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Hospital Benefits are in addition to disability benefits, sub-
ject to terms of policy, and cover both sickness and accident.
They include $5 per day for hospital room for 30 days in
any one policy year .. .PLUS up to $85 for various speci-
fied hospital expenses, such as X-Ray, Oxygen Tent, Labor-
atory Fees, Drugs, Dressings and Ambulance. MATER-
NITY, limited to $50.00, effective after policy is in force for
10 months.

These are the "highlights" of the policy.

For full details, write for the policy itselfl
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NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION

Accidents at the rate of 20 per minute! 3 million per-
sons regularly confined by sickness! Someone rushed to the hospital
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out SICKNESS-ACCIDENT & HOSPITALIZATION insurance. Here
is a popular protection plan, issued by an old-line LEGAL RESERVE
company for only $l-a-month, that provides cash benefits that are big
enough to be worthwhile .. . CASH when sick or accidentally injured
and unable to work . . . CASH to help replace lost income, to help pay
hospital bills, doctors bills, for nurse's care, medicines and other press-
ing expenses.
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NO OBLIGATION! « « «*Remember, all we can give you here
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IN CEESSTIME-
WITH LESS WORK-
AND MORE PROHATSL

0oToR’s new AUTO RE-
PAIR MANUAL shows
you how to service and repair
ANY part of ANY car! Now
you can lick even the toughest
jobs when you have this amaz-
ing Manual to make your work
easier!

Every job on every car built
since 1935 is explained as sim-
ply as A-B-C. Clear,illustrated
Instructions lead you step by
step. NOW you can tackle
ANY job from carburetor to
rear end-and do it quick, easy,
right, the FIRST time! Just
look up make, model, and the
Job in the quick index of
MoToR's AUTO REPAIR
MANUAL-and go to work!

ONLY Manual of Its Kind

No wonder this manual lo used by
the U. S. Army. Navy, trade and tech-
nical schools everywhere, and thou-
sands of successful auto servicemen!

To make this great book possible,
the engineer-editors of MoToR Maga-
zine condensed all the meat from 150
official factory manuals for you. They
dug out all the information you need;
made surfe every word is crystal-clear;
and put "the whole works" into this
one great, handy book!

Same FUt 7-Day Otter Applies on
MoToR's Truck Repair Manual 1
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, MoToR's AUTO REPAIR MAN-1
'UAL Is a bio book: 7#4 large pagea.l
8Vj x 11 Inches, bound in sturdy;
covers. Nearly 208,000 service, repair,j
adjustments, replacement, tune-up
facts on every car built from 19353
through 19461

Ovor 1,000 Pictures!

More than 1,000 cutaway photos, dia-
grams. drawings, charts, SHOW you
what the clear text TELLS you! No
wonder thousands of men call this
amasling book thalr Auto Repair
"Bible"! No wonder it will save YOU
countless hours of work - and help
you make MORE MONEY from auto
repairs!

See for yourself —without coal/ -
what a work-saver, time-saver, and
“life-saver” MoToR's AUTO REPAIR
MANUAL will be for you! TRY It
FREE —for 7 days. Learn first-hand
how it can pay for itself the first few
.times you use it!

TREE

7-DAY OFFER

SEND NO MONEY'

fiust mail coupon below —without
?money! When -the =postman brings

your book, examine it thoroughly.

\Make it ehow you what it'e got! Un-

less you agree this is the greatest

time-saver and work-saver you've ever

seen — return book in 7 days and pay'd
nothing. Mail coupon today! Address”
MoToR Book Department, Desk6 4 C«
672 Madison Ave, New York 22.
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COMPLETE MYSTERY NOVEL SELECTION

MURDER WITHIN MURDER

By Frances and

Richard Lockridge

When Jerry North hired Miss Amelia
Gipson to do a job of research on
some old murders he had no idea he
was sending her to her death, but
a killer suddenly came out of the
past to deal swift, baffling doom.
Crime speaks volumes as it stalks
the cloistered halls of a library! 13
Copyright, 194$, by Frances and Richard
Lockridge

Printed by arrangement with J. B. Lippincott
Company, Philadelphia
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DEATH WATCH ... Wayland Rice 96

Mystery and swift murder run riot within prison walls when a clever,
wily killer makes plans to carry through a fantastic criminal scheme!
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I send you Soldering Equipment and
.Radio Parts; show you how to do Radio
soldering; how to mount and connect
Radio parts; giveyou practical experience.

You get carts to build this Vacuum Tube

Power Pack; make changes which give
deuce with packs of many kinds;
correct power pack troubles.

show you how to

this N.R.l. Tester with parts | send,

soon helps you fix neighborhood Radios
and earn EXTRA money in spare time.

Generator
irience. It

Building this A. M. Signal
gives you more valuable

provides amplitude-modulai __
many tests and experiments.

You get parts to build Radio Circuits;
then test them; see how they work; learn
how to design special circuits: how to
locate and repair circuit defects.

KNOW RADIO- IMfr& eeceed*

| Will Train Youat Home*SAMPLE LESSON f I

Do good-pay
L job in ihe fast-growing
foe training R

briefer Radio Industry — or your
! own Radio Shop? Mail
G.I.BILL the Coupon for a Sample
Lesson and my 64-page
book, “How to Be a Success in RADIO
— Television, Electronics,” both FREE.
See how | will train you at home —
how you get practical Radio experience
building, testing Radio circuits with

BIG KITS OF PARTS | sendl

Many Beginners Soen Make Extra
Money in Spare Time While Learning

The day you enroll I start sending
EXTRA MONEY JOB SHEETS that
show how to make EXTRA money fix-
ing neighbors’ Radios in spare time

X ek .
TELEVISION < ELECTRONICS
Reeyaras/N\e@licaon

while still learning 11t's probably easier
to get started now than ever before,
because the Radio Repair Business is
booming. Trained Radio Technicians
also find profitable opportunities in
Police, Aviation, Maxine Radio, Broad-
casting, Radio Manufacturing, Public
Address work. Think of even greater
opportunities as Television, FM, and
Electronic devices become available to
the public! Send for FREE books now!

Find Out What NRI Can Do For Yoo

Mail Coupon for Sample Lesson and
my FREE 64-page book. Read the de-

tails about my Course; letters from
men | trained; see how quickly, easily
you can get started. No obligation!

Just MAIL COUPON NOW in envelope
or paste on penny postal. J. E. SMITH,

President, Dept. 7C09, National Radio
Institute, Pioneer Home Study Radio
School, washington 9» D. C.

Approved for Training under G1 Bill

SMITH, President, Dept. 7C09
Natlonal Radlo Institute, Washlngton 9,D.C,
Mail me FREE, your sample lesson and 64-
page book. (No salesman will call. Pleaso
write plainly.)
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a rural idyl. A prosperous little com-
munity of gentleman farmfolk fond of
their comfortable homes and outdoor sports,
it seemed to offer young Doctors Douglas
Swanson and Antonio Conti an ideal place of
residence—for it was within easy driving dis-
tance of the hospital where they were em-
ployed in teaching and experimentation.
But, like all communities, large or small, it
had its ugly underside once something oc-
curred to rend asunder its veneer of casual
good fellowship. It had its tyrant, Seymour
Alstone, who lived in a forbidding stone
house and ever sought to acquire the land of
neighbors who had cause to fear and hate
him. It had its local Messalina in Roberta
Tailford-Jones. It even had its local halfwit,
Mark Baines, who valued the welfare of ani-
mals above that of humans.

I IFE in Grindle Valley should have been

A Double Disappearance

But life in Grindle Valley remained tran-
quil and pleasant upon the surface—until the
evening in late November or early December
when little Polly Baines, daughter of Jo
Baines, gardener for the Alstone estate, van-
ished into the woods in pursuit of a runaway
kitten.

It took only this apparently casual double-
disappearance—of kitten and little girl—to
bring the underlying savagery of Grindle
Valley into the open. For little Polly Baines
could not be found, but other bodies were.

Grim Mystery Stalks!

There was the pet monkey of Roberta Tail-
ford-Jones—slashed up the belly and tossed
into the woods. There were the mutilated re-
mains of old Mrs. Marvin's tabby cat and
Brewer’s sheep. And finally, on the third
morning after his daughter’'s disappearance,
there was the body of Jo Baines himself,

manacled with animal traps and left in the
Mill Pool to drown.
Thus began the grisly mystery of—

THE GRINDLE NIGHTMARE
By Q. PATRICK

This story of terror by night in an isolated
countryside will headline the forthcoming
issue of DETECTIVE NOVEL MAGAZINE.
Originally published as a $2.00 book by The
Hartney Press, it is one of the most tightly
woven and baffling mysteries ever written by
an author whose name has become synony-
mous with the best in the field. You'll be stay-
ing on the edge of your chair till the final
paragraph with this one.

For with the finding by Dr. Swanson of Jo
Baine’s murdered body THE GRINDLE
NIGHTMARE shifts into high gear. The jeal-
ousies, fears and hatreds of the community,
->kept so long under tight wraps, burst forth
in a terrifying eruption of violence accom-
panied by an abnormal viciousness that
brings wholesale terror in its wake.

Under Suspicion

Dr. Swanson himself, along with Toni Con-
ti, comes under the baleful eye of group sus-
picion—for are not both of these young men
engaged in laboratory experiments that in-
volved dissection of animals? Could they not
as well be practising their skill upon human
beings?

And what about Roberta’s apparently and
hopelessly henpecked little husband—who
has trouble concealing his roars of laughter
when the butchered body of her little monkey
is found? What about the unbalanced streak
in the Baines family that reaches its apogee
in soft-headed Mark?

For that matter, there is old Seymour Al-

(Continued on page 8)



THE TOP MEN In

often are !« C

The men holding the lop indus-
trial jobs didn't get there by
wishful thinking. They had am-
bition and intelligence . . . and
they applied them to obtaining
essentialtraining. Manyenrolled
with the Corre-
spondence Schools, famous for;

International

55 years as a training system
for industry and commerce.
When a committee of ranking
U. S. scientists voted Modem
Pioneer medals to the outstand-
ing inventors of the past 25
years, 59 of the award winners

Industrial Posts

S . graduates

stated over their own signatures
that they had studied I. C. S.
technical courses.

Successful I. C. S. graduates
are numbered by the thousands
and they include presidents, pro-
duction managers, chief engi-
neers, head chemists of some of
the greatest airplane, railroad,
teteel, chemical and electric com-
panies in the nation.

You have ambition and intel-
ligence. 1. C. S. has the training
you need to get to the top. Mail
the coupon today. *

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 3968-H, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

Without cost or obligation,
Air Conditioning and
Plumbing Course*

Air Conditioning

Heating O Plumbing’
Refrigeration
Chemistry Courses
Chemical Engineering
Chemistry, Analytical
Chemistry, Industrial
Chemistry, Mfg. Iron & Steel
Petroleum Refining O Plastics
Pulp and Paper Making

Civil Engineering, Architec-
tural and Mining Course#

ooo

gooooo

O Steam Fitting

send me full particulars about the course before which I have marked X:

Structural Engineering
Surveying and Mapping
Communications Courses
Electronics

Practical Telephony
Radio, General

Radio Operating

Radio Servicing
Telegraph Engineering
Electrical Courses
Electrical Drafting
Electrical Engineering
Electric Light and Power
Lighting Technician
Practical Electrician

oooooo  ©0

ooooog

3Industrial Engineering

i3 Industrial Metallurgy
Machine Shop

Mechanical Drafting
Mechanical Engineering
Mold-Loft Work
Pattemmaking—Wood, Metal
Reading Shop Blueprints
Sheet-Metal Draftlng
Sheet-Metal W

Ship Drafting D ShlpfFlttlng
Tool Designing

Toolmaking

Welding— Gas and Electric

Railroad Courses

oooooooooooo

Textile Courses

Cotton Manufacturing
Rayon Weaving
Textile Designing
Woolen Manufacturing

oooo

Business and
Academic Courses

Accounting O Advertising
Arithmetic O Bookkeeping
Business Correspondence
Business Managem

Certified Publlc Accountlng
Commercial

Cost Accounting

O0oo0o0oo0o00o0oo0oooo

E ﬁ:gﬂ::gg{mgl Drafting internal Combustion O Air Brake 0O Car Inspector F_ederal Tax

Engines Courses O Diesel Locomotive First Year Callege
O Bridge and Building Foreman O Auto Technician O Aviation O Locomotive Engineer Foremanship O French
O Building Estimating L ! H H A i
O Civil E O Diesel-Electric D Locomotive Fireman Good English O High School
O Clova'| erglllr?;enng O Diene! Ensines 0O Gu Ensme. O Koiboad Section Foreman Higher Mathematics .
O Contracting and Building Mechanical Courses Steam EngineerlnaiCourses llustrating O Motor Traffic
O Highway Engineering O Aeronautical Engineering D Boilermaking Postal Service .
O Lumber Dealer O Aircraft Drafting Combustion Engineering Salesmanship O Secretarial
O Reading Structural Blueprints O Flight Engineer ngine Runnin Sign Lettering
O Sanitary Engineering O Foundry Work arine Engineering [0 Spanish O Stenography
O Structural Drafting 0O Heat Treatment ofjMetals Steam Electric 0 Steam Engines O Traffic Management

Home

Name..-....ccovevcvneeee. TUTTTmSSSssssssse— Age — Address--------------
CUy_ — Pretent Position-

Working Hours- Length of Service In World War II-
Bpecial tuition rotes to members of the Armed Forges. Enrollment under the Q.l, Bill of Rights approved for war 1l Veterans*.
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada.
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HEARING AID

Thousands Have Waited for

THIS IS ALL
YOU W EARS'

No Separate Battery Pack
Mo Dangling Battery Cortfs

The tiny new BELTONE Mono-Pac

is about Hsize and weight of old-style

hearing aids, yet so powerful you hear

even whispers! Get helpful facts about

this new “ MIRACLE" aid in valuable
FREE book about deafness.

BELTONE HEARING AID 00y

1450 W.19th St, Oept.TG-73,Chfcago S, 1il

FREE BOOKLET

NRftcMBeltonft HearingAid Co.
TG-73,1450W . loth St.fChicago8, HI. *

Please Bend me FREE booklet about deafness and what I
( can be done to overcome it.
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TRAINING—SECRET IN@ST IGATIONS—FINGER PRIN"§
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POCKET ADDING MACHINE

Sturdy steel construction for lifetime use. Adds,

subtracts, aid9 multiplication. Capacity 099,-
999.99. A real machine—guaranteed 5 years.
Thousands of satisfied users. Send name and
address. We ship immediately. On delivery,
pay postman $2.50 (plus C.0.D. and postage
eap#| oharges). If you send $2.50 with
mJD U order, we pay postage. Leather-
ette case 25c additional. Your
money back after 10 days* trial
r,ai It not satisfied.

TAVECLA SALES CO., 10 West Broadway, New York 7, N. Y.
LAW. H =
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(Continued from page 6)

stone, who might well have become unhinged
after a life of ruthless opportunism—and who
certainly is possessed of the native cruelty
that must lie behind the crimes. There is his
faded carbon-copy of a son, Franklin, for
whom an existence of utter repression may
have had an ultimate blow-off.

