapping. You must meet the horse.�
�What�s wrong with Tex?� Merlini asked.
�Prima donna,� Mac said. �He was a big shot in Hollywood until the singing cowboy came in; Tex is tone-deaf. Made a lot of dough in his time and spent it all on swimming pools. He gets a bigger salary than any other performer on the show, but to him it�s still peanuts. The Major was ready to put the skids under him, too � he�s been liquored up pretty much lately, and it interferes with his marksmanship. But he�ll be around awhile longer now, I guess. He�s been making a play for Pauline � and she likes it.�
Mac went on into the big top; and Merlini, Towne, and I stood just within watching the clowns, who were slapping each other down with oversize gloves in that perennial bit of circus tomfoolery, the clown prize fight.
Merlini watched it a moment and then asked, �Just what did happen to the Major, Towne? Mac rather shies from the subject.�
Towne turned to look at him and raised a questioning eyebrow. �You don�t think Calamity�s remarks have any foundation, do you?�
�I don�t know,� Merlini said. �That�s why I asked.�
Towne shrugged. �Don�t know a lot about it,� he said. �They found him around midnight last night, quarter of a mile or so from the lot at Kings Falls. He�d piled up against a concrete bridge abutment at the foot of a hill. Nearly threw him through the windshield. I missed all the excitement. I heard about it when I got on the lot this morning.�
�What do you do, tag along in your own car and stop at hotels?�
�Yes.�
�You don�t agree with Calamity, then?�
�I hadn�t considered his remarks very seriously. I�ve heard him do a lot of grousing since I joined up Saturday. I don�t know what he thinks it is, if it wasn�t an accident. Suicide�s not very probable by that method, and it�s a damned impractical murder method. You could drug a man or knock him out, then put him in the machine and pull the throttle out at the top of the hill; but you couldn�t be at all sure you�d kill him.�
While Towne was speaking, the clowns finished and ran off, and the announcer�s voice came from the amplifiers: �The Mighty Hannum Shows now take great pleasure in presenting an outstanding feature of the circus world, those two amazing dancing queens of the tight wire, Pauline and Paulette, in their death-defying, somersaulting feats of grace and impossible skill!�
�Oh,� Merlini said. �Miss Hannum is working tonight?�
�Yes,� Towne replied. �Looks that way. It takes a lot to stop her. Very determined young lady.�
Merlini glanced at me. I knew he was thinking that the phrase had a familiar sound.
Two girls in Spanish costume, flaring trousers, bolero vests, and wide-brimmed, scarlet hats took their bow in the center ring and ascended swiftly to the small platforms, ten feet high, between which stretched the thin steel wires. At this distance they were merely two dancing figures, either of whom might be the girl we were looking for.
Singly at first and then together they ran and postured on the slender, bouncing wire in a sort of two-dimensional dance, a routine that was such an expert and unusually graceful exhibition of balance that even my layman�s eye tagged it at once as big-time.
The announcer broke in again for a moment: �Pauline will now attempt a feat equaled by no other woman on the wire, a backward somersault from feet to feet! Watch her!�
One figure ran lightly to the center of the wire, balanced slowly, stood perfectly still with arms outstretched, held it, waited, and then repeated the maneuver, taking short, calculating steps as she watched the wire, building up to her climax. She did it finally � a sudden rising lift, a backward swirl of color, and a precarious, shaky landing, the wire vibrating from side to side beneath her feet. It seemed for a second impossible that she could maintain her balance; and then suddenly she stood straight and still, and walked without haste to her platform.
�The announcer exaggerates,� Merlini commented. �She�s not the only woman to do that, but she is good. Let�s get a look at her as she comes off. Under the side wall there and around�� He stopped suddenly, his gaze fastened on the center ring. �Towne,� he said, �does that happen at every performance?�
�What?�
�The other girl. She just completed as nonchalant a forward somersault on the wire as I�ve ever seen.�
�Yes. She�s done it each time I�ve seen the act.�
�And the only special announcement was the one Pauline got, like now?�
Towne nodded. �Uh-huh. Why?�
�There�s a story for you,� Merlini answered. �The forward on the wire, any place for that matter, is far more difficult than a backward. Try it sometime. Find out why the wrong girl gets the announcement and you should have a story. Come on, Ross. See you later, Towne.�
I followed Merlini as he ducked under the side wall on the left and out into the back yard. Star Avenue, or Kinker�s Row, as it is sometimes called, lay before us, an orderly line of autos, trailers, sleeping cars, and prop trucks drawn up paralleling the big top. Halfway along the side wall were two openings, the entrance and exit used by the performers in entering the arena, called the back door. Walking in the space between the cars and the tent, we started toward it.
We had gone only a short distance when Keith Atterbury came from the dark between two trailers and stopped us. There was a seriously worried expression on his face.
�Could I see you a minute? I�ve got something I�d like to show you.�
Merlini nodded. Atterbury moved to the nearest trailer and, standing in the light from its window, opened a large manila envelope. He took out three glossy 8x10 photos and gave them to Merlini. I looked over his shoulder. A strip of copy paper pasted along the lower edge of the first photo bore the typed caption: Circus owner killed in auto crash near Kings Falls, N. Y. The photographer had done a professionally competent job. The shot, although taken at night with flashlighting, was clear and sharply focused. But it was not the sort of picture you would enter in a salon exhibition or care to look at during a meal.

Major Hannum was a heavy-set man with an almost totally bald head. His body was lying halfway through the shattered windshield of the car, the front end of which, jammed against a concrete bridge abutment, resembled a battered accordion. His face was badly lacerated. The second photo was a close shot from another angle and the third a long shot.
Merlini looked up and gave Atterbury a sharp glance. �Why,� he asked, �are you showing these to me?�
Atterbury tapped a cigarette nervously against the back of his hand. He spoke hesitantly, jerkily. �I know Sigrid Verrill and her father. I was on the Webb Show with him last year. He told me about that Skelton Island case you solved. I don�t like that photo. You know about such things. I want to know if what I see in it means what I think it does � before I stick my neck out. You��
Merlini broke in. �Do you have anything more than just this?�
�You do see it then,� Atterbury said. �I�ve been hoping all day that I was wrong. Yes, I�ve got more.�
�I see enough to want to know a lot more,� Merlini replied. �Let�s have it.�
I took the photos from Merlini and gave them a closer look. I didn�t get it.
�You heard Calamity,� Keith began. �There�s more of the same. I went back to Kings Falls this morning, as soon as I heard about the accident. They hadn�t moved the car yet. I didn�t like what I saw. Then, at the newspaper office, I happened to see the photos.�
�What didn�t you like?�
�Well, for one thing, the Major put nine or ten thousand miles on his car every season. He�s never had as much as a dented fender before. The cops figured he was drunk and speeding. But he had a bad heart, he never drank, and no one ever saw him go faster than forty-five on a straight stretch. We kidded him about buying a sixteen-cylinder speed-wagon and then driving it like a horse and buggy. He was as proud as Punch of that shiny cream and chromium. Afraid he�d scratch it. Then, suddenly, he smashes it all to hell.�
�Where was he going?�
�That�s funny, too. Nobody seems to know. He couldn�t have been headed for the town ahead. He always moves with the show the next morning, for one thing; and the road he was on was headed south. Waterboro�s north of Kings Falls.�
�Picture taken at night,� said Merlini. �Just when did the accident happen?�
�They found the body at midnight. He�d left the lot in Kings Falls at 10:45, during the concert.[5] I�ve checked that. The kid stationed at the lot entrance to direct parking saw his car leave, driving like hell. Almost ran the kid down. But the queerest thing is that the Major would even think of leaving the lot at a time like that. Just before the main show blowed, he gave orders to have the menagerie top double-staked for the night. It was getting damn windy, and it looked like blowdown weather. The Major told �em to run through the concert on the double-quick so we could get the customers out and the other tops sloughed[6] before we had trouble. Then, just as the customers that didn�t stay for the aftershow were coming out, he says he is going to his trailer for a slicker. That was ten-thirty. He never came back. That�s what made me wonder in the first place. He wouldn�t leave the lot in the face of a possible blowdown.�
�That a first-hand account?� Merlini asked. �You were on the front door when he left?�
Keith nodded �Yes. I�d been there all evening, and I stuck around with Calamity until the concert was all out and all over about eleven, when I left to go ahead to Waterboro. I usually make my jump after the night show so I�ll be on deck in the next town early to contact the papers.�
�And you think that this photo��
�Cinches it. Yes.�
�Newspaper photo. Who took it?�
�Photographer on the Kings Falls Gazette, Irving Desfor. He had a lucky break. He was the guy who found the body.�
�He took his pictures before anyone had touched the car or body?�
�Yes. First thing he did. Even before he reported it.�
�The paper hasn�t printed these shots?�
�They used the long shot. Not so much detail in it. The others are a bit strong for public consumption.�
Merlini looked at the photos again. �Judging from the matter-of-fact caption, neither the photographer nor his editor saw in the pictures what you think you do? And the medical examiner�?�
�They�d have spread it all across the front page if they had. The medical examiner hasn�t seen the photos, as far as I know. And he didn�t see the body until it was in the undertaking parlor in Kings Falls. I checked that.�
�Going to show it to him?�
�I don�t know. Should I? Have I got enough evidence? The medical examiner�s an old stuffed shirt, and now that he�s given his verdict of accidental death, he won�t want to back-track without some damned good reason. Besides, he�s nearly a hundred miles behind and in the next county. Tomorrow we�ll be eighty miles further away.�
�That�s awkward,� Merlini admitted. �Who else have you shown these to��
�No one � yet.�
Merlini looked surprised. �And you�ve had the pictures all day? Why not? Shouldn�t Mac see them?�
Atterbury shook his head. �It�s dynamite. You saw Mac�s reaction when Calamity aired a few doubts. Hush, hush. A police investigation on a circus is poison. They might hold up the whole show while they nosed around asking questions. We�d maybe blow the next stand, and the fuzz on the route ahead might make trouble.�
�Dammit!� I exploded impatiently. �What is it in these pix that I don�t see? Mind?�
�Something you can�t see because it isn�t there,� Merlini answered. �Something that isn�t there but should be. That it, Atterbury?�
�Yes. Blood.�
�Blood?� I looked at the prints again.
Merlini said, �Those cuts on the face, Ross. And that whopping big gash along the neck. His head and shoulders are lying out on the engine hood. That cream-colored paint job should be well smeared with blood. But it isn�t. There�s just one small dark streak across the top of his head that might be blood. That�s not nearly enough.�
I got it then. It hit me like a ton of high explosive. The cuts had been made after death � some time after. The accident...
Merlini was speaking. �Why haven�t you shown these to Miss Hannum? After all, he was her father. Even though it may affect the show, if the accident is suspect she has a right to know � and to decide if the police had better know about it...�
�That,� Keith said, �is the trouble. You see, just as the Major left the front door last night headed for his trailer, I saw someone come from the back yard and follow after him. They went into the trailer together. The last person to see the Major alive was Pauline Hannum!�
For a moment no one said anything. Then Keith added, �And, unless we do something about it, there�s another murder to come.�
To be continued

Come and Get It
by Richard Sale
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A girl can take Daffy for a walk, if she doesn�t mind riding back � in the meat wagon!
* * *
There was a knock on the door which I attempted to ignore, but it was a very forthright sort of knock, and it persisted. Still, I am a very forthright sort of sleeper, too... I hiked the sheet over my head and groaned, �Go �way.� But it was no good. The guy kept knocking.
I finally pulled the sheet off and looked at the battered relic which I call an alarm clock, and it said eleven A.M. nastily. I went across to the door in my barefeet and opened it, and I got a mild surprise.
Outside there was an old coot who looked like something off a Gloucester fisherman. He was tall and rangy and his skin was weathered a very healthy brown. His eyebrows were as thick as a wolf�s tail, and snow-white. They would have put J. Nance Garner�s to shame. He had no mustache, but the finest white and silver beard that ever graced a man�s chin. And his pale gray eyes, although they must have been seeing this world for some sixty-five years or so, were as clear and canny as the eyes of an Islamic prophet.
�My friend,� I said wearily, for, yea, I was weary, �you have made a grave mistake.�
�Have I now?� he said in a crackly, dry voice, watching me sharply. �And what makes you think so?�
�Because you are not looking for me,� I said. �My name is Daffy Dill and I am a newspaperman, and my friends all know that it is courting homicide to disturb me before high noon, when I have been out on the Broadway beat the night before.�
�Indeed,� said the white beard. �But I�ll come in and have a word with ye just the same, Mr. Dill, if ye don�t mind.�
The telephone rang at the same time, and I shrugged at him and said: �Come on, Pop. You might as well.� And I left him to run over and pick up the handset. It was the Old Man on the wire.
�Good morning, picklepuss,� the Old Man said. �So sorry to wake you up but I was afraid some one might walk in and take a gander at you and then call a coroner.�
�Ha ha,� I groaned. �Is it true you are opening a luggage shop with the supply of bags you have under your eyes?�
�Nix,� said the Old Man sternly. �You�re in no position to make wisecracks, Daffy. Where the hell were you at nine A.M.? This is a newspaper you work for, in case you�ve forgotten. I know, I know; I take a lot of kidding and I�m easy on you because of your eccentricities, but the boss in person, and no kidding, raised the devil this morning. He was in a firing mood.�
�Do tell,� I said uneasily. �And did you impress upon him those eccentricities you mentioned, i.e., the garnering of newsworthy stories?�
�That was kind of hard to do,� replied the Old Man tartly, �since you haven�t turned in a number one in over two months.�
That was true enough. I said weakly, �Then you might tell him that I only report the news, I don�t make it. Since that latest blitzkrieg abroad, every crook and killer in the city seems to have taken a vacation. I swear, chief, I think they�re all sitting back and reading the newspapers themselves, and worrying about our own M day.�
�Don�t digress,� said the Old Man. �No stories isn�t a legit excuse. The boss would only give you that old story about James Gordon Bennett. Anyway, a guy was in to see him and the boss wanted the guy to see you, which was what raised such a fuss. I saved the day by saying you had been out late last night on something hot which did not pan out��
�You were right there. It was Dinah, and I didn�t get to first base.�
��and then I sent this guy up to see you. He was anxious to see you. Let me know what developes.�
�Wait a minute,� I said. I turned around and saw that White Beard had taken a seat after closing the door, and was staring at me with wise, amused eyes. �Is the guy you sent up something out of Neptune�s locker, an old salt, a veritable breath of the sea?�
�Don�t be fooled,� the Old Man snapped. �His name is Joshua Briggs and he is one of the cleverest marine insurance operatives you have ever had the pleasure of meeting.�
�Not this guy,� I said. �He�s too old.�
White Beard grinned. His teeth were tobacco stained and he was chewing a cut. �My name�s Briggs,� he said. �Joshua Briggs, and I reckon it�s me, all right. Suppose you hang up so�s we can come to the point, Daffy.�

I said goodbye to the Old Man and hung up, then turned to sit down on the bed opposite the old coot. �Such familiarity,� I murmured. I looked him over carefully. �Brother, it goes beyond belief. What would an old coot like you be doing as an insurance detective?�
�Detecting,� said Joshua Briggs.
�Sure, but what if the job got dangerous? You�re built like a boxer, I admit, but at your age, you�re in the wrong racket. How can you take care of yourself.�
�Well,� he murmured, �I�ll tell ye. Sam Colt, when he made his equalizer, didn�t take into account what manner o� man would do the shooting. So although I�ve seen the best years, I expect to see many more on account of I can draw faster than you, if I have to, and it all boils down to who gets there first with the mostest bullets, don�t it?�
Before I could open my mouth, he made a casual but swift passing motion at his chest, and I was staring down into the muzzle of a .38 caliber belly gun. I gaped.
�See?� he said. �I could�ve shot your ears off.�
�You win,� I said, swallowing. I grinned at him. �All is not gold that glitters, eh? That was nice going. You�ve got a sweet draw.�
He put the gun away, chuckling drily. �Let�s get down to business. I know you�re a man to be trusted or Mr. Wilston Kenyon wouldn�t have sent me to you. I knew Kenyon�s pop in the old days. He was a sailorman with as fine a fleet of fisherman as ever waked the Banks. He sure was a sorry man when his son went into journalism instead of seafaring, but times change.�
�Mr. Kenyon sent you then. Why?�
�Well, son, I�m on a big case and I reckon I need a little help,� said Josh Briggs blandly. �Ain�t as spry as I used to be, for one thing, and for another, I reckon I�m getting too well known, and it�s kind of hard to get information. Now you get around and you hear things and you know things and I figured, if you could help, you could have the story, which will be a fine thing, I warn you.�
�That�s not enough,� I said, with a smile. �You�ll have to teach me that draw too.�
�Shucks, that�s simple enough,� he said. �Just takes about forty years o� practice. But I�ll show you. Are you on?�
�More or less,� I said. �I�d like to hear first what the shooting is going to be about.�
�Ain�t going to be any shooting,� he said. �And it ain�t my business to tell you anything, son, I�m sorry to say. This is Lloyd�s business and not to be bandied, y�see. I�m just the agent. But I�m trying to find a man named Greer. Fabian Greer. He hung out a lot around Broadway, which is why I figured you might know him.�
�I know Fabian Greer,� I said. �He�s not exactly an upright citizen. More on the stoolpigeon side. As a matter of fact, Greer is a first class rat with a yellow spine a mile wide.�
�Uh-huh,� Josh Briggs nodded. �Him I want.� He got to his feet.
�Now wait a minute,� I said. �This doesn�t make sense. Why do you want a stoolie? Where do I bring him? Or do I��
�Hang onto ye hawser a bit, son,� said Joshua Briggs sternly. �I told ye I can�t be answering questions. You find Greer, you tell me where he is, and then I�ll thank ye for ye services. That�s all.�
�Where can I reach you?�
�You can leave a message for me at the Atlantic Marine office on lower Broadway. Where I�m staying is my own healthy secret. This ain�t exactly a picnic, son, as you will see when I inform you o� the details later on, as per our bargain.�
�Well,� I said, �all right. But this is an awful let-down. I thought the layout was going to be exciting. Instead, I�m just an errand boy.�
He smiled in agreement and went out without another word.

Dinah Mason called while I was shaving and invited herself to lunch with me. �I�m broke, darling,� she said. �This is Thursday, you know. No mazuma until payday tomorrow.�
�What about me, Angel-eyes?� I said. �I�m flatter than the Danish bill of rights! I spent my last seven bucks last night only to get turned down when I passed at you.�
�Did you pass at me last night?� Dinah said. �I can�t remember that at all. I thought it was a very dull evening.�
�I asked you to marry me at twelve-ten in the taxi on the way to Leon and Eddie�s,� I said. �The cab meter read fifty-five cents, it was raining, and you said no.�
�Do you call a legitimate proposal of marriage a pass at me?� Dinah replied with sarcasm. �The trouble with you, my boy, is that you�re too much of a gentleman; you haven�t enough rogue in you, you rogue. Anyway, I have good reasons for not hitching up with a wack like you, darling, and I�m starving, really. So meet me at the Hideaway where you can sign for the check, broke or not, and you can shoot the taffy to me, Daffy, right there!�
She hung up. I hung up. What can you do with a girl like that?
I waited for half an hour in the lobby of the Hideaway Club, chewing the fat with Bill Latham until Dinah finally wandered in at one-thirty, and made no attempt at an excuse for being late. So we ate. There was no point in bawling her out. I�d asked Bill Latham if he knew where I could find Fabian Greer. He didn�t know.
After we finished, Dinah left. She had a movie to cover and she remembered at least to thank me with a kiss. I decided to wander over to Broadway and mooch along the stem until I got a lead. I was walking toward 45th Street when I spotted a police car at the curb and �lo and behold, who should be in it but Lieutenant William � Poppa to us � Hanley, the homicide bureau�s fair-haired boy. �Poppa!� I yelped.
Poppa got out of the car looking gloomier than a Dutch frontier post. �Hello, Daffy,� he said. �How the hell you do it I don�t know.�
�How do I do what?� I said.
�How you find out about these things.�
Poppa�s face was red, long and homely, and he kept pulling the lobe of his right ear which is a sure sign that somebody�s person is no longer in that state of activation we call life. �There�s been a bump-off,� I said blandly. �I have an instinct about such things.�
�Yeah?� Poppa Hanley grunted, suspicious. �And all of a sudden, I think you just happened to run into me. Never mind, beautiful. Tag along. The situs criminis is upstairs here in the Hotel Gare.�
The Hotel Gare was an inch better than a flophouse. Well, not as bad as that, but it was only a dump with cheap rates and cheap rooms, jammed in between a movie theater and a chain restaurant. I noticed the pair of cops in front of it; they looked so casual. We went passed them and upstairs and into a room.
Sergeant Babcock was up there, with another cop. There was no sign of Dr. Kerr Kyne, the chief medical examiner. We went in and had a look. The stiff was face down on a rickety bed, with his hands tied behind his back, and his legs bound. There were six bullet wounds in his back, ranging from his head down to his kidneys. He looked familiar.
�Turn him over,� I said.
�Can�t,� said Babcock. �We�re waiting for Doc Kyne, Daffy.�
�Do you know who he is?�
�Sure. He signed the register as Frank Clements.�
I grunted and stared at Poppa. �I never heard of Frank Clements, my friend, and this guy�s gray suede shoes and pin-stripe suit look pretty familiar. Turn him over and take a gander.�
Poppa Hanley took a deep breath, for the corpse wasn�t exactly pretty. He grabbed the stiff by the shoulders and shoved. The body was rigid. But we got him over enough to see that the dead man was Mr. Fabian Greer.
I wasn�t shocked, just surprised. I didn�t hang around, but instantly went down into the lobby and picked up the telephone at the desk and called the Atlantic Marine office. When I got it, I said, �I have a message for Joshua Briggs. This is Daffy Dill. He told me to call there.�
�Yes.�
�You can tell him that Fabian Greer is dead of gunshot wounds in the Hotel Gare on Broadway.�
I hung up.

I didn�t go back upstairs then. Not that I hadn�t intended to, for I wanted the story of what had happened, and I also wanted to see the clues. But I didn�t go back because I couldn�t go back.
She was tall and striking. A very good-looking girl. Her hair was reddish brown, and as glossy as wax, and it fell to her shoulders beneath a perky little thing some one dreamed up as a hat. Her mouth was full and sensuous and she was in there batting one hundred percent. She came up to me at the desk and asked if she could speak with me.
�Do I know you?� I said.
�No,� she said, her voice soft and low. �But I heard you say that you were Daffy Dill, and I�m in trouble, and you can help me.�
�I�m very busy,� I said. �There�s been a murder upstairs, and I�m a newspaperman first, and a helper-outer second, even with a dream walking, like yourself.�
�But this concerns the murder upstairs,� she said. �My name is Margot Leeds, and I really must see you. I know something.�
Well, well, who was I to turn down direct evidence? I took her by the arm and started to lead her to one of the three chairs the lobby boasted, but she shook her head. �Not here,� she said.
�Where away, Venus?�
�Let�s just walk,� she said. �Let�s just stroll on Broadway and talk. That�s the best way. I may be watched.�
�All right,� I said.
She took my arm and we went out. She turned me north and she didn�t say a word. We reached 46th Street and I allowed as how it might be time to give out since we were practically alone among ten thousand people. �Yes,� said Margot Leeds. �It�s all right now, I guess. Turn down this street and keep going.�
�Nix,� I said suddenly. �I don�t like the setup. It�s as phoney as you are, and I�m not playing ball. I�m a sucker for a good-looking gal, Venus, but I�ve got responsibilities too. Come on, we�re going back and see Poppa Hanley.�
�No, we�re not,� she said quietly. �We really are not. Please don�t make a scene. Just keep walking.�
�You�ve got either a lot of faith in your good looks or a lot of nerve, sweetheart,� I said. �Nix.�
She nudged me with her left hand and I felt a hunk of steel tickle my ribs. �Keep walking,� she said. It was the hand with which she took my elbow as we walked. Only she didn�t take my elbow. She had a small caliber pistol in the hand and she hid it from view between my elbow and my ribs.
Oh well, it was a cinch she wouldn�t shoot me in broad daylight if I made a pass at her. I think I could have taken her gun by doing the wheeling trick that Poppa Hanley had once taught me, turning faster than her reflexes could fire the gun.
It makes me laugh anyhow the way people will pull a rod on you and expect you to believe that they would drop you on the slightest provocation. That isn�t a fact. Maybe yes, if a snowbird holds the gun, but not a girl like Margot Leeds. I didn�t doubt that she had the nerve, but I did doubt that she was stupid enough to really do it.
However, there were things to find out, and I strung along. Why not? I was safe enough, really. I had a forty-five caliber belly gun in its holster under my coat. The old corpse-maker, with sawed off barrel, flat-filed spur and sawed-off trigger guard so that nothing would get in the way of my finger when it went looking for the trigger.
We went down 46th, Margot Leeds and I, and once I looked at her and found her very pale and pretty, but nervous, but definitely! She did not say another word until we reached a canopy with the legend Chez Chat on the green canvas. It was a dingy-looking spot as most of the old pre-repeal dives are. �Turn in here,� she said.
We turned in and entered the place. There wasn�t a soul inside. A wispy-looking little punk unlocked the door, with a gun in his hand and a cigarette hanging from the corner of his mouth. I�d never seen him before.
�The boss is upstairs,� he said.
Upstairs, we found an office in what had once been the living room of an apartment. Here there were two men. One of them I knew. He was the Dasher, alias Frank Carrone, a quiet, almost gentle gangster with mild gray eyes and a twisted mouth, who could handle a short knife like an old Gothic warrior. The short knife was his weapon.
But Carrone wasn�t the boss. The boss was a polished gentleman in a tweed suit, looking quite normal, clean, and bright; wearing spectacles which lent him a goggly-eyed aspect, having his hair cut too short around the ears. He was very tanned, and he looked fit.
He smoked long cigarettes.
�Well,� Carrone said, staring at me in surprise. �Boss, this guy is a newspaperman. Daffy Dill. The Chronicle.� His hands found his jeans. He looked uneasy and displeased. He said to the girl, �I hope you got a good reason for bringing this guy in.�

�A very good reason,� said Margot Leeds. �He knows where the Briggs man is.�
The boss smiled at me casually. �Your name is Dill? How do you do? Since Margot failed to introduce us, permit me. I am Carl Steiber.�
�It would be rude of me,� I replied, �not to say that this is a great pleasure, so I�ll be rude and not say it. What�s your racket?�
Steiber�s smile did not change. He seemed quite at ease. �You know Mr. Joshua Briggs I take it?�
�From way back,� I lied. �We were spawned together on the high seas and learned to spit curves into the wind together.�
�Where is he?�
�Tso tsorry,� I tsk-tsked.
�But really, old man,� Steiber said, surprised. �I must get in touch with him. It�s most urgent, believe me.�
�I can imagine. It was most urgent for you to get in touch with Fabian Greer too, I suppose.�
Frank Carrone grunted. He moved warily to the window and peered out. �I knew it,� he snapped. �I told you I didn�t want to play ball with a screwy dame. This is a setup. She didn�t bring him in on her own. He let her. He�s up on it already, Steiber. This ain�t no newspaper punk you�re playing with. This guy is one of the smartest legmen in the business and he packs a rod which I�ll take right now.� He turned and faced me.
�Now, now,� said Steiber. �No roughing, please. I�m quite sure Margot knew what she was doing. Do you have a gun, Dill?�
�Yes,� I said. �Quite a baby too.�
I unbuttoned my coat so that they could see it.
�Give it to me, please,� Steiber said.
�Come take it,� I said.
Nobody made a move. Carrone was breathing hard. Margot Leeds looked amused. �You�re very daring, aren�t you?� she said, her eyes bright. �But I think you�re bluffing.�
�Shut up,� said Carrone. �He ain�t.�
She snapped open her handbag to take out the gun she had nudged into me during our walk, and I drew like a flash and shot the bag out of her hand. She screamed and fell back against the wall. Steiber jerked his desk drawer open and then didn�t move. I covered Steiber with the .45 and I covered Carrone with my eyes.
Nobody moved. I could hear Margot Leeds panting in terror at the proximity of the bullet which had separated her from the bag. I said, �All right, boys, give out. One of you talk.�
They kept watching me, petrified into inaction. I said to Steiber, �Pick up the telephone and call the police.�
�Not I,� he said.
�All right,� I said. �That time you called it, and it was a bluff. I think I will be leaving. If anyone makes a pass at me, it�s blitzkrieg all over the place. You know that, Carrone. Be good.�
I backed to the door and opened it. It was going to take a good dash down the stairs, with the chance they might fire from the window when I made the street. I didn�t like the setup.
I liked it even less the next instant. As I eased out of the door, a gun barrel cracked so hard on my wrist I thought the bone broke. The wispy guy, the wispy guy who wasn�t even big enough to be remembered. He�d taken me from behind, and there I was.
I didn�t even make a stab at picking up my gun after it fell...

They were pretty rough on me. First they tied me in a chair and asked me again and again where Joshua Briggs was. It was one time I was really outfoxed, because I didn�t know. So I couldn�t say. Then Carrone went to work on me with his fists. He didn�t hurt me as much as he thought, and I couldn�t say anything.
Then Mr. Steiber stuck a toothpick under my fingernail and lighted it and warned me that it would be extremely painful if it burned all the way down.
�You sawed-off thug,� I snapped, watching that toothpick burn. �This isn�t anything to what the boys at Centre Street will do to you when they go to work on you after I get out of here.�
�After you get out of here?� Steiber said. �You�re not getting out of here, old man. Really you�re not. Not possibly. You�re going to be shot as soon as I think it convenient. You might as well talk and spare yourself some unnecessary pain.�
�I don�t know where he is,� I said. �He wouldn�t tell me himself. You can burn my fingers off, and I couldn�t add anything to that. And I like my fingers.�
Frank Carrone said nervously, �He�s telling the truth. And you ain�t bumping this guy off, boss.�
Steiber sighed and blew out the burning toothpick and pulled it out from under my fingernail. �I agree with you on the fact he may be telling the truth, for Mr. Briggs is no fool and would probably not have told Dill much. But as to his execution, I make the decisions.�
�Listen,� said Carrone, �I�m clear on Greer. See? I�ve got an alibi on Greer. And Dill ain�t getting knocked off, not with my hand in it. You paid me to cover you, and I�m doing it. I�m right-handing for you, but you didn�t pay me for murder. That ship sails at two and after that, Dill couldn�t do a thing, if you held him until the job came off. But no more killing. If cops catch up with me, I ain�t gonna fry. These other raps I can beat. So far it�s only assault and battery. That�s minor.�
�For an American gunman,� Steiber said cooly, �you lack any singular courage. And you aren�t earning your money. Keep your mouth shut and watch him a moment.� His fishy eyes swept to Margot Leeds. �You heard him call Atlantic Marine with a message for Briggs?�
�Yes,� she said. �That�s why I brought him.�
�Very good, my dear... In that case, I am going to call Atlantic Marine and make an appointment with Briggs to meet me out front here. Only I will give Dill�s name. Then we�ll see what happens.�
�Why bother?� she said. �Why bother anymore? Dill doesn�t know anything. Briggs only suspects, he has no definite information. Greer would have given him that.�
�As I thought,� I said. �Greer was the squeaker, eh? So you knocked him off before he could get to Briggs and earn a bigger fee.�
Nobody answered me. Steiber picked up the telephone and called Atlantic Marine, and while he was pulling his trick I looked at Frank Carrone hard and said: �I hope you feel good, you rat. You have respect for a guy in the business of being a crook, if he�s a good crook. But when a guy sells out his country��
�Shut up,� Carrone said.
�Steiber�s a German agent,� I said. �That�s as plain as the nose on his face.�
�I�m not selling out my country,� Carrone said. �I�m neutral.�
�The hell you�re neutral. And if you are neutral, you�re neutral against Germany, and you know it.�
�Dill, please, don�t be na�ve,� Steiber said, finishing his phone call.
But Carrone looked uneasy and he kept his hands in his pocket.
I said, �They�ll knock you off anyhow, Frankie. You�ve been worrying about that, haven�t you? You wouldn�t expect Steiber to pay you off and let you walk out of here, knowing what�s going to happen, do you?�
Steiber came over casually and slapped me across the face. It hurt like blazes. �Keep quiet, Esel,� he said. �R�hren Sie sich nicht.�
�Oh, brother,� I grunted, as the pain made my eyes fill up. �How I would like a go at you in the old Andy Jackson fashion � wrists tied, bowie knives. I�d cut your heart out.�
�Americans are such romantics,� Steiber said.
We all sat still, and nobody said a word. Frank Carrone kept staring at Steiber. Carrone was pale. The wispy man who had ambushed me was downstairs again. They spoke of him as Fritz. I knew I�d never seen the runt before. He was a Steiber man, not a Broadway punk.
The day before, Sammy Lyons of the Chronicle, had been ill, and it had fallen to me, through the mind-workings of the Old Man, to cover Sammy�s beat for him. Sammy�s column was I Cover Ships, the waterfront trek.
I mention all this not to point out that I made crushing discoveries in the way of newsbeats, for as a matter of fact, I wrote a very dull column for Sammy, the ship news being practically negligible. With so many countries at war, there were only six transatlantic ships � four American, one Greek, one Spanish. And no news.
But I had picked up that rumor that the British liner Salina was going to sail the following day for war duty. The week before, the ship had taken on a new coat of war paint, and her steam was up. She was taking on no cargo at all, and it looked as if she were going to become a transport.
I didn�t have much doubt than that Steiber�s stake was in the Salina.

�I wonder,� I said, �what�ll happen to the Salina?�
Steiber wheeled and stared at me. Frank Carrone gasped. Carrone said, �I knew it, by God, I knew they were up on it!� He took out a gun and held it carelessly.
�Put your gun away and don�t be a fool!� Steiber said. �He�s only guessed��
�Time bomb in the hold,� I risked. �Blow her up when she puts out to sea. Nice going.�
Steiber hit me so hard, my chair went over backwards. At the window, Margot Leeds cried, �Carl! A white-bearded man!�
�That is Briggs!� Steiber snapped. �Geben Sie acht! I�m going downstairs to get him. Prepare to move out of here. Once we dispose of Briggs, we are finished. You know what I mean, Margot. I�ll be back. Fritz and I will come up for you.� He went out the door with a Luger pistol.
�It�s murder, Frank,� I said. �You can see it coming. And not only me. You too. Think hard on it.�
�I�ve done my thinking,� Carrone said. �I�m clearing out of this. That Heinie figures to knock me off; it�s been shown all the way. I stuck my neck out getting in this, but I ain�t getting knocked off.�
�Cut me loose,� I said. �I�ll forget your part of it.�
�You�re an honest guy,� Carrone said. He looked scared. �I�ll take you at your word.� He sprang to me and turned the chair over and went through the ropes on my hands with that little short-bladed knife he carried. Margot Leeds cried out sharply at him and ran for the desk.
�Carrone!� I snapped.
She shot him from behind the desk. And she shot him four times at that. She shot him with my gun which Steiber had kept on the desk and when I knew that, I also knew that Carrone was a dead man. He never had a chance against those hard-hitting forty-five slugs. They make a terrible wound, and their power is plenty. He had been singularly careless, turning his back to the dame, but who would have expected a girl as pretty as that to be able to turn on the slugs with such coldblooded design?
I was luckier. I should have been clipped by my own rod too, but I wasn�t. For one thing, those bullets knocked Frankie Carrone right on top of me. When she fired at me, she hit him again. He didn�t know it. He was dead. I half winced for a second, thinking the slug might have gone through him and hit me. That happens sometimes.
It didn�t. And there was Carrone�s own gun. It practically fell out of his hand into my good right.
Downstairs, there was the sound of a police whistle, and then a fusilade of shots, sharp and clear. A man screamed. Another yelled in German � Steiber�s voice.
Margot Leeds drew careful aim on my face and I didn�t waste time with such things as slow aim. I threw the gun on her in an instinct shot and started firing. I kept right on firing until I saw her go down. The noise was earsplitting, and the place reeked with gunpowder.
When I got to my feet, Margot Leeds was no longer pretty. Outside of looking ugly enough dead, with the waxy pallor and mouth agape, my bullets had hit her twice in the face and head, and they hadn�t been kind.
My legs were a little numb. I stumbled over to the door and opened it and tried to get downstairs, but some one was coming up. Steiber. He didn�t have any gun. He was coming so hard, he barely looked at me. I�ll always swear he thought I was Carrone. He never bothered to look.
I hooked him with a weak left which threw him surprisingly off balance, and he went downstairs again, only the return trip was made on his backside instead of his feet. He rolled out of sight around the turn, and I went down after him.
I got the biggest surprise of my life. Down in the lobby, the wispy man was lying on a couch, bleeding from a bad wound in the side. Fritz was on the fritz, and Sergeant Babcock was making sure he stayed that way.
At my feet, Steiber was sprawled, conscious but dazed from his fall, and over him stood a man with a white beard that had seen better days. At first glance, I would have thought it was Joshua Briggs, but a second glance showed him to be Lieutenant Poppa Hanley, and he looked at me appalled and shouted: �Daffy! Daffy! What�ve they done to you?�
I must have looked pretty grim with both my eyes discolored, and the fist welts on my face.
�They have done nothing,� I snapped, �that ain�t gwine to be given back within the next fifteen minutes! What the hell are you doing here? And where is Briggsy?�
Poppa Hanley led me to a chair and I sat down. I was shaking like a leaf, and I tried to get my breath. �Now listen, you dumb-bunny,� he said, �and hear it the first time. Joshua Briggs is on the Salina. He persuaded a German agent aboard to rat, and they found a time bomb in the forward hold, set to go off in ten hours. We were covering the ship with him, cleaning out the nest when a messenger from Atlantic Marine came and said you�d asked him to meet you at the Chez Chat. Briggs said he had shadowed an agent named Steiber to the place and that it was a trap, so I said I�d keep the date. I got rigged out like this, put on a bulletproof vest and came, but Babcock and the others were in the advance guard and they had this street closed when I got here.
�Steiber let me in and tried to take me in the lobby, along with this little guy who got in the way of a .38... That Steiber is a slick eel. But when I heard the shooting upstairs, I didn�t waste time. Who�d you get?�
�The woman,� I said. �Name of Leeds. After she shot Frank Carrone. Take this gun, Poppa.�
�What are you going to do?�
�It�s over, isn�t it? They got the rats? Briggs is all right?�
�Yeah but��
�Never mind that,� I said. I went over and jerked Steiber to his feet. He had regained his composure and was fishing for a spectacle case with spares, I guess, for his other ones had been broken.
�You can skip those,� I said. �And put up your dukes.�
�Dukes?� said Steiber with a sneer.
�You don�t understand?� I said. �It�s like this. Upstairs you went to work on me when my hands were tied. I could do the same to you down at Centre Street with a rubber hose. But that isn�t the way Americans work, punk. You get a chance to defend yourself. Silly, isn�t it? But then, Americans are so romantic.�
And then I went to work.

Prowl by Night
by Hugh B. Cave
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Counter-espionage is no work for a blind man but Troup�s disability was peculiar.

I

Ordinarily the thin young man depended for guidance upon a Seeing-Eye dog, a great German Shepherd trained in the delicate art of interpreting a blind man�s wishes, protecting his master from dangers to be met at every street corner, every crossing.
This afternoon, however, the thin man had a human companion. With her hand on his elbow he crossed Fountain Street in a lull between lines of traffic, his white cane gleaming boldly in the sunlight.
�Headache?� the girl asked softly.
He smiled, shook his head.
�You ought to rest, you know,� she protested. �You�ve been going it pretty hard.�
There were no outward appearances of infirmity about the young man. He was pale, perhaps, and slightly drawn with fatigue, but unless one looked at him closely, very closely, the tiny lenses covering his eyes appeared to be the eyes themselves � dark brown and quite alive.
Yet the white cane was no ruse, and the pressure of the girl�s hand on his arm was no affectation. Tony Troup had been pronounced incurably blind by at least six medical experts.
The gray building into which the girl led him was the city morgue. To the short, baldish man in charge she said, �This is Mr. Beiderman. Lieutenant Driscoll said he would telephone you that we were coming.�
The fellow nodded, said it was all right and led them down a gray corridor. Everything here was gray, the girl thought, and everything was ominously quiet. Presently she and Tony Troup stood in a room that smelled unpleasantly of stale air and disinfectant, and of other things less easily labeled.
The girl shuddered slightly as the baldish man rolled a slab from one of the bins. �It�s queer,� she thought, �how you always notice a dead man�s feet first.�
�Mr. Beiderman,� she said.
Tony Troup turned his head toward her. �Yes?�
She took his hand and guided it to the dead man�s face. The face was not unattractive except for its unnatural blue-gray hue, its blotches of purple where blood had coagulated beneath the skin. The man was small, perhaps thirty-five years old.
Tony Troup�s fingertips traced his features, moved searchingly over the lips, the eyes, the forehead. He frowned. The baldish man intently stared at him as though unwilling to believe that a blind man could see through a set of fingertips, no matter how sensitive.
Tony shook his head. �It isn�t John,� he said, sighing. �We should be thankful, I suppose, but this awful uncertainty��
The baldish man looked at the girl and she nodded. He covered the corpse and pushed the slab back on its rollers. In silence he led �Mr. Beiderman and nurse� back to his office.
�You�ve been very kind,� the girl said. �Thank you.�
�Not at all, lady.�
She steered Tony to the door. They went out. Not until they were across the street, moving in a line of pedestrians on the opposite sidewalk, did Tony speak. He said then, �It was Kirby, wasn�t it?�
�Yes.�
�I thought so. That mole at the corner of his mouth � Pat, we�ve work to do now.�
�You don�t believe he was the victim of a hit-and-run driver?�
�Not,� Tony told her, �of any ordinary hit-and-run driver. It could be possible, of course, but I prefer to believe otherwise. You see, he��
Pat Delevan�s hand was suddenly wrenched from his arm, leaving him without guidance. He stopped short. Off balance, Pat uttered a little gasp as she teetered on the curb and then stumbled into the gutter.
The man who had shouldered her aside had stopped a few feet farther on and was looking back, not at her but at Tony. Pat opened her mouth to call him a clumsy fool. She closed it again abruptly � not because the man turned quickly away when her gaze fell upon him, but for another reason entirely. Frowning a little, she caught Tony�s arm again.
Not until then did Tony Troup�s tension vanish. Pat�s little gasp of fright had stiffened him, caused every muscle in his thin six-foot frame to quiver. That was one of the curses, or the advantages, of being blind. You became hypersensitive to impressions, to sounds, and in Tony�s case, to any threat of danger.
�What the devil happened?�
�That man, Tony! I�ve seen him before. I�m sure of it! He deliberately bumped me, then looked back��

Tony�s sensitive lips formed a scowl. He sensed the note of alarm in his companion�s voice, and knew better than to make light of it. His months of association with Patricia Delevan had brought him very close to her; closer, perhaps, because of his affliction, than might have resulted under more ordinary circumstances. Though rather young for this sort of thing, and rather too attractive, Pat was remarkably level-headed.
�I think,� Tony said, �we�d better head for Newport. Kirby was killed near the naval station there. If you don�t mind another dose of driving, Pat��
He was tired when they reached the car. Sinking gratefully onto the seat, he pressed a hand against his eyes for an instant and shook his head as if to clear the vision which he did not possess. Pat glanced at him with concern, but said nothing.
Expertly handling the wheel, she guided the big sedan through Providence traffic, reaching out to tip the sunshade so that Tony�s face, white and strained, lay in shadow. She knew what his headaches could do to him.
He said presently, �What was the fellow like?�
�Short,� she answered thoughtfully. �About five-six, but heavy, chunky, with big shoulders. A swarthy face, dark eyes, bushy brows. Low forehead, but wide. I know I�ve seen him before.�
�Any peculiarity of walk?�
�No��
He was silent. Traffic thinned and the road became a wide highway. The Mount Hope Bridge, high and white against a lowering sun, was behind them when he spoke again. Then it was to himself, in an old habit he had of talking his thoughts aloud.
�Odd that we had only one report in nearly two weeks. Not like Kirby at all. Efficient, usually � and quick to get results.�
The silence came back and then he repeated aloud, from memory, Kirby�s lone report. �Task difficult because so many of Newport�s social lights maintain stables of titled foreigners in their homes. Place overrun with possibilities. Have worked an �in� through the Caldwells, local biggies, at whose affairs I�ve managed to meet a number of persons � including one Harstmann, a German with admitted Nazi leanings; one questionable Frenchman named d�Ethier; one apparently freelance soldier of fortune, Erfurt, who appears to know much. My rooms ransacked third night here. Erfurt makes frequent visits to Portsmouth but is clever � I have yet to learn his destination. All for now.�
Pat marveled at his uncanny memory. The report had been received two days ago; she had read it aloud to him twice, only twice, yet he knew it now by heart. Tony Troup had many strange accomplishments.
�In Newport, Tony, what do we do?�
He smiled. �If Father Divine can buy a heaven there, so can we.�
�I don�t understand.�
�I�m weary of big city life, Pat, and terribly anxious to settle down in genteel surroundings. There are some estates for sale on the Drive, one by the Caldwells. Saw it advertised, weeks ago. You�re my sister again, helping me. We have money, of course. We�re very nice people. The Trumbulls, from Maryland. Anthony and Patricia Trumbull.� The banter faded from his voice and he became serious. �That will motivate our presence and forestall any embarrassing questions. As for a plan of action, I�m not so sure. The opposition will be clever.�
The opposition, Pat reflected, was nearly always clever in this unending battle of wits. That was the one thing that kept Tony Troup happy, despite his physical handicap. Life had become a tense game of chess, in which new opponents stood waiting in line to take the place of those vanquished.
This Newport business, for instance. Here, at the U.S. Naval Training Station, were being tested, in deepest secrecy, the only existing models of two new submarines. Reports of foreign espionage had reached Tony Troup through the usual channels. Kirby, an F.B.I. man, had been assigned to make preliminary surveys of the situation, and was now dead.
�Well,� she said, �we�re here.�

They stopped at the Brandt Hotel and she registered for them. In the privacy of his room, with the shades drawn against any invading light, Tony took a small silver wand from his pocket, pressed its suction-cup end to the tiny lenses covering his eyes, and removed the lenses.
He rubbed his eyes gently and lay back on the bed. He smiled a little and Pat, watching him, said softly, �Better, Tony?�
�Much.� He groped for her hand and caught it. �Find a real estate agent, Pat, and start things moving.�
�Now?�
�The sooner the better.�
He slept. A short while later Pat waked him and introduced him to Mr. Alphonse Fonteneau, rubicund little real estate man. Mr. Fonteneau beamed. He wore a Palm Beach suit, though the season for it was past and the suit was of such poor fit that it made him appear plumper, if possible, than he was. He had removed his hat reluctantly upon entering Tony�s room; now he self-consciously caressed his hairless head while talking.
�Miss Trumbull�s been telling me what you want. Uh uh. And I�m the man can get it for you. I�m exactly the man, Mr. Trumbull. Now then, the Caldwell place which Miss Trumbull specifically mentioned � it�s magnificent, right on the Drive, right on Ten Mile Drive itself. And the Caldwells are somebody, you know. I can take you there right off, show you the place. Then if you like it, we can see the Caldwells and talk terms. Yes, sir.�
�Excellent.�
�My car,� Fontenau announced, �is outside at your service.� He bowed ludicrously. He was a living example, Pat thought, of an American cartoonist�s conception of a French dandy gone slightly to seed, complete even to the waxed and wispy thread of moustache.
He jabbered all the way to their destination, which turned out to be one of the largest and most formidable estates on the Drive. There he produced keys, opened a massive front door and stood aside while Pat steered Tony Troup over the threshold.
It was dark now. Tony had not replaced the tiny colored lenses over his eyes. Fonteneau switched on some lights and glitteringly extolled the beauties of the place. Pat retained a firm grip on Tony�s arm and pretended to be interested.
She sometimes wondered at the thoroughness of Tony�s methods, especially in laying ground work such as this. It was Tony�s theory, she recalled, that the first moves in a game of chess were of vital importance, determining the success or failure of maneuvers to follow.
The house was huge. Fonteneau paraded from room to room, continuing his harangue. He seemed surprised when, in an upstairs bedroom, Tony suddenly asked, �Is anyone living here? A caretaker, perhaps?�
�No one,� the little man declared.
Outside, Tony said, �Well, my dear, what do you think? Like it, do you?�
�It�s very nice, of course,� Pat admitted.
�Think we might do well to see the Caldwells, if our good friend here can make arrangements?�
Fonteneau promised to make arrangements first thing in the morning. He drove them back to the hotel, said good-night enthusiastically and left them. In seclusion again, Tony said gently, �Either he�s a liar, Pat, or he doesn�t know all he pretends to. Someone is living in that place, of course. Or anyway, someone has access to it.� He shrugged, implying that it was not important.
Pat hipped her hands and scowled at him. �Just how do you know that?�
�Cigarette smell. You caught it, surely. Expensive tobacco. Perique.�
�Sometimes,� Pat said, �I think you�re not quite human.�
The telephone rang. It was Fonteneau, highly excited.
�I�ve just this minute called the Caldwells. Just this minute. Told them about you � who you are, and all � and they�re more than anxious to meet you. Not about the house, you understand. Nothing as pecuniary as that, heavens no. Matter of fact, Mrs. Caldwell gave me the very dickens for showing you the house without first permitting her to meet you. Knows you, evidently. At least, when I said you were the Trumbulls from Maryland, she was mighty impressed. Yes, sir. Like to go over there tonight, would you?�
It was Pat who took the call, but Tony, leaning close, had heard every word. She glanced at him and he nodded vigorously. She frowned, put a hand over the phone and said anxiously, �But you�ve had such a trying day, Tony!�
�Can�t pass up such an opportunity. We�ll go.�
Reluctantly Pat announced his decision to Fonteneau.