And there are young Gerald Alstone, the
old man’s grandson, who cannot pass his ex-
aminations at the medical school and is laden
with latent rebellion against the rigid restric-
tions of obeying his grandsire’'s every whim,
and his friend, young Peter Foote, suave
wealthy and brilliant, but a trifle odd withal
beneath his surface of normality.

A Study in Terror

Some one of these must be behind the wave
of sadistic crimes—but which one? Or is it
more than one? The problem of the Kkiller
or Killers identity remains hidden from nar-
rator and reader alike as fear and suspicion
mount to keep pace with a succession of mur-
ders, each more horrible in turn.

In short, THE GRINDLE NIGHTMARE
is a study in terror—one of the subtlest and
most terrifying that has been written in
modern times. It is a story which stands out,
even in the parade of selected mystery best
sellers which DETECTIVE NOVEL MAG-
AZINE brings you with every issue. Don't
miss it! And don’t miss the top-flight collec-
tion of short stories that accompanies it.

FROM OUR READERS

rpHE mail sack was full this month, for
which this editor is properly grateful. And

he was even more grateful for the tone of

the letters it contained. Without notable ex-

ception, they revealed that their penners had

been entertained and puzzled even as we had

hoped by the stories in recent issues.

(Continued on page 10)



Three months after taking your course

| STARTED TO PIffIT FOR DANCES

Read Miss Montemurro's Letter:

‘““Words cannot express my
feelings to the U. S. School of
Music. Before | took your Course
I didn't know one note of music.
Then three months later | start-
ed to play for dances. | have
been invited to many parties
and made people very “happy
with my music. They enjoy my
playing so much. | never saw
anything like this Course before.
It has a clear and careful ex-
planation in every lesson. |It's
easy and very interesting.

“l am happy and- proud of
this beautiful Course.”

Truly yours,
Miss Rosie Montemurro

“Before | took it | didn’t
know a note of music"

says Miss Rosie Montemurro of Vancouver, B. C., Canada

You too, can learn your favorite instrument quickly, this money-saving way

‘p H E letter above is typical of the

many we have received from the
more than 850,000 people who have
taken our courses . . . expressing ap-
preciation for the way we have helped
make their musical dreams come true.

Yes, literally thousands of people,
who didn't know one note from an-
other before, are now playing their
favorite instruments . . . thanks to
this amazingly simple way to learn
music right at home, in spare time,
for as little as 7c a day.

Here's why the famous U. S. School

of Music “Print and Picture” method If you want to play, mail the coupon
of instruction is so successful. . . . below asking for our FREE “Print
You learn to play by playing. . and and Picture”

you have loads of fun doing it. No Sample and II-

long-winded, difficult explanations . . . lustrated Book- N O T | C E

no tiresome exercises . r . no trick num- let. _Check off Please don't confuse
bers or “Play-by-ear methods.” You the |nsl_rument our method with any
learn to play real tunes by actual notes you wish to systems claiming to
from the very beginning. play. But don’'t teach “without mu-
«And it's all so clear ... so easy to wait . . . act sic*' or “by ear.* We
understand. First the simple printed today. U. S. teach you easily and
N N quickly to play real
instructions tell you how to do some- School of Mu- music. any music by
thing. Then a picture shows you how sic, 2943 standérd notes . . .
to do it. Then you do it yourself and Brunswick not by any trick or
hear how it sounds. You just can't Bldg., New number system.

go wrong! York 10, N. Y.

See how easy it is!

"My country ‘tis of thee, sweet land

of liberty" U. S. School of Music, 2943 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y.
I am interested in music study, particularly in the instrument
checked below. Please Send me your free illustrated booklet. “How
to Learn Musio at Home," and Free Print and Picture Sample.

Piano Saxophone Flute Clarinet
Guitar Trumpet, Cornet Piccolo Mandolin
Hawaiian Reed Organ Modem Practical

Guitar Tenor Banjo Elementary Finger
Violin Ukulele Harmony Control
Piano Accordion Trombone

Have you

N&me..~......~...... ...Instrument?...

(Please print)

look at the diagram. The first note on the musio is “C.” .

Follow the dotted line to the keyboard and locate “ C* on | City...

the piano. Find the other notes the same way. Now strike tho m NOTE: If under 16 years of age, parent must sign coupon.
notes as indicated and you'll be playing the melody of that

famous patriotic hymn, “America." Easy as A-B-C, isn't Hi SAVE 2¢c—STICK COUPON ON PENNY POSTCARD



YOU ARE UNDER ARREST!

There’s a Thrill
in Bringing a
Crook to Justice
Through Scientific

CRIME
DETECTION

I have taught thousands of men end women this exciting,
profitable, pleasant profession. Let me teach you, too,
in your own home. Prepare yourself in your leisure time
to fill a responsible, steady, well-paid position in a very
short time and at very email cost. What others have done,
you too, can do.

53% of All American
Identification Bureaus

Employ students or graduates of 1.A.S.

This fascinating work is easy to team

end the training is inexpensive. You, too,

can fit yourself to fill a responsible crime detection Job
wifli good pay and steady employment. But don't delay
— get the details now. Let me show you how easily and
completely X can prepare you for this fascinating work,
during spare time, in your own home. You may pay as
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THE BULLETIN BOARD
(Continued from page 8)

Because of space limitations we are only
able to print an occasional epistle typical Of
the bulk of those received, but all of them
have been read. And, where suggestions
were made, these have been given the utmost
consideration.

Mrs. Cleve Jernigan of Bell Buckle, Ten-
nessee, has written us the sort of letter any
editor likes to get. She says:

Dear Editor: The stories MURDER ON ANGLER'S

ISLAND, by Helen Reilly, in the June issue of DE-
TECTIVE NOVEL MAGAZINE and PAYOFF FOR THE
BANKER by Frances and Richard Lockridge, in the
May issue of your companion magazine, THRILLING
MYSTERY NOVEL, are tops in the field of detective
fiction. Please let us have more like these. i

I wish all the fans would do as Itdo and subscribe
to both of these magazines. By doing so | get a best-
seller every month.” I wouldn’'t miss a single issue.
Keep them coming as usual.

We should keep on plugging ourselves
when we have readers like Mrs. Jernigan to
do the job so effectively for us! A low salaam
in the direction of Bell Buckle, Tennessee, for
Mrs. Jernigan.

And here is another minor paeon of praise
from one Sophronizbah Bavardage of Mystic

(Concluded on page 95)
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When Jerzy North hired Miss Amelia
Gipson to do a job of research on
some old murders he had no idea he
was sending her to her death, but
a Kkiller suddenly came out of the

past to deal swift, baffling doom!
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CHAPTER |

TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 11TH;
5:30 P.M. to 10:55 P.M.

ISS AMELIA GIPSON pre-

sented a firm front to the world;

she stood for no nonsense. For the con-

scious period of her fifty-two years she
had stood for no nonsense in a world
which was stubbornly nonsensical. The
nonsense in the world had not been
greatly abated by her attitude, but Miss
Gipson’'s skirts were clean. What one
person could do, she had done. If that
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was inadequate, the fault lay elsewhere;
there was a laxity in higher places. Miss Gip-
son often suspected that there was.

She wore a gray rayon dress on this, the
last evening of her life. It was fitted smoothly
on her substantial body, which, although
Miss Gipson was not notably a large woman,
was apt to give frailer persons an impression
of massiveness. It followed her firm bosom—
a meticulously undivided expanse—with dis-
cretion; it was snug over her corseted hips.
There was a touch of white at the throat;
there was a little watch hanging from a silver
pin on the left side of the central expanse.
Above the touch of white at the throat, Miss
Gipson’s face was firm and untroubled; it was
a face on which assurance rode, sure of a
welcome. Miss Gipson did not know that it
was the last evening of her life'. Nothing was
further from her thoughts.

Hie colored elevator man in the Holbom
Annex greeted her with docile respect and
rather as if he expected her to smell his
breath. She had complained to the manage-
ment on one occasion that there had been, in
George’s car, an unmistakable odor of liquor.
She had indicated a belief that it might have
had its origin in George. She had pointed
out that an elevator operated by a person
under the influence of alcohol was a menace
to the tenants. The management had listened,
nodding agreement, and had taken it up.

“Beer ain't liquor,” George had insisted. “1
had me a beer. A beer ain't liquor.”

Anything was liquor to Miss Gipson, the
management thought, fleetingly, and as it
thought of Miss Gipson had a sudden, un-
accountable longing for a drink. But the
management merely cautioned George, a
little vaguely, not to let it happen again. He
hoped, this evening, that Miss Gipson would
not detect that it had happened again.

Miss Gipson was not thinking of George.
She had collected her mail at the desk when
she came in, and the top letter was addressed
to Miss Amelia Gibson. Miss Gipson’s eyes
had hardened when she saw this, and realized
that the world was at its nonsense again.
There was no reason why the world, includ-
ing department stores with fur collections to
announce, should not learn that Miss Gip-
son’s hame was spelled with a p, instead of
a common b. Miss Gipson had had a good
deal of trouble with the world about this
and resignedly expected to have more. It
was not that she did not make the difference
clear.

“Gip-son,” she had always said, with the
clearest possible enunciation. “With a P, not
a B. Gip-son.”

Volumes

When It Invades

But the world was slovenly. To the world,
Gipson sounded very like Gibson, and Gib-
son was easier. So Miss Gipson was, except
by those who knew her best, almost always
incorrectly addressed, and this did nothing
to lessen her conviction that things were, in
general, very badly run. They had been
badly run as long as she could remember,
and her memory started, with clarity, at the
age of five. Of late years, things had been
worse run than before, if anything.

“Good evening,” Miss Gipson said to
George, automatically and without sniffing.
She said nothing more and George said noth-
ing more until the car stopped at the tenth
floor of the Holbom Annex.

Miss Gipson stepped firmly out and went
firmly down the corridor—down the middle
of the corridor—to her door. She opened it
and went in to her one-room furnished apart-
ment, with bath, and laid her letters on the
coffee table—from which Miss Gipson never
drank coffee—which was in front of the sofa,
on which Miss Gipson never lounged. She
took off her hat and put it on the closet shelf
and went to the bathroom and washed her
face in lukewarm water. She dried her face
and did not examine it further, knowing what
it looked like. She washed her hands.

She went back and sat down, erectly, on the
sofa and opened her letters, beginning with
the first one. She looked at it, sniffed—Miss
Gipson did not wear furs, and disapproved of
those who did—put it back in its envelope and
laid it on the coffee table. She laid it so that
it squared with the oblong of the table. She
picked up the next letter.

IT WAS correctly addressed. It began:
“Dear Aunt Amelia.” The writing of the
letter was almost like printing; to it there was
a certain flagrance, a kind of impertinence.
But the content of the letter was straight-
forward, almost blunt. Miss Gipson read it
and sat for a moment looking at it

“Well!” Miss Gipson said to herself.
will, will she? Nonsense!”

Miss Gipson read the letter again, and
smiled a little. She looked at the postmark
and smiled again. By this time Nora would
have got her letter; by this time Noia would
know better, as she should have known from
the beginning. That nonsense was going to
end; that nonsense had, in fact, ended. No
niece of hers.. .. Miss Gipson let the thought
go unfinished. She took up the next letter.
It, also, was correctly addressed. It began:
“Dear Amelia.”

Miss Gipson read it and her eyes narrowed.
She read it again and put it down on her lap

“She



the Cloistered Precincts of a Public Library!

and looked at the opposite wall without see-
ing it clearly. It was as if she were looking
through the opposite wall out into a world
full of nonsense—reprehensible nonsense.
Miss Gipson's face was not expressive, and
there was no one there to attempt its read-
ing. But it was for a moment troubled; for a
moment confidence was uneasy cni it. There
was more than one kind of nonsense in the
world, Miss Gipson thought.

“But,” she reminded herself, “there are
more ways than one of Killing a cat, too.”

She put the letter down on top of the one
which began “Dear Aunt Amelia” and opened

jerry North

her fourth letter. She merely glanced at it
and put it down on the letter advertising furs.
She made it expressly clear that she had no
intention of paying good money for unsatis-
factory merchandise, war or no war. If store-
keepers chose to disregard her irrefutable
statements, the responsibility—and the in-
evitable chagrin—were theirs. Miss Gipson's
position had been stated.

She sat for a moment and then picked up
the letter which began “Dear Amelia” and
read it again. She also read again the letter
from Nora. Then she put these two letters in
a pigeonhole of a small secretary. She put
the other two letters in a wastebasket, after
tearing them twice across. She thought a
moment, took out the letter which had con-
tained a bill she had no intention of paying,
and tore it into even small fragments. It was
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entirely possible that the maid who cleaned
the room read letters thrown into the paste-
basket, piecing them together like crossword
puzzles. There was, certainly, little to indi-
cate that she did much else in the room.

Miss Gipson absently ran a finger along
the writing shelf of the secretary and looked
at it. She made a small, disparaging sound
with her tongue and teeth. Nonsense! War
or no war, an apartment hotel like the Annex
could manage to get proper help. The man-
agement was shiftless and indifferent. It
permitted chambermaids not only to neglect
their jobs, but to wear perfume while doing
it Miss Gipson sniffed. More than usual,
this time, and a new brand. No improvement,
however; there were no gradations in per-
fume, so far as Miss Gipson could tell. All
represented laxity, at the best. At the worst
they were invitations to the most nonsensical
of human activities.

It was an activity in which Miss Gipson
had never had a part, and which—she hardly
needed to assure herself—she had no interest.
Wherein, it had to be admitted, she differed
from far too much of the world. Miss Gipson
had no illusion that the particular nonsense
to which perfume—and so much else you
could see and hear and in other fashions not
ignore—invited, was of limited scope. Miss
Gipson saw it in its secondary manifestations,
to be sure, everywhere. She had disapproved
of it since she was ten; her disapproval had
never faltered.

“Chambermaids!” Miss Gipson thought.
“Boys, nothing but boys. And Nora.”

Miss Gipson would not have spoken thus
scatteredly. Her conversation was never
scattered. But her thoughts, as she so often
had occasion to point out, were her own.

She looked at the watch. It told her the
time was ten minutes of six. Then the tele-
phone rang.

“Miss Gipson speaking,” she said, as soon
as she picked up the telephone. She waited
a moment for the inevitable readjustment to
take place. “This is Miss Gipson,” she said.
She said it in the tone of forbearance she had
used so often when she had a desk of her own
at the college, before it became necessary for
her to resign because nonsense—and worse
than nonsense—was so widespread even at
Ward; before it was clear that, even there,
the moral laxity which was demoralizing the
world was creeping in. Not that the world’s
morality, even at its best, had ever met Miss
Gipson's standards.

“Yes, John?” Miss Gipson said into the
telephone. Her tone was not inviting. She
listened.
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“There is no reason for any further dis-
cussion,” she said. “And in any case, | am
occupied this evening.”

She listened again.

“There is no use going over that again,
John,” she said. “lI am perfectly aware that it
says at my discretion. | am exercising my
discretion. Mr. Backley entirely agrees.”

HE listened again, briefly.

“l can only advise patience, John,” she
said. “It is an excellent virtue. | am sure
my dear brother meant you to learn patience
when he made his very wise arrangements
about you and your sister.”

She listened again.

“About that, also, I must exercise my dis-
cretion,” she said. “You can tell you sister
so. | have already told her. She cannot ex-
pect me to be a party to what | consider im-
morality.”

The answer was apparently only a word or
two—perhaps only a word.

“Immorality,” Amelia Gipson repeated;
without emotion. “I call it what it is. Nora
cannot expect me to countenance any such
action. 1 shall certainly make the situation
clear to the person concerned if she makes it
necessary. l've told her that.”

She listened, again for the last time.

“l do not care if | am the only person in
the world who takes what you call that atti-
tude,” she said. “So much the worse for the
world. Right is right, John. Goodbye.”

She hung up. She nodded her head slightly,
approving herself. She looked at her watch.
It was six o’clock. She shook her head in
slight annoyance over that. She got her hat
from the closet and put it on without consult-
ing a mirror. She checked the contents of her
orderly handbag. She looked around the
orderly room and left it, locking the door be-
hind her. She had insisted on a special lock,
which she could make sure of with her own
key.

George was no longer on the elevator.
There was a girl operating it and there was
a faint scent of perfume in the car; it was not,
Miss Gipson thought, the same scent she had
noticed in her apartment. Otherwise she
would have thought that this was the cham-
bermaid on her floor. The girl said “good
evening” and Miss Gipson slightly inclined
her head without replying. She would not
encourage the nonsense of girls as elevator
operators.

The doorman also said “good evening” to
Miss Gipson. She replied to him, in a clear,
decisive voice which did not invite further
conversation. She walked up the street to the
square and the doorman looked after her and,
as she turned the corner, raised his shoulders
just perceptibly and for his own amusement

Quite an old girl, the doorman thought. Glad
he wasn’'t married to her. Then he realized
that was an odd thought to have in relation
to Miss Gipson, although it had no doubt
been widely held.

It was ten after six when Miss Gipson sat
down to dinner in a tearoom near Washington
Square. It was called the Green House and
the door was painted green and there were
ferns in the window. The waitress put the
usual peg under one of the legs of Miss Gip-
son’s table to steady it and said they had a
few lamb chops and it was lucky Miss Gipson
had not been a few minutes later. Miss Gip-
son had a lamb chop, very well done, and
creamed potatoes, string beans and a salad
of two slices of tomato and a lettuce leaf with
a rather sour dressing. She had a piece of
cocoanut cake and a cup of tea, and caught an
uptown Fifth Avenue bus at a few minutes
before seven.

It was twenty minutes past seven when
Miss Gipson entered the New York Public
Library for the last time. Since she had
been working regularly at the Library for
several weeks and had worked close to
schedule during afternoons and evening, it
was subsequently possible to trace her move-
ments with fair exactitude. She had entered
one of the elevators at around seven-thirty
?Ir a little before, and had got off at the third

oor.

She had turned in slips for “Famous Amer-
ican Murders,” by Algernon Bentley; “The
Trial of Martha West,” one of the Famous
Trials series; and for magazine articles on
the unsolved murder of Lorraine Purdy—un-
solved largely because of the disappearance
of Frank Purdy, whom Lorraine had unwisely
married—and the presumably solved do-
mestic crime wave which had taken off the
elderly Mrs. William Rogers and her daugh-
ter, Susan, together with a maid who had un-
wisely eaten what remained of some chicken
a la king which had been prepared primarily
for Mrs. Rogers but had been, in the end,
rather too widely distributed. Mrs. Rogers’
nephew had been suspected of adding an un-
orthodox ingredient to the chicken a la king,
but there had beer (other possibilities. The
nephew, whose name was Samuel King, had
been somewhat halfheartedly convicted by a
jury, which resolved its doubts by bringing
in a second-degree verdict, to the freely ex-
pressed annoyance of Justice Ryerson.

Amelia Gipson had received the books and
the bound volumes of the magazines in which
the articles appeared in the North Reading
Room. At about nine o’clock, or a few min-
utes later, she had been seen by one of the
attendants leaving the catalogue room
through the main door. A few minutes later
she had returned. She had been absent about
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long enough to walk to a drinking fountain
down the corridor, the attendant thought.

At a quarter of ten, fifteen minutes before
the library closed, Miss Gipson became
violently ill at her seat at one of the long
tables. She died in the emergency ward of
Bellevue Hospital at about eleven o’clock.
Sodium fluoride poisoning had been diag-
nosed promptly; but Miss Gipson had not
responded to treatment.

CHAPTER I

TUESDAY, 10$5 PM. to
WEDNESDAY, 12:10 A.M.

MR. NORTH was reading
a manuscript and theword
No was slowly forming
itself in his mind when
the whirring started. At
first it was not clearly
identifiable as a whirring.
It was more a kind of
buzzing. It might, Jerry
North thought, even be in
his head. Exhaustion, pos-
sibly. Or the manuscript. He shook his head,
thinking the sound might go away, and dug
back into the manuscript.
“It must be admitted,” the manuscript
said, “that in the post-war world we face an
increasing agglomeration of—"

Clearly, Jerry North decided, it was the
manuscript. The post-war world was buzzing
at him. Its shining machinery, made to a
large degree out of plastic, was whirring at
unimagined tasks, turning out things made
largely of glass. Whatever the post-war
world might finally be, it would inevitably
also be a buzzing in the ears.

He put down the manuscript and covered
his eyes with a hand and waited for this
audible omen of the future to go away. It
did not go away. It came into the living room
and sat down on the sofa. If it was in his
head, there was something drastically wrong
with his head. A little fearf.dI’. Mr. North
parted his fingers and looked the sofa, on
which the future sat, buzzing. The future was
Mrs. North, wearing an apron over e very
short play suit. The future, Jerry North de-
cided, was brighter than he had allowed him-
self to hope. The future was Pamela North
in a checked apron over a brief play suit,
with a bowl in its lap and an egg beater in
its hands.

Jerry smiled at his wife, who stared into
the bowl with fixed interest. A cake, Jerry
decided, vaguely. It was an odd time to be
making a cake. Ten o'clock—no, five after
ten—in the evening was an add time to make
a cake. But when Pam made cakes—and

Pamela North

when she made pies, as she sometimes did,
and once doughnuts—it was apt to be at odd
times. She had made doughnuts at an odd
time, the only time she had made doughnuts.
They had been to the theater and, waiting for
a cab, had stepped for shelter under the
awning of a store in which they were making
doughnuts and serving them to people, ap-
parently to advertise a brand of coffee. Pam
had said nothing then, but when she had
got home she had said suddenly that what
she was hungry for was doughnuts, and why
not make some?

They had made some and they were fine,
but Pam had somehow mis-estimated, be-
cause there were more doughnuts than,
from the ingredients involved, seemed con-
ceivable. They had made doughnuts until
after two in the morning, taking turns frying
them, and by that time everything in the
house was full of doughnuts and so were the
Norths. They were full of doughnuts for
several days and after that they were not
much interested in doughnuts for a long
time, and never again in making them. That,
of course, was pre-war; post-war would un-
questionably be different. There would, Mr.
North thought, eyeing the manuscript, be
little room for doughnuts in the post-war
world.

“Hmmm!” Pam said. Jerry looked at her
and she was looking into the bowl and had
stopped turning the egg beater. He deduced
that the sound, which had not really so much
form even as “hmmm,” invited him to con-
versation.

“Cake?” he said, by way of conversation.
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“As far as | can see,” Pam North said, “it's
whipped cream and always will be. Of course
not, Jerry! At ten o'clock at night?”

“Not a cake?” Jerry said. He thought.
“Pie?” he said, a little hopefully.

“You don't beat a pie,” Pam said. “And it
would still be ten o’clock at night, wouldn't
it?”

“l see what you mean,” Jerry said.

“Butter,” Pam said. “Only it isn't. And
it's been half an hour. Or almost.”

“Butter?” Jerry said.

Pam said of course butter. What did he
think?
“Jerry!™ Pam said. “Darling!
Oh, darling! Are you—"

“Well,” Jerry said. “I didn’t think butter.
I thought we didn't have any butter. |
thought you had spent your red points up
through December.”

“November,” Mrs. North said.
nice of Morris, but sometimes
illegal. Do you suppose it is?”

“It's very
I think it's

ERRY said he supposed it was, in a fairly
J mild way. But it all came out pretty much
the same in the end.

“Except,” Pam said, “when thW end it
we’ll be ahead, you know. And wHere will
Morris be?”

Morris, Mr. North thought, would be all
right.

“Anyway,” Pam said, “there wasn’'t any
other way | could think of, and he said it

was all right to take them in advance. Of
course, it would be different if we had chil-
dren. It's different for people with children.
Particularly babies.” Mrs. North resumed

grinding the egg beater. “Babies really pay
off,” she said. “Nothing but milk, or blue
points at the worst. Before they abolished
them.”

“Listen,” Jerry said, pulling himself away
from the idea that someone had abolished
babies. “What about butter? 1 thought you
couldn’t use any more butter. | thought it
was straight olive oil from here on in.”
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“Of course we can't use butter,” Pam said.
“That's why I'm making it.”

“You're—" Jerry said and paused—*“you’re
making butter?”

“Why not?” Pam said. “Only apparently
I'm not It's still whipped cream. And they
told me it wouldn't be more than half an
hour.”

“You mean,” Jerry said, “that you're sitting
there, in a play suit, making butter? Butter?”

“Of course,” Pam said. “Churning, really.
You take some cream—except the cream’s so

Jerry North was getting up
as Pam entered. Blood
flowed from a bruise on his
forehead (CHAPTER I11)

thin now you have to take the top of milk,
except the milk’'s pretty thin too—and beat
it until it's butter. If ever, which | doubt.
Here, you churn.”

She lifted the bowl from her lap and held it
toward Jerry, who got up and went over to
the sofa and sat down beside her and looked
into the bowl. It was full of whipped cream,
sure enough. He said so. He said it just

looked like whipped cream to him.

“Although come to think of it,” he said,
“my mother used to say to look out it didn't
turn to butter. That was when | was a boy,
of course.”

“Well,” Pam said. “There still is butter,
even if you aren't a boy. And everybody says
it will work. Beat, Jerry!”

Jerry beat. He held the egg beater in his
left hand and twirled with his right and the
beater made a deep, intricate swirl in the
soft, yellowish whipped cream.

“You know,” Jerry said, after a while, “I
never thought we’'d be churning here in a
New York apartment. Ten floors up, par-
ticularly. Did you?”

Pam said it was the war. The war had
changed a lot of things and the changes had
outlasted it. They both looked into the bowl,
trying to see the future in it. Then Pam
spoke, suddenly.

“Jerry!” she said. “You spattering!”

“1—% Jerry began, and stopped. He was
certainly spattering. Because, as suddenly as

Pam had spoken, the whipped cream had
come apart. Part of it was thin and spatter-
ing and part of it—

“For God's sake!” Jerry said, in a shocked
voice. “Butter!”

It was butter. It was sticking to the egg
beater. There was not a great deal of it. It
was not exactly a solid. But it was beyond
doubt butter. The Norths looked at one an-
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ether with surprise and delight and disbelief.

“Jerry!” Pam said. “We made butter!”

“l1 know,” Jerry said. “It's like—like find-
ing gold. Or a good manuscript. It's—2it's
very strange.”

They took the bowl out to the kitchen and
scraped the butter off the egg beater and
poured off what they supposed was butter-
milk—although it didn't taste like butter-
milk—and squeezed the water out of the
butter as Pam had been told to do. And
they were wrapping up almost a quarter of
a pound of butter in oiled paper, and still not
really believing it, when the telephone rang.
Pam was wrapping, and thereupon wrapped
more intently, so Jerry was stuek with the
telephone.

The voice on the telephone was familiar,
and Jerry said, “Yes, Bill? When she heard
him, Pamela put the butter into the icebox
quickly and came in and stood in front of
Jerry and made faces until he noticed her.
Jerry said, “Wait a minute, Bill,” and when
he looked at her Pam spoke.

“Tell him we made butter,” she said. “Tell
him he’s the first to know.”

‘Tam says we made butter, Bill,” Jerry
said. “We did, too. Almost a quarter of a
pound.”

He listened.

“What did he say?” Pam said.

“He said ‘well,” ” Jerry told her.

“Was he excited?” Pam wanted to know.

“Were you excited, Bill?” Jerry said into
the telephone. Then he spoke to Pam. “He
rays ‘reasonably,’ ” Jerry told h”r. “But he
says he's got a murder if we don <mind.”

“Oh,” Pam said. “AH right. Tell him we're
sorry.”

“Pam says \?'re sorry, Bill,” Jerry said
into the telephone. “What?”

HIS voice was suddenly different and, as
she heard the change. Pam’s own ex-
pressive face was shadowed. Because some-
thing Bill had said had made murder real to
Jerry, and that would make it real to her.
She did not want murder to be real again—
not ever again.

"Yes,” he said. “A woman fiftyish—solidly
built—gray hair? With a p instead of a b as
it happens. Yes. She's been working for us.
At the office. Research.”

He listened for almost a minute and there
was a queer expression on his face. Then he
seemed to break in.

“l can explain that,” he said. “She was
doing research for us—preliminary research.
For a book we're getting out on the subject.
Do you want the details?”

He listened again.

“Naturally,” he said. “She has relatives in
the city, | think. But I'll come around. Al-

though from what you say there doesn’t
seem to be much doubt

He listened again.

“AH right,” he said. “The morgue.
along.”

He replaced the receiver and looked at
Pam a moment, his thoughts far from her.
Then he brought them back.

“A woman named Amelia Gipson,” he said.
“She was working at the office—had been for
about a month. Somebody seems to have
poisoned her. In the PubUc Library, of all
places. Bill wants me to make a preliminary
identification before he gets in touch with
her relatives.”

“In the Public Library?” Pam said.
Forty-second Street? The big one?”

Jerry nodded.

“What a strange place,” Pam North said.
“It's—it's always so quiet there.”

“Yes,” Jerry said. “She was reading about
murders at the time, apparently. For us. For
the murder book | told you about. My Favor-
ite Murder—working title. Remember?”

Pam said she remembered. With a writer
for each crime—a writer who wrote about
murder. She remembered.

“Miss Gipson was getting together pre-
liminary data,” Jerry said. “We promised
them that. It was an odd job for her, come
to think of it She used to be a college pro-
fessor—or something like it. Anyway, she
used to teach in a college. She was a trained
researcher. But it was an odd job for her.”

It ended oddly enough, Pam thought, and
said. It ended very oddly.

“1 think I'll go with you,” Pam said then.
“It's so strange about its being the Public
Library.”

Jerry though she shouldn’t, but she did.

I'll be

“At

E body was under a sheet and they
pulled the sheet back from the face. Con-
fidence no longer sat on the face; the features
were twisted, curiously. But it was Amelia
Gipson and Jerry turned to Lieut. WiUiam
Weigand of Homicide and nodded.