II

The Caldwells were nouveau riche and had a daughter, Penelope, whom they fervently hoped would marry at least a Count. If money could purchase her a Count she should have it, of that they were determined.
As a consequence, their home � the one into which they had moved after deciding that their former residence was not quite in keeping with their position in life � was now overrun with guests. Male guests predominated.
Mrs. Caldwell greeted Pat effusively. �My dear, dear Miss Trumbull, how lovely!� She was not, as Pat had half expected, a double-chinned female of elephantine proportions; she was in fact quite slim, not more than forty years of age, and not far removed, either mentally or physically, from the burlesque stage upon which she had once been noted for her ability to discard her clothing without revealing too much of her anatomy.
Her husband was a quiet, sulking man of fifty, who kept in the background.
A party was in progress. Pat led Tony Troup to a chair discreetly removed from the blast of the four-piece orchestra, seated him and was promptly led away by Mrs. Caldwell.
She was introduced, in turn, to Mr. Ernst Harstmann, a stern, thick-shouldered man who clicked his heels and bowed to her; to Mr. Paul d�Ethier, a smiling gentleman whose nationality was not so obvious as his name implied; to Penelope Caldwell, who giggled; to Mr. Nicholas Erfurt, a tall, straight, dashingly handsome fellow whom Penelope possessively referred to � with a coy upward glance into his face � as �Our Nicky.� Mr. Erfurt asked Pat to dance.
Meanwhile, John Caldwell sagged into a chair close to Tony Troup and said bluntly, �I don�t suppose you go for this sort of shindig, eh? Being blind, I mean, it wouldn�t appeal to you.�
Tony smiled toward the voice. �Hardly.�
�Can�t say as I blame you. Pretty damn noisy. And senseless, too. I understand you�re interested in some property of mine.�
They talked about Caldwell�s property. It was very valuable property, Caldwell insisted. �Matter of fact, I liked that house a damn sight better than this one, but Flo insisted we grab this one up, too. No woman can resist a bargain.�
Women, Caldwell opined with some fervor, were all alike. �No reflections on your sister, of course. Nice girl, your sister.�
Pat came back. Harstmann had offered to show her the grounds. �Do you mind, Tony?�
�Not at all,� Tony murmured.
�Now there�s a hot one for you,� Caldwell said, shaking his head. �My wife invites the fellow up for a weekend. Met him at some shindig in Washington, couple of months ago. He arrived two weeks ago � for a weekend, see � and he�s still here.�
Mr. Caldwell evidently had his troubles. One of them, his wife, descended on him now and plucked him from Tony�s side. Left alone, Tony dozed.
It was fully an hour later when Mrs. Caldwell�s shrill voice waked him. The woman was standing close to him, saying to Pat, �But you must, my dear. We simply can�t permit you to go back to that stuffy hotel. Not while we have so much room here. You�ll stay, of course you will.�
Pat put a hand on Tony�s arm. �Mrs. Caldwell insists that we accept her hospitality, Tony. We could send someone for our luggage��
Florence Caldwell showed her teeth in a smile. �Nicky,� she announced grandly, �has already gone to the hotel to pick up your luggage. You see, my dear, you can�t refuse. You simply have to stay.�
�Very nice of you,� Tony said.
�I�ll show you your rooms.�

Tony Troup�s room was an amazing thing. Drapes of violent purple adorned the four windows; the walls were a talkative yellow, the carpet and ceiling a venomous shade of red. Pat, leading him into it, stopped with open mouth and almost envied Tony his lack of sight.
Her own room was farther down the hall, separated from his by a bathroom. After she had made sure that Tony was able to attend to his wants without further help, she left him.
He sat on the bed. A servant entered with his bags.
�My thanks,� Tony said, �to Mr. Erfurt.�
The servant answered him politely, stared at him and went out. Tony closed the door. He sat down again and waited, and after a while the thing for which he was waiting occurred. Pat came running into the room, shut the door and said in a low voice, �Tony! Someone has been through my things!�
He smiled. �You might look at mine, too.�
On her knees, she carefully examined the contents of his suitcase, lifting out shirts, socks, underclothes, a shaving kit. Nervously she removed a false bottom from the shaving kit and revealed a row of neatly pocketed shells designed to fit the automatic pistol which Tony habitually carried in a harness beneath his left arm.
She said finally, �I can�t be sure.�
�He was perhaps more careful with my things,� Tony mused.
�Erfurt?�
�Of course. Such generosity on the part of a perfect stranger would hardly be without a hidden motive. He went to the hotel for our things because he wanted a chance to check on us. Well� I hardly think he found anything, Pat.�
Pat stood over him, breath-takingly lovely in soft, flowing pajamas of an off-white shade that defied description. Her hands on his shoulders, she looked into his sightless eyes for a long moment, then leaned toward him, kissed him gently on the mouth and softly said good-night.
When she had gone, Tony got into his pajamas, opened the door and went down the hall to the bathroom.
He remained in the bathroom some time. Returning, he groped his way back to the bedroom, shut his door again, drew back the bedclothes and got into bed. He had been in bed at least ten minutes before he rolled over and felt something pressing against his side.
He fumbled for it. His fingers closed over it. For a few seconds he lay utterly still, his thoughts racing. Then he opened his mouth and screamed. And screamed again.
It was Paul d�Ethier who first answered. Racing down the hall, d�Ethier flung the door open and fumbled for the light, all the time demanding in a high, clipped voice, �What is it, man? What�s wrong? What�s wrong?�
Behind him came John Caldwell, fumbling with the cord of a dressing-gown and trying at the same time to rub sleep from his eyes.
They found Tony Troup sitting bolt upright in bed, sightless eyes staring straight ahead of him into space, his feet on the floor and his whole body quivering. He opened his mouth to scream again, but d�Ethier caught him by the shoulders and said quickly, �Easy now, fellow, easy. What�s the trouble here?�
Tony shuddered. �Horrible... horrible thing in my bed,� he sobbed. �Pelt like � like a huge spider!�
The Frenchman guided him to a chair and gently lowered him into it. By that time Pat was in the room, white-faced and anxious. Tony Troup�s screams had waked nearly everyone in the house.
John Caldwell drew back the bedclothes and uttered a low, throaty exclamation. His hand went half out to touch the hideous brown thing that lay there, but he withdrew it. Suddenly he warped his face into a scowl and said hoarsely, �Why, the thing�s a fake! It�s phoney!�
He was right, but at a distance of even two feet the monster looked real enough to be terrifying. Made of wire and a brown fuzzy substance simulating hair, it had a body the size of a half-dollar. Its real life cousin would have been a venomous tarantula.
�Poor fellow!� D�Ethier glanced at Tony Troup and shook his head. �Beastly trick to play on him. Beastly. He must have felt the thing, put his hand out and touched it. Don�t blame him for being frightened.� He scowled at Caldwell. �Who in heaven�s name would play such a villainous trick?�
Caldwell, offering no reply, picked the spider up and handed it to Pat, who took it with a grimace. Pat said softly, �It isn�t real, Tony.�
Tony Troup reached out slowly and touched the thing. He tried to smile. �Someone,� he whispered, �has � rotten sense of humor. Sorry I made such a fuss.�
�Shall I stay with you a while, old man?� D�Ethier offered.
�No. No, thanks, I�m all right.�
They left. Pat, last to go, glanced at him queerly before switching out the light and closing the door.
For ten minutes Tony sat motionless in the dark. Then he did a peculiar thing. He stood up and walked straight to one of the room�s four windows, and looked out.
He went from that window to another, and discovered that two of them overlooked a narrow Spanish balcony which was accessible also from other windows in other rooms.
Satisfied, he shed his pajamas and drew on his clothes. Anyone watching him would have been astounded, for his movements were not those of a blind man.
The blindness of Tony Troup had its peculiarities!

He had been a special investigator for the Titan Insurance Company when it happened. Returning by plane from a job in Los Angeles, he had survived a crash and had to walk thirty miles over a desert, with an unconscious young woman and a cripple named Mungo.
The sun fed Mungo to the buzzards. The sun did its best to feed Tony Troup to them, too, but he was still on his feet, still carrying Pat Delevan, still trudging, when one of a fleet of searching planes discovered him.
The fact that he walked for two days in a perfect circle, blind, had saved his life.
He spent eight weeks in a hospital and learned to read Braille. Bitter at first, violently so, he listened so often to the gently encouraging voice of the girl he had rescued that in time he ceased grumbling and began to make plans.
�I�ve been an insurance dick,� he told Pat Delevan, �ever since I quit college. That�s finished now. But I�ll get along, I�ll get along, and it won�t be by peddling pencils. You wait. I won�t quit now.�
He thought he was doomed to eternal blindness then. He thought so even when he returned East and set himself up in an office, calling himself a private detective. His plan was simple enough. As chief of a private agency he could hire others to do the outside work while he listened to their reports, analyzed their findings and directed their movements. He had the brain for it, and he possessed a remarkable chunk of what a woman would have called intuition.
Pat Delevan gave up her job with a Fifth Avenue dress shop � she was a designer � to work for him. It was she who said one day, quite sensibly, �Tony, listen. If the light hurts your eyes when you remove those lenses, it must mean something.� She meant the little colored lenses which he wore over his useless eyes for protection, because any slightest glare resulted in hideous headaches. �It must mean,� she said, �that your eyes are still sensitive, still alive. Try one more specialist, Tony. Please, for my sake.�
A Boston specialist examined the eyes of Tony Troup and shook his head. He would experiment, he said, but it was hopeless. He experimented, and reexamined the eyes, and again shook his head. No use, he said.
But he was wrong. Right in the daytime, he was wrong at night. The eyes of Tony Troup began to improve. Any glare still rendered them useless, but in semi-darkness they began to see things. As the months went by, they began to see more.
It took a long time. And when Tony Troup was sure of it, and realized what it might mean to him in his work, he shared his secret with but one person, Pat Delevan. By day he wore protective lenses; he was blind and he was blind. But at night his eyes were as good as a cat�s.
Then in September, 1939, Europe seethed. Nazi troops invaded Poland. Britain and France declared war. Danger clouds darkened the skies, and as the shadow crept westward, the wriggling tentacles of foreign espionage invaded American soil.
The F.B.I. moved in cautious counter-attack.
Tony Troup made a trip to Washington. Returning, he took up his old agency work. But the private detective agency now was a mere front, a veil, and beneath the veil Tony Troup and Pat Delevan moved in mysterious ways.

The big house was still. Gently closing the door of his room, Tony went noiselessly down the hall, down the stairs. Months of blindness had made him lightfooted as a cat. Not a stair-tread creaked under him.
At the bottom he paused for a moment with one hand on the baluster, then went softly to the front door and slipped out of the house, careful to leave the door so that he could enter again without need of a key.
It was a ten minute walk to John Caldwell�s other house, and here he did need a key. A skeleton key sufficed. The house itself was dark and still.
Tony�s ultimate destination, after a brief preliminary survey of the downstairs rooms, was the room on the second floor in which his sensitive nostrils had detected the aroma of stale perique. Entering the room, he left its door wide, and looked around.
Large in size, the room was evidently meant to be a bed-chamber, but was now empty of furniture. Its flowered wall-paper and polished oak floor, its tinted ceiling and antique woodwork were as vivid to Tony Troup in semi-darkness as they would have been to an ordinary man in broad daylight.
The dulled senses of an ordinary man would not have been aware, either, of the faint odor of tobacco which still hung in the air.
Tony approached the one object in the room which appeared to have possibilities � the fireplace. He stood wide-legged, studying it. A thin film of dust covered the mahogany mantel, the floor of the fire-chamber, the whorls and serpentine carvings in the two ornate posts flanking the apron.
Speculatively he ran a hand over the colorful squares of ceramic tile just under the mantel.
One of them was loose.
With a knife-blade he pried it out, and saw that someone before him had used a knife � or a similar instrument � to dig out a small but neat hiding place. The indentation was just large enough to hold a thick brown envelope which, though bare of any identifying marks, was tightly sealed with adhesive tape.
He slipped it into his pocket. The house was so still that the faint crackling noise made by the square of tile, as he replaced it, was like a pistol shot.
Tony smiled. His habit of never overlooking an opportunity, no matter how slight � his belief in the investigation of all things that seemed to be even vaguely suspicious � had again borne fruit. Quietly he erased all signs of his presence and departed.
Back in his own room at the Caldwell house, with a little kit of polished tools removed from the detachable rubber sole of a bedroom slipper, he carefully opened the brown envelope and studied its contents.
Sheet after sheet of thin white paper, covered with lines of typewriting, passed through his fingers.
The stuff was apparently innocent. It was a collection of poems in manuscript form, roughly typed and edited. Caught with it, any man could have sworn to its innocence by claiming to�be a struggling poet, and these merely pages of his work which he hoped to have published.
Tony experimented with liquids from an assortment of tiny vials. Words sprang out between the lines of poetry. A magnifying glass enlarged them. In the end, pieced together, the lines of invisible writing totaled more than 2000 words of expert reporting on naval tests of the new type submarines, plus priceless information on naval defense secrets of Newport and Narragansett Bay, all carefully inscribed with a fine-pointed calligraphic pen and a system of abbreviated spelling � in English.
Convinced of its importance, Tony copied parts of it, folded his copy and stowed it in a safe place. Then he worked on the original, resealed the brown envelope and went out again.

III

Pat Delevan and Ernst Harstmann were giving each other something of a battle on the tennis court. Tony sat on a hammock, in the shade. He could not see the battle, of course, but his keen ears caught the scuffing of the combatants� feet and the thud of the ball striking rackets and court, and his mind was able to sort the sounds into a clear picture of what was going on.
He smiled in the direction of an intruding voice as Nicholas Erfurt approached and greeted him. Erfurt seated himself on the hammock and adjusted the legs of his gray flannel trousers.
�I have been wondering who could be responsible for the ghastly trick that was played on you, Trumbull. Or�� his shrug sent a little quiver through the hammock � �or perhaps it was not a trick, eh? Perhaps the maid, in making your bed, dropped the thing by mistake.�
�It hardly matters,� Tony said, �except that I made a fool of myself.�
�But no! You had every right to be terrified!� Erfurt�s gaze wandered to the court. �Your sister is a marvelous player. Perhaps sometime I shall have the pleasure of being her opponent. For that reason alone, my friend, I hope that you will decide to remain in Newport.�
�It�s really up to Patricia.�
�And she likes the Caldwell place, perhaps?�
�I�m afraid,� Tony sighed, �I shall have to buy it. Already she has made arrangements to have some of the bedrooms remodeled.� He wondered whether Erfurt�s face had changed expression. Actually it had not.
Pat came up, laughing at her triumph over Harstmann. She and Tony went toward the house together, and Pat said quietly, �What did Erfurt want?�
He told her.
�He seems more than interested in your movements,� Pat frowned. �First he gets our luggage from the hotel; then he wants us to stay in Newport, to buy the Caldwell place. And he sympathizes with you about the spider. But of course, they�re all talking about the spider. Why was the thing put in your bed, Tony?�
Tony shrugged.
�Well,� Pat declared, �I have my own ideas. Someone wanted you to quit that room. There�s something in that room which is of interest to someone.�
�You may be right.�
�While you were in the bathroom, someone entered your room from a window off the balcony, and put the spider there.� She kicked up a little clod of turf, angrily. �The balcony is attainable from Harstmann�s room, also from Penelope Caldwell�s.�
�And from the ground,� Tony reminded her. �And there are more effective ways of frightening a man, my dear, than with trick spiders.�
They dropped the subject. Fonteneau, the real estate man, came up the driveway in his car as they reached the entrance. He greeted them effusively. In a confidential tone he informed them that another potential customer had made inquiries about the Caldwell place, and if they wanted it they had better act without too much delay.
�I happen to know,� he said, shaking his head, �that Caldwell is in no position to refuse any reasonable offer. Yes, sir, I happen to know.�
�Perhaps,� Tony said, �we�d better talk terms with him now.�
The little man seemed mildly surprised. Nevertheless, he found Caldwell and there was a conference. It was settled, verbally, that Tony Troup would purchase the house for thirty thousand � �A bargain if ever there was one,� Caldwell muttered, �but a load off my mind just the same.�
�I shall have to send Patricia to New York,� Tony said, �to confer with my bankers. She can go tomorrow. No doubt she will bring an architect back with her�� He smiled in Pat�s direction and she nodded eagerly. �My sister, you see, loves to tear things apart.�

Pat went for a ride that afternoon with d�Ethier, in the latter�s own car, a gleaming yellow roadster. Tony was invited but refused on the pretext of needing rest.
It was obvious that d�Ethier was more interested � at least on the surface � in tennis than in anything else. He talked of the casino matches, spoke glowingly of Bitsy Grant, Bobby Riggs, of the Australian Davis Cup team.
The car purred leisurely over the island and he pointed out, whenever it occurred to him, places of interest. He refused to talk of conditions in Europe, laughing off Pat�s every attempt to involve him in a discussion of war or politics. He was slightly inclined to be romantic, but was not encouraged.
Pat reported this to Tony on her return, and he listened attentively.
After dinner he pleaded weariness and went at once to his room, Pat, of course, leading him there. At his direction she drew the shades. When she had left, to join the group in the drawing-room downstairs, he sat in total darkness for a time, smoking, and then removed the colored lenses from his eyes.
He sat at a window and waited. It was a long wait. The house grew quiet. Mr. and Mrs. Caldwell, their daughter and their motley array of guests retired. Midnight passed. Then suddenly Tony�s watching eyes discerned a shape moving across the lawn, away from the rear of the house.
Ordinary eyes might have failed to establish the man�s identity in that darkness and at that distance. But Tony�s eyes narrowed, his lips formed the name Erfurt.
Frowning a little, he crossed the room with long strides and stepped into the hall. The house was asleep.
Outside, the night air was cold and biting after the stuffiness of his room. He shivered as very slowly he moved through the dark toward the rear of the estate.
His quarry had vanished.

The estate ended in a high stone wall, beyond which a paved lane, flanked by tall poplars, led to the road. Nicholas Erfurt paused there, then climbed the wall and dropped into the lane. Hugging the wall, he headed for the road.
But there were others abroad tonight as furtive as Erfurt. And when the thing happened it happened behind him, without warning.
The irregular top of the wall rose in motion, became a crouching poised shape. The shape leaped and Erfurt plunged forward to his knees, a pair of encircling hands at his throat, the full weight of a hurtling body bent upon his back.
There was no sound other than the thud of impact and the crunching of loose gravel under his outflung hands. His breath went out of him not in a gasp, but with a mild hiss. He caught his adversary�s arms and struggled weakly to his knees.
But the strangling hands failed to loosen. Sharp knees gouged into protesting flesh and pressed Erfurt flat again. His head whirled.
Not until the first savage thrust had taken its toll and he ceased struggling did the hands shift their grip. Then with rapidity born of long practise they slid over his prone body, emptying his pockets, searching his clothing for possible hiding-places.
Suddenly his assailant heard footsteps in the near darkness and rose, staring. Erfurt made a final desperate attempt to shake the fog from his brain, to push himself up. A foot crushed him flat and drove his face into the ground. With a light, quick rush, his assailant fled.
For a moment he lay still, bitter and bewildered. His lethargy surprised him; when he sought to overcome it, his inability to bring his muscles into play caused him to think momentarily that something in his back, some vital part of him, had been shattered.
But the numbness along his spine swelled into a fiendish form of torture, and he knew then what had happened.
It was jiujutsu. The initial leap had been carefully executed by an opponent of no mean ability. The hands grasping his neck, the knees driven high against his spine, had paralyzed certain nerves.
Not the beginner�s jiujutsu taught as a means of defense in police schools and public gymnasuims, but an advanced, aggressive form of the art practised only by experts.
The torture increased. Perspiration broke out in a thick film on his face and forehead. He struggled to his feet, took a forward step and then stopped, stood swaying. He fell unconscious.
He did not hear the now plainly audible footsteps of Tony Troup, nor did he hear Tony�s sudden gasp.
Halting abruptly, Tony stared down at him, then turned and peered into the crowding dark, aware that Erfurt�s assailant, whoever he might be, could still be lurking nearby.
After a moment of watchful waiting, he dropped to his knees beside Erfurt�s sprawled body and examined it. He was surprised to find the man alive, further surprised when a careful search disclosed no mark of the attack which had felled him.
Erfurt�s pockets were empty, his hands and face had been roughed in falling, but otherwise there was nothing.
The man groaned a little and began to stir. Hastily, Tony straightened from his crouch and backed away.
When Erfurt opened his eyes a little while later, and pushed himself to his hands and knees, the lane was deserted.

IV

�THE highly important point,� Tony Troup said to Pat Delevan in the privacy of his room the next morning, �is that the fellow could easily have killed Erfurt, but didn�t. I like that part of the game we play, Pat. Murder is seldom resorted to.�
He smiled at her. �Murder is a tool of men who haven�t the skill or the brains to win their battles otherwise. I�m surprised that Kirby was murdered. In this game, one uses one�s wits. The stakes are incredibly high; our opponents are the world�s cleverest.�
Pat paced the floor, scowling at him. She had listened to this line of argument before; she knew all too well the meaning of the slight twitching of a certain muscle in Tony�s mouth-corner, the almost unnoticeable but telltale flush that colored his face.
It meant that he had reached certain conclusions. The preliminary work was about finished. He was mentally struggling now, despite his outward calm, to plot a true, swift attack on enemy defenses.
She said, �Nevertheless, it could have been murder. If only you�d give up your night-prowling, Tony, or let me help you��
�Come here, Pat.�
Stubbornly she remained aloof.
�Come here.� He reached for her.
She stepped toward him with a little sigh of surrender, and he caught her in his arms, kissed her. Then, his smile fading, he went on:
�I had to prowl last night, Pat. The documents were hidden in Caldwell�s empty house. I suspected Erfurt, not because I had any proof, but because Kirby suspected him, and Kirby seldom came to conclusions without thorough research.
�The point is, after our little fable about buying and remodeling the house, Erfurt slipped out of here last night, on some secret mission. It was my job to follow him. I thought � I still think � he intended to remove the papers from their hiding place, but of course he didn�t get there. Now why, Pat, were the papers hidden there in the first place?�
Pat was silent. She had learned long ago not to interrupt Tony Troup�s thinking by answering his questions. He preferred to answer them himself.
�Any ordinary foreign agent,� Tony mused, �having once acquired documents as valuable as those, would have made haste to deliver them to his superiors, even if it meant leaving the country with the documents in his possession. But this chap didn�t. He hid them. The finger points to Erfurt again � if Kirby was right in reporting Erfurt a free agent, working for his own ends.
�Put yourself in his place for a moment. You have in your possession papers for which more than one foreign government would pay a price. Your next move is to find a buyer. But this takes time, and the game is dark with danger in many directions. You hide the papers. You carefully feel out certain foreign embassies � softly, softly � because this sort of thing could bring the heavens down. You see?�
Pat nodded, lit a cigarette.
�So,� Tony said, �our job is to watch Erfurt.�
�Erfurt,� Pat declared, �does not smoke cigarettes.�
�No?�
�You smelled perique in that room. But Erfurt doesn�t smoke. As for the others, d�Ethier is a human furnace but smokes an English blend, mild as air, and refused one of mine when I offered him one.� She regarded her cigarette gravely. �I�m not sure of Harstmann � he�s odd, hard to know � but as for John Caldwell, if he smokes anything but a popular American brand I�ll be the most surprised person in Newport. He�s as Yankee as baked beans.� She crushed out her cigarette as though it had suddenly become distasteful to her. �There�s more to this than we think, Tony. Much more. It frightens me.�
�Sit down,� Tony said firmly, �and let me tell you about your trip to New York.�

Pat Delevan left for New York � �to make arrangements with Mr. Trumbull�s bankers for the purchase of the house� � at three that afternoon.
It was warm. She wore a light gray traveling suit and was stunning. Paul d�Ethier drove her to Newport, would have driven her farther � a lot farther, his admiring gaze said � had she permitted it. She took a bus to Providence, there to catch the New York train.
She knew exactly what she had to do, and beneath her calm, lovely exterior she was tense and excited about it. Tony had warned her that there might be danger. She herself fully realized it.
Tony had said, �They may think, Pat, that whatever they failed to find on Erfurt may be in your possession, and that this trip to New York is merely a means of disposing of it. Be careful. Be very careful.�
In her purse lay a midget automatic. Hours of practice, insisted on by Tony since the beginning of her partnership with him, had taught her how to use it. Nevertheless, when she stepped from the bus on Fountain Street and walked up the hill to Union Station, she was alert and uneasy.
The station was but mildly crowded. Without difficulty she approached the ticket window and asked, in a clear voice, for a ticket to her destination. �Round trip, please,� she added. The train was due on track three. Mentally she reviewed her instructions.
She was to buy her ticket, wait on the platform, and board the train at the front. Having done that, she must walk quickly through several cars, discarding her hat and gloves as she went, and reversing her suit-coat, which was of a different color � brown � when turned. In addition to this, she must don a pair of horn-rimmed glasses and acquire suddenly a tired, roundshouldered droop, all in the four or five minutes of time allotted to her before the train pulled out of the station.
She was to step off the train before it did pull out, and then leave the station by another exit. And she must at all times be ready to shout for a policeman if approached by anyone.
�In this game,� Tony had reminded her, �our adversaries dread the spotlight as they dread nothing else. Remember that. One loud yelp from your pretty lips may do you more good than a machine-gun.�
She thought of these things as she turned away from the ticket window. She knew from the very nature of her instructions that Tony expected her to be followed, that he expected certain persons to assure themselves, by trailing her, that her trip to New York was not a bluff. All at once she stopped thinking of these things.
A shabbily dressed woman of indeterminate age had shuffled up to her and was plucking at her arm. Was holding out a wrinkled time-table and saying plaintively, �Please, Miss, will you look at this thing and tell me if I�m readin� it right? It�s Boston I got to��
The voice changed. From a coarse whine it suddenly lowered to a gentle murmur. �There is a gun folded in my time-table, Miss Trumbull. I would use it if pressed. Please walk ahead of me to the ladies room.�
Pat turned pale. Her instructions meant nothing now. It was one thing to yell for a policeman when accosted by a man � you could accuse the man of trying to molest you � but this shabby old lady was a different problem.
�We waste time, Miss Trumbull,� the woman said gently. �Please do as I have requested!�
Pat looked at the bulging time-table, looked into the woman�s face. �The female of the species,� she thought, �is more deadly��
Turning, she walked leadenly toward the ladies room, desperately hoping that someone, from somewhere, would come between her and the gun and thus give her an opportunity to dart clear.
The ladies�, room was deserted. Quite calmly the woman slotted a nickel, pushed a door open and said, �In here, please.�
She closed the door behind her and let the time-table slide to the floor. The gun was in the open then, an ugly snub-nosed little thing hardly larger than her hand. The hand, Pat noticed, was less wrinkled, less old, than the face. Beneath its cleverly applied makeup the face was probably not old at all.
Expertly she was searched. A frown crossed the woman�s face. �Undress, please!� she ordered crisply.
�But��
�We are wasting time, Miss Trumbull.�
Pat obeyed. The woman missed nothing. Watching her, Pat thought of that famous German police matron, nicknamed �La Grenouille� � The Frog � by Louise de Bettignies and other French agents who, in the last World War, had been so fearful of her methods and cunning. This woman was no less thorough.
Keenly disappointed, the woman thrust Pat�s clothing aside and said grimly, �Where are the papers you are carrying?�
�I have no papers. I don�t know what on earth you mean.�
The woman�s gaze dropped to the gun in Pat�s purse, rose again and fastened coldly on Pat�s face. She said then, �Turn around, please. Face the wall.�
For one brief instant the blood in Pat�s unclad body ran cold. She hesitated. Tony�s lightly spoken words, �Murder is seldom resorted to in this game,� were of no comfort.
The gun touched her flesh and she turned, not daring to disobey. Behind her the door opened, clicked shut again. She was alone.
There were tears in her eyes, hot, rushing tears of enervating relief, when she stooped to pick up her clothes.
Twenty minutes later she boarded a bus for Newport.