“What?” Jerry said. “And how?”

BiH Weigand told him what.

“l don't know how,” he said. “Suddenly,
sitting in the Library, she was very sick. As
she would be. Then in about an hour she was
dead. In BeUevue. That's all we know, at
the moment.”

“You don’t eat anything in the Library,”
Pam pointed out. “Do you?”

Bill smiled faintly and shook his head. That
was it, he said; that was part of it Unless you
were on the staff, you didn't eat in the Li-
brary. You didn't drink.

“So,” Jerry pointed out, “she had taken it
—had been given it—before she went to the
Library.”
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Bill Weigand shook his head. He said the
time didn't fit. He said he had been at the
Library for something like two hours—
probably more—when she became ill.

“It doesn’t wait that long,” he said. “We've
established that. The dose she seems to have
got would have made her violently ill in half
an hour or so. Her book slips were time
stamped at 7:33. Allow her some time to find
the books she wanted in the catalogues, fill
out the slips—say a quarter of an hour—and
we have her in the Library at fifteen after
seven, or thereabouts. Of course, she may
have left the Library and come back. If she
didn’t, she was poisoned in the Library. Pre-
sumably while she was sitting at one of the
tables in the reading room—the North Read-
ing Room.”

“You mean,” Pam said, “somebody just
came along and said ‘Sorry to interrupt your
reading, but do you mind drinking some
poison?’ Because | don't believe it.”

“Not that way, obviously,” Jerry said.
“You're getting jumpy, Pam.”

“Not any way like it that | can see,” Pam
saiI(Ij. “And I'm not getting jumpy. Do you,
Bill?”

Practice helped. Bill did not even have to
check back to the clause before the clause.

“It doesn’'t seem possible,” he said. “And
it happened. Therefore—a job for us. For
Deputy Chief Inspector Artemus O’Malley
and his helpers. Mullins. Stein. Me.”

“Well,” Pam said. “She worked in Jerry’s
‘'office.” It was merely statement; it held im-
plications.

Mullins was in the shadows. Mullins spoke.

“O’Malley won't like it, loot,” Mullins said.
“He sure'as hell won't like it He likes 'em
kept simple.”

“But” Pam said, “it isn't simple. Hello,
Sergeant Mullins. Is it?”
“Hello, Mrs. North,” Mullins said. “No.

But the inspector don’'t want you in none of
them. None. He says you make 'em compli-
cated. Hard, sort of.”

“All right, sergeant,” Bill Weigand said,
and there was only the thin edge of amuse-
ment in his voice. “She was an employee
of Mr. North. It was inevitable that we call
him. For the moment—until we get in touch
with her relatives—we can assume he repre-

sents her interests. Right?”
“Say,” Mullins said. “That's right, ain’t
it, loot?”

“Of course it is,” Pam said. “Where do we
go, Bill? First?”

Bill shrugged. ‘There were a hundred di-
rections. The Library. The office of North
Books, Inc. Amelia Gipson’s apartment.

“Mullins is going to the Library,” he said.
“Stein’s there, and some of the boys. I'm
going to the apartment.” He paused and

smiled a little. “I should think,” he said, “that
Jerry has a right to accompany me, Pam.”

“So should 1,” Pam North said. “Shall we
start now? It isn't—it isn't very nice in
here.” She looked around the morgue. “It
never is,” she said thoughtfully.

ILE Bill Weigand picked up a parcel

containing Miss Gipson’s handbag, and
signed a receipt for it, and while they got
into the big police car Pam had been silent.
Now, as they started toward Washington
Square and the Holborn Annex she spoke.

“Why,” Pam said, “didn’'t she kill herself?”

“Miss Gipson?” Jerry said, in a startled
voice. “She would no more. . ..” Then he
broke off and looked at Bill. “Which is true,”
he said, after a moment. “She wouldn’t think
of it—wouldn’t have, thought of it But you
didn’'t know that Bill. How did you know?”

Bill nodded. He said he had been wonder-
ing why they didn’'t ask him that.

“That's the way Inspector O’'Malley wanted
it,” he said. “That's the way he thinks it
ought to be. Simple. Suicide. Unfortunately,
she wrote us a note.”

“What kind of a note?”
suicide note?”

Weigand looked at Pam North with ap-
proval. He said, “Right.”

“She was taking notes,” he said. “On the
Purdy murder. Writing them out very care-
fully in a notebook, in ink—very carefully
and clearly. And we almost missed her note
to us—did miss it the first time. Then Stein
thought that while the last thing she had
written almost fitted, it didn't really fit. The
last thing she wrote was: ‘I have been
poisoned by—" It didn't finish. Just ‘I have
been poisoned by—' and a scraggly line run-
ning off the page.”

“Then how,” Pam said, “can even—can the
inspector think it was suicide. If he still
does.”

Bill Weigand said the inspector still wanted
to.

“And,” he said, “he can make a talking
point. You see, she was taking notes on a
poison case. The death of a woman named
Lorraine Purdy, who was Kkilled, curiously
enough, with sodium fluoride. Presumably
by her husband, although we were supposed
to think by accident. But it wasn't accident—
it was Purdy. He ran for it and got himself
killed in an airplane accident. O’Malley
wants to think that the last thing Miss Gip-
son wrote was part of her notes on the Purdy
case.”

He smiled faintly.

“We can’t let him,” he said. “It almost fits.
It doesn’t fit. Why was she taking notes on
the Purdy case, Jerry?”

Jerry explained that.

Pam said. “Non-

It was not only the
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Purdy case. It was a series of cases—ten
murder cases, all famous, all American. Her
notes were to go to selected writers who were
accepted as specialists in crime. “Like Ed-
mund Pearson was,” Jerpy amplified. Each
was to write the story of one of the murders
as a chapter in a book. Jerry was to publish
the book. It had been his idea. It was not, he
added, a new idea. Other publishers had done
it; he had done it before himself, several
years earlier. There was always a market for
crime. As Pearson had proved; as Woollcott
had proved; as dozens of lesser writers had
proved.

“We did the digging for them,” Jerry said.
“Miss Gipson did the digging for us. She was
a researcher.”

When he decided on publishing the book
and had needed somebody to do research,
Jerry had decided against tying up anybody
on his own staff—a rather small staff these
days—on a long and detailed job. He had
gone to a college placement bureau and Miss
Gipson was the result The rather unexpect-
ed result

"I'd supposed we'd get a girl just out of
college,” Jerry North said. “Most of them
are—the research girls. Miss Gipson was a
surprise. She'd been a Latin teacher in a
small, very good college for girls in Indiana—
Ward College, | think it was. She got tired
of it or something and decided on a new field.
She was a little surprised when it turned out
to be murder research, but she was doing a
good job.”

“1 think,” Pam said, "she carried it too far.”

They looked at her.

“1 only mean,” she said, “you don’'t have to
go to the length of getting murdered. It's too
—thorough.”

The two men looked at each other and after
a while Jerry said “oh.”

CHAPTER Il

WEDNESDAY, 12:10 A.M.
to 2:20 A.M.

YOU started with a body
and tried to bring life
back to it, Pam thought,
looking around the room
in which Miss Gipson had
lived. That was what you
did in murder—that was
what Bill Weigand had to
do. She looked at him,
standing in the middle of
the room and looking
around it, his eyes quick. He was building—
trying to build—in his own mind the person
who had been Amelia Gipson. He started
with the body of a middle-aged woman; a

body growing cold on a slab in the morgue;
a body which said certain things, but not
enough The body spoke of regular meals, of
comfortable life, of the number of years lived,
of the manner of death. It told—it would tell
—what the last meal eaten by a living person
had been, and how long it had been eaten be-
fore death. It told of past illnesses which had
been endured and survived; of an appendi-
citis operation many years before; of vir-
ginity maintained until it withered.

Those things the body in the morgue told
of. But they were not the things which were
most significant; which now were most vital
The body could not tell who had hated Ame-
lia Gipson or if anyone had loved her; it
could not tell what she thought of things, and
what others thought of her—of her tastes, her
needs, her responsibilities. It could not tell
where, in her life, had sprouted the seed of
her death. These things—all the things Bill
Wiegand had to find out—Ilay now in the little
things Amelia Gipson had left behind.

They lay in this room, and its order; in the
letters and notebooks and check-stubs in the
secretary in the comer; in what men and
women had seen and remembered about Miss
Gipson that evening; in the contents of her
medicine cabinet and her safe deposit box, if
she had one. The things they had to know lay
in what she had done in the past and what
she had planned to do in the future. Re-
search into death was at the same time re-
search into life.

“She wused scent,” Pam said, suddenly.
“Does that surprise you? Either of you?”

“No,” Jerry said. “l don't think she used
perfume, Pam. | didn't notice it at the office.”

“You must have had a cold,” Pam said.
“You didn't mention it.”

“1 didn’'t have it,” Jerry said.

Pam said all right. She said in that case it
was because he smoked too much. Clearly,

Miss Gipson had used perfume. It was still
in the room.

“Right,” Bill Weigand said. “l noticed it
But she didn’t wear any tonight. | noticed

that, too.”

“Something with ‘Fleur’ in it,” Pam said.
“Fleur de Something or Other. Fleur de
what?”

Neither of the men knew. But Jerry ad-
mitted there was perfume in the room.

“For evenings, probably,” Pam said. “Al-
though it doesn’t seem in character, somehow.
The way she looked. And being a Latin teach-
er in a girls’ school. I'd have thought castile
soap and perhaps a little talcum, if anything.”

Bill Weigand had crossed to the desk. He
was looking through it, piling the contents of
pigeonholes in neat order. He had left Miss
Gipson’s purse lying on the coffee table. It
was all right for her to look into it, Bill told
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Pam absently, when she asked.

It was a very neat purse. Pam thought that
it was much neater than any purse she had
ever looked into—certainly much neater than
her own. And it seemed almost empty. There
was a change purse in it, containing a little
more than twenty dollars. There was a social
security card. No driver’s license. A fountain
pen. Four neat squares of cleansing tissue.
No compact. No lipstick. No lists of any kind,
scrawled on the backs of envelopes. No
scraps of material, no hairpins or loose stamps
or unanswered correspondence. It was hard-
ly recognizable as a woman’'s handbag.

“And no perfume,” Pam said aloud. “In it
or on it. Which is odd.”

ILL WEIGAND was reading a letter and
Jerry stood by him, reading over his
shoulder. Pam got up, leaving the handbag,
and went into the bathroom. It was a neat
bathroom. She opened the built-in medicine
cabinet There was a box of bicarbonate and
a plastic drinking cup, a box of cleansing tis-
sue, two toothbrushes and a can of tooth pow-
der, a can of white talcum with no percep-
tible scent and a cardboard box from a drug-
gist with a doctor’'s name on it and the hand-
written instructions: “One powder three
times a day two hours after meals.” On a
shelf inset under the medicine cabinet were
a comb and brush and a box of hairpins. No-
where that Pam could see was there any per-
fume.

Nowhere in the apartment, she found, was
there any perfume, except that which faintly
haunted the air. So it was not Miss Gipson's
perfume, but had been worn by a guest. It
was a tiny discovery and, having made it,
Pam decided it was of no importance; that it
was not even a discovery. Because the per-
fume had probably been worn by a cham-
bermaid while she was cleaning up the room.
Pam went over, satisfied, and stood beside
Jerry, behind Bill Weigand.

“Find anything, Pam?” Bill said, without
looking up from the letter he was reading.

“No,” Pam said. “Except that she didn’t
wear perfume after all. It was a maid. Or
somebody who came to see her. And she had
indigestion. There are some powders in the
medicine cabinet to be taken after meals. And
there’s nothing much in her purse.”

There had been more in it, Bill told her.
One other object—a folding aluminum cup.

“You mean,” Pam said, “one of those things
made of rings that catch on each other? They
always leak and | haven't seen one for ages.
| thought they went out when paper cups
came in.”

He meant that kind of a cup, Bill told her.
He had not seen one for a long time either.
But Miss Gioson had had one in her nurse

Seeing what was in the

visiter's hand. Florence

Adams tried to scream
(CHAPTER V1)
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and it was now in the police laboratory, be-
Qe

“Bill!” Pam said, “Jerry! To take her medi-
cine in when she was away from home. After
meals. Two hours after meals. But tonight
she was a little late. Only not late enough.”

Bill Weigand put down the letter and
turned to look at her and Jerry looked at her
too. Then the two men looked at each other.
Bill got up.

“In the medicine cabinet?” he said, and was
already across the room to the bathroom door.
He came out holding in a handkerchief the
cardboard box of medicine, and they opened
it on the coffee table. It was half filled with
folded papers. He opened the paper nearest
the front of the box and sniffed the powder it
held. He looked a little disappointed.

“Smells like medicine,” he said. “Not like
sodium fluoride. But it is a little greenish.”

He answered the enquiry in their looks.
Sodium fluoride, he said, was colored green in
accordance with a requirement of the State
law, to minimize the risk of confusing it with
some harmless powder—as once, in another
state, it had been confused with baking pow-
der with tragic results.

“What's it for, anyway?” Jerry asked, and
Pam and Bill Weigand answered almost at
once: “Roaches.”

“That, by the way,” Bill said, “was how we
got on to Purdy—the guy Miss Gipson was
reading about. The Purdys didn’'t have roach-
es. He'd forgotten that when he arranged for
an accident to happen to his wife. The whole
building had been fumigated about a week
before they moved in—and they had just
moved in when Mrs. Purdy died. Mr. Purdy
would have had a spot of trouble explaining
that when we sprung it on him at the trial.
It was something we had up our sleeves.”

As he talked, he opened another folded slip
of paper and sniffed its contents. He shook
his head and tried a third and shook his head
again. Then he refolded the powder into the
paper containers and put them back in the
box.

“We need a chemist for this,” he said. “It
seems to be medicine. But—"

“But the one she took tonight needn’t have
been,” Pam said. “Somebody could have
filled one of these folders with poison and
left it for her to take. Putting it in front, of
course, where she would be sure to take it”

“Would she?” Jerry said.

Pam thought she would. She thought that
Miss Gipson had done all things in due order
and that, with folders of digestive powder—
if it was digestive powder—filed neatly in a
box she would as neatly have removed them,
starting from the front.

“In character,” Pam said. “But as a matter
of fact almost anvbodv would. It's the nat-

ural way to do it. So if somebody wanted
Miss Gipson to die tonight, he would put a
folder of sodium fluoride in front of the fold-
ers of medicine in the box and be pretty sure
she would take it with her when she went out
Only—"

NLY, Jerry pointed out, she might have

carried a day’s supply with her at a time.
Or she might take them only irregularly;
only when she needed them.

“But,” he said, “there is nothing to indicate
that it made any difference precisely when
she died, is there Bill?”

Weigand, still looking at the box, shook his
head. He said there was very little at the
moment to indicate more than that Amelia
Gipson was dead of poison and that, unless
she had lied as the last action of her life, she
had not killed herself.