V

Tony Troup lay on the bed in his room, listening to sounds of laughter and music from the terrace outside. It was nearly dark, but the blackout was not yet complete enough for his nightly metamorphosis. Penelope Caldwell was throwing a party.
He had heard them talking about it earlier in the day. The party, it seemed, was to be in honor of Nicholas Erfurt � �Our Nicky� � who was leaving tomorrow for Washington and would not again honor the Caldwells with his presence until some time in the distant future.
Tony wondered how Pat was making out.
He swung his feet to the floor and exchanged his slippers for shoes. When he went to the door a little while later, opened it and stood listening at the threshold, he was a blind man no longer.
The upstairs hall was empty, as was the house itself, the small staff of servants being occupied in serving the group on the terrace. There was a telephone at the end of the hall. Tony lifted it quietly and made a call.
He went downstairs then. Without being accosted he slipped into John Caldwell�s library � Caldwell called it a den � and took up a position close to wide French windows overlooking the terrace.
He would have to wait, he supposed, about half an hour.
With one exception, they were all out there � the Caldwells themselves, Harstmann, Erfurt, even a few strangers. Paul d�Ethier, not yet arrived, was expected. Decorative lanterns of colored paper hung in gaudy array above the mirror-like surface of the Caldwells� private swimming pool. A string orchestra gaily played a tune created in Vienna in the days when the waltz, not the goose-step, had been in vogue. A waitress served cocktails.
The water in the pool, Tony glumly reflected, was probably very wet and cold.
He straightened out of his slouch when a car turned into the drive, but it was Fonteneau�s shabby machine, not the gleaming car owned by d�Ethier. In a moment, though, d�Ethier�s yellow vehicle pulled up behind it.
Tony breathed deeply and opened the French windows.
His imitation of a blind man was realistic; after all, he had been blind long enough to know how a person so afflicted should act, feel and think. Slowly he walked from the windows to the terrace.
At first no one saw him. The dim glow of the lanterns was not far-reaching enough to envelop him until he was but a few yards from the pool�s edge.
Penelope Caldwell saw him then. At a table on the far side of the pool she suddenly stiffened; a cocktail glass fell from her upraised hand and spilled its contents over her gown. She came erect like a mechanical toy, her white shoulders gleaming, her mouth agape.
�It�s Mr. Trumbull!� she gasped. �Look out, Mr. Trumbull! Look out!�
Tony pretended to hesitate. He had timed his approach well. No one stood close enough to rush to his assistance. They could only gape at him and give voice to shrill warnings. They did that, after the first electric shock of seeing him had passed away.
One � d�Ethier � even made a showy if futile attempt to reach him before his groping feet touched the edge of the pool.
Amid pandemonium, Tony fell forward, losing his balance. He struck with a resounding splash. His feeble cry for help was half lost as he went down, thrashing the pool�s surface with his arms.
D�Ethier and John Caldwell pulled him out and got thoroughly soaked doing it. They dragged him, apparently half drowned and suffering from shock, to safety. They sat him on a stone bench and belabored his back while he choked and sputtered for breath.
His composure regained, Tony made an attempt to laugh at his misfortune. �Stupid of me � just stupid. I heard the music, you see, and thought I could sit somewhere close by and enjoy it. Forgot about the pool�. Should have known enough to call for assistance, I suppose, but it�s damned annoying to be so utterly dependent on one�s friends��
He was quite all right now, he assured them. �And for heaven�s sake, don�t let this spoil the party. No harm done. Wet, that�s all. Go right ahead and have your fun. If one of you will just help me to my room��
D�Ethier did that. He offered, too, to help Tony into dry clothes, but Tony shook his head. �I�d better get into bed. Chilled a bit. Just leave me to it, old man, and for heaven�s sake don�t tell my sister about this. She�ll scalp me. Always telling me, you know, that I�m too independent��
D�Ethier gave him a searching glance of concern, lit a cigarette for him and left. Tony smoked the cigarette slowly.
It was astounding, this thing he had learned. Yet it dovetailed with all that had previously happened and snugly found its proper niche in the pattern of possibilities mentally laid out by him. He realized suddenly that he must hurry now or be too late to take full advantage of it.
Blocking the cigarette, he changed rapidly into dry clothes.
When he slipped out of the house, through an entrance not visible from the terrace, his gaze ran ruefully to the line of cars parked into the driveway. He thought recklessly of hiding in one of them and risking a ride to town without its owner�s knowledge, but discarded the half-formed plan as being too dangerous.
He walked. His destination was an address printed on a small white card. It proved to be a low wooden building jammed tight between two tall tenement houses in a faded section of the town.
The street was dark. The building itself showed no lights.
With a picklock he attacked the door. A moment later, inside, he thumbed the switch of a small dull flashlight and began a systematic search. There was but one room and that was an office, a very untidy office containing a desk, a filing cabinet, a few chairs and a small safe.
At ten-second intervals he extinguished the light, stepped to the room�s one window and peered out. This was strictly a precautionary measure. At any moment the proprietor of the place might suddenly appear.
His search disclosed nothing. He tackled the safe. That, he realized after a few moments of hard work, was beyond his capabilities, and he put the light out permanently and stepped into a niche behind the filing cabinet. And waited.

A car stopped outside. Its lights went out; there was a quick patter of footsteps on the sidewalk, and the door creaked open.
Fonteneau, the real estate man, closed the door behind him, switched on a ceiling light and stood motionless for an instant looking things over. His small dark eyes darted in their sockets, his mouth was drawn thin. Breathing heavily, he made steps to the safe and dropped to his knees in front of it.
He opened it.
Tony Troup drew a gun from his pocket and said softly, �Thank you, Fonteneau.� And added quickly, �No dramatics, please. I have you covered.�
The real estate man turned slowly, seeming to grow out of the floor as he rose from his crouch. His eyes were large. They were a toad�s eyes, unblinking, difficult to analyze. Motionless, he faced the automatic pistol in Tony Troup�s hand, and there was on his face no trace of emotion whatever, certainly no sign of fear.
�You bewilder me,� he said.
Tony nodded. �Perhaps because you hardly expected me to come in person, eh? Ordinarily, the police take over at this stage of the game. But in your case I could afford to make exceptions. You already know most of my secrets.�
Fonteneau�s round eyes still refused to blink. �You flatter me,� he declared solemnly. �Also you confound me. Just why, may I ask, should we be enemies in this matter?�
His gaze left Tony�s face and dropped to the safe, to certain papers which had fallen from his hand when the sound of Tony�s voice had first shocked him. �These papers, supplied to me by Erfurt,� he shrugged, �are worthless. The man is a clever scoundrel. What assurance have you that he will not cheat your government also?�
It was Tony Troup�s turn to maintain a mask of inscrutability. His face betrayed none of his bewilderment. His thoughts rushed to certain startling conclusions and abruptly he feigned an attitude of outrage.
�You accuse Erfurt of deceiving me?�
�Why not? He deceived me.�
Tony�s wavering was deliberate.
�Let me explain,� Fonteneau said, his manner somewhat relaxed. �Erfurt approached me some time ago. He had in his possession, he claimed, plans of great importance. He stated a price and I paid him.
�The documents were delivered. I examined them thoroughly and found them to be not only incomplete but criminally incorrect. At the same time it became known to me that Erfurt had made contact with officials of a certain foreign embassy in Washington.
�Obviously the man was a scoundrel. Having cheated me, he was either dickering with another government for the sale of the genuine article, or was planning to repeat his swindle with a new victim.
�I suspected you when you arrived on the scene. I... er... tested your apparent blindness.�
�With a spider,� Tony nodded. �Rather crude of you, Fonteneau.�
�As a matter of fact,� the little man shrugged, �you passed the test with flying colors. I really believed in your blindness until you interrupted my search of Erfurt. Your actions then were not those of a blind man.�
�Yours,� Tony murmured, �were not those of a genteel dealer in real estate.�
�It was necessary.�
�You thought he had the documents?�
�I hoped.�
�And you hope now to convince me that if I have them, they are worthless. In other words, Erfurt has played me for a dupe, as he played you. Is that it, Fonteneau?�
�Precisely.� Not by the twitch of a muscle did Fonteneau betray a sudden surge of excitement that flooded him. Not for an instant did his level gaze waver to warn Tony to look behind him.
A policeman had stopped outside and was peering in through the window. Tony�s back was toward him.
The policeman hesitated. His glance slipped sideways to the door. He appeared to be weighing the possibility of reaching the door, opening it, and taking his man unawares. Had he done so, Tony Troup�s uncanny sense of hearing might have thwarted the attempt.
The policeman raised his gun, smashed the window with it and barked a command. Tony stiffened, stood rigid without turning.
A second command followed the first, and Tony dropped his automatic. To Fonteneau the law said darkly, �Get his gun, mister. Cover him!�
The little real estate man permitted himself a fleeting smile of triumph as he stooped to retrieve Tony�s gun. He retreated with it, holding it clumsily as though unaccustomed to the feel of it. When the law entered, Fonteneau broke into a torrent of shrill talk.
�He came here to rob me, officer! He threatened to kill me! The man is a vicious scoundrel!�
The law grunted a reply and strode past him, toward Tony. That was a mistake. It put Fonteneau behind him.
Quick as light the little man swung his gun at the policeman�s head.
The law staggered, slipped to his knees. A second blow laid him in a twitching heap at Fonteneau�s feet. The little man, aglow now with triumph, faced Tony Troup and said softly, �My friend, the tables are turned.� He stepped to the broken window and drew the shade.

It had happened so abruptly that Tony Troup was still dazed. He got over that and sat down, sat staring at the man who had outwitted him. In this game, he reflected glumly, an outwitted player seldom recovered lost ground.
�Now,� Fonteneau said, closing the door, �we may put aside the mask. I desire the documents sold to you by Erfurt.�
�I haven�t them.�
�Let me put it quite plainly, my friend,� Fonteneau said without raising his voice. �You and I, we are agents of rival powers. Each of us hopes to deliver to his superiors a certain set of documents. At the moment you hold the upper hand. You possess the documents. No doubt you plan to dispose of them immediately, and having learned of my role in this little drama, you came here tonight to see if anything in my safe might also be of value to your government.
�I, my friend, am at the moment your most frightful enemy. If you refuse to deliver the documents to me, I shall be faced with the necessity of destroying you, in order to prevent your delivering them to anyone else.
�I dislike to put it so bluntly, but any further talk would be a waste of time.�
Tony Troup nodded. His thoughts flashed momentarily to the body he had examined in the morgue. This was a game in which the stakes were high, the penalty for failure often higher. The ace he held � Fonteneau�s mistaken belief that he was a foreign spy � was worthless. The little man�s gun successfully trumped it.
He glanced at the policeman. �What about him?�
�That,� Fonteneau replied, �is why we may not discuss our problems at greater length. I can prolong his awakening for several hours, of course�� his smile was almost benign � �by certain scientific treatment, but ultimately there will be an investigation. Even if the situation becomes acute and I find it necessary to destroy him, my days of freedom will be limited.
�Therefore, I must have the documents at once, and leave here. All this,� and the wave of his hand dismissed the office and its furnishings with utter contempt, �is finished.�
�I see.� Tony stood up. �Very well, Fonteneau. You win. I��
It was unfortunate that the door hinges needed oiling. Otherwise Tony�s droning voice might have held the little man�s attention long enough for the door to swing wide.
As it was, a fatal creak caused Fonteneau to whirl before Pat Delevan had opened an aperture large enough to admit her slim form.
The little man lurched about, gun in hand, and his voice was a shrill blast of words that were not French, not English, but of a tongue that betrayed his true nationality.
For a split second he wavered, then his gun roared a challenge. A bullet splintered the door and Pat Delevan�s hand, reaching for the light-switch just inside, shivered as though caught in a blast of frigid air.
She slumped. But her fingers caught the switch. The room was suddenly black.
Tony Troup dropped like a cat to the floor. His hand stabbed out, caught up the policeman�s gun. The desk shielded him. His target stood defiant in the center of the room, blinded by the sudden blackout.
�Drop it, Fonteneau,� Tony said. �I�m armed, and I see rather well in the dark. Rather better than you do.�
The little man whipped his gun around and fired. Not once, but two-three-four times, as rapidly as his finger could press the trigger. The bullets were close, uncomfortably close, as Tony wormed to the opposite end of the desk. A jagged splinter slashed Tony�s leg.
Without emotion, certainly without eagerness, Tony shot him. Then in full flight he scooped up the papers which had come from the safe, stuffed them into his pockets and ran to the door.
Pat was leaning against the wall outside, her face white and drawn, one hand pressed to a bleeding shoulder.
�Out of here!� Tony snapped at her. �Quickly!�
He looped an arm around her as they ran, held her up when she stumbled. This part of the game, the all important necessity for keeping out of trouble, out of headlines � the need which arose all too frequently for being fugitives from recognized law and order � this part of it sometimes irked him.
He muttered maledictions as he ran. When at last he stopped, far from the shop where Fonteneau lay dead, Pat Delevan sagged limply in his arms, gasping for breath.
With a handkerchief he stopped the flow of blood from the flesh wound in her shoulder. They were not far from the center of town, now, and he whispered instructions to which Pat weakly nodded her understanding.
A little while later, when they approached a cab, Pat affected a drunken helplessness which quite explained her pallor, her weakness, and her state of disorder. Tony carefully put her into the cab and then winked at the driver.
�The Caldwell place. And take it easy, buddy, take it easy. The lady�s had a bit too much��
The driver winked back at him and grinned. In the cab, Pat put her head on Tony Troup�s shoulder and said shakily, �I almost didn�t make it, Tony. The note you left in my room, telling me where you were going � I was late getting back � almost too late.�

VI

Nicholas Erfurt had his bags packed and was ready to leave. Last night�s party in his honor had been a resounding success; he was indeed sorry, he told the Caldwells, to leave a house wherein so much hospitality had been heaped upon him.
A friend was driving him to Washington. While awaiting the friend�s arrival, Erfurt killed time with John Caldwell at the bar.
Outside, Pat Delevan played tennis � badly because of a stiff shoulder � with Paul d�Ethier.
A car stopped in the drive. Pat watched it, missing one of d�Ethier�s lobs. With a smile for the Frenchman, she waved a hand at him and ran to the car, her smile broadening now for the dark, thin man who sat behind the wheel.
�Why, hello there!� she cried.
The dark man scowled at her. He did not know her. He had never seen her before in his life.
But she was an attractive girl and was extending her hand to him as though she had known him all her life. He took the hand, and felt against his palm something that was not a part of the handclasp. A folded bit of paper�
Pat gave him her sweetest smile and went back to the tennis court.
Quickly the dark man unfolded the paper. He read, his eyes clouding: �The documents which Erfurt will deliver to you are worthless. The true plans have already been placed in the hands of your government�s greatest enemy.�
He read it twice, his face losing color. He glanced quickly toward the tennis court, then tore the bit of paper into shreds and stuffed the shreds beneath the floor mat of the car. For a moment he sat very still, regaining his composure. Then quickly he entered the house.
An hour later he and Erfurt departed.

Tony Troup sat in a comfortable chair beside his bed, reading with his fingertips a volume of Keats printed in Braille. He looked up when the door opened. �You, Pat?� he said quickly.
She answered him, closed the door and moved to his side.
�No hitch?� he asked.
�No hitch, Tony. They�re gone.�
�Good. What did the fellow look like?�
Pat described the dark man carefully. Tony shook his head.
�Don�t know him, I�m afraid. There are many we don�t know. The one in Providence, for instance � the one who shoved you off the sidewalk. Obviously an attempt to test my blindness, to see if I were faking and could be shocked into coming to your assistance. You thought you knew the fellow, thought you�d seen him somewhere before. Perhaps you have � somewhere. One of Erfurt�s men, perhaps, or even Fonteneau�s � maintained in Providence to report any investigation into the death of Kirby.�
He accepted a cigarette and smiled his thanks. �Yes � there are many we don�t know, and many who don�t know us. I suppose now you want some explanation of what happened in Fontenau�s office.�
�I�m getting more impatient by the minute,� Pat said severely.
He put aside the volume of Keats and drew her toward him. �It follows a clear pattern, all of it. Erfurt, a free agent, obtained the plans and made a deal with Fonteneau. He cheated Fontenau and the latter was smart enough to know it. Fonteneau watched him, learned that he had sent word to a rival embassy in Washington. When we arrived, Fonteneau convinced himself that we had come to buy the plans. He thought Erfurt meant to deliver them the night he slipped out of the house.
�Fonteneau waylaid him, searched him, failed to find the papers. He thought you had them when you left for New York. He sent word ahead and had you stopped. Then he stumbled into my trap.�
Pat released herself and stepped back, her face dark with a scowl. �What trap?�
�I went for a swim.�
Her foot tapped the carpet. �Please, Tony!�
�It�s a fact. They were having a party on the terrace. I wanted them all there, all who could even remotely be suspected, so I even telephoned Fonteneau, telling him Caldwell wished to see him on a business matter. He arrived. That put all my suspects together: Harstmann, d�Ethier, Fonteneau, Erfurt, even Caldwell. I played a game of blind-man�s-buff with them, knowing, you see, that one of them � the one who attacked Erfurt that night and fled when I intruded � knew I was not blind.�
�Well?�
�When I walked into the swimming pool, all but Fonteneau yelled at me. He didn�t. He knew it was an act and was caught off guard. He knew I was up to something. He knew, too, after talking to Caldwell, that his summons to the party was a fake, and it frightened him. Apprehensive, he rushed to his office to put things under control � and I was there ahead of him.�
Pat said slowly, �One of these days, Tony��
�Don�t say it. Come here.�
�No!�
�Very well then.� He stood up, took her in his arms. Holding her in silence for a moment, he said at last in a voice strangely gentle, �One of these days, Pat, we�ll be too old for this sort of game. It will be time then to settle down.� He kissed her. �Meanwhile, of course, we�re needed. Our job isn�t the most glamorous in the world � it wears no uniforms, wins no medals � but it�s important.�

Late that afternoon, the Trumbulls walked to Newport. They would be back, of course. They were merely going to meet Tony�s banker, whom Pat had sent for after deciding, the previous afternoon, that a. trip to New York would be merely a waste of time.
But in Newport they took their car from the hotel garage and with Pat driving, headed for Providence.
Next morning in New York, in a small Broadway restaurant, Pat read aloud a small item from the morning paper. The item stated that the bullet-riddled body of a man identified as one Nicholas Erfurt, home address unknown, had been found beside a lonely stretch of road outside a small town in Connecticut. The police had unearthed no clues.
Pat glanced at Tony Troup, who was gently buttering a triangle of breakfast toast. He was tired, she noticed, after their all-night drive. She said, �Was it Erfurt who destroyed Kirby?�
�Probably.�
She nodded. �One thing more. Erfurt�s documents. Not the false copies he sold to Fonteneau, but the documents he delivered to the dark man � the man who killed him. Were they worthless?�
�When I first found them in Erfurt�s hiding place,� Tony said quietly, �they were probably more dangerous than even Erfurt dreamed. When he turned them over to the man who murdered him, they were dangerous only to Erfurt himself. I changed them, you see, before returning them to their hiding place.�
He put his toast down without tasting it. �Funny thing,� he said then � �Erfurt felt perfectly safe, probably for the first time, just before the dark man�s arrival. He even offered me a cigarette.� He took a half-smoked cigarette from his pocket and placed it on the tablecloth. An expensive, oval cigarette, heavy with an odor of perique.
�Poor fellow,� Tony said then, �he should have known that in this game, no one is ever safe. Never forget that, Pat. Never forget it for a moment.�

The Hanging of Simon Groott
by Charles Ingerman
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Hangin� was too good for him, the neighbors said, but maybe they were satisfied after all.
* * *
Jed Winters leaned back on his soap box so that his broad shoulders rubbed against the scarred, white-scoured counter. The keen edge of the knife in his gnarled, leathery hand drew a thin, curled plume from the soft wood he was whittling. He spat, with reckless accuracy, at the round, red belly of the stove, and he drawled deliberately: �Hangin�s too good for him. Yeah, I say hangin�s too good for Simon Groott!�
Barney Grauveldt helped himself liberally to the salted crackers. �I dunno. �T�ud be kind o� hard on Sarry, bein� a widow woman again so soon.�
�Pshaw!� Big Dick Wurgel said, blowing apple seeds out of his mouth. �Ever�body knows Simon only married Sarry to get Ham Youtz�s farm � and the money Ham had sweated out of the fields and saved in the bank.�
�Ain�t as if Simon was a farmer, neither, an� would do somethin� with those fat acres,� Wally Mendel mused, sucking on his charred corncob and not bothering to open his eyes. �Trouble is, he ain�t done an honest day�s work in his life. The place will go to rack an� ruin.�
�Why do you suppose she married him in the first place anyhow?�
�Lord, friend, don�t ask me why one woman marries one man, or t�other way around. By gum, I�ve caught myself wonderin� sometimes how-come I married my Katie!�
The sweet-smelling store was filled, for a moment, with their easy laughter. Then Jed Winters said:
�I kind o� reckon Sarry might be relieved if somethin� happened to Simon. I was a-drivin� past their place on the way to town today, an� Sarry was a-standin� in the yard, hangin� clothes, with tears runnin� down her cheeks. An� Emmy � she�s gettin� to be a right grown-up gal now � was outside of the house, diggin� up a truck patch with a spadin�-fork.�
�No sign o� Simon?� Wally Mendel asked. �Has he got his fields plowed, �fore this cold snap?�
�Nope, his fields ain�t plowed. The barn door was hangin� open on one hinge, so I reckon he was in there, a-nursin� that jug of his some more.�
He spat at the stove again. �You ask, Wally, was there sign o� him. I�d say they war, all right. The little tyke � him as looks like the spittin� image of his dad � was sittin� alongside that old hound Ham Youtz was allus so proud of. Cryin� like his heart was bust. An� covered with red welts. Looked mighty like the work of a piece o� harness, to me.�
�Them�s nice kids, that Emmy and that little Ham,� Big Dick Wurgel grumbled. �I allus kind o� took to them younguns. Simon ain�t got no leave to be whallopin� another man�s kids like that.�
�That�s what I say,� Jed Winters growled. �Hangin� too good for Simon Groott. Matter o� fact, I �most got me down off my wagon to find him and give him a healthy larrupin�. Would, too, if his brother Moe weren�t sheriff an� I didn�t know Simon would come a-lawin� after me.�

As she straightened up from the tub of washing, and tried to rub the misery from her aching back, Sarah Groott � she who had been Sarah Kandell and Sarah Youtz and then the Widow Youtz � knew it had been a mistake.
Of course, a woman � and she was no longer a young woman � can�t begin to farm a section. It takes a man to do that. And a woman has to have a man on the place anyway.
Simon had been mighty sweet of her, too, after Ham died. Ham was a good man, a good husband and a good father to his children, but he�d never thought of sweet things to say like Simon.
�I�ve allus loved you, Sarry,� he said. �Some folks may talk agin me, say I�m a sour and bitter man. An� you know why? Jest �cause I�ve been a-eatin� my heart out for you, Sarry, �most onto twenty year.�
And then again:
�Don�t you worry none about Emmy an� Little Ham. Lovin� you the way I do, I reckon I couldn�t help lovin� them, too, just like they was mine.�
She had been a fool to listen to him, and a greater fool to believe him. But she�s been desperate, panicked, since Ham died, and she�d wanted to believe him. She had choked down her own certain knowledge of the man, woman-fashion, and listened � and believed.
�You may hear folks tell that I�m shiftless and that I drink too hard. An� I�ll admit I have been shiftless an� I have drank too hard. But look it, Sarry, I ain�t never had a woman like you to work for. An� I been drinkin� to keep my sorrows down. You�ll find me diff�rent now.�
They had warned her about him. God knows, everyone had warned her about him. Lizzie Winters had brought three roast chickens � nice fat ones � and had said:
�I�m not one to be mindin� your business for you, Sarry, but I hear tell that Simon Groott is walkin� over the hills to see you. He�s a no-good one, Sarry, and you know it well as me.�
�I got to have a man on the place,� Sarah Youtz � Widow Youtz � said. �I ain�t a woman can farm a section.�
�If it was me,� Lizzie Winters affirmed, �I wouldn�t even try to farm a section. I�d sure enough let it go to weeds and briars �fore I married Simon Groott!�
She went on busily snapping the last wax beans of the season in the silence that followed, and then she said:
�Look it, Sarry. I reckon I�m as good a friend as you�ve got in this valley. I�ve washed your clothes an� you�ve washed mine. I�ve tended your sick younguns an� you�ve tended mine. Don�t marry Simon Groott!
�Emmy will be gettin� married pretty soon � prob�bly to Little Dick Wurgel, if I hear right. Then they�ll be a man on the place again, like it ought to be. An� Dick�s a good, honest chap.
�Or if you want to keep the fields up, hire yourself a man. Ham must have left you quite a heap of money. Hire a man, or take in a young couple like Hank Andreasen an� his wife. But don�t marry Simon Groott!�
�I already give him my word,� Sarah said. �It was a year last week. We�ll be married, come this time next month.�
And they were married, during the first flurry of snow in the fall. And it had been a mistake � a bitter mistake � since the first hour that Simon Groott set his foot in the house as master.
Sarah Groott looked over the sudsy tub, across the fields Ham Youtz had loved. They should have been plowed before this late cold snap, and instead, an army of weeds was sprouting in the furrows Ham had never harvested because the bull had gored him to death.
She turned and watched her slim daughter, Emmy, bent to the spading fork, working the rich soil � and loving it � like her father before her. Emmy, who knew the money was nearly gone, and that the jars in the cellar were nearly gone, and that hope was nearly gone.
She turned the other way and looked at Little Ham, so small for his five years, so blond like his father, so pitiful, sitting besides the shaggy hound his father had prided in. She looked at him with tears in her eyes, sensing the child�s confusion and defeat. The harness strap had raised bad welts on him, and there had been nothing she could do � nothing, short of murder, that she dared to do.
Yes, it had been a mistake...

Little Ham watched his mother at the washtub, and he felt like crying some more. His shoulders and back and legs still hurt from his stepfather�s beating, but it was another ache, lost somewhere deep inside him, which hurt most.
The worst thing was that he didn�t rightly know why he had been beaten. Simon Groott had been eating, in the noisy way and the greedy way he always ate, and Little Ham did something he had often done when his real father was alive: he had patted the back of Simon Groott�s neck.
It had been sort of game with his real father. Big Ham had always pulled him around in front and patted him back. Kind of hard, maybe, but playful.
But Simon Groott had been furious. �Brash brat!� he stormed. �You will hit out at me, eh? I�ll learn you!�
And then came the beating.
The shaggy old dog, Prince, had been licking Little Ham�s hot hand. But now he stopped, began to growl. Little Ham turned, looked, and he shriveled up inside.
Simon Groott was coming through the barn door, and he still had that piece of harness in his hand. He came lumbering across the yard, eyes red and fierce, mouth working.
Little Ham wanted to run. To run away, anywhere, away from the advancing man. But he was paralyzed with fright, and there was no strength in his muscles.
�I seen you,� Simon Groott roared. �I seen you, sittin� there a-sulkin�. Maybe you�re still feisty, eh? Maybe you want some more, eh?�
�No,� Little Ham squeaked. �No, don�t hit me again, please!�
�Can�t have no sulkers on this farm,� Simon Groott said. �I learn you some sense if I have to beat you every day o� your life.�
�Please! Please, no!� Little Ham begged.
Sarah Groott came hurrying across the yard, drying her hands on her apron. �What�s the matter? What�s the matter now, Simon?�
�He�s a-sulkin�,� Simon Groott growled. �Anything I can�t stand, it�s a whiney, sulky brat.� He pulled the length of harness strap through his hand. ��Pears to me he needs �nother lesson. �Pears to me he�s a-goin to get it, too!�
�You�re drunk,� Sarah said sharply. �You�ve been out to that jug again, Simon.�
He leered at her. �An� what if I have?�
�You�re drunk, an� you�ll not be a-beatin� Little Ham again � ever. You hear?�
�Stand aside, woman! Don�t be tellin� me what I�ll do or not do. I say he needs another beating, and another beatin� is what he�ll get!�
They were standing beside the wood-pile, and Sarah�s fingers closed over the haft of the kindling axe. �You touch Little Ham,� Sarah screamed, �and I�ll split your skull, Simon Groott. So help me God, I�ll split your skull with this here axe!�
He wheeled toward her, fury and cunning in his fiery eyes. �Oh, you will, will you? Is that the way a wife talks to her man? Split my skull, now, is it? Maybe it�s you who needs a lesson too, maybe!�
He raised the leather strap, started toward her, and Little Ham found his legs again, went running away from there. Simon Groott swung the end of harness, square against the side of Sarah�s head, and wrenched the axe from her hand.
And at that same moment, Prince, the dog Ham Youtz had trained from a pup, growled once, horribly, and launched himself at the man.
Simon Groott whirled to meet this new attack, staggered back as the big shepherd snapped at his throat and missed. Then Simon Groott swung the axe, once, twice, thrice, viciously, at the shaggy, loyal beast...

Emmy Youtz heard the loud voices, prodded the spading fork into the ground hard, and left it standing there. She turned the corner of the house just in time to see the axe blade strike her father�s dog just behind the ear � just in time to see the great animal sag to the ground, puddling the dust with its life-blood.
She saw the red welt the harness had left across her mother�s face, saw Simon Groott drop the bloody axe, stoop to pick up the leather strap again.
She put herself squarely in the path of her step-father, said shrilly: �What are you fixin� to do, Simon Groott?�
He leered at her, and she felt naked. �First, I�m a-goin� to larrup your mother. Then I�m a-goin� to larrup your brother. An� then, likely, I�m a-goin� to larrup you, too, for good measure.�
�It�ll be the last larrupin� you ever do,� Emmy said.
He growled at her. �Like your ma, eh? Maybe you�re a-aimin� to split my skull, too, maybe?�
�No,� Emmy returned, �I ain�t. But last Sunday, Little Dick Wurgel asked me to be his woman. We�ll be gettin� married in a week-ten days. I don�t reckon he�ll cotton to havin� you larrup me when I�m a-goin� to be his wife.�
�Hadn�t you better be askin� your pa for permission? How you know I�m a-goin� to let you marry Dick Wurgel?�
�You ain�t my pa,� the girl said. �I done asked my real pa, �fore he was killed. He said it was all right. He talked it over with Big Dick Wurgel. There�s nothing you can do about it, �less you want to fight it out with Little Dick and Big Dick and all their kin.�
Simon Groott stood, with the harness strap poised in his hand, and thought about it for a moment. At first, there was a puzzled expression on his face, and it was replaced by a look of cunning triumph.
�Good riddance!� he snorted. �Good riddance to bad rubbish. Tell you, I�ll be mighty pleased when you step off my land. And I�ll thank you never to step back on again.�
�Only I ain�t stepping off this land,� Emmy said fiercely. �When my pa said we could marry, he said we could live here in this house and work the bottom forty. And that�s just what we�re a-fixin� to do!�
Simon Groott�s face reddened with rage. �In this house?� he yelled.
�In this house,� Emmy repeated. �An� you�ll farm the rest, and farm it right, too, or you won�t eat. No more of that liquor jug business. My man will see to that!�
�Why, you sassy snip!� Simon Groott bellowed. �I�m more �n half a notion to wring your spindly neck!�
�You just dare touch me! You just dast touch any of us again,� Emmy warned. �The Wurgels come big and strong and tough. Like I said, they don�t cotton to havin� their womenfolks larruped.�
�I�ll... I�ll!� Simon Groott choked.
�You�ll work,� Emmy supplied. �For the first time in your no-good life, you�ll work an� like it. You�ll make a good husband to my mother, and a good father to my brother, or I�ll know the reason why!�
Simon Groott was boiling with fury. His hands shook with his rage, and the drunkenness had left him now. �I�ll�!�
And at that unfortunate moment, Little Ham showed in the hay door at the top of the barn. �There!� he shrilled, as the rope from the hay fork dangled in the wind before him. �There! Now I guess he won�t be gettin� drunk an� givin� me beatin�s again!�
He had his little arms wrapped around an earthenware jug � Simon Groott�s liquor jug � and even as the three of them watched, as Emmy gasped and her mother cried out, he shoved it out into space.
It turned over in space, and the cork popped out, and then it struck the hard earth and shattered liquidly into many pieces.
For a scant moment, there was a deathly silence, and then Simon Groott uttered a hoarse roar of rage and began running toward the barn.
Emmy began running after him, only a second later...

Simon Groott was in a whirlwind of fury. He held the hysterical lad with one hand, was cuffing him brutally with the other. �I�ll bash your head in,� the man swore. �I�ll break every bone in your ornery body!�
�No,� wailed Little Ham. �No! Ma!�
�Leave hold of my brother,� Emmy said. �Leave hold of him right now, Simon Groott!�
The man slapped the boy again, viciously, turned, stared, released his fierce grip on the lad. Little Ham fell into the hay, and Simon Groott took a step backward � a step toward the open hay door.
�Put that down!� he ordered. �Put that down, Emmy!�
For the girl was holding a hay fork in her tense hands � a three-tined hay fork which was leveled at Simon Groott�s heaving chest.
She took a step forward, and the tines came that much nearer to Simon Groott. �I told you not to hit him,� she said. �I told you not to try hittin� any of us, ever, again.�
�Put that hay fork down!� Simon Groott shouted. �Put it down, you young she-devil!�
�I reckon not,� Emmy answered, breathing quickly. �I reckon this might as well end one way or another, right now, Simon Groott!�
�Put it down,� Groott snarled. �Put it down �fore I cut loose on you. Put it down �fore I take it away from you an� skin you alive.�
�Emmy!� called Sarah Groott, at the top of the ladder which led to the hay mow. �Put that fork down!�
�Like fun,� Emmy said. She took a step forward, and another, while Simon Groott retreated from the menace of those gleaming, needle-sharp tines. �Like fun I will!�
�So now you�re a-aimin� to kill me, is that it?� Simon Groott snarled. �Goin� to stick me with that fork, is it?�
�I reckon so,� Emmy agreed. Her face was pale, and beads of sweat were running down her face, along her slim arms. �I reckon that�s just about what I�m a-goin� to do, Simon Groott.�
�Emmy! Don�t!� Sarah called. �Stop it. It�s murder. It�s murder, child!�
Emmy took another step forward. �Maybe it is, maybe. But somebody�s got to do it, and I reckon I�m the one that�s handiest to doin� it!�
The older woman was scrambling off the ladder now, thrashing toward her daughter through the uncertain footing in the mound of hay.
And at that moment, Simon Groott determined to charge the girl. At that moment, when he though she would be distracted because of the movement behind her.
He hurled himself forward, cursing, trying to bat the tines out of the way, trying to come to grips with the girl. And she, hearing the whispering, slipping noise in the hay behind her, chose that same moment to move forward.
The long, sharp tines speared through Simon Groott�s arm, pinioned the hairy arm to his chest. He grunted, pained, once, as the steel sank into his chest, and he took three or four shuffling steps backward, tripped over Little Ham, still sitting there, still sobbing.
Sarah snatched the bloodstained fork from her daughter, turned to look at the man tottering in the hay door. For a moment he stood there, like a marionette on a string, and then he toppled backward.
The dangling ropes of the hay carrier tautened, twanged, and when Sarah and Emmy crept forward, horrified, to the hay door, Simon Groott was hanging there, tangled tightly in the ropes, swaying a little, still. Twitching a little, still. But quite, quite dead...

Moe Groott stood in the barnyard with the other men, looking up at the body of his brother. In death, Simon Groott was wearing a placid, almost benign expression which he had never troubled to assumed while living.
�It�s murder,� Moe Groott announced to them all savagely. �It�s murder, I say. Look at those marks on his body � in a row, just like tine marks � with the blood streaking from them.�
�I see,� Jed Winters said, slowly, cautiously. �They do sort o� look a lot like tine marks.�
��Course they do!� Sheriff Groott rasped. �It�s murder, sure�s you�re a foot high.� He spat vigorously in the dust, and his flushed face was working angrily. �He was my blood brother, an� one o� them women killed him, sure�s shootin�!�
Sarah Groott stood beside her daughter, Emmy, and Emmy was standing beside the huge young fellow named Little Dick Wurgel. �Don�t you say nothin�,� Little Dick bent down to whisper to them. �Don�t you two say nothin�!�
�Which one do I arrest,� Moe Groott asked belligerently. �Which one do I yank down to the jail, to ready for hangin�?�
�There�s some mighty funny accidents happen in this world,� Jed Winters drawled. His gaze moved from the dead dog, sprawled in the dust, to the welt on Sarah�s face, to Little Ham, clinging to Big Dick Wurgel�s denim coat. �Mighty funny accidents.�
�Accident?� Sheriff Groott snapped. �Look at them tine marks. Look at the puddles of blood Simon dripped onto the ground. Look at them two women, big-eyed with fear at what they done!�
Emmy stepped a pace forward, shook off Little Dick Wurgel�s restraining hand. �I ain�t neither a-feared!� she said. �I ain�t a-feared o� whatever I done, or whatever comes resultin� from it! I�ll tell�!�
Sarah pulled her back. �No,� Sarah protested shrilly, �I�ll tell. Any tellin� needs be done here, I�ll do. Any explainin� needs be done, I�ll explain. Any blame needs be took, I�ll take!�
She glared at Emmy as she had never glared at her before and there was a piteous beseeching in her eyes.
�Reckon we ain�t come to that yet,� Jed Winters said.
�Let �em talk!� Moe Groott yelled. ��Tween the two of them, maybe we�ll come to the truth of this here murder, maybe.�
Old Judge Hallpert leaned forward on his knotty cane, stared at Sheriff Groott. �Don�t let�s be callin� names out o� turn, Moe. Let�s do things accordin� to law an� order. Seems I rec�lect that if it�s murder or ain�t is up to the Coroner of this here township.�
Sheriff Moe Groott glared at the judge, and he glared at Winters, and he glared at the men around Winters: Big Dick Wurgel, with his horny hand on Little Ham�s head, and Barney Grauveldt and Wally Mendel. �I claim it�s murder,� he said hoarsely, �an� one o� them ought to hang!�
Jed Winters cleared his throat. �Can�t rightly say I �gree with you, Moe. Seein� what funny things has already happened �round here�� he looked again from the dog to Sarah to Little Ham � �still �pears like an accident to me. A mighty strange workin� o� Providence, but an accident, �thout a doubt.�
He turned gravely to the men beside him. �What would you say, friends?�
They nodded solemnly, one after another. Wurgel, Grauveldt, Mendel. �Accident,� they each said.
�Guess it ain�t murder, then, Moe,� Jed Winters said, looking Sheriff Groott in the eye. �Reckon it must been an accident, all right. You heard the report of the Coroner�s jury. An� as coroner of this township, I�m makin� it official.�
And under his breath: �I allus said hangin� was too good for Simon Groott!�

Spelling Bee
by Maurice Beam
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The murder weapon was a tricky one � in more ways than one.

I

The day Frank Mergan was shot I came up from what was called the summerhouse on his estate, knowing Frank Mergan would be sitting in his usual place in the big chair by the library window. In fact, I saw his head and shoulders through the window and it seemed to me they were very clear � clearer than usual � as though there was no screen in the window. Which was a fact. There was no screen.
I remember how I thought again, coming up, how easy it would be to shoot Frank Mergan with a high-powered rifle, from the edge of the cliff, and then slide down the cliff and escape in a boat. The head was silhouetted so plainly in the open window. The cliffs were tough but it could be done, if someone was waiting for you in a boat.
Mergan�s butler, Simpson, let me in and showed me to the library, though I knew well enough where the library was. John Schrieber was there with Mergan. Schrieber nodded toward a chair but I didn�t sit down. I glanced at the ship�s clock on the mantle and it showed seven minutes to five.
�What I�ve got to say can be said quick,� I told both of them. �There�s no point in beating around the bush.�
Schrieber said, �Now, now, Anderson. There�s no point, either, in being militant. Mr. Mergan left his affairs in the city to come all the way out to Rocky Point to give you an audience.�
�He did like hell,� I said carefully. �He came down here because he saw a profit to be made. He came down here to see how cheaply he could buy my machine, to see if he could steal it!�
Mergan didn�t say a word. It was Schrieber�was insulted.
�Steal it! Why... why, hasn�t Mr. Mergan put up money during the last year so that you, with my help, could perfect the machine � so that you could be free from financial worry while you worked?�
Schrieber was staring at me righteously with his gray eyes large and glistening behind the glasses. Mergan said nothing. He just sat there in the big Morris chair where he always sat, partially facing the window. He was watching me, and smirking.
The window was open to the soft air of the balmy spring evening. In the distance you could hear the murmur of waves as the gentle sea broke upon the rocks below the cliffs. Nearer, on the wide lawn, there was a grove of giant hemlocks making a dark, ragged and immense shadow against the distant whiteness of the village of Rocky Point and against the banked clouds over the ocean.
Frank Mergan�s white hair was like a soiled cloud against the blackness of the Morris chair. Under the hair the thin face was as sharp as a terrier�s.
I said to both of them: �Free from financial worry! Maybe. You have advanced me two thousand dollars � enough to keep me alive. In return, what have you received? Why I, like a fool, have signed over to you the right to manufacture my machine without royalties. Already, to date, the Mergan factory has taken thousands of dollars in profits from my invention and given me � what? A lousy two thousand dollars!�
Mergan came forward in his chair. His thin little dried-up hands made a rustling sound as he rubbed the palms together. Like dead leaves. And he was like his hands, was Frank Mergan � hard and brittle, nearly bloodless. He said soothingly, �It sounds very much as if you�ve been talking to that lawyer fellow again, Anderson. That Tolman. I warned you about Tolman. He can do you no good.�
�Not now, he can�t!� I cried. �But if I had listened to him in the first place, he could have. He warned me about you. He told me to go ahead and perfect my machine without accepting money from anyone, without signing away any of my rights. He told me to struggle through. After all these years, what was another year, he asked me. But no! I was smarter than Tolman. I was a master mechanic and machinist! And wasn�t Mr. Frank Mergan a millionaire? And wasn�t Mr. Frank Mergan a philanthropist? And didn�t he give thousands of dollars away to the poor? Why, Mr. Frank Mergan wouldn�t steal a poor man�s idea, an inventor�s dream! Oh no!�
I laughed. It struck me as futile, what I said. I recall looking again at the ship�s clock on the mantle. It was three minutes to five.

Frank Mergan laughed, too. He laughed till his frail body shook, but no sound came from him. His white head was bent over a little and his cunning eyes rolled up at me. He looked like one of those grotesque wood figures that Mexicans carve out and sell to tourists. He was colored like them; white hair, brown, wrinkled skin, wine-shade dressing gown, round eyes with lots of the white showing, a long, pointed nose.
�Anderson, Anderson,� he chuckled. �What are you talking about? I haven�t stolen anything from you. Don�t be a Bolsheviki. Analyze the facts.�
�Yes, analyze them,� echoed Schrieber.
�You do it,� I said.
�I shall,� Mergan replied and what he said was this:
�Two years ago you came to me and told me you�d invented a hair-cutting machine. You believed that my company would be interested in the device since we were already known as manufacturers of electric razors, toasters, flat-irons, washing-machines, automatic switches and so forth and so forth.�
He stopped and stared at me. �True, Anderson?�
�That much is.�
�Perfectly true,� murmured Schrieber.
Mergan went on: �You came to me because I was easily accessible, having this summer home in Rocky Point for oh, so many years... having become more or less of a byword among the natives hereabouts. True, Anderson?�
�You old goat,� I said angrily. �Why ask that silly question? It�s true so far. I�ll stop you when you begin to lie.�
Schrieber gasped.
Of course it was true, so far. I was born in Rocky Point. Ever since I was big enough to understand anything I�d been told that Frank Mergan was just everything a young American should strive to emulate. My father, poor man, told me that. He believed it. In his day, everybody believed it. My Sunday School teachers, my school teachers, the newspapers, the family magazines, the Boy Scout books � they all said that Frank Mergan and men like him were great and rich and generous and brave and honorable as well as smart, for every one of them had worked his way up from office boy to ownership of whatever business he was in and nobody could do that unless they were paragons of virtue and intelligence.
I glanced at Schrieber. He was being patiently pious and fawningly smug. The rat.
Frank Mergan ignored what I said. He went on, coldly.
�You came to me and told me about your machine. I didn�t send for you. You came. But I was interested. I saw possibilities in the device��
�You didn�t see them in the beginning,� I broke in. �I argued with you for three hours before you even began to see them. Afterward, your own advertising copywriters opened your eyes the rest of the way. It took some high-priced persuasion to force you into a shrewd decision.�
�Why. Why!� Mergan choked. �You... you whippersnapper!�
�Just to keep the record straight. Though you�ll get credit for it anyway in all the story books.�
�I have a good mind to have you kicked bodily out of my house! You are an ingrate, Anderson.�
�Nuts. You and your butler and your yes-man together, couldn�t move me an inch.�
�Are you threatening me?�
I glared at him. My hands commenced to open and close of their own accord. I felt like choking him.
Then he smiled. That was his way, Frank Mergan got what he wanted through guile, never by open fight.
�Ah well, let it pass,� he said. �After I was convinced, Anderson, what did I do? I offered you five thousand outright for your machine. You refused. Meanwhile I had had experts looking it over � Mr. Schrieber for one, he being an inventor, too.�
�Of sorts,� said Schrieber modestly.
�Anyway, these experts,� continued Mergan, �suggested certain modifications in your machine so that women as well as men could use it. Then I sent for you, Anderson. Is not that true?�
�Go on.�
�I offered you two thousand dollars if you would re-design the machine. You agreed to do so. I provided you with a laboratory by installing a complete machine-shop in the summerhouse, here on my estate. I also offered you the services of Mr. Schrieber.�
�And I perfected the machine,� I said, �after a year�s hard work. But during that year you had the improvements patented in the name of your company.�
�It was my right under the terms of our agreement.�
�Your right nothing! Your lawyers made it your right by saying to the patent office that since you were paying for the improvements, they belonged to you. Schrieber was your watchdog.�
�Mr. Schrieber is a loyal member of my organization,� answered Mergan tartly. �A loyal member, Anderson.�
�And why shouldn�t he be?� I blurted. �He�s smart. When you die he�s in line for a nice chunk of your dough, since you�ve got no heirs. Why wouldn�t he be?�

Schrieber�s face contorted. �Careful, Anderson! You may go too far! Please leave personalities out of this discussion. Mr. Mergan is making you another offer.�
�Oh, is he?�
�I�m offering you five thousand dollars,� Mergan purred. �The original offer. Three thousand cash added to the two thousand you�ve already received for the entire rights to your machine.�
�But I worked for that two thousand!� I was astounded.
�Hundreds of inventors have received less for better inventions, I assure you.�
�I know that! Hundreds of inventions have been stolen, legally stolen! There must be hundreds of inventors hating you as I hate you, you��
But Mergan only shrugged. He wasn�t fazed. �Do you accept?� he asked softly.
�I�ll see you in hell first!� I shouted. �The Mergan company has already marketed fifty thousand of these machines, my machines! Now you�re offering me three thousand dollars. You... you dirty old thief!�
This did faze him. He grasped the arms of his chair as if he would move it, but it didn�t move. He was obviously boiling with anger.
�I know,� I cried. �You�re going to say the law is on your side. Well, save your breath. I know it.�
�Do you accept my offer?� he barked.
�No!�
�Then you�ll get nothing!�
�I expected that. Knowing I have no money for lawyers, knowing Tolman, without fee, cannot afford to fight through a long drawn-out legal battle against a dozen shrewd, conniving attorneys for the Mergan company, knowing that you can steal the manufacturing rights, you will freeze me out!�
John Schrieber puffed, �Anderson, Mr. Mergan doesn�t have to take such talk from anybody��
I paid no attention. Instead, I looked down upon Mergan, unable to control my anger. �Mr. Mergan,� I said distinctly, �some day one of these people you�ve defrauded is going to take something away from you more valuable than any machine. Some day one of them is going to remember that he is a man, an American who will risk his very life to defend his rights. Watch out, Mr. Mergan, watch out! When��
And it was at that very moment that the dull plopping sound came from Mergan, the like of which I had never heard before. For a second I thought Mergan had made the sound in trying to speak. Then I saw him stiffen in his chair. He swayed, and there came a sharp report � of a distant gun � perhaps a second and a half after the plop.
Behind me I heard Schrieber gasp, �My God!�
An instant later there was the second plop. Then another report. Mergan doubled up. He rolled slowly out of the chair and fell to the floor, face down.