“But,” he said, “it's quite possible that
somebody did put a folder of sodium fluoride
in with Miss Gipson’s medicine, figuring that
she would take it sooner or later. If some-
one could get into the apartment and find the
medicine—and knew she took it—it wouldn’t
be too difficult. And—"

“The perfume!” Pam said. “That's where
it came from. The murderer was wearing it.
Which narrows things down to women, or al-
most.”

“Almost?” Jerry repeated, and then, when
Pam looked at him, said “oh.”

“Either reading,” Pam told him.

Bill urged her to keep it simple.
minded her of Inspector O’Malley.

“Say it was a woman,” he said. “And don't
bank too much on the theory. It may have
been the maid who cleaned up the room.”

“Then,” Pam said, “somebody’s going to
have to smell the maids. Not me. It was too
embarrassing before.” *

Bill .Weigand agreed, without excitement
He said he would have it checked. Tomor-
row. Not by Pam North.

"But,” she said, “how will somebody else
know? That it's the same, | mean, or isn't,
without smelling it. Itwon't last forever here,
you know.”

“One of us will have to remember the
scent” he told her. “I'll have the boys bring
in samples, if necessary. There probably
aren't very many maids. They probably
haven't been able to get very many maids.”

“All right,” Pam said. “What else? Here?”

There was, Weigand told her, a good deal
else. Now he seemed more interested than
he had before; it was as if he had been wait-
ing to take up something more important.
There were letters, he said. And bank rec-

He re-

* Pamela North attempted to smell out a murderer
in “Payoff For The Banker” (J. B. Lippincott, 1945).
She was widely misunderstood.



MURDER WITHIN MURDER 25

ords. He looked at Jerry curiously.

“Did you get the idea she needed a job?”
he said., “That she needed it to live on?”

Jerry said he hadn’t got any particular idea
about it. He said that was the reason people
usually got jobs. He added, thoughtfully, that
he couldn’t think of any other good reason.

“Well,” Bill said, “she didn’'t need the job.
For one thing, she had better than twenty
thousand in a cash balance at the Corn Ex-
change. And three savings accounts each up
to the seventy-five hundred maximum. And
in addition she seems to have been custodian
of a trust fund. Anyway she’s got a book of
checks printed up for the Alfred Gipson
Trust and she’s been signing as trustee. How
much did you pay her, Jerry?”

“Forty,” Jerry told him.

Bill Weigand raised his shoulders and let
them fall. There, his shoulders said, was that

“A discrepancy,” Pam amplified.

Jerry said it was all of that. But Bill had
picked up a small sheaf of letters.

Jerry said he had been wondering. Then
they got to the letters. Pam held out her
hand and Bill Weigand picked one of the let-
ters from the little sheaf and handed it to her.
She read:

“Dear Aunt Amelia: I'm not going to get down
on my hands and knees any more about it What

ou say you are going to do is wicked and bar-

aric—it's no better than murder. It's terrible
that there are people like you in the world. You
know | love Kennet—that I always loved him—
that what you found out didn't make any dif-
ference. | think you want to kill that—what's
between Kennet and me. Maybe you can. But
don't think I won't try to stop you—every way
there is.”

The letter was signed only with a capital
“N.” It was a kind of proud and flaunting
“N.” The letter was written in a character-
istic hand—decisive, clear; very vigorous and
very young.

“Well!” Pam said.
Amelia? Who is she?”

“She didn't like Aunt

PPARENTLY, Bill said, she was Nora

Gipson, Amelia Gipson’s niece. There
was a reference to her in one of the other let-
ters; a letter about the trust fund. Which did
not, at the moment, seem to have any bearing.
However— He handed Pam a second letter.
It was written in a sloping, nervous hand that
quavered a little. It was written also by a
woman; by, if you accepted the heading on
the letter paper, Mrs. Willard Burt. It ad-
dressed itself to “Dear Amelia” and went on:

“You have made—somehow—a terrible mis-
take. You should know that what you think is
impossible—if you really do think it. | keep feel-
ing that | must have misunderstood you yester-

day. It is the only thing I can think. That you
could really imagine—dream— But | won’t go on.

“Amelia, you used to know—in the old days—
that you could trust me. Believe me, nothing
has changed—I haven't changed. You can trust
me now as you used to—trust me when | tell you
that there is nothing—absolutely nothing—in
what you say.

“Dear—I know this isn’t very coherent. But we
can't let things stay as they are. It isn't safe—
for either of us. Won't you come and have lunch
with me? On Thursday—here? | know if we
can talk quietly | can make you understand how
insanely wrong you are.”

The letter was signed: “As ever, Helen.”

Pam looked at the letter for a moment after
she had finished it. Then, slowly, she read it
again.

Her face was puzzled.

“l don’'t understand it, do you?” she said.
She might have been speaking to either of the
men. “It's—pathetic. And somehow fright-
ening. Or was she—this Helen—just sort of
hysterical—about something not really as im-
portant as she thinks?”

Bill said he didn’'t know. He said it was one
of the things they would have to find out As
they would have to find out about Nora.
About the perfumed woman who substituted
poison for medicinal powders. About the pe-
culiar discrepancy between Amelia Gipson’s
apparently very comfortable financial situa-
tion and file forty-dollar-a-week job she had
elected to take with North Books, Inc.

“About the job,” Pam said. “Could she
have found out something? About one of the
old murders? Something that made her dan-
gerous, even now?”

Bill Weigand thought for a moment, and
then emphasized the doubt on his face by
shaking his head. He said he shouldn't think
S0.

“You don’'t,” he pointed out, “make some
new discovery about an old crime by reading
what newspaper and magazine writers—or
even book writers, Jerry—say about it. Be-
cause the police always know more; much
more. You know that. More even than the of-
ficial records. It's in the minds of the men who
have worked on the case—in their hunches—
in what they've guessed from the look in
somebody’s eyes, in the tones of voices. Stuff
that isn't written down. At best, people who
write about old crimes have to rely on logic.
And at best, logic isn't enough. Not in this
business.”

Pam said she knew. She said there was no
doubt he was right. She said it was only an
interesting coincidence.

“Anyway,” Jerry pointed out, “the mur-
ders she was working on are, with one or two
exceptions, solved murders. And the excep-
tions—as | remember them—go a good ways
back. Somebody wanted to do the Hall-Mills
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case again, and | couldn’t talk him out of it,
although it's been done to death. But I
shouldn’'t think Amelia would happen to
stumble on a dangerous solution of that one.
For one thing, almost everybody’s dead.”

Bill Weigand broke it up. He said that, in
any event, they were done there. For the
moment. Tomorrow they would really do the
apartment. Tomorrow they would—and he
smiled at that—have the chambermaids
smelled by an expert smeller. He stood up
and the Norths went ahead of him out of the
apartment. At the door, Weigand bent and
examined the lock. He stood up and said
that people were fools.

“She’s had a special lock put on,” he said.
“About half as good—as safe—as the one she
had taken off, unless the builders skimped
badly. I could open this one with a bent hair-
pm.
“Really?” Pam said, and looked at the lock
in turn.

“No,” Bill Weigand said. “Maybe not. But
I could open it with a pick in a couple of
minutes; an expert could do it in thirty sec-
onds. And anybody, with a reasonable as-
sortment of keys, would have a\en-to-one
chance of simply walking in.”

HEY went down the hall, and down to the

desk in the lobby. Weigand telephoned
the precinct for a man to stand by outside
Miss Gipson’'s apartment until the next day;
he spoke briefly to the sleepy manager of the
Holborn Annex. He arranged for the ques-
tioning, the next morning, of the maid who
did the rooms on Miss Gipson’s floor; he dis-
covered that maid service was optional with
the tenants, and that by no means all of them
wanted it, and that as a result there were only
three women—one of them young, the other
two middle-aged—employed regularly by the
Annex. The younger woman did Miss Gip-
son’s room.

He spoke about the lock, and the manager
awakening shrugged and lifted his hands. He
knew the lock Miss Gipson had insisted on
having installed was inferior to the standard
locks on the other apartment doors in the
building. He had told her so; the man who
installed the lock had told her so. But she
had insisted ; she had thought they were try-
ing to talk her out of their trouble and ex-
pense. She had said it was nonsense to ex-
pect her to trust to a lock like hundreds of
others, all openable with a master key.

“How about the maid?” Weigand asked.

“Naturally,” the manager said, “she had to
have a key. Even Miss Gipson admitted that
But the key had to be kept at the desk—the
girl had to get it each time she did the room
and return it after she had finished. Miss
Ginson checked ut> neriodicallv.”

“And the key was always to be accounted
for?” Weigand asked.

The manager smiled faintly. He said there
had been a couple of times; he said Miss Gip-
son wanted them to fire the maid. He point-
ed out that it would have been much easier to
replace Miss Gipson; there was a suggestion
that he had, tactfully, conveyed this fact of
post-war housing to her. He wanted to know,
in that connection, when the apartment would
be available for a new tenant.

“We'll get enquiries tomorrow, you know,”
he said. “When this hits the newspapers. If
her address is given. People are”—he paused,
picking words—*“quite anxious for apart-
ments.”

Weigand said it might be a week or so and
the manager looked disappointed. He said
that the whole filing was a great inconveni-
ence. #

Bill Weigand admitted that it probably was;
he joined the Norths, waiting by the door,
and interrupted their conversation with the
doorman.

“He says she went out about six,” Pam
told him. “He supposed to dinner.”

Bill said he supposed the same thing.

Pam wanted to know where now? Hie
Library, Bill told her, to see how things went
there.

“Then?” Pam said.

Then, Bill Weigand thought, his office and
home, until morning.

“Not my office?” Jerry said

That would keep, Bill thought.
keep until tomorrow.

“She might have notes there,” Pam said.

Bill agreed she might. He said the notes
would keep. He asked if they wanted a lift
home in the police car. Jerry North was
ready to say yes, but he found that Pam was
shaking her head at him.

“We'll walk,” Pam said. “It's only a few
blocks. Won't we, Jerry? And such a nice
night.”

Jerry agreed they would walk.

Gerald North paid off the taxi driver and
looked without pleasure at the elderly office
building on Fourth Avenue in the low Thir-
ties. He looked at his watch and said that,
of course, it was almost two o’clock.

“In the morning,” he added.

“It won't,” Pam told him, “take a minute.
We'll just get her notes before somebody else
does and see if there’'s anything else. That
somebody might want. | think Bill should
have, but after all it's your office.”

After all, Jerry said, he had spent the day
in it. He would spend tomorrow in it

“Today,” he said, morosely. “Beginning in
seven hours.”

But they had crossed the sidewalk to the
building entrance and opened the door. It

It would
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was a building in which publishers nested,
gregariously. It was a building to which some
ol them, sometimes, came late at night, usual-
ly to get things they had forgotten. So, al-
thought the building belonged to an era when
doors were locked at night, its door was not
locked. An elderly man slept uneasily on
guard by the two elevators. Jerry signed the
night register and looked at the guard.
“Poor thing,” Pam said. “We could walk.”

YMPATHY, Jerry told her, began at home.
They could ride. The guard awoke un-
willingly and looked at the Norths without
enthusiasm. He said “God,” with the resigna-
tion of one who has ceased to expect an an-
swer. He looked at the stairway which ran
up beside the elevators and his look was re-
proachful. He got up and went to the eleva-
tor and into it without saying anything, and
waited. When the Norths got in he took them
up. He stopped at the fifth floor and they got
out. He followed them for a step or two and
when they looked at him he looked fixedly at
the staircase. Then he got into the elevator
and disappeared with it.

“We'll walk down,” Pam said.
man.”

Jerry said nothing but went along the hall
until he came to a door at the end marked
“North Books, Inc.” He opened the door with
his key and stopped and looked at his key.

“Listen,” he said. “Where was her key?
Miss Gipson’s? To this door; to her own door
at home. To whatever else she had a right
to open? Were they in her bag?”

Pam shook her head. She said the police
had probably taken them out.

“Bill got the maid’s key from the manager,”
Jerry told her. “To the apartment. He didn't
have it.”

Pam said it was odd, without seeming to
think it odd, and why didn’t they go in? They
went in. Jerry switched on the lights in the
reception-room, comfortable in modem fur-
niture. It was a wide, shallow room, with
doors at either end and near the ends in the
wall opposite the entrance door. Jerry wenf

“The poor

to the door in the opposite wall at the right'

end and threw another tumbler switch, light-
ing the offices. He went down an inner corri-
dor, with a railing on one side and beyond it
desks with typewriters hibernating in them.
He switched on more lights in a small office
at the end of the corridor. He waved at it and
sat down in a chair.

“Miss Gipson’s,” he said. “Her copies of
her notes are in the lower right-hand drawer
of the desk. Each copy fs clipped to the note-
book in which she made her original notes.
She used one notebook for each case. My
copies are in my office. The originals have
been sent to the authors who are going to
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use them.” He sighed and appeared to go to
sleep. He roused himself. “It's all yours,” he
said. “Wake me up when we get home.”

Pam North looked in the lower right-hand
drawer of the desk. Then she looked at Jerry.

“I'm sorry, Jerry,” she said, “but you did
say ‘right’? Because they aren’t, yon know.”

“They were,” he said. “l suppose she
moved them. Look, darling.”

Pam looked. Then she looked at Jerry.

“Listen, Jerry,” she said. “Are you sure
this is the right office? Because there’s noth-
ing in the desk. Nothing at all.” She paused.
“Except some old paper clips and things, of
course,” she said. “No notes. No letters.”

“1 tell you—" Jerry said, and suddenly sat
up. He went to the desk and pulled out the
drawers one after another and shut them
again. He looked at Pam. He was no longer
sleepy.

“We were late,” Pam said.
everything, we were late.”

Jerry nodded. He said there had evidently
been something in Miss Gipson’'s desk that
somebody wanted.

“Her murderer,” Pam said.

“You jump, Pam,” Jerry said. “But prob-
ably her murderer.”

“You wouldn't like me if I didn't jump,”
Pam said. “We both know that. And it's fool-
ish to call it a jump. He wanted her notes
on the famous crimes.”

“In spite of

ERRY shook his head at that. He pointed
J out that that really was a jump. He said
it might have been anything—anything that
collects in an office desk, even in a month.
Letters received at the office, or carried to the
office for rereading and left in the desk. Little
memoranda, scrawled on slips of paper. Or
written on desk calendars.

They had both thought of that at the same
moment. Their heads met over the desk. The
desk calendar was there. The uppermost
sheet said Tuesday, September 11. But the
old sheets—the turned-back sheets—were
missing. Two-thirds of the year had van-
ished. And the past month of Amelia Gip-
son’s life.

“Well,” Pam said.

She watched as Jerry leafedinto the future,
which was not to be Miss Gipson'’s future. In
early October there was one notation: “Den-
tist, 2 ».m » That was to have been on Octo-
ber 9. Beyond fttffct, in so far as she had con-
fided to her desk calendar, Miss Gipson had
had no plans.

“Perhaps she tore the old ones off and
threw them away after they were finished,”
Pam said. “The old days.”