II

Schrieber screamed and rushed to the door, seemingly galvanized into movement by fear. Stupidly I gazed at the open window.
Behind me the ship�s clock struck twice. It was five o�clock.
Schrieber was yelling, �Simpson! Simpson!�
The butler appeared at the door. �What�s happened, sir? What has happened?� I saw Simpson�s eyes lower and heard him gurgle strangely. He was staring at the floor in front of the chair. Mergan�s slight body twisted uncannily and turned on its side. There came a quivering relaxation in all the thin muscles and Mergan lay still.
�Call the police!� shouted Schrieber. �Now! Why are you standing there like that? Go! Call them, I say!�
�Ye-yes sir.� The butler faded from the door. Schrieber ran to Mergan. He knelt. Now it could be seen that there was a hole in Mergan�s forehead. Very little blood came from it. But there was lots of blood on Mergan�s chest. A slowly spreading circle ringed the white bosom of his shirt and almost covered it. Schrieber put out his hand.
�I wouldn�t touch him,� I said.
Schrieber froze. He stared up at me fearfully, his lips quivering. �Anderson, Anderson, what has happened?� he asked emptily.
�He�s shot,� I answered cautiously. �Somebody from outside��
�Then what are we doing here? Why aren�t we out there searching for... for�� Schrieber stopped and there was a curious hollowness in his voice, as if he had given me a cue in a play or had prompted me in a forgotten line.
�It wouldn�t do a bit of good,� I said. �Do you think a man is going to shoot another man and then stand there until the police arrive?�
Schrieber nodded avidly in agreement. �You�re right, Anderson,� he muttered.
�The police will be here in no time at all,� I said.
They were. Much sooner than I expected. Rocky Point was only a mile and a half from the Mergan place on the bluff. Simpson�s call brought the town marshal, Ben Taylor, and Ben�s deputy, Will Garnett. These had scarcely entered the room when another officer came in. This was Hank Radcliff. Radcliff was a township patrol officer working with the state highway police department. I knew both Taylor and Garnett rather well, but I had never spoken more than a dozen words to Radcliff, though I had heard it said that he was a very clever detective, a graduate of a famous police school. There were two other highway police with Radcliff, as it developed.
Radcliff took charge. He out-ranked Taylor in whatever way a township man would out-rank a village officer. Anyway, he was the man I watched, what with his reputation. The others were just average small-town policemen � brave and strong, but without any real knowledge of how to go about solving a crime that wasn�t obvious. Like this one.
I saw at once that Radcliff was no ordinary cop by the way he went about his business. He was of medium height and rather pudgy of body. Oddly enough, his face was thin, hatchet-like, like that of a tall and angular man. He had black hair, a lock of which hung low on his forehead.
The first thing he did was to make a short but thorough examination of the body, without moving it. The second thing he did was to have Schrieber and I tell him exactly what we had seen. Schrieber told it and then I told it. Both of our stories were, of course, exactly alike. About Mergan sitting in the chair, about that odd plopping sound which came from the bullets hitting him, about him falling, about the delayed report of the gun.
�What were you three talking about?� asked Radcliff.
Schrieber told him briefly. He turned to me.
�Oh yes, Anderson. You�re the fellow who invented this hair-cutting machine. Hmmm.� He studied my face closely though not discourteously. �You were arguing with Mr. Mergan about payment for the right to manufacture?�
�I guess you could call it an argument,� I answered. �He wanted to steal my invention. I objected.�
Schrieber shot me a look of astonishment. Radcliff saw it.
�You realize that whatever you say here might be used against you later,� said Radcliff. �You don�t have to answer questions, yet.�
�I�ll answer anything you ask,� I replied boldly. �And I�ll tell you this: There were dozens of inventors who probably would have liked to take a shot at Mergan.� I wanted to get the point over to this detective.
�You can�t talk that way about Mr. Mergan,� interposed Schrieber hotly, his glasses quivering on the bridge of his thin nose.
I said loudly: �No? Well, I�ll say what I think. I�ve nothing to hide. We�ve already told this officer that we were having an argument. I�m trying to explain what it was all about.�

Radcliff, glancing from Schrieber to me and back again, said nothing further about it. Instead, he went to the chair where Mergan had been sitting, and tried to move it. It would not budge. He knelt, examined the legs of the chair, then arose.
�It�s fastened to the floor,� he said noncommittally. �There are little hunks of angle-iron on each front leg.�
Which was so.
Schrieber, officiously, took a look at the chair-legs.
�What do you know about that?� asked Radcliff.
�Nothing,� said Schrieber.
�And you?�
I said, �Mergan�s chairs never interested me. If he screwed them to the floor, maybe it was because he was afraid he would forget himself and steal them some night.�
Schrieber�s voice shook. �You can�t speak of the dead in such a manner, Anderson.�
I didn�t answer.
Radcliff called Simpson. The butler came in nervously, his hands fluttering like those of a frightened old woman. Radcliff showed him the angle-irons. �Did you know they were fastened down?� he asked.
Simpson quavered: �Fastened down? Goodness, no. I never knew such a thing. Why��
�Who cleans this room?�
�The housekeeper, sir.�
�Call her, please.�
Simpson went out.
Radcliff turned to me. �Anderson,� he said. �I want you to sit in that chair in the same position Mr. Mergan was in when the shots came.�
�You want me to sit in it? Why don�t you sit in it? I can show you just as well.�
Radcliff looked at me momentarily, shrugged, and sat down in the Morris chair. I said, �Lean back a little. You�re sitting too straight. Mergan was hunched over. There! More like that.� Radcliff followed directions closely. �That�s it,� I said at last. �That�s the position he was in.�
�Was it, Mr. Schrieber?� Radcliff queried.
�I believe so,� said Schrieber.
Radcliff looked out the window toward the lighted summerhouse. �What is that down there?� he asked.
Schrieber told him. �Formerly it was a summerhouse. Now it�s being used as a laboratory by Anderson. Anderson has been working there.�
�What kind of laboratory?�
�A machine lab,� I said.
�Do you work alone?�
�Schrieber was supposed to help me.�
�You say �supposed to�. Didn�t he?�
�Not much,� I said flatly. �He was a spy for Mergan.�
Schrieber began to sputter but said nothing, for just then the housekeeper came in. She was nervous, but not frightened, though she refused to look at the body. Radcliff questioned her and she said, �I moved this chair every day. It wasn�t ever fastened down. That I�ll swear.�
�Was the screen usually out of the window?�
�Never,� Mrs. Todd answered. �I don�t � why it�s out n�� She stopped, biting her lip. She had suddenly realized why it was out.
�That�s all. Thank you.� Radcliff spoke kindly. �You may go, Mrs. Todd.�
As she went out, a highway patrolman came in. He gave Schrieber and me a sharp glance and then looked at Radcliff.
�Go ahead,� said Radcliff.

The patrolman drew a deep breath. �Sergeant, whoever fired these shots must have flown away. We�ve searched the grounds clean to the cliffs. We ain�t found hide nor hair of a soul.�
�Could he have used a boat?�
�No, he couldn�t. �Member what I told you about how this land lays? This Mergan place is on a point stickin� out into th� ocean. On three sides there�s nothin� but cliffs � an� I mean cliffs! A fly couldn�t scarcely crawl down �em and even if a man did get down, where would he be? There�s nothin� but rocks, an� sharp rocks too, at th� bottom. Nobody could ever bring a boat close in enough to board her and live to tell it.�
�There�s a road.�
�Just one � from the highway in. Abe an� me was on that within a minute after we heard those shots��
Oh, I thought, no wonder Radcliff got here so quickly. The patrolmen had heard the shots and their car carried a radio.
��an� if anybody had come out the road we�d have seen him sure. There�s no place to hide along there either. Besides, Abe an� me was watchin� as we come in.�
�Very good, Barnes,� said Radcliff. �The way it looks then is that the shots came from the summerhouse. From the angle of the bullets� entrance, it must have been that way. A man standing at the corner or behind the building��
�Nobody could have stood like that, Sergeant,� interrupted Barnes. �They just couldn�t. The summerhouse is built right on the edge of the cliff. There ain�t room for a man to��
The patrolman stopped as the wail of a siren sounded in the distance. He cocked his head, listening. �That�d be the ambulance,� he said.
�All right. You take care of things,� Radcliff ordered. �These gentlemen and I will take a walk.�
�Where to?� Schrieber asked.
�I want to see the summerhouse and the grounds.�
�But should I leave here?� said Schrieber in mild protest. �I � being Mr. Mergan�s secretary. Perhaps I should stay and see��
�They won�t need you,� Radcliff assured him. �He�ll be taken to the Rocky Point mortuary. There�s nothing anyone can do.�
�But the office, the attorneys, should be notified.�
�What attorneys?�
Schrieber replied, �My dear Sergeant, Mr. Mergan controlled corporations worth millions. Why, news of his death will affect the stock market. It will affect finance throughout the world!�
�Well, what can lawyers do to stop it?� Radcliff was not sarcastic, saying this. He sounded merely curious.
�They can lighten the blow by announcing the will.�
�The will?�
�Certainly!� Schrieber gazed at the sergeant with something like pity. �When a man like Mr. Mergan dies, the terms of his will are very important. If he make large bequests to, for instance, philanthropies, the market will be affected in a manner entirely different from what it would be if individuals inherit. Boards of trustees don�t throw securities on the market rashly��
�I see,� said Radcliff slowly. �And how does this will affect you, personally?�
�Oh,� Schrieber blinked. �Why, I presume Mr. Mergan remembered me in the bequests he made. I�ve been with him a long time. I�ve been loyal to him.� He paused and flashed a glance at me. �However, I see what you mean. It would be considered a motive, wouldn�t it?�
Radcliff didn�t answer the question. He waited till Schrieber was through and then said, �Come along, both of you.�

III

We followed him outside and he let me take the lead. We walked to the building on the cliff which once had been a summerhouse. The lab it now housed was complete. There was a lathe, a drill-press, a long work bench equipped with vises and a complete set of expensive, metal-working tools including a welding outfit. Mergan had provided it at the time I had undertaken the research work.
Radcliff stopped inside the door. His voice took on a new edge when he spoke, after his eyes had gone over the interior in a long, careful appraisal. He said slowly, �Now, Anderson, I want you to show me the rifle.�
I stared at him. �The rifle!� I heard Schrieber gasp.
Radcliff grunted and his boney face seemed as narrow as a knife. �You heard me, Anderson. You�re an inventor. You hated Mergan. You had no recourse against what you believed he was doing � stealing your invention. So, knowing his habit of sitting in the same chair in his study, knowing that the window near the chair was visible from this shop, you rigged some kind of apparatus that would fire a rifle at a given instant, a rifle aimed at the spot Mergan would occupy in the chair � when the chair was fixed to the floor, as it was.�
�Why... why�� I muttered, unable to speak, for the suddenness of this attack left me numb.
�Rigging a rifle like that would be simple enough for an inventor, using clockwork, say, using springs to lift the gun and fire it. Even I � not knowing a thing about mechanics � could come pretty close to rigging up a thing like that with all these tools to work with. It looks obvious, Anderson, very obvious.�
He stopped. His hand, I saw, was not far from his holstered pistol.
�But there were two shots fired!� I got that out.
�Yes. The rifle was fixed to fire once, lower its muzzle a trifle, and fire again. A good inventor could do that, too.�
I had recovered now. �That�ll be hard to prove unless you find the gun,� I said. My voice was perfectly flat. I felt nothing, no fear, nothing.
�I asked, where is the gun,� Radcliff said.
I looked at him. Schrieber was staring at me, his lips partially open, his eyes aghast. Suddenly he spoke.
�By George, officer, you�re ingenious! A hidden rifle, automatically fixed. Of course! I�m something of an inventor, too, yet it never occurred to me.� As he spoke Schrieber approached the bench. He bent over it, peering. His hands came down and he felt carefully, pressing with his fingers. �The angle of the bullets� entrance would place the thing � here!�
Schrieber lifted his head and peered toward the house. The library window, lighted, with the figures of police moving behind it, was plainly visible. Schrieber took a step to the right. �About here, I�d say�� Again he touched here and there with his fingers, this time nearer the edge of the bench. He found it then.
The board which formed the bench apron swung out. Then a segment of the bench lifted, at the same time making half a revolution. On the under surface of the plank rested a rifle, held by three pieces of notched wood. The rifle stopped and pointed directly at the distant window.
I stepped closer, watching Schrieber�s hands at the gun. At the far end of the plank was a neat nest of clockwork. It had no case and its dial was clear. The hands pointed to one minute after five. It was, as Radcliff said and as I knew, a simple but effective arrangement easily mounted by even an amateur inventor.
Schrieber bent low over the gun. His fingers approached it. Radcliff touched his arm and said, �Let it alone, please.� Schrieber moved away. Then the sergeant turned to me.
�Anderson,� he said, �you�d better confess.�
�Confess!� I was numb, in panic.
�Either that or make it tougher for yourself later, Anderson. I�d advise you not to do that.� Radcliff came closer and touched my arm. �Come on up to the house. I want the rest of the boys to hear it.�
�But... but you�re saying I�m a murderer!� I felt blood rush back into my head and now the numbness vanished and a feeling of desperation replaced it. �You can�t prove a damn thing!� I shouted.

Then we were outside, walking, all three of us, toward the house.
�Circumstantial evidence is acceptable as proof, Anderson,� said Radcliff, speaking from behind me. �Everything is against you. You hated Mergan, you threatened him, you��
Schrieber broke in excitedly. �Sergeant! Sergeant!�
�Yes?�
�I can help you there. About Anderson threatening him. You see, it was a habit of Mr. Mergan�s to record all important conferences between himself and any of the men in his organization. Well, tonight, he did that! I had forgotten it till just now.�
�Recorded it?� Radcliff sounded doubtful.
�Yes! This evening, when Mr. Mergan and Anderson talked, every word they spoke is on a record, a dictagraph record in the library. I switched on the machine just as Anderson entered. It was routine with Mr. Mergan. He always did that��
�Evidence!� cried Radcliff. �Evidence of the best kind! Play the record to the jury! Let them hear Anderson�s threats against��
�He made threats, too, plenty of them,� said Schrieber shrilly. �Why, I remember��
I was remembering, too. I�d said plenty. I�d told Mergan that lots of inventors wanted to get him, that some day one of them would, that some day one of them would take something from him more valuable than any machine � oh, what hadn�t I told him? And now every word was on a record...
As we entered the library, a short, white-haired man met us. He took something out of a black bag and handed it to Radcliff. I heard him say, �The bullets, Sergeant.�
Radcliff held the mushroomed, leaden smears under a light. He said, �Why, they�re twenty-two caliber � high-powered twenty-two�s!� Then he became thoughtful, walking to the window and back without looking at anyone. But a moment later he snapped his fingers. �By Joe! That must be an English �Chumley� rifle. They�re the only twenty-two on the market that will handle this type of slug!�
The white-haired man said, �I�ll be going along now, Sergeant. We�ve got everything, pictures and all. The body�ll be at Rocky Point.�
�Yes, Doctor. All right. Thank you.� Radcliff was frowning, still thinking. Then he called to the patrolman, Barnes, who was standing near the fireplace. �Did you see those slugs?�
�I sure did.�
�I�m right about them, am I not? They�re out of a �Chumley�?�
�They can�t be anything else,� said Barnes slowly. �Doc showed �em to me. Nothin� but a �Chumley� could fire �em.� �Good,� Radcliff said and brought out a small, black notebook. He opened it and produced a pencil. ��Chumley,� �Chumley�,� he said aloud and eyed Barnes. The patrolman, I noted, returned the look for quite a long time. �How do you spell �Chumley�?� Radcliff asked him.
Barnes shook his head slowly, watching his superior officer. �Darned if I know, Sergeant. But it�d be on the gun�� He grinned sheepishly. �If we could find the gun.�
�We have found it,� Radcliff informed him. Then, casually, he turned to me. �How do you spell �Chumley,� Anderson? I want the name correct in my report.�
I said, �I don�t know how to spell it. I��
But Radcliff had swung to Schrieber before I finished. �You spell it for me, Mr. Schrieber.�
Schrieber shook his head. �I don�t know how. Sorry.�
�Then I wonder if you�d mind running down to the laboratory and getting it for me. If I recall rightly, it�d be on the under side of the barrel, about halfway back.�
�Certainly.� Schrieber was anxious to help. �Now?�
�If you please.�
Schrieber went to the door, with a backward glance at me. It was a glance of triumph.
�When you come back I�ll ask you to let me hear that dictaphone record, too,� said Radcliff.
�Certainly.� This time Schrieber�s triumph was complete.

When the door had closed the sergeant turned to me. �Think a minute, Anderson. Perhaps you do remember.�
�How to spell �Chumley�? I never heard the name before,� I said. �Why not C-h-u-m-l-e-y?� He wasn�t going to bluff me. No matter what happened, he wasn�t going to see how scared I was.
Barnes went out, rather suddenly, so that Radcliff and I were alone. He said nothing further, but walked slowly from one end of the library to the other. Once he took off his hat and combed his thin hair with his fingers.
I tried to think about the dictagraph record and what would be on it, but I was too worried to think, so I looked out the window near the Morris chair. In the distance I saw Schrieber enter the summerhouse laboratory. He was alone.
I turned back to Radcliff. I was nervous. I said, �The record will prove I talked rough to Mergan. Can they hang a man for talking?�
�Talking can help hang him.� Radcliff was scanning my face. �I�ll tell you one thing � you�d be better off confessing. It would save the State a lot of money.� Radcliff stepped close to me.
�Yeh��
I stopped. Out the window I saw Schrieber come out of the lab and start toward the house. As I watched, Barnes stepped into view from behind a hedge. He signaled Schrieber and Schrieber stopped and waited as Barnes approached. Then the patrolman pointed a finger toward the sea and toward the driveway skirting the hedge. I saw Schrieber nod his head and saw his lips move. The next second he was leading Barnes across the lawn. I knew. This was part of the circumstantial case they were building up against me.
I turned back to Radcliff and he was frowning, fingering his notebook.
�Damn it,� he said under his breath. �I want to know how to spell that name. If I don�t get it now I may forget it.� He jerked his head up at me as if a sudden idea had struck him. �Anderson,� he said rapidly, �I wonder if you�d mind running down there and taking a look at that gun for me? Won�t take a minute. Just get the name right. Will you?�
�Why, yes,� I told him, surprised.
�Don�t try to run away. The road is guarded,� he added.

IV

I knew that well enough. I went out. The wide lawn was full of the pale, reflected sunlight of early dusk. As I walked along the path toward the lab I saw, off to the right, the figures of two men moving slowly along the road which led to the highway. They were Barnes and Schrieber. Schrieber was pointing and Barnes was nodding his head vigorously in agreement with whatever Schrieber was saying.
Nearing the laboratory I knew, all of a sudden, that this was some sort of a trap. Radcliff had made a lot of the spelling of the name �Chumley.� He had made too much of it. A man like him would be accurate, yes, but the correct spelling of the name of a rifle couldn�t be this important. He had made too much of it� Or could it be important? My thoughts tried to ferret out something hidden. But no! It would be an easy matter to get the name later without all this fuss of sending me, and Schrieber, to look for it. The main thing was the rifle itself, wasn�t it? It had been found and so had the slugs. I knew enough to know that police scientists could tie the bullets up with the gun.
My thinking stopped again as I neared the door to the lab. Then it began again, this time playing with a notion of escape. But there was no escape, as Barnes had said. The cliffs were sheer. The only road out was guarded.
So I came into the lab with my thoughts in endless, meaningless circles and went to the bench where the gun was hidden. By the time I lifted the rifle and brought it into view my hands were trembling. This uncertainty was awful. I had to think it out. How much could Radcliff prove? How much of what he�d said was bluff and how much was really menacing? Did he believe I�d planted the rifle or did he have a doubt?
Well, I was taking no chances. Maybe Radcliff had overlooked something. If so, I might at least strengthen my position by being careful from now on. I turned the rifle over and looked at it carefully from one end to the other. Then I brought out a handkerchief and gave it a good wiping. There was no chance now of any fingerprints being on it.
And � there was no name on the rifle. I hadn�t recalled seeing one when I�d seen this gun before. Now I was certain. There was nothing but a number, just ahead of the triggerguard, just behind one of the clamps that held barrel to stock.
The number was 4417. I wrote it down. To make sure, I went over the gun again from end to end. It was beautifully made, full-automatic, with a sleek look about it.
But there was no name anywhere upon it.
I came out of the lab and started toward the house along the gravel walk. As I neared the portico, Barnes and Schrieber rounded the house from the left. Barnes was asking questions, Schrieber answering, pointing his white hand this way and that as the patrolman nodded vigorously. I went on into the library.
Radcliff, at the mantle, was looking at the ship�s clock. He swung toward me. �Ah, Anderson.� He brought out his notebook. �You got the name? How was it spelled?�
His indifference didn�t fool me.
�There wasn�t any name,� I said.
�What?�
�There isn�t a name on that gun anywhere.� I glared at him. I wanted to shout: �And what�s more, I see through your little trick!� But I didn�t say it. I didn�t see through his trick.
�Are you sure about that?� Radcliff�s narrow face was inclined toward me, over the squat, strong body.
�There is nothing but a number � 4417 � near the trigger...�
�You�re positive!� He seemed oddly excited.
�Yes, I wrote it down.� He wasn�t going to catch me up. �Just to be sure.�

The door opened. I shut my mouth. Barnes and Schrieber entered. Radcliff put his notebook behind him as they came in. Now he brought it into sight again. He said, �Ah, Schrieber. Did you get the name of the gun? How was it spelled?�
Schrieber smiled knowingly, glancing from me to Radcliff and back to Barnes. �Certainly,� he said as if he was sharing a secret which excluded me. �It was on the gun, as you said. It is spelled C-h-o-l-o-m-o-n-d-l-y.�
�But�� Radcliff gave a good imitation of surprise. He turned to Barnes and spoke in a puzzled tone. �We both figured it was a �Chumley�...�
Schrieber laughed. �It is a �Chumley�, Sergeant. I mean that�s the way the name is pronounced. But it�s spelled the way I told you. Cholomondly is pronounced �Chumley�.� Then Schrieber ceased talking, for Barnes had stepped to his side. Barnes was holding a pair of handcuffs.
�We�ll take you,� Radcliff snapped and his manner changed abruptly so that he was no longer courteous. �We�ll take you, Schrieber, instead of Anderson.�
�Wh-a-t!� Schrieber�s glasses slipped down his long nose and his eyes blinked nakedly. �Why, you��
The �cuffs snapped over his wrists. He swung toward me, screaming. �There�s the man � Anderson! He��
�I don�t think so,� said Radcliff, decisively. �It could have been Anderson, just as it could have been you. Both of you had a motive. Both of you could have fixed the gun. But only one of you did. We had to find out which. You helped us by being such a good speller.�
�You�ll regret this!� screamed Schrieber hysterically.
�Maybe, but I think we�ve got a pretty good case. You see, Schrieber, there is no name on a �Chumley� gun. There never is. Just a number. So when a man buys a �Chumley� all he usually hears is the way it�s pronounced by the clerk who sells it. He doesn�t know how to spell it, unless he�s English, until he sees the bill for it. Now you�re not English, Schrieber, yet you knew how to spell �Chumley�. That means you saw the bill for this gun. Certainly you couldn�t have seen the name on the gun, for it wasn�t there. I think we can find the clerk, maybe the bill��
�You gambled on both of us!� I blurted out.
Radcliff smiled. �Yes, Anderson. It was worth a gamble, wasn�t it? C-h-o-l-o-m-o-n-d-l-y is a tricky word. Even good spellers, if they�re American��
Schrieber sputtered, �You�ll wish you�d never�� But Barnes put a big hand over his mouth and shoved him toward the door.
�Maybe,� said Radcliff, a little wearily, looking at me. �But still I think we�ve got a pretty good case. Though that�s part of my job, too, seeing it through. Too bad about your hair-cutting machine, Anderson.�
�I don�t think so, Sergeant,� and my voice shook under the reaction of relief. �If you�ve got a good thing, the truth will come out, sooner or later.�
�Or a bad thing either,� he said, glancing toward the door. �But you�re right, Anderson. You can�t stop truth. You can only slow it up for a while.�
�One thing, Sergeant � is it true that a �Chumley� is the only rifle that will handle slugs like � like these that killed��
He smiled. �No, Anderson. Three or four American rifles handle them, too. I guess there�s different kinds of truth, eh? I knew there�s no name on a �Chumley� rifle and that this one is a �Chumley�. So I took a chance. Only a very good speller would know that Cholomondly spells �Chumley�, unless he�d seen the word. After all, what is truth, Anderson?�

Two-Way Hookup
by Lois Ames
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There were plenty of radio cars to send after them, sure � but the killers could anticipate every move.
* * *
When you switch on the short wave to amuse yourself with Hancock police calls in the evening, it is Ben Haigis�s deep monotone that comes out of the solid mahogany console in your library or the walnut-finish table model in your hall bedroom. Ben is as slim as the day he went onto the force, thirty-five years ago, and he looks more like a professional man than a police officer. But his eyes are as sharp as needle-pointed, blue icicles beneath thick hair that is mostly gray now, with a pen line of black here and there. And some of those gray hairs he got on a rainy Friday night in October that started out to be as dull as a debutante�s diary.
Outside, rain lashed in angry frustration against the lighted windows, and slithered in spent streams down the thick glass. Inside the bright radio room the teletype rattled spasmodically, dispatchers hunched inside their glass enclosures in the middle of the room, and at the far end Ben Haigis sat on his raised platform behind the wide board with its blinking white, red and green eyes, answering and dispatching messages with the automatic precision of long practice.
Suddenly the loudspeaker blared in his ear. �Patrol car L-51 stolen from 258 Westminster Street while Officers Braddon and Foley were investigating a call. Saw two men running from direction of Holworth Street. No description.�
Ben snapped a switch, picked up the receiver and went into action. �Calling all cars! To all cars! Police patrol car, license H-259, stolen on Division 7, from 258 Westminster Street, by two men. Cars on Divisions 3, 8, 15 and 20, cover your intersections. Car 063, go to 258 Westminster Street, pick up two officers. Hancock Police, 9:40.�
As he cradled the receiver the loudspeaker roared again. �Send a car to 341 Holworth Street. Unconscious man in vestibule.�
�Okay.� Ben clicked a switch with his right hand, picked up the receiver with his left. �Calling Car L-53! Car L-53!� He saw the picture. Two men running from Holworth Street, stealing a police car. And an unconscious man in a vestibule.
From the loudspeaker on the board came the answer. �L-53 answering.�
�L-53, go to 341 Holworth Street. Unconscious man in vestibule. May have some connection with theft of patrol car on Westminster Street. Hancock Police, 9:43.�
Ben rubbed his leg where the bullet had smashed the bone fifteen years before, but which still ached in rainy weather. He wondered how Carl, his son, was making out. It was Carl�s first night on radio patrol. Ben was glad he wasn�t pounding the pavements in this downpour.
Although Carl was twenty-eight years old and going to be married next week, Ben still saw him as a serious, square-jawed little fellow with dirty knees, playing cops and robbers or, ludicrously, reeling off Hiawatha or The Charge of the Light Brigade with his button nose pressed against the window, waiting for the rain to stop. Carl knew every verse and poem from nursery rhymes to Edwin Arlington Robinson. Ben knew a good many, too, from hearing Carl recite them, though Ben had no use for the ones that didn�t rhyme.
It was odd that Carl, who had gone to college and stood near the top of his class, should have insisted on going onto the force. Carl had queer ideas, but he knew what he wanted. Margie, for instance. Margie was a grand girl and Ben was all for her. But most young cops with ambition would hesitate to marry the daughter of Tom Conner. Especially since Tom had got mixed up with the Snifter Morini gang and had been discharged from the force. Carl just said he wasn�t marrying Tom, and nobody dared make any cracks about it.
Tom had been a good man, too, before his wife died. That had done something to him. Ben had always told the boys that Tom wasn�t right in his head after he lost his wife, but the other men weren�t so charitable. He and Tom had been pals in the old days, and Ben had tried to get him back on his feet. Margie had tried too, but she hadn�t been able to dent him. Maybe a doctor, one of those psychiatrist chaps, could have done something, but Tom wouldn�t go near them.
Ben, answering routine calls, was glad those guys that had stolen the police car weren�t on Division 4. They�d probably head out of town, not down into that sink drain of the city where Carl was driving Dave McMahon.

Stacatto buzzing roused Ben and he lifted the receiver. �Police Headquarters answering. Answering.� Why the hell didn�t they come in, if they wanted him?
Then a voice came flat and nasal from the speaker before him. That would be Jack Shorten, Ben�s mind registered automatically. �L-53 reporting. I�ll say the man�s unconscious. He�s dead. Shot through the heart. And say�� Jack�s voice squeaked with excitement � �it�s Snifter Morini. Looks as if his gang got him, all right. Get the homicide guys up here, and the ambulance.�
�Okay.� Ben grunted with annoyance. Didn�t Jack Shorten think he knew what to do when a man had been shot? So it was Snifter Morini. Something must have gone wrong with the gang�s car. They couldn�t have known they�d find a police car asking to be stolen.
An odd feeling of disquiet tugged at Ben�s mind while he dispatched cars to pick up the homicide squad. He wished Margie had gone home after dinner, instead of deciding to stay with Carl�s mother and talk over plans for the wedding next week. She�d be listening in on Carl�s short wave radio, he knew.
There was no reason to think Tom Conner had any connection with this shooting of Snifter Morini. Nor that Carl, down on Division 4, would have anything to do with the chase. But the feeling persisted. He could feel Margie�s hands on his arms now, a strange insistence in the firm fingers pressing into his muscles. It was when she first learned that Carl had been put on radio patrol. There had been something like fear in her hazel eyes.
�Don�t ever send Carl after my father, Mr. Haigis! Promise! I love Carl. You know that. But � I love my father, too. In spite of everything. And if Carl should be the cause of his... oh, I couldn�t bear it! I couldn�t marry Carl if he�� Seeing the protest in his eyes she had stumbled on, �Oh, I know it�s unreasonable, but I can�t help it! Don�t ever make me � hate Carl, for doing his duty!�
He had soothed her, told her Tom hadn�t got into any trouble yet, that there was nothing for her to worry about. But the scene had stayed with him, worried him at odd moments. He tried now to put it out of his mind.
The speaker from the dispatchers� enclosure bellowed again. �Woman calling from drug store, corner Bond and Sutton, says police car went through red light headed north and nearly knocked her down. Registration H-25 � something. Missed the last figure.�
Ben swore quietly. So they hadn�t gone out of town after all. Headed straight for the thickest part of the city � Carl�s division. Must be some reason for that. The receiver was at his ear. �To all cars! Stolen police car H-259 just passed Bond and Sutton intersection headed north. Cars R-74 and 059 go to Intersection 134 and wait. Cars L-24 and R-44 close in on Intersection 152. Men believed connected with shooting. May be desperate characters. Use caution. Hancock Police, 9:59.�
Damn! thought Ben suddenly. That was a police car those men had. He was playing right into their hands, and there was nothing he could do about it. He had to broadcast to the other cars, didn�t he? And every time he gave an order directing the search, the gangsters got it too and could plan accordingly. They�d know every move the police were going to make.
Just then a sergeant, off duty, telephoned in from a store on Braxton Street that police car H-259 had passed him with two men, not in uniform, in the front seat, and was the police force now running a drive-yourself service? And he added that the man driving the car looked like Tom Conner. The little fear that had been nagging at the back of Ben�s mind since he heard that the murdered man was Snifter Morini came out in the open and danced a jig up and down his spine. Tom Conner! He was sending cops after a man whose faultless teamwork had saved his own life more than once. More than that, he�d got to send Carl after Margie�s father. A hell of a note, he thought bitterly as he hung up the receiver after broadcasting the latest location of the stolen car.

Lieutenant Draper had been studying the huge lighted map of the city that hung on the right-hand wall. He leaned across the board and said to Ben, �They can�t get anywhere from that location without going down Dry-den or Silver. Pull a couple of cars in onto those streets, cruising slowly. It�s pouring great guns. Visibility�s not so good. They�ll be almost up to the cruising cars before they see them, and when they try to pass, the boys can get them.�
�Okay. But you know they can hear these calls, same as our men. They aren�t going to run right into our arms.�
The lieutenant�s gold braid glistened as he shrugged his annoyance. �You think of a better plan.�
Ben didn�t answer. The muscles in his lean cheeks tensed as he lifted the receiver. �Calling Car L-21! Car L-21!� That was Carl�s car.
L-21 answered with a growling sound in the speaker.
�L-21, go to Dryden, cruise slowly north. Watch out for stolen patrol car, H-259. Men in car believed murderers.� That would give those guys in the stolen car a laugh, all right! Then he called 016 and gave them the same instruction, substituting Silver for Dryden. And sat back to wait.
A few desultory calls came through for other things � a drunk annoying women, a milk bottle thrown through a cellar window by some boys, a false alarm. Ben was taut, keyed up, waiting. He hoped it would be Silver Street the car would take, and 016 that would try to stop it. The gangsters had guns, of course, but it was the deadly tommy gun in the police car that had him worried. He could see it, held by the man beside Tom, ready to pour hot lead into Carl as they drew alongside.
He saw Carl at the wheel of the patrol car, alert, eager, with his brown hair crisp under his cap, his blue-clad shoulders square and straight. His chin would be a little forward, Ben thought, his head up as if scenting for danger. He didn�t know it was Tom Conner driving that other car. He�d be chafing at the slow pace they were obliged to take, cruising down Dryden Avenue, his foot hovering lightly over the accelerator, impatient for the glimpse of that other black car. And nothing happened.
Suddenly Ben shot up straight in his chair. If the gangsters were going down Dryden or Silver they ought to have passed the cruising cars minutes ago. Then they hadn�t gone down Dryden or Silver. But where�? The alley, he thought, with a lightning flash of inspiration. He spoke to the lieutenant, and just then a call came through by telephone. A man living on Silver Street had heard the sound of a car backfiring in the alley. He was an inquisitive man, and he�d opened the back door to have a look. At his feet sprawled a patrolman, dead, and through sluicing rain he�d seen the winking red taillight of a car careening down the ill-paved, dimly lighted alley.
Ben gritted his teeth and swore between them. If that car got across Black-stone Street and into the old part of the city they might play puss-in-the-corner with it all night and be no further ahead, except perhaps for the loss of a few more patrolmen who happened to get in the way. Squad car, ambulance and homicide men were dispatched to the scene of the shooting, while grim-faced men all over the city squared uniformed shoulders and held themselves alert, watchful, ready to pounce.
The speaker on the board buzzed and Ben lifted the receiver with a sense of foreboding. �Answering. Police Headquarters answering.� His voice was flat and quiet, the voice of one who knows that bad news is imminent.
�L-21 reporting. H-259 seen by officer on Blackstone Street shooting across traffic from alley. Entered alley on opposite side about three minutes ago.�
So it was to be puss-in-the-corner after all. He couldn�t figure it. It was suicide for the gangsters, working down into that narrowing strip of land, hemmed in by water. But it was suicide for the officers that went after them, too. Shooting it out with desperate criminals armed with tommy guns was grim business. If this had only happened next week when Carl would be on leave, married to Margie, with nothing more dangerous to chase than a few stray kernels of rice inside his shirt! And then, startingly clear on the board he saw Carl�s blue eyes looking at him, unafraid, scornful of weakness.

Ben got the go-ahead signal from Lieutenant Draper. He leaned forward, every sense concentrating on the problem before him. He knew those streets like the palm of his own hand. Hadn�t he pounded the pavements down there as a rooky cop? The waterfront was straight ahead of the gangsters. That was a break. They�d have to shoot out right or left to get away.
�Okay, L-21. L-21, go to Atlantic and High. There�s an officer on traffic duty. If they haven�t passed him, wait there.� He paused a moment, his eyes slitted in thought. �To all cars on Division 4! Stand by for orders.� Then in rapid succession, �Car 016, go to Rugby and Farraday. Car L-53, go to Mill and Holland. L-24, to Glover and Common.�
His voice droned on, bottling up the stolen car in that maze of narrow, crooked streets with their dirty-faced buildings. Riot squads were called out, half the police force concentrated in that square mile or so of evil-smelling rat runs.
He started other cars cruising through the district to keep the quarry on the move. Damn them, he�d smoke them out, he thought savagely. Sweat ran into his eyes so that he could not see, but all the sight he needed was inside his head, stamped in indelible grooves by years of lonely nights on patrol. They�d abandon the car, he thought, when they heard themselves blocked at every possible exit.
At last he sat back and drew his sleeve across his eyes. It surprised him to see the radio room with its bright lights, its teletypes clicking busily. He�d almost expected, when he got his sight cleared, to find himself down there in that fetid North End, he�d been seeing it so clearly in his mind.
Something ought to happen soon. The gangsters couldn�t possibly slip through that belt of cars he�d thrown around them. But the board was strangely quiet, waiting. He became uneasy. They couldn�t, he thought desperately, have got away. Was there some hole he�d left, some unguarded spot through which they�d slinked? He went over them all in his mind. Not one, he decided. But his uneasiness grew.
He saw himself in their place. What would he do? It was a trick that had worked well at other times, this ability to figure the moves desperate men would make. Well, what would he do in their place? Abandon the car? Not without another to take its place. And one of the cruising cars would have picked it up, if it had been abandoned. The police car with the radio was their best bet, if they could disguise it.
Disguise! That was it. But how, and where?
He went over the section, inch by inch, in his mind. He didn�t need the map the lieutenant was frowning over, there on the wall. Something clicked. It was Tom Conner driving that car. Instead of the bright lights of the room he saw an old stable under a rickety house, its entrance on an alley just off High Street. He had good reason to remember it. It had been used by a gang years ago as a cache for stolen goods. It was where he had got that bullet in his leg that was still bothering him, fifteen years later. Tom Conner had been with him then. The house must still be there. There hadn�t been a building touched in that rotten district since it was first built. A shot in the dark, perhaps, but � he lifted the receiver.
�Calling Car L-21! Calling Car L-21!� There was a grating reply, and he barked, �L-21! Try that little garage in the alley a couple of doors south of your corner.� Hell! he thought. If I could only put their damned radio out of commission! If they are there, they�ll have a sweet reception ready for Dave and Carl! He spoke into the transmitter again. �L-21! Use caution. Don�t forget they�ve got a police radio in that car, and an arsenal.� Sweat was again glistening on his forehead.
Five interminable minutes clicked by on the clock at the top of the board. He caught the first buzz of their call, and the receiver was at his ear.
�L-21 reporting. They�ve been here, all right. We�ve found the number plates. And there�s a can of black enamel with a brush in it. They�ve changed the plates and blacked over the police insignia on the doors. Tough luck!�
�Why didn�t I think of that before?� he groaned. Yet he was strangely relieved. If they�d caught them there, Carl Haigis might be stretched out now with a dark stain on the front of his uniform, like that patrolman in the alley.
Automatically he flicked a button. �Calling all cars! To all cars! Stolen patrol car has been disguised, number plates changed, insignia on doors blacked out. Keep sharp watch!� They can�t have been gone long, he thought despairingly.
The speaker buzzed, and he answered. �028 reporting,� came a rasping voice. �Black sedan reported two minutes ago turning from High Street into River, heading north. Standing by.�
North! Always working north, thought Ben. Not out of the city. Straight for the riverfront, always. That meant then � he spoke into the transmitter. �Okay, 028. Stay where you are.� He held the receiver, thinking desperately. If he could only find some way to broadcast to the patrol cars without letting the gangsters know his orders. Some way to send those cars to the river, where he knew now the criminals had a boat waiting. It was the only thing that would explain their constant working into that bottle neck. With a boat waiting for them there would be no cork in the bottle. There was no police boat on the river after the first of October. After they�d changed the plates, if they hoped to escape from the city by car, they would surely have turned south, east or west. They�d never have continued north...

And suddenly it came to him. He couldn�t send the other cars without letting the gangsters hear. But he could send Carl�s car. Alone. Two officers against two murderers. One of them was Tom Conner. He must forget that. Carl needn�t know � yet. Perhaps he would never know. He pressed his knees together to keep them from shaking, and lifted the receiver.
�To all cars! Stolen police car believed still bottled up between River, High, Holland and Clifton. Remain where you are. They�ll make a break soon.� That would give them a laugh, he thought. Make them think they�d fooled him. Lieutenant Draper was protesting in his ear, but with the flat of his hand he pushed the gleaming brass buttons away. �Car L-21! Car L-21!�
Dave�s flat voice responded. Ben hoped the other gangster didn�t know poetry. He knew that Tom didn�t.
�Listen, L-21.
In Xanadu did Kubla Khan
A stately pleasure dome decree�
Carry on, Carl.� The word �river� in the next line would tell Carl what he wanted to know.
Lieutenant Draper was shouting in his ear, dragging at his shoulder. �Ben! Are you crazy? What do you think this is, �Information, Please�? Come away from there and let someone else take over.�
Ben glanced over his shoulder, saw the lieutenant�s flaming face, his bulging eyes. �Shut up!� he croaked at his superior.
The speaker on the board buzzed. There was a crackling of voices, then Dave�s laconic reply, �We got it.�
The lieutenant had subsided. Ben frowned at the board. L-21 would be turning down River Street now. But that wasn�t good enough. The criminals had at least three minutes jump on the patrol car. More, probably. River Street ran straight down to the Thomas and Franklin Company�s wharf, its gates locked. The only place for a private boat was a small wharf farther west. That was the place the gangsters were heading for. If they went beyond that, they�d come to a bridgehead and the waiting arms of four policemen in a squad car. Tom Conner knew those streets as well as Ben. He�d take the shortest way. Oblivious of the other officers crowding around the board, Ben shut his eyes in frantic concentration. Halfway down River Street was Crescent, curving into Hirsch Square. He opened his eyes and barked into the transmitter.
�L-21! L-21!
Straight down the crooked lane,
And all around the square�
He wondered if Carl would ever associate Crescent with the �crooked lane,� but it was the best he could think of. He let out a long breath of relief when Dave�s �Okay� came back to him. But he couldn�t stop. Victoria Street was next, across the square. What was that thing�?
�Try this one, Carl. Remember Kipling, something about the Empress of India? �The Overland Mail,� isn�t it? Get it?�
He was pleading now, praying that Carl would know instantly that he meant Victoria, and that he or Dave would know which street it was of the four that led out of the square. There were so many streets to remember, when you were new on the Division. The old sign that hung drunkenly on the dirty brick building would be illegible in this downpour.
But Dave�s �Okay� came back a moment later through a sputter of static, while Ben�s forehead wrinkled into deep grooves as he remembered how Victoria Street�s deceptive turns and twists curved away from that desolate wharf. There was a boat there waiting � he felt sure of that � and the killers as elusive as shadows once they shoved off into the darkness of the river. But not if he could get Carl and Dave there first.
There was still a chance that they could catch the men. On the left hand side of Victoria Street, just before it made one of its unpredictable turns, was a crack in the blackened brick of the old buildings, barely wide enough for a car. Moon Lane. It looked like an alley leading to a blank wall. But at that barrier it turned unexpectedly and continued straight down to the public wharf at the waterfront.
A police car travels fast, and Ben�s knowledge of poetry was sketchy. He thought desperately. Moon! He had it! Not good, but it would do.
�L-21! If you would view fair Melrose aright. Go visit it by the pale � starlight.�
Substituting �star� for �moon� would give Carl the cue, he thought. It all depended now on Carl�s knowledge of the Division.
If it hadn�t been Tom Conner driving that car, Ben would have felt reasonably sure that Carl�s car would get to the wharf first. But Tom knew of that turn into Moon Lane. Using it meant maybe an extra minute and a half, possibly two. Ninety seconds can mean a lot in a close chase.

Ben was shaking suddenly, so the receiver rattled under his hand. Why hadn�t he let Carl go down Victoria Street, so Tom could have those extra minutes? No one would ever have known about Moon Lane. With Tom out there on the dark river Carl would have been safe. There�d be no need for him to shoot Margie�s father, if he got the chance before he was peppered with bullets. He wondered if Tom knew it was Carl in the other car whether it would make any difference. He thought not.
He jumped when the buzzer sounded. Dave�s voice was as cold and controlled as ever. �Double-crossed us, Ben. Nobody home. Nobody�s been home, according to the watchman next door.� Dave was being cautious, trying to tell him that they were at the wharf, that the watchman at Bradford�s warehouse across the street hadn�t seen any car. They couldn�t have doubled back, Ben thought, perplexed. He�d been so sure it was Tom in that car. But if it was, he�d know the way through Moon Lane and take it. If it wasn�t Tom, the driver probably didn�t know the short cut and they�d be along any minute.
�Okay, Dave. Sit tight and watch out.� Suppose, thought Ben, trying to wipe off the perspiration that kept oozing into his palms, I�ve been all wrong. Suppose they�ve slipped out somewhere else. I�ve been so sure it was Tom Conner, that they were heading for the river. If I�m wrong, I�m on the spot with the lieutenant. He�ll never forgive me.
He answered the buzzer with a husky voice and felt a mixture of relief and tearing apprehension when Dave said shortly, �It�s Okay, Ben.�
That meant, then, that they were coming. The room was so quiet that the rain pounding against the windows was like the rattle of machine guns. And suddenly there was a banging in the receiver that seemed to crack his head open, then a tremendous crash, and silence.
Ben felt cold perspiration trickling down his spine, but his eyes were hot, and water ran into them so he could not see. He didn�t know whether it was sweat or tears. He wanted to shout hysterically, �Carl�s been shot! Carl�s dead!� But years of self-control kept his voice down as he barked into the transmitter, �To all cars now on Division 4! Public wharf, North Street between Binney and Victoria. Murderers in stolen police car in gunfight with patrol car. Men will attempt to escape by boat.�
His chest was tight with a sob that seemed too big to move. His legs were like soggy paper, and his eyes were blinded by stinging, salty water. There was a rush of movement around him, but he did not look up until a hand was laid on his arm. His blurred senses told him it was a woman�s, and he looked up into Margie�s round, frightened eyes.
�I... I�m sorry. I had to come,� she sobbed. �Tell me � is it Dad?�
He could not answer her. He looked at her a moment, then his eyes went back to the clock at the top of the board. This, he thought, is what it means for Carl to be a policeman. To lose his life, or to lose the woman he loves. Either way, Ben felt he could not bear it. His responsibility for what had happened was like a slab of granite crushing him. He felt terribly old, and tired.
Five endless minutes ticked by before the buzzer sounded and a voice he couldn�t recognize, through the roaring in his ears, came from the speaker. �Taking over Car L-51, Dad. L-21 is pretty much shot up. And, Dad, wait a minute. A swell guy wants to speak to you.�
The room was whirling madly, and Ben clutched the edge of the board for support as Tom Conner�s voice came faintly over the radio. �You win, Ben. Carl will � look out for � Margie. Good luck and � goodbye.�
Carl came on again, his voice cracking suspiciously. Or maybe it was the radio. �We�ve got the other guy. But Tom � he was driving. He took the long way down here so we could get here first. Said he thought Snifter had it coming to him and it was all right to shoot him, but when his pal shot the cop in the alley, something clicked and Tom felt like a cop himself again. He knew you were onto them, and would remember Moon Lane, and that the poetry stuff was your way of coding the messages, but the other guy didn�t know what it was all about, and he was plenty nervous. It�s Finn Neilsen, by the way. Well, he was all set to shoot at us when Tom knocked the gun up and the shot went wild. Neilsen got mad and shot Tom, and got one shot plugged into our car before we got him. We�re bringing him in, but Tom � gee, Dad, Tom just died.�
Even over the sputtering harshness of the radio Ben recognized Carl�s little-boy voice, trying not to cry. �But, Dad, he died a cop. I can tell Margie that.�
Ben felt the receiver wrenched from his hand, felt Margie�s cool cheek next to his. �C�Carl! I l-love you! I�m g-glad you were there, with Dad!�
And those, thought Ben, are the first words a woman ever spoke over the police hook-up. There was no perspiration in his eyes now.
Nothing but tears.