“Perhaps,” Jerry said. “But | never knew
anyone wmo did, did you? From this kind of
a calendar, with rings meant to—to hold the
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past? For reference? Because that's one thing
calendars on office desks are for. Day before
yesterday’s telephone numbers—things like
that.”

Pam was nodding slowly.

“What happened,” she said, “was that
everything was taken. Whether it meant any-
thing or not. So we wouldn’'t know what did
mean something. Don’t you suppose it was
that way?”

Jerry agreed it could have been. He was
looking thoughtfully at nothing. Then he
said, “Wait here a minute, Pam,” and went
out of the office, and she could hear his steps
going down the corridor. She stopped hear-
ing them and waited in an office which had
grown very still. She waited until surely it
was time for him to come back. And then the
lights in the general office went out. Pam
was on her feet and crying “Jerry! Jerry!”
with her voice rising and then she was run-
ning through the office, dim and shadowy
with, only the light from the office behind her
to dispel the darkness. As she ran toward
Jerry’s office she saw that there was no light
in it

She was not afraid, except for Jerry. She
forgot to be afraid. But it took her a moment
to find the tumbler switch inside the door of
Jerry’s office. And then she screamed, be-
cause Jerry North was on his hands and knees
on the floor and was shaking his head in a
puzzled fashion. She ran to him, but by then
he was getting up and she stopped. There
was a bruise on his forehead and in the cen-
ter of it a thin line of blood where the skin
was broken.

“Jerry!” she said.
Are you—"~

She stopped, because, although his face was
puzzled and not quite all together, Jerry was
grinning at her.

“No, Pam,” he said, “I'm not all right, as
you see. But I'm all right. | just bumped my
head.”

“Somebody hit you!” Pam said. Her voice
was high and tense.

Jerry started to shake his head and then
stopped shaking it and put a hand to it. He
saw blood on his hand and began to dab at
the blood with a handkerchief.

“1 fell into the desk,” he said. “Nobody hit
me. But somebody pushed me. From behind,
hard. Just as | was reaching for the light
switch. It—it caught me off balance. And so
| fell into the desk. It—it dazed me for a min-
ute. But I'm all right.”

“Darling!” Pam said. “And | got you into
it You didn't want to come. | made you.”
Jerry said it was all right.

“Come on,” Pam said. “We'll go right
home. We'll get a doctor. We'll—"

But Jerry, a little unsteadily, was opening

“Darling! Oh darling!

a drawer in his desk. He brought out» hand-
ful of typewritten sheets.

“Miss Gipson's notes,” he said. "On the
four cases she'd finished. My copies. So they
weren't—"

He stopped, because Pam did not seem to.
be listening to him.

“Jerry!” Pam said. “There’'s perfume in
here. There was in Miss Gipson’s office, too,
but I was too excited to realize it. The same

perfume.”
Jerry tested the air. He nodded.
“Not mine,” Pam said. “Not what I'm

wearing now, as it wasn't before. That Fleur
de Something or Other. The same as was in
her apartment. The murderer’s perfume.”

Jerry did not say, this time, that she was
jumping. He said he thought they ought to
get out of there. They went out, leaving the
lights burning behind them. It was Pam who
rang the elevator bell, and kept on ringing
it until the building guard brought the eleva-
tor up and glowered at them. This time he
spoke, but not until they were at the ground
floor.

“People could use the stairs,” he said then.
“Coming down, anyway. Other people do.”

“Who does?” Pam said, quickly.

“Whoever just went out of course,” he said.
“Who did you think?”

“But who was it? ” Pam said.

He shook his head at that.

“1 just heard them,” he said. “I didn’'t see
nobody. Just steps woke me up, but they
were gone before | looked.”

CHAPTER IV

WEDNESDAY, 7:30 A.M.
to 10:20 A.M.

[HE grist was coming in.
Bill Weigand, drinking
coffee out of a paper con-
tainer and abstractedly
eating an egg sandwich,
looked at it without en-
thusiasm. One hundred
and thirty-three men and
women, and boys and
girls, had filed slips at the
central desk in the main
reference room between seven o'clock the
evening before and closing time. The slips
included, along with titles and catalogue
numbers, the names and addresses of the
readers. Few of these were particularly legi-
ble; there was no reason to suppose that, if
the murderer were one of them, the mur-
derer would have signed a name and given
an address.

He—to use a pronoun which was probably
erroneous in gender—need not have turned in
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aslip at all. That was not required; certainly
in his case it would not have been indicated.
He could have walked through the catalogue
room and into either the North or South
Reading Rooms and no one would have ques-
tioned him. He could have been looking a
word up in a dictionary. He could have been
reading the Britannica. Or he could merely
have been looking for Miss Amelia Gipson,
to see how the poison was working on her.
That he had been there seemed probable.
It had not seemed probable, because obvi-
ously it was not necessary for his plan, until
Gerald North had called at 2:30 that morning
and told of the ransacking of Miss Gipson's
desk at North Books, Inc.; told also of hav-
ing been pushed into his own desk; added
aggrievedly that he had a headache as a re-
sult. The intruder had had keys to the office,
Jerry North pointed out. Presumably they
were Miss Gipson’s keys. Didn’t Bill think?
Bill Weigand did think. And in that event,
the chances were high that—unless, of course,
Miss Gipson had given her murderer the keys
to the North offices, to facilitate his heavy
task—the keys had been taken from the Gip-
son purse in the confusion which followed her
violent attack of illness in the North Reading
Room of the Library. Therefore, the mur-
derer was in the North Reading Room of the
Library. The murderer had not taken the
folding drinking cup from the purse. There-
fore, the murderer had not minded their
discovering that a concentrated solution of
sodium fluoride had been drunk from the
cup. That was not puzzling. Presence of the
cup, with its traces of poison, would encour-
age them to think of suicide. Only Miss Gip-
son had got the better of her murderer there.
Bill Weigand sighed, reached for the re-
mains of his sandwich and found there were
no remains. He finished his paper cup of cof-
fee, savoring the taste of cardboard—the
slight fuzziness of texture which probably
was attributable to dissolved wood pulp—
and sighed. He was reminded of Deputy Chief

to ps fo r.

Inspector Artemus O’Malley.

O’Malley still believed in suicide. He
thought the last line Miss Gipson had writ-
ten, in a hand firm up to the end—before it
was no longer a living hand, but a dying one
in which a fountain pen trailed meaninglessly
—was merely something she had written
about the Purdy case. She was taking notes
on a poison murder, wasn't she? The last
line mentioned poison, didn’t it? Well?

“The trouble with you, Weigand,” O'Malley
said at 2:35 that morning, just after the
Norths had called and just as he was going
home to bed—*“the trouble with you, Wei-
gand, is that you let the Norths ball things
up. Here you've got a nice simple suicide
and you let the Norths ball you up. Snafu!”

The word snafu had come late into Inspec-
tor O’Malley’s life. He liked it, although
sometimes Weigand wondered whether he
exactly understood it. It had come to mean
anything unduly complicated; anything out
of the classic tradition of police work. “Round
'em up make 'em talk’s what | always say,”
O’Malley always did say. Bill Weigand could
only think that, in O’Malley’s more active
days, crime had had a pleasing simplicity
which now it lacked. He sighed again and
dropped the container which had held coffee
—perhaps—into a wastebasket. He drummed
lightly with the fingers of his right hand on
the desk top.

NE hundred and thirty-three men and
women, boys and girls, to be interviewed,

to see whether they knew anything ; had seen
anything. Say a dozen of them had given
false addresses; in New York it was safe, he
thought, that twelve out of a hundred and
thirty-three would give false names and ad-
dresses for reasons of their own—reasons ab-
surd and serious, obvious and obscure and
having, the chances went a hundred to one,
no connection whatever with the demise of
Miss Amelia Gipson, fifty-two years old, late-
[Tum page]
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ly of Ward College, more lately of North
Books, Inc., having a niece who did not care
for her and a friend who was frightened, and
no need to take a forty-dollar-a-week job for
which she had no special training and prob-
ably no consuming interest.

One hundred and thirty-three of all ages
and both sexes, a dozen of whom would be
troublesome to find and must, even more than
the rest, be found. Because it was never cer-
tain that their desire for anonymity had not
grown out of the murder of Miss Amelia Gip-
son. Such a search for privacy, if excessive,
was not criminal. Still—it was odd; still it
needed explanation. The solution of crime
almost inevitably involved the clearing of a
half-dozen irrelevant mysteries, few of which
any longer interested Bill Weigand. Particu-
larly at 7:30 in the morning, after a night of
work; particularly when Dorian was out of
town and had taken her smile, so curiously
refreshing, with her and would not be back,
for another six full days, plus an entirely un-
called for six hours.

The hundred and thirty-three could be left
to the precincts, as could the majority of the
attendants on duty when Miss Gipson had
been taken ill. That was something; all Wei-
gand and his own people would have to do
would be to collate the information, if any
was gathered. It would be pleasant if one of
the hundred and thirty-three had seen Miss
Gipson in the grip of a powerful man with a
black beard, one leg and other arresting pe-
culiarities and had seen this spectacular crea-
ture pouring poison forcefully into her mouth.

Bill Weigand was afraid that so simple a
pleasure would be denied him. He thought
the attendant, already questioned, who had
seen Miss Gipson pass through the catalogue
room into the outer hall and return a little
later, and who had deduced that she had gone
down the hall to drink from one of the wall
fountains, had told them as much as any-
body would be apt to about the actual injec-
tion of the poison.

But someone, among those who had gath-
ered around Miss Gipson when she suddenly
made a terrible sound, which was half scream
and half retching, and collapsed sideways
over the arm of the chair, might have seen
something of significance. One of them might
have seen a man—aor, if perfume meant any-
thing, a woman—handling Miss Gipson's
purse; might even have seen someone take
something out of it. That would be very
helpful. Unfortunately, only three of those
persons had lingered long enough to be in-
terrogated by the patrolman who first reached
the scene. Weigand read over the terse re-
ports of their interrogation:

“Roger Burnside, student, of 201A, Grand
Concourse, the Bronx, said he was sitting
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across from deceased and had his attention
attracted by a strange sound emanating from
her. Describes sound as a low scream.
Looked up to see her staring at him. He
thinks she tried to speak and could not He
thinks she was writing something. Says she
then collapsed across arm of chair in which
she was sitting and began to vomit Went to
her assistance but was preceded by several
other persons, none of whom he can describe,
and found his assistance unnecessary. Re-
mained on the chance it might be.”

“Florence Pettley, housewife: Was looking
up recipes in a cookbook when heard strange,
dreadful sound behind her and turned around
to find elderly woman apparently very ill.
Asked to describe illness, said: ‘She seemed
to be sick at her stomach.” Went to her and
found her moaning and apparently unable to
speak; very sick at the stomach. Held de-
ceased’s head and tried to talk to her, but
doubts if deceased heard or understood.”

“John Gallahady, unemployed, was reading
old copies of The New Yorker at table on
other side of central aisle: Heard retching
sound from elderly woman who looked like a
teacher in a fresh-water college and saw her
begin to throw up. Went to see what he could
do to help and decided there was nothing,
but remained on chance there might be.
Started to leave when he himself became
nauseated but was stopped by arrival of po-
lice, who asked him to remain, since he had
been a witness. Remembers plump house-
wife—presumably a reference to Mrs. Pettley
—fussing about but did not particularly no-
tice anyone else.”

OSE were the ones they had. There
were then only one hundred and thirty
to go. The others probably would be even less
helpful. Then, just as he was about to toss
the three reports into a basket, he paused.
About one of the interviews there had been
something that lingered, faintly disturbing,
in his memory. He looked at them again.

The last person—John Gallahady—had
been a good guesser. Ward College would
not like being called “fresh-water.” But it was
a small college and not famous. Mr. Galla-
hady was acute. It might be interesting to
know what made him so acute. Weigand rum-
maged among the papers on his desk and
found the typed, alphabetized, list of persons
who had signed out for books. He ran a pen-
cil down the G’s. No Gallahady. No—

“Damn,” Weigand said. “Of course!”

There were only eleven now to be discov-
ered among those who had used false names.
One was found. For Gallahady, read Gala-
had. Caxton, setting up the type for Sir
Thomas Malory’s “Noble and Joyous Book
entytled Le Morte d’Arthur” had once re-
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versed that reading, for Galahad had set
Gallahady. Weigand groped to ascertain how
he knew this. Then, dimly, he remembered
that he had been reading the Noble Tale in a
reprint edition on a rainy day in the country
during the summer; reading it lacking all
other reading. And had seen a footnote and
remembered it.

So John Gallahady was Sir Galahad, going
to the succor of a distressed gentlewoman,
was he? Very fanciful, the unemployed gen-
tleman who had been reading The New York-
®r in the Library and had not quite got away
before the police came. A little pedantic in
his allusions. Weigand thought it would be
interesting to talk to Mr. Gallahady and
wished he could. The chances did not seem
good; false name probably meant also false
address—an address in the West Fifties. Bill
Weigand looked at the address, which some-
how seemed authentic. A good many unem-
ployed gentlemen lived in those blocks, in
small, dusty rooms. There was a chance that
Gallahady, having little time to think, had
given an authentic address—addresses were
harder to think of than names, sometimes,
particularly if you did not very well know the
city.

Weigand got the West Forty-eighth Street
police station on the telephone. The precinct
would be glad to send a man around. If they
found Gallahady they would bring him in.

“Irish, sounds like,” O’Callahan, on the
desk, told Bill Weigand. “Irish, is he?”

“He could be,” Bill said. He smiled slightly
to himself. “I've sometimes thought he must
have been,” Weigand said. “An extremist, it
always seemed to me.”

“Huh?" O’Callahan said.

Weigand told him to skip it. Weigand said
he had been talking to himself. He replaced
the telephone, looked at it and heard it ring.
He took it up and said, “Homicide. Weigand
speaking.”

“Hello, loot,” Mullins said. “Look, loot. I'm
up here at the girl's room. The girl who
cleaned up Miss Gipson’s room.”

“The room of the girl who cleaned up Miss
Gipson’s room,” Bill Weigand said. “The pen

of my aunt.”
“What?” Mullins said. “I don’t get it, loot.”
“l know where you are,” Bill said. “I told

you to go there. What does she say?”

“Nothing,” Mullins said. “She ain't'here.”

“Why?” Weigand said. “l thought she
wasn't due at the hotel until ten. She’s prob-
ably out to breakfast.”

“1 got here at seven,” Mullins said. “She
wasn't here then. She wasn’t here last night,
from the looks of things. The bed, you know,
loot.”

Weigand said he knew.

“And,” Mullins said, “her clothes ain't here,

either. Anyway, not enough clothes. Of
course, maybe she didn't have many clothes.”
“Listen,” Bill said. “You mean she's
skipped?”

Wasn't that, Mullins said, what he was tell-
ing the loot? It looked like she had skipped.

“Or of course,” Mullins added, in a con-
versational tone, “somebody could have
bumped her off. Naturally.”

“Right,” Weigand said. He looked at his
desk, and was displeased by it. Outside it
looked like a pleasant morning.

“Hold it,” Weigand told Mullins.
coming up.”

“I'm

LORENCE ADAMS, who had been a maid
at the Holborn Annex, had lived in a
rooming house a few blocks from Columbia
University—lived in a small room which
looked unlived in. There was a worn black
coat hanging in the tiny, low closet which
opened off the room; on the cheap dresser
there were traces of powder and in the waste-
basket there were severalwads of used cleans-
ing tissue. Weigand sniffed at the cleansing
tissue, which smelled of cold cream; he
sniffed the coat, which smelled of dust. There
was nothing in the room which smelled of
the Fleur de Something or Other which had
been so quietly insistent in Miss Gipson’s
room. And there was nothing in the room
to tell him anything about Florence Adams,
or to tell him where she had gone.
There was, Mullins agreed, nothing to sug-
gest that she had met with ill fortune, includ-
ing the very ill fortune of being bumped off.

“Only,” Mullins said, “people are. We
ought to know that, loot. Particularly when
they lend keys to murderers to have copies
made. It ain’'t healthy.” Mullins paused. “Or,
of course,” he said, “she could be the one
we're looking for. There's always that, too.”

There was, Weigand agreed. Certainly she
was one of the ones they were looking for
now. His eyes kept searching the room, look-
ing for secrets in it He knelt and looked un-
der the bed, and saw only dust. He turned
back the covers. The sheets had been used
for a week, he guessed; perhaps for two
weeks. Near the bed there was a shelf
which might have contained books and which
now contained nothing. As far as he could
see, the room—possibly with a change of
sheets—was ready for the next tenant who
passed that way.

It was odd, he thought suddenly, how easy
it was to overlook the obvious. Yesterday's
newspaper was not only dead; apparently it(
was invisible. Or had been invisible. Now it
was visible enough, lying on the seat of the
straight chair by the dusty window. He picked
itup. Itwas The Daily News of that morning,
turned open at the second page. There was a
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very short story there—a paragraph inserted
for the record. The top line of the head read:
“Poisoned in Library.” The bank amplified:
“Middle-aged Woman dies in Reading
Room.” The story added little to the head-
line, except the possibility that the woman
may have been an Amelia Gibson, living at
the Holborn Annex and that her death ap-
parently was suicide.

A police slip at Headquarters had given
them that much to make an edition with—
to make it on the outside chance that it might
not be suicide, because poison in the Public
Library had the charm of novelty. The story
had been written, evidently, before an astute
detective, making a routine check of a suspi-
cious death, had come upon the last line
which Miss Gipson had written and decided
it might be a case for Homicide.

Later editions of The News had had more.
The story had flowered, not only in The News
but in The Mirror. It had made the split page
in The Herald Tribune and had got a two-
column head, below the fold, of course, in
The Times. It would be doing a great deal
better in the afternoons, Weigand thought.

Florence Adams had not waited its flower-
ing. She had seen enough in the edition of
The News on street sale by midnight to satis-
fy her curiosity. You could read that much
easily; Weigand hoped he read it rightlv. Be-
cause if he did, Florence Adams knew some-
thing—had done something—which led her
into flight. It was always helpful when peo-
ple began to run. It was revealing. And they
were almost always caught.

Bill Weigand found a telephone and talked
to the Holborn Annex. Florence Adams was
not there; she was not due there for better
than an hour.

“By the way,” the desk clerk said, “one of
your men is here, lieutenant. Detective
O’Connor? He's been talking to one of the
other maids—the one on the early trick. Do
you want to talk to him?”

Weigand thought he did. He listened to
O’Connor, said “Right,” and hung up.

“O’Connor says the other girl—a woman of
about sixty, by the way—says Florence never
used any perfume that she could smell,” Wei-
gand told Mullins. “And he got a description
of Florence for us.”

Twenty minutes later the description was
on the teletype. It went into police stations
throughout New York and New Jersey; it
went into Connecticut and across into Penn-
sylvania; it stuttered out of machines in Mas-
sachusetts.

“Wanted for questioning,” it said. “Flor-
ence Adams; about 24; black hair, sallow
complexion; about 115 pounds; five feet
three; may have been wearing brown wool
two-piece dress, beige stockings, black shoes.

Sometimes wears glasses with white metal
rims. Believed myopic. No coloring on fin-
gernails. ldentifiable New York City accent.
This woman is wanted for questioning in con-
nection Gipson murder. Please hold.”

By the time an operator at Headquarters
was fingering the description out on the tele-
type, Weigand and Mullins were back in
Weigand’'s office. And they were waiting
for Mr. Gallahady, who had been sitting
placidly in his room in the West Fifties, read-
ing PM. He had not seemed surprised when
a detective from the precinct said that there
were one or two points they would like
cleared up, and would he mind being run
downtown to offices of detectives in charge
of the case. Gallahady had said he did not
mind in the least; he had been very cheerful
about it. He had also agreed that his name
was Philip Spencer, confirming the statement
of his landlady.

Bill Weigand did not wait long. They
brought Gallahady-Spencer in to him and,
invited, Gallahady-Spencer sat down. Mul-
lins, at a nod from Weigand, got a notebook
ready.

“By the way,” Weigand asid, “why Galla-
hady?”

The man who sat, easily and with apparent
confidence, was in his middle forties. He
needed a shave and a haircut; he needed a
new suit and new shoes; he needed, Weigand
thought suddenly, a new life. There was a
laxness about his face; a kind of hopeless
softness and he smelled a little as if he had
been drinking a good deal for a long time.

UT nothing in his manner apologized for
B any of this; nothing in his manner ad-
mitted any of this. If he had fought it once,
he was no longer fighting it.

“A jest,” he said, answering Bill Weigand’s
question. “Possibly pedantic. | borrowed it
from—"

Bill's nod stopped him. Bill said he knew
where the name had been borrowed from.
He perceived the jest. Spencer raised his eye-
brows as he listened; he seemed surprised.

“Aside from Caxton’s little error,” Wei-
gand said, “why any false name? Why not
your own name, Mr. Spencer?”

Spencer said it was a whim. He said he
didn't know why. He pointed out that he
had, in any event, given his correct address.

“Probably,” Bill told him, “because it is
difficult to think of a convincing address in a
city you don’t know very well—when you are
talking to men who know it very well.” And
Spencer could skip the whim part of it

“Do you know, lieutenant, | think you may
be quite right about the address business,”
Spencer said. He spoke with a kind of de-
tached interest. “lI wondered why | didn't
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give a fictitious address.
explained it”

Bill held him to it. It wasn't a whim, he
pointed out again. He pointed out, also, that
they were investigating a case of murder.

“Why,” Bill said, “did you go to tine trouble
to hide your identity, Mr. Spencer? Has your
identity something to do with the case?”

Spencer hesitated, clearly making up his
mind what to say. Then he said that Weigand
might think his identity had something to do
with the case.

“1 knew Amelia,” he said. “Naturally, | say
| had nothing to do with her taking off. But
you would expect me to say that.”

“Right,” Bill Weigand said. He waited.

“It was a very unfortunate coincidence, for
me,” Spencer said. “Very unfortunate. |
might have been almost any other place. |
might have been in South Reading Room in-
stead of the North Reading Room. It would
have made no difference to Amelia, believe
me. But oh, the difference to me.”

Weigand waited.

“1 wish you would believe it was entirely
a coincidence,” Spencer said. He spoke al-
most wistfully.

Still Weigand said nothing. Spencer looked
at the detective lieutenant’s face and then he
shrugged. They might as well have it, he
told them, and waited until Mullins was
ready.

“Name,” he said. “Philip Spencer. With
one *1* Philip Spencer, Ph.D. Age, 43. Occu-
pation, former associate professor of English
at Ward College, Rushton, Indiana. Dis-
missed for unbecoming conduct with one of
the students—one of the girls. Because a
spiteful little fool told a lot of lies to a spite-
ful old bitch who—" He broke off. He smiled,
and the smile was contorted. He began again.

“Too much coincidence,” he said. “Even
for me. And yet it's true. The girl, who I
swear misunderstood something which was
entirely innocent, went to Miss Amelia Gip-
son—Gipson with a p, mind you—who was
ihead of the Latin Department and also a sort
'‘of unofficial censor of morals. And Amelia
'iwent to the president of the school, who was
'a friend of mine but not—well, not that good
a friend. Understandable—the school was
all he had. It had to be above suspicion.
Well—I wasn’'t. So he had to let me go. He
was as quiet about it as he could be—as de-
cent. But Amelia saw the word got around.”

He paused and looked off at nothing.

“Schools are touchy,” he said. “Big schools
and little schools. Faculty members of girls’
colleges who are suspected of—molesting—
their charges don't find it easy to get jobs.
And teachers in their forties—just good
enough teachers—don’'t find it easy to get
other jobs.”

I think you have

He looked at Mullins. He asked Mullins if
he was getting it all. Mullins said “yeah.”

“l was married,” he said. “My wife was not
in good health. Possibly that is one of the
reasons | had remained at Ward; because of
the security. My wife died about six months
after l—Ileft the faculty. Our living condi-
tions weren't what they had been and, as |
said, she was not in good health. | have been
somewhat—somewhat detached from life ever
since. | had even almost forgotten Amelia
until | saw her at the Library last night. You
will hardly believe that, but it's true. | heard
she has p1;0 left the faculty. It seems there
were—other cases. Rather like mine, except
that in the end she seems to have been imag-
ining them. She made one or two mistakes—
imagined one or two impossibilities, | sup-
pose—and the head suggested that she leave.”

Spencer was silent for a moment, regarding
the past as if it were in the room.

“There was a suggestion that | might re-
turn to Ward after Amelia left,” he said, at
length, quietly. “It seemed rather late. Rath-
er too late.”

E stopped speaking again and this time he
did not resume. Weigand waited and
after a time asked whether that was all of it.

“That's all of it,” Spencer said. “l was
there. You could make a motive out of what
I've told you. There isn't anything else. |
can't prove | didn't give her whatever she
died of. | don’'t even know what it was. |
didn't see anything suspicious, so | can't put
you on a trail.”

This time it was Weigand who established
the silence and let it lie in the office. And it
was Spencer who suddenly leaned forward in
his chair.

“Well, lieutenant?” he said.

Bill Weigand looked at him, with no par-
ticular expression, and shook his head.

“It's not that easy, Mr. Spencer,” he said.
“You can see that. You know what the truth
is, so far as you are concerned. You have file
advantage of me. | don't know. AIl I know
is what you say.”

“Which,” Spencer said, “you see no reason
to believe.”

It was not a question. But Bill Weigand
said it was not even that easy.

“Which,” he said, “l1 have no grounds to
form an opinion on. At the moment, it is
equally possible you are telling the truth and
lying. There is nothing impossible in your
story, as you know. Since you are not, so far
as | can see, a fool, there wouldn’t be any-
thing impossible in the story. I'll have to look
into it.”

“And let me know,” Spencer finished.

He need have no doubt of that, Weigand
promised him, and there was a certain grim-
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ness in his promise. Meanwhile, Mr. Spencer
would—

“"Hold myself available,” Spencer finished.
“Or do you hold me available?”

Weigand smiled pleasantly, and told him
the former, by all means.

“Of course,” he said, “we might take a hand
if it became necessary. | assume it won't |
assume we'll be able to find you at your room
when we want you.”

Spencer stood up. Weigand looked up at
him, saying nothing. Spencer hesitated a mo-
ment, as if he were about to say more, and
then said, “Well, all right” in an uncertain
fashion, and then, “Goodbye.”

“Goodbye, Mr. Spencer,” Weigand said,
politely. “Probably I'll be seeing you.”

Spencer did not look happy. He went. Mul-
lins, looking after him, shook his head.

“O’Malley,” Mullins said, “ain’'t going to
like it, loot. Next best to suicide, this guy
Spencer is. Opportunity, motive, present on
the scene, false name—hell, he’'s made for it.”

Bill said he gathered Mullins wasn’t buying
Spencer’s story. Mullins shrugged. He said
it wasn't him, it was the inspector. He looked
at Weigand.

“How about you, loot?” he said.

Weigand’'s fingers were drumming gently
on his desk. He did not look up. For a mo-
ment he did not speak. Then he said he didn’t
like coincidences.

“It needs a lot of believing, Spencer's
story,” he said. “But, as | told him, it's pos-
sible. And we can’'t hang him on it. O’'Malley
couldn’t, | couldn't. The commissioner
couldn’t or the D. A., so we waits and sees.”

Again Mullins waited. He saw Weigand
look at the watch on his wrist, and then up
at the clock on the wall. Weigand said they
ought to be hearing from Stein. Mullins
looked enquiring. Weigand said Stein was at
the lawyers’ office.

“Williams, Franke and something or other,”
he said. “Miss Gipson’s attorneys. Attorneys
for the estate she was handling. The people
who know—"

The telephone on his desk rang and he
spoke into it. He said, “All right, Stein, come
along up.” He replaced the receiver and said,
“Speaking of coincidences.”

HEY waited, looking at the door, and De-

tective Sergeant Stein came in. He was a
trim, slender man in hie thirties, with dark,
absorbed eyes. He sat down where Spencer
had sat. He said he had seen a man named
Mason. He said Mason had given him the
dope.

Amelia Gipson was the daughter of Alfred
Gipson, Stein said, checking with his notes
as he talked. Alfred Gipson had died, leaving
a good deal of money, in 1901. He had left it

to his wife in trust and, on her death two
years later, it had been divided between the
two children, Amelia and Alfred Gipson, Jr.
Each had received around three hundred
thousand dollars. Amelia had put hers, for
the most part, in bonds; a good deal of it in
government bonds. She had lived on the in-
terest; until recently, when taxes went up and
interest down, she had done a little better
than live on the interest. But say she left
about the same sum she had inherited.

“To?” Weigand said.

Stein said he was coming to that He said
it wasn't, he thought, the most important
thing. But she had left the bulk of it to a
nephew and a niece, in equal shares. To get
back, he said.

Alfred, Jr., Amelia’s brother, had been
about ten years older than Amelia—he had
been born in 1883, and had been twenty when
his mother died. And at twenty, apparently,
he had started making money. He had made
it, sometimes rapidly, sometimes slowly, but
almost always consistently, until he died in
1940. He had also found time to marry and
beget two children. His wife died when her
daughter was born in 1922, which made the
daughter twenty-three. The son was two
years older. That was John. The girl was
Nora. But no longer Nora Gipson. Now Nora
Frost, wife of Major Kennet Frost

"Air Force major,” Stein said. “He's been
in the Pacific. But he got back Stateside yes-
terday, Mason thinks. They expect him in
New York today some time. Everybody’s all
steamed up—or everybody was yesterday.
The aunt's death—made a difference, Mason
supposes, to get back.”

Alfred Gipson, who had dropped the junior
when his father died, had brought up the chil-
dren with some advice from his sister, who,
however, had apparently exercised a rather
distant supervision, except in the summers,
when she had joined the family at a place
they had in Maine. She and the children,
with enough servants, had spent most sum-
mers there when John and Nora were grow-
ing up, and Alfred had come up for long
weekends and sometimes for a week or two
at a time.

Alfred Gipson had had almost a year's
warning of his death. He had drawn up his
will when John was nineteen and Nora sev-
enteen. He left his money—which ran to
about a million and a half after taxes—to his
sister in trust for the children, with the pro-
viso that it was to be divided between them
when Nora was twenty-five Stein paused and
looked up.

“Or,” he said, “upon the death of Amelia
Gipson, whichever should occur first.”

Weigand nodded slowly.

“So the children cut up a million and =
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half,” he said. “Plus Amelia's share.”

"Less tax,” Stein said.

“Less tax,” Bill Weigand agreed. “Still all
right, 1 should think. The next question—
are the children hard up?”

Mason said not, Stein told him. Major Frost
had some money—not the same kind of
money, but some.

“And John’s probably m the Army,” Wei-
gand said. “Or the Navy?”

Stein shook his head.

“Apparently not,” he said. “John’s a chem-
ist—for his age, Mason thinks a pretty im-
portant chemist Too important to get killed,
unless he blows himself up. Mason seemed
to think there was a pretty good chance he
would, although the stuff he’s working on is
all very secret. Has been right along. Mason
thinks now it may have had something to do
with the atomic bombs, but he still doesn’t
know. And John'’s still working at it. Up in
Connecticut somewhere, apparently a good
way from other people except the people he's
working with. Only he’s in town now.”

“Why?” Weigand wanted to know.

Stein shrugged. He said he had asked Ma-
son. He said Mason didn’'t know.

“Mason says if anybody knows, it's Back-
ley,” Stein said. “Backley is another member
of the firm. He’s out of town, but’'s expected
back this evening. Mason says Backley is the
man who has really handled the Gipson af-
fairs and had most of the personal contacts
with them. He says we’ll want to talk to
Backley.”

Weigand nodded. He said they would.

“And,” he said, “with the children.” He
tapped his desk gently. “Rather soon,” he
added.

CHAPTER V

WEDNESDAY, 10:20 4 .M.
to 1:45 P.M.

AMELIA GIPSON had
completed research into
three murder cases before
she provided one. The re-
sults lay on Pamela
North’s desk in neat type-
script They were sum-
maries; the skeletons of
old tragedies. The one up-
permost was headed:
“Notes ontheJoyce Went-

worth Murder for Mr. Hill.” Mr. Hill was the
writer who would put the intangible flesh of
words on the skeleton of fact Miss Gipson had
provided. It was cut to Mr. Hill's taste, was
the Wentworth murder. It was unsolved and
meaningless; it piqued the curiosity which it
wo little satisfied. It would give Mr. Hill room

to turn around in, which was what Mr. Hill
liked. His own series, “Fancies in Death,”
presented—some suggested more than any-
thing else—the spectacle of Mr. Hill turning
around. The whimsically macabre was Mr.
Hill's dish.

With the Wentworth case, Pam North de-
cided, Mr. Hill could do practically anything
—hint at things most strange and wonderful.
Nobody was ever going to call him to ac-
count, setting cold fact against his artful
imagining. There was very little cold fact

The coal of Pam’s cigarette, which was
held in the hand against which she rested
her cheek as she read, nestled in her hair.
There was a faint, acrid scent of burning
hair. Pam sniffed, said “Oh, not again” aloud
to herself and brushed at her hair violently.
She got up and looked at it in a mirror and
said, without surprise, “Damn.” She went
back to the script.

Nobody knew who had killed Joyce Went-
worth, or why she had been Killed. It was
likely, unless Mr. Hill could dream up a so-
lution, that nobody would ever know either
of these facts..Joyce Wentworth had been a
tall, slender girl with a thin, sculptured face
and pale red hair. She had earned her living
by wearing clothes which looked on her as
they would never look on anyone else—by
walking, with a faint and detached smile on
her really lovely face, throught the aisles of
one of the big Fifth Avenue stores.

Sometimes, although it might be eleven in
the morning, die wore evening dress; some-
times, although it might be August, she wore
furs; often she wore suits and street dresses,
but always it was possible to tell that she
was not merely a customer, but a dream pro-
vided by the management. Women who had
rather more than Joyce Wentworth's figure,
although not always so judiciously arranged,
sometimes identified themselves with the
dream and purchased the evening dresses,
the furs, the coats and suits and street
dresses, which she made resplendent. And
often they wondered, afterward, what it was
that had gone wrong between dream aftd
realization.

Joyce Wentworth had been wearing her
own clothes, which were merely clothes and
not creations, when she had been killed She
had been walking from the bus stop nearest
her home in the Murray Hill section—a one-
room-and-bath home, quite in proportion to
her salary—and it had been not quite dark
on a winter’s afternoon. It was assumed she
was walking home; she had been talking to
one of the salesgirls at the store on the bus,
and had said she was going home.

That was in 1942—December 11, 1942—and

the streets were partly lighted but not light
enough. Apparently somebody had hidden
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in t'te shadow of a building entrance, let the
girl pass and then stepped up behind her and
stuck a kitchen knife in her back. Whoever
it was had left the knife there and walked
away. The girl had managed to walk almost
a quarter of a block before she fell. She was
still alive when she was found, about ten min-
utes later. She had died in an ambulance
and had never said anything to anyone.

It was, as one newspaper writer had
pointed out, a perfect murder. Miss Gipson
had quoted a sentence or two from the news-
paper story in her notes. “This,” the news-
paper specialist in crime had written, “is the
way to commit murder if you want to mur-
der. This crime has classic simplicity. Over-
take your victim on a quiet street, stab or
bludgeon or throttle, walk away. Complica-
tion may trap you—Ileave booby traps, intri-
cate time tables, alibis—to the writers of
mysteries. Waylay, strike and walk away.
The chance is gooid that you will be safe.
If you have no motive, you are almost certain
to be safe.”

murderer of Joyce Wentworth, at any
memrate, had been safe. He was safe today.
He had dropped nothing; he had left no
fingerprints. There was nothing the police
could find in the girl’s past to give motive for
her death. The police had hinted at a jealous
lover; they could produce no lover, jealous
or satisfied. They had sought a triangle, but
Joyce Wentworth’s life had been, so far as
they could discover, a straight line—a line
leading from a small town in Indiana to
death in East Thirty-sixth Street.

The very simplicity of the case—its stark-
ness—had, coupled with the girl’s quite strik-
ing beauty, given the murder celebrity. A
great deal had been written about it in 1942;
it had since then become a reference point
in all surveys of murder in America. Now
Mr. Hill was to do it for, presumably, all
time.

“With curlicues,” Pam North said to her-
self.

She laid the typescript face down and
thought it over. That was the task she had
set herself. She had told Jerry so at break-
fast, which was rather later than usual; she
had said that Bill was obviously going to
work with Miss Gipson's family, because he
assumed the solution of her murder lay in
that direction.

Or with Helen Burt, whoever she might
turn out to be.

“So,” Pam said, “obviously we've got to
see if it was something she found out because
she was working for you. And that will be
in her notes, if anywhere.”

It was not obvious to Jerry, holding his
head, which ached, that they had to see

anything. He said he had seen enough al-
ready.

“Stars,” Pam said. “1 know. It's dreadfuL
Jerry. But after all, it's your responsibility.”

With that, also, Jerry was out of accord.
Miss Amelia Gipson was his responsibility
only on pay day.

“Employee’s compensation,” Pam said. “Or
insurance. It's a State law. Just as if she
had slipped on a rug!”

There was nothing in the State law, Jerry
assured her, which made an employer liable
for the murder of any of his employees. He
looked thoughtful.

“Anyway,” he said, “off the premises.”

In that case, Pam said, the obligation was
all the more pressing, being moral. She
looked at Jerry with interested expectancy,
waiting obviously for an answer to that one.
Jerry looked somewhat puzzled and ran his
right hand through his hair.

‘“Look,” he said, “it isn't like tripping on a
rug. She didn't fall over anything.”

Pam shook her head. She said that was
precisely the point. She said she thought
Amelia Gipson had fallen over something.

“Something dangerous,” she said. “In look-
ing up the old cases. She solved something
and the murderer didn’'t like it.” Jerry
started to speak. “And | do remember what
Bill said,” Pam went on. “But | still think it's

possible. Didn't Poe?”
“Didn't Poe what,” Jerry enquired, in-
cautiously.

“Work out a case the police couldn’t solve,"”
Pam said. “Make a story of it?”

That had been fiction, Jerry pointed out
There was no evidence Poe was right He
had a theory, like anyone else; being a man
of genius, his theory had been arresting and

persuasive. But there was nothing to in-
dicate that it had been right.

“After all,” Jerry said, “nobody Killed
Poe.”

“You're getting off the subject” Pam said.
“Because your head aches, probably. We
were talking about Miss Gipson, whom some-
body did kill. We're not trying to solve Poe’s
death.”

Jerry ran a hand through his hair again
and smiled suddenly. He said he didn't
mind if Pam went through the notes Miss
Gipson had made. He said he knew she was
going to.

“And,” Pam said, “see the writers. Be-
cause you say Miss Gipson did. Maybe it
was one of them, of course.”

“Listen,” Gerald North told her, “of all
the quiet, peaceable, home bodies, writers
of mystery stories. . . .” He broke off.

“All right,” he said. “She did see them.
Hill, Mrs. Abernathy, the Munroes, Jimmy
Robinson. To see if they had any special
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angles they wanted covered. | suggested it
Robinson is doing the Purdy case; you'll find
the others on the notes. And now give me
one good reason you should go to see them.”

“She did,” Pam said. “'Whatever she did
while she was alive is interesting now be-
cause she's dead. Obviously.”

ERALD smiled at her contentedly. The
Munroes lived in Albany, he pointed out.
Did she plan to go to Albany? And 'Jimmy
Robinson had picked up his typewriter and
gone South, because he wanted to give cold
weather good, and early clearance. And he
had not yet sent the office his new address.
There remained Mr. Hill and Mrs. Aber-
nathy, Pam pointed out. And Albany was
not impossible, if it proved necessary. The
chances were, anyway, that it would all be
in the notes.

She was less sure of that, now, having read
the notes on the Joyce Wentworth case. If
Amelia Gipson had solved that one, she had
not hinted at the solution here. Or it was a
very evasive hint, too obscure for Pam’s de-
tection. She picked up the next of the com-
pleted cases.

It was more complex and older. In 1928,
a very prosperous family living on a Hudson
River estate had been almost wiped out by
typhoid fever—typhoid of peculiar, deadly
virulence. Agatha Fleming had caught it
first, and before she died her husband, Tim-
othy, was violently ill. They had been the

old people; Timothy, at seventy-five, had
lived only a day or two. Then their elder
daughter had become ill and she, too, had

died, although after a more protracted ill-
ness. The family physician had been fright-
ened by them and called for help. Help had
not saved two more of the Flemings—John,
who was in his fifties, and Florence, a year
or two younger. Florence's husband, how-
ever, had recovered after some weeks. The
only members of the household, except the
servants, to escape entirely were the young-
est daughter, Helen, and her husband, Dr.
Thomas Merton.

The County, and then the State, authori-
ties sought the source of the infection and
failed to find it. And then other authorities,
noting that the disease had been oddly selec-
tive, assailing only Flemings and leaving
others in the house unscathed, and observing
that Mrs. Helen Merton now inherited the
Fleming fortune, found considerable interest
in Dr. Merton's work as a bacteriologist.
They also found typhoid cultures—very viru-
lent typhoid cultures—in his laboratory.

The case against Dr. Merton had been, at
best, a little speculative. He had, certainly,
means and opportunity; it could easily be
argued that he had motive. But it was not

certain that there had been any crime. He
was indicted; he was tried and the trial was
long and spectacularly attracted attention.
But the jury had not agreed. He was tried
again, not for so long a time and with rather
less attention from the newspapers, and
again the jury failed to reach a decision. (It
was reported, however, to have stood nine
to three for acquittal.) The State had given
it up, then, and the County Medical Associ-
ation received Dr. Merton back into member-
ship. But his wife had divorced him, after
a suitable interval, and the university with
which he was connected, after a suitable
pause to uphold appearances, had decided
not to renew his contract. Dr. Merton had
fallen on evil days, which was lamentable
if he had not, as the prosecution argued,
mixed his typhoid cultures into food con-
sumed by various members of the family.

This case, Pam North decided, was intri-
cate enough. She read Miss Gipson’s thor-
ough precis several times. It was clear and
detailed; it did not seem, however, to con-
tain any information which, possessed by
Miss Gipson, would endanger her life.

Of course, Pam thought, she needn’t have
written it down. If she found out some-
thing—or deduced something—she wouldn’t
necessarily have put it into notes for—she
looked at the first page of the manuscript—
Mrs. Abernathy. She might have decided to
tell Mrs. Abernathy—or someone else! Pam
thought for a moment “The murderer,” she
said, aloud this time. “That's what she
would do, | should think. Being the kind of
person she apparently was. She’'d have told
the murderer and. . . .”

Now Pam North’'s mind stopped suddenly
and then started up again, faster than ever.
Because she saw a coincidence which might
be more; because here, in this account of
a crime almost twenty years buried, there
was a hint, however faint, of modernity.

“Of course,” Pam said, “it's a very com-
mon name. There must be thousands around.
| wonder how old she is?”

Pam North got a sheet of paper and a pen-
cil and began to figure. The answer came
out several ways, as answers did when Pam
North added to them. But finally she came
out with a figure that was, she was pretty
sure, right within a year or two. She folded
the sheet of paper and stuck it in a pigeon-
hole. Now she would have to get another
figure and see if the two matched.

Pam started to get up and go about other
things, which would involve Bill Weigand,
but she was stem with herself. The way to
do it, she decided, was to be thorough. She
still had another case to go through, hunch
or no hunch. Because, of course, that's all it
is, Pam told herself. If that
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The third case which Miss Gipson had com-
pleted was no longer a mystery; it had, in-
deed, been a mystery for only a few hours.
Then the police had solved it, to the satisfac-
tion of all but Clara Bright and Thomas
Judson, who, a little more than a year after
they had killed Clara’s husband, died within
minutes of each other in Sing Sing Prison.
It was difficult, looking at the facts which
Miss Gipson had set down with detachment—
and somehow a hinted suggestion of disap-
proval—to see why the Bright-Judson case
ever created the sensation it had at the time
or why, now, it was thought appropriate
to include it in the annals of crime.

ARA BRIGHT and Thomas Judson had

been lovers; from the testimony at the
trial, they had rather sensationally been lov-
ers. They had killed Henry Bright because
he might interfere with their love, although
there was little to indicate that he had in
fact interfered at all aggressively. Or they
had killed Henry Bright because his life was
insured for a hundred thousand dollars. Or
both. Pam, reading Miss Gipson’s summary
a second time, thought that Clara had been
more interested in the money and Thomas—
just possibly more interested in Clara. He
had seemed, at any rate, almost pathetically
willing to fall into a plan which was almost
certainly hers and involved running Bright
down with a tractor and, eventually, crush-
ing him against a stone wall. Sordid, un-
questionably, Pam decided.

She was struck more than ever on second
reading by the attitude which Amelia Gipson
had, perhaps