You�re the Jury: The Lost Hour
by Peter Paige
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Unlike the pat endings of fiction where the murderer is inevitably exposed in the final paragraphs, life itself offers countless examples where the jury verdict is, at best, guesswork � where even the fact that it was murder was not established beyond a reasonable doubt.
Such was the Carlson[7] case, an American tragedy of human bondage that well might have been penned by Dreiser or Maugham, a case where all the threads unraveled into one �lost� hour � lost somewhere in Chicago.
Justice, here, must remain forever blind!
When Eric Carlson mounted the stairs to his flat on Chicago�s South Side, he was not a happy man. For thirteen hours he had jockeyed an elevator up and down a Market Street office building, but it was not that which depressed him. Eight solid years in the elevator lay behind him. Work never fazed Eric. And it wasn�t Chicago. He had emigrated from Sweden as a boy and he was satisfied with Chicago.
He was satisfied with the United States.
He was not satisfied with the spectacle that greeted him when he opened the door to his flat. Lena, his wife of eight years, was staggering about the dining room, half in and half out of her clothes.
Instead of supper, an empty whiskey flask lay on the table. Instead of a wifely kiss, Eric was greeted by a string of obscene curses that had been gathered from saloons and gutters.
And Eric was greeted also by the sight of his six-year-old son, Neil, huddled in a corner and staring at his mother out of terror-stricken eyes.
What emotions were Eric�s do not appear on the record. This does: He seated himself at the table without uttering a word. Then he stood up again as Lena, furious at his outward calm and indifference, grabbed up a fork and hurled herself at him.
Eric seized the fork, thrust her away, took his son by the hand and led him back down the stairs and out of that house forever.
On the night of August 11th, 1922, Eric Carlson was a most unhappy man.
He had the misfortune to love his wife.
Whether it was because she was the mother of his son, or because, in spite of her degradation, she was the girl he had wooed and won, is not for us to say. But that he professed his love in the face of repeated betrayals is a matter of record.
On the other hand, Lena Carlson was no whit happier. She had the misfortune to love her bottle. Where Eric�s sorrow is understandable and easy to depict in words, her passionate craving for drink had obscurer roots.
Lena was also Swedish, also an immigrant. Before her marriage she had been a seamstress. It had been a marriage of love because there was no wealth or social position to be gained by wedding an elevator man. She became a �boozer� after Neil was born � as the testimony will show.
That she was miserable is on the record; the dry testimony of acquaintances of how she often cried: �Life is not worth living!�
Whether her thirst was strictly habit, whether it was escape from Eric and the cares of life, whether it stemmed from mental unbalance or ill health � that is a matter for psychoanalysis or the pen of a Maugham.
The record is blank. It tells only the sordid tale how she became intoxicated with clock-like regularity, how she became the prey of almost any male stranger, how drink sapped her morale until she was little better than a streetwalker.
The record tells also of the extent of Eric�s love � how three times she flaunted in his face the names of other men and how three times he forgave her.
This time he didn�t. He took Neil to a neighbor�s, induced a friend to run his elevator while he searched for new lodgings and finally brought the lad to a room on Seeley Street on the North Side of Chicago.
Lena moved to a Wells Street rooming house owned by a Mrs. Ames where she lived for seven weeks.
What transpired in this period is only sketchily mentioned in the testimony. This much is certain: On September 19, 1902, Eric Carlson filed a bill of divorcement and Lena Carlson was handed a summons to appear in court on Monday, October 6th.
She never did. Eric appeared, but in a different court � to be indicted by the Grand Jury for causing the death of Lena Carlson by giving her whiskey which contained strychnine!

A murder trial usually results in voluminous testimony, dozens of technical points � frequently contradictory. A murder jury usually has to sift through this great mass of conflicting evidence to arrive at a slim thread of fact.
Not in the case of the People of Illinois versus Eric Carlson! Here the testimony is sketchy and the contradictions revolve on questions of character.
Here, as witness after witness reconstructs that last day of Lena Carlson�s life, one hour remains blank � the hour in which Eric was charged with giving his wife the fatal whiskey!
The testimony on which that day, October 2nd, was reconstructed follows:
Miss Olga Johnson, unemployed, had been sharing Lena�s room and rent for three weeks prior to October 2nd.
According to Miss Johnson, on that fatal date the two women had been in each other�s company from eleven A.M. when they started out in search of employment until six P.M. when they dined in the rooming house.
After the meal, at seven P.M. to be exact, Lena urged Miss Johnson to accompany her for a stroll.
Eric Carlson stood waiting on the first corner. He asked to speak to Lena alone and Miss Johnson left them.
The scene shifts back to the kitchen of the rooming house where Mrs. Ames, the motherly landlady, was baking cakes. At nine P.M., according to this worthy, she heard the front door open and muffled voices of a man and woman. Within a few minutes Lena Carlson appeared in the kitchen and Mrs. Ames heard the front door slam.
�That was my husband that has just gone out,� explained Lena.
An old story to Mrs. Ames whose young female lodgers changed �husbands� nightly. She made no issue of it because so long as the couples were not disorderly she didn�t mind. But she did notice that Lena seemed �...well... and in better spirits than usual.�
Lena returned to her room, about ten feet from the kitchen, and, five minutes later, Mrs. Ames was startled by a hoarse scream coming from that direction.
Rushing down the corridor, she met Lena staggering from her room and saying: �I have taken some whiskey that my husband gave me to make me sleep.� As Mrs. Ames helped Lena back to her bed, the latter screamed: �I am going to die; my heart has stopped beating!�
In the words of Mrs. Ames: �...then she wanted a doctor and mentioned Division Street, and I said right away, �I will send for one I know,� and I sent over on Oak Street for a doctor I knew and he couldn�t come and, while the little girl was gone for the doctor, she had a spasm...
�She straightened up... and said, �I am going to die and I am not ready to die... pray for me!��
Mrs. Ames asked what had brought on the attack and Lena replied: �The bottle is right over there!� When Mrs. Ames could find no bottle, Lena got off the bed and secured the flask from under the dresser!
�She said several times it was the one her husband gave her,� went on Mrs. Ames. �Sometimes she said that it was something she took that her husband gave her to make her sleep, and then she would say it was the whiskey...�
Here is a picture of Lena Carlson gasping her last � incoherent one moment, able to get off the bed and secure the bottle from under the dresser in another. In one breath she asked for prayer; in the next, babbled words that the State was to later weave into a rope fitted for her husband�s neck!

Miss Olga Johnson returned at ten-thirty. Two doctors were present as well as a surgeon and three detectives. In her own words:
�I saw Mrs. Carlson on the bed with convulsions but she was able to speak. When I asked where she had been, Mrs. Carlson said, �With Eric...� and that they had been to Lincoln Park, walking.�
Miss Johnson did not hear Lena claim she had been given whiskey by her husband � �to make me sleep� � although, according to Mrs. Ames, this statement had been repeated after ten-thirty when Miss Johnson returned.
However, other witnesses, including a storekeeper and two doctors, did hear from Lena Carlson�s lips that the whiskey she drank had been given her by Eric.
At any event, there in that sordid little chamber, in full view of half a dozen strangers, Lena Carlson writhed and screamed her death agony and, finally, in the early hours of the morning, passed away � from strychnine poisoning according to medical testimony.
Was it a fitting irony that Lena should die from a tainted potion of the beverage that had destroyed her home and driven her into dissolute exile?
That is for a Higher Judge to say. For us � only the facts.
Eric Carlson stated, in his own defense, that he was with his estranged wife from seven-fifteen until eight � when they parted and he boarded a trolley car for Seeley Street.
He claimed they had walked around during the forty-five minutes without stopping at any bar or liquor store. He said the reason he was waiting for her was that his son (who had been seeing his mother on occasion) had told him Lena wanted to ask him for something. He said she asked him for a sewing machine that had been left behind in their old apartment and that he did not return to the Wells Street house with her.
He denied having ever given his wife whiskey, poisoned or otherwise.
The court refused him permission to state what had been the subject of their conversation during the forty-five minutes!
And that was all the direct testimony covering the last day of Lena Carlson�s life!
No mass of conflicting evidence here � just a slim, broken thread of fact emerging from the lips of three people. From eleven to seven. From seven to eight. From nine to eternity.
From eight to nine � blank!

The State based its case on Lena�s deathbed statement. Accepted, it would suffice to convict Eric Carlson � as will be shown in the court�s charge to the jurors. To support the statement, the prosecution brought to the witness stand Mrs. Julia Norgstrom, Lena�s sister.
�About three weeks before her death,� said Mrs. Norgstrom, �Lena told me she had been in a trolley car with Eric when she suddenly felt weak. They went out and sat down and Eric offered Lena whiskey which Lena took. It made her sick and she threw it up and she told me there was poison�it.�
�That�s what she told all the girls about every man!� replied the defense, in effect. Recalling Miss Olga Johnson to the stand, the defense asked if, to her knowledge, Lena Carlson had ever previously complained of being poisoned.
�Mrs. Carlson told me she had eaten something in a restaurant that made her sick,� stated Miss Johnson. ��Weren�t you out with somebody?� I asked. She said yes. I asked who. She said no one I would know.�
That, argued the defense, could not have been a reference to Eric because Miss Johnson knew him quite well and Lena knew it!
At which the State shouted: �Objection!�
The court agreed: �Sustained! The clerk will strike that testimony from the record!�
The defense, with an eye to a possible appeal in case Eric should be found guilty, cried: �Exception!�[8]
The defense did succeed in discrediting Lena Carlson�s damning words, uttered that fatal night when she entered the rooming-house kitchen and remarked to Mrs. Ames: �That was my husband that has just gone out.�
A street car conductor testified that Eric had been a passenger on his car all the way to the North Side car barn at that hour. There was no mistaking the time because trolleys ran on schedule.
The defense went on to claim that Lena Carlson had taken her own life; that separation from Eric, the loss of her child, the divorce coming up and her inability to control her thirst depressed her to the point of suicide.
To back this up it was established that the contents of Lena�s room on Wells Street included a whiskey flask, a beer bottle and a small phial containing strychnine!
The State proved the phial had been full when found!
Miss Johnson claimed the whiskey bottle containing the poisoned whiskey had been in their room three days prior to Lena�s death!
Then the defense warmed up and had Eric testify he had never been inside the Wells Street house. The defense pointed out no witness had been produced who had ever seen him there.
The defense called back Lena�s sister, Mrs. Julia Norgstrom, asked her: �...is there any reason why you don�t like this defendent here?�
�I don�t like him because I think he poisoned my sister!�
Then followed the trinity of all courtroom dog fights:
�Objection!�
�Overruled!�
�Exception!�
Eric then returned to the stand in an effort to show his wife had slipped downward enough to arrive at the depressed state that precedes a suicide. In his own words:
�The first year we led a very happy life, but in the second � well we did live very happy until her sister (Mrs. Julia Norgstrom) came over from the old country. After that it started to get a little trouble now and then, but we always got along fairly well until after about three years of married life...
�...we did have a little trouble, but it didn�t amount to anything until the last couple of years.
�It was because she used to drink quite heavy. I asked her why she done it, or if she wouldn�t quit. I says, �We have got a good home and everything and have got a child.�
�And she says, �Well, I am not drinking much.� �Well,� I says, �you hadn�t ought to drink anything. What is the reason you drink? Why do you drink?� And she answers nothing.�
The State turned this into a partial motive for murder by introducing a friend of the family who said the Carlsons always quarreled and it was always about the same thing... �He complained that she drank and kept company with other men.�
To which the defense replied with Olga Johnson to show how depressed Lena had been. Lena kept whiskey in their room, was in the habit of drinking heavily and would often say that she was lonely and... �Pshaw! What is the use of living?�

Another �dog fight� resulted in defeat for the defense when it claimed it could produce twenty signed affidavits by neighbors that � �For a long time before the separation... Lena Carlson led a life of drunkenness and debasing lewdness, and that in saloons, while on sprees, she would announce that she was tired of life and had poison enough in her possession to kill a whole family.�
Twenty affidavits were actually sworn but not admitted at the trial!
In desperation, the defense argued that �...A dying declaration may be impeached in any of the modes by which evidence of Mrs. Lena Carlson could have been impeached had she been alive and testifying on a witness stand.� Thus, affidavits as to her character and reliability as a witness should be admitted!
�Bunk!� replied the State, in effect. The woman was dying. What possible motive could she have had in accusing her husband and father of her child falsely? A woman whose last thought was for prayer! The declaration was true, insisted the State, and all the vengeance was on the side of Eric when he induced his wife to take the lethal potion!
�Bunk and double bunk!� replied the defense, in effect. The man�s vengeance lay in the divorce he was sure to get. The matter was settled. As for the night of the death, he had seen Lena on her request. It could well have been a deliberate plot on her part to bring him near the scene of her prospective suicide before a witness (Miss Olga Johnson) so that blame for her death could revert to him!
Her frequent fits of melancholy, the decay in her mind from years of hard drinking, the impending divorce � all could have unseated her mind to the point of plotting such a dastardly deed.
The State sucked in its breath and produced a clincher to its argument. Eric Carlson stood to benefit from an insurance policy to the tune of three hundred and eighty dollars on his wife�s death � a goodly sum in the year 1902 for an elevator man.
The defense expelled its breath in a blast to the effect that Eric had wanted to let the policy lapse after the separation. The defense produced the agent who testified to this and that Eric had continued paying the small premiums only on his, the agent�s, insistence.
Seventeen witnesses paraded through the courtroom to swear that Eric Carlson�s reputation for peace and quietude was of the highest.
Dozens of other witnesses appeared on the stand to fill in minor details of the picture offered above.
Still it all boiled down to one paramount issue: What actually happened during the �lost� hour?
If Lena Carlson�s dying statement that her husband gave her the whiskey to �...make me sleep...� was true, Eric was guilty!
If Eric Carlson�s claim that he had merely walked and talked with her and then taken a trolley home was true then he was not guilty!
Alas for modern crime detection! Nobody searched the fatal bottle for fingerprints! No effort was made to check the stores and saloons of Chicago to determine if Eric had purchased whiskey that night or any other night. (He claimed never to have done so.) The detectives present at the death of Lena failed to put her statements in writing and get her signature before witnesses!
But this was Chicago, 1902. This was long ago when Cuba was becoming a Republic, when President Theodore Roosevelt was settling a gigantic coal strike in Pennsylvania. This was years before Colonel Arthur Woods set a nationwide example by his reorganization of the New York City Detective Bureau.
So the fate of Eric Carlson rested on a blank hour slipping away on the pages of time...
The thirty-fourth point of the court�s charge to the jurors was:
�As a matter of law... an accessory before the fact includes... him, who, not being present, hath advised or encouraged the perpetration of the crime, and, in this case the court instructs the jury that, even though you may believe from the evidence beyond a reasonable doubt, that the defendant, Eric Carlson, was not present in person, still if you believe... that the defendant had knowingly and wilfully counseled and procured, advised or encouraged Lena Carlson to take and swallow a part or all of the contents of a certain bottle, and that at such time the defendant knew such bottle to contain poison sufficient in quantity and strength to cause the death of a human being, and if the jury further believe that... Lena Carlson... did take and swallow any... of the contents of such bottle, and if the jury further believe... that such act, so brought about by the said Eric Carlson, caused the death of the said Lena Carlson in a manner and form as charged in the indictment, then and in such case you should find the defendant Eric Carlson, guilty!�
�Objection!� cried the defense. �Even if Eric Carlson did give his wife poisoned whiskey, the only charge could be aiding and abetting the crime of suicide!�
�Overruled!� stated the court and the twelve jurors, all the facts implanted firmly in their minds, filed out to settle, once and for all, the fate of Eric Carlson, elevator man.
The verdict?
That will appear in an early issue of Detective Fiction Weekly together with your�s!

Dust to Dust
by Joseph Laurance Marx

[image: ]

There�s a right way and a wrong way to fire a gun � and the wrong way is sometimes fatal.
* * *
It was hard enough trying to sit up; standing was impossible. The floor tilted back and forth at crazy angles, the walls leaned in and then blew out again. There was a man lying on the floor.
Charlie tried closing his eyes, and then opened them again when the room seemed to have stopped whirling past him. It did no good; the man was still there. There was a hole in his head and some blood was still oozing out of it. He wasn�t breathing.
Charlie closed his eyes again, and while they were closed he talked aloud, to himself, trying to get hold of himself again. �You�re Charlie Gates,� he said to himself, but his tongue was thick and his voice sounded queer. �You�re Charles Gates. That�s Bob Blake there on the floor. Take it easy now, you�re Charlie Gates. This will be all right in a minute.�
He opened his eyes again; he looked down. It was not all right. The man was still there. It was still Bob Blake. Charlie put his hand to his forehead, feeling for the ache behind it; he ran it tenderly through his hair, feeling the lump growing over his ear. He shook his head to stop the ringing in it. It didn�t stop. The telephone? He took a faltering step towards it before he realized that the noise was the doorbell. It might have been ringing for a very long time.
He held onto the wall � it was getting steadier now � and with its help he got as far as the door. He reached it just as it slammed suddenly open, and he found he was facing a frightened elevator boy with a pass-key and the city police force. And the city police force!
They were all there; at least it looked that way. They all had revolvers in their hands; they looked as frightened as the elevator boy. All but the lieutenant. He stood in front without a gun, he was a big, blond guy, big and tired. He said �What�s going on here?�
Charlie was glad he was there; he was glad there was someone else to see this awful thing. He sat down and pointed towards the other room. He asked for a drink and they brought it to him. His voice wasn�t working so well, but his mind was worse. There was something he ought to be thinking about; he didn�t know what. He heard someone at the phone asking for an ambulance. He wanted to tell him there wasn�t any need of that, but the words wouldn�t come.
They asked him questions about himself, and an automatic sort of voice inside him started answering. His name, address, place of business. He pulled out his wallet and showed the cards in it. They wrote it all down. The lieutenant came back into the room, and stood in front of Charlie and looked down at him.
�What were you fighting about?� he said.
Charlie�s mind worked slowly for the answer. Fighting? They�d been fighting about Julie. What they always fought about, he and Bob Blake. Julie. Everyone knew that, everyone knew about Julie, about her being Charlie�s girl, about Bob liking her, about Charlie losing his job, about how it was Bob he had worked for and then he�d lost his job� And that made it all the worse, much the worse, for him to have killed Bob Blake.
His head jerked upright suddenly with a start that made him wince with the pain in it. Killed Bob Blake? He hadn�t.
Of course he hadn�t.
Or had he?
�What made you kill him?� the cop asked.
But he hadn�t. Of course he hadn�t. Bob had been shot. Charlie hadn�t shot him. He hadn�t a gun. He hadn�t ever fired a gun. He didn�t know where the gun had come from.
�What were you fighting about?� the cop persisted.
Fighting? Why, that was easy. They�d been fighting about Julie. He had come here to fight with him about Julie � to tell Bob to leave his Julie alone. But kill him? No, he certainly hadn�t killed him. He shook his head, helplessly. The cop waited, looking at him. He couldn�t keep the cop waiting any longer.
�I didn�t kill him,� he said.
Because he hadn�t, of course. Or had he?
�Look,� the cop said. �This guy here � he is the elevator boy. He brought you up. You looked as though you were mad about something; you looked like a guy who is looking for trouble. He didn�t like your looks. He is the only elevator boy. The stairs are for emergencies. He did not bring anyone else up. He heard you fighting, he heard a shot, he called us. This guy is shot. If you didn�t shoot him who did?�
Charlie shook his head. �I don�t know,� he said.
�You did it yourself, didn�t you?�
�I don�t know,� Charlie said. �I don�t know.�
�If you don�t know, who does?� the cop said. He was not cross, he was not being mean. He was tired, he was patient, he was positive. He was not unfriendly; there was no blame in his voice. But he knew a fact when he saw one.
�I don�t know,� Charlie said. �I just don�t know.�

The ambulance pulled up outside, whining like a frenzied cat. The elevator boy went out and got into the car and went down and came back up again in a minute. A little man came into the room; a dark little man in a white suit carrying a small black bag. His face was a chalky mask, but his eyes were black and restless and lively. He said �Hi.�
The lieutenant sighed, he shifted his weight from one big foot to the other. He said, �You again � all the time they send you. The doctor who thinks he should be a detective. You the only doctor they got?�
�I guess I am,� the little man said. �All the time I find you here already. You the only copper they got?�
�I certainly am,� the lieutenant said, and he smiled a little. �Look, Rollo. Listen to Papa. There is nothing here for you to poke your inquisitive nose into. This is a very simple matter. There is a guy in there with a bullet in his head. There is a gun. There is a guy here who was fighting with him. He was all alone with him. He says he doesn�t know who killed him. He says he doesn�t know did he do it or not. Is that right?�
The little man turned and looked at Charley. He smiled. �Did you do it?� he said.
Charlie looked at him. He thought a long time. �I don�t know,� he said.
�He don�t know,� the cop said. �Look, Rollo. I do not intend to do anybody any harm. On the other hand I hate to waste my time. Is it all right to go ahead and arrest this guy now, or don�t you know either?�
�I don�t know,� the little man said, and he made it sound very different from the way Charlie said it. �And until I do know you can just go on wasting your time.�
He went through the door into the bedroom; they went in after him. He knelt down by the dead man and looked at him a long time; he raised his right arm and looked down at the hand and sleeve.
�Leave him alone,� the lieutenant said.
�Shut up,� said Rollo cheerfully. He looked in the half-open desk drawer; he drew it out a little wider and studied it for a long time. He bent down and looked at the gun. Then he went back and looked into the drawer again. �No finger prints,� the cop said. �They�re all messed up.�
�So I�m finding out,� said Rollo.
�And on the taxpayers� money, too,� the lieutenant said.
�Shut up,� said Rollo.
He looked again at the gun, so long and so lovingly that it seemed as though he must have forgotten what he was looking at. Then he got up and came over and ran his hands gently over Charlie�s head. His fingers found the lump, fingered it delicately, expertly, without hurting it. He looked back at the gun.
�I don�t think,� he said, not even looking at the lieutenant, �I�d arrest this fellow here, if I were you.�
�You wouldn�t?� the lieutenant said. �You wouldn�t, eh? Tell me why. Tell me just one good reason why.�
�He didn�t do it.�
Charlie sat up, his heart in his mouth, his hand clutching pleadingly at the doctor�s white sleeve. �I didn�t do it,� he said, but it was a prayer, not a statement.
�No, you didn�t do it,� Rollo said. �Mr. Blake did it. He shot himself.�
�A suicide,� the lieutenant said, heavy with sarcasm.
�An accidental one,� the doctor said. �Did you feel this man�s head, officer? Do you see this bump here?�
�Sure I see it,� the cop said. �And I know where he got it. He got it in the fight.�
�He got it from the butt of a revolver,� the doctor said. �Blake�s revolver � that was usually kept in that drawer there. He didn�t open the drawer very often, it�s sort of dusty on the bottom. But he opened it last night when they got to fighting, and he grabbed it by the barrel and he hit our friend here with the butt. Hit him hard enough to knock him out. Hit him hard enough to discharge the revolver � and shoot himself. It wasn�t a very good gun anyway.�
�It�s a nice theory,� the officer said. �And what�s to prove it?�
�Dust,� the doctor said. �Just plain dust. Look again at the revolver, my good friend. The barrel is as clean as a whistle, no dust on there. But the other end, and the trigger especially � all over dust. It�s awfully hard to fire a gun, you know, except by accident, without touching the trigger.�

Notes

1 The Case of The Deadly Clown will be brought out in book form by G. P. Putnam�s Sons under the title of The Headiest Lady. Publication date will be some time this month.

2 The Footprints on the Ceiling � G. P. Putnam�s Sons, 1939.

3 Millie-Christine (1851�1912) were really two Negro girls, Siamese twins of the ordinary Chang and Eng type, whose manager always spoke of them and often advertised them as one girl with two heads. They were given musical instruction, one girl singing alto, the other soprano; and their vocal duets and performances upon musical instruments were, from all accounts, quite creditable. They also appeared in sideshows with Adam Forepaugh�s, Coup�s, Batcheller & Doris�, Barnum�s, and other circuses, as well as making a European tour.

4 Boy who waters the elephants. Anything young is a punk.

5 Concert: The extra show after the main performance � once a musical program, now usually a Wild West exhibition. Also called the after-show.

6 Slough: Take down. Pronounced to rhyme with bough.

7 While all names used are fictitious to avoid embarrassing any of the principals who may still be alive, the facts offered here are all true, having been gleaned from court records.

8 The basis of many appeals to higher courts lies in these �Exceptions� introduced into the record by the defense attorney when he believes the court is in error on some point of law.
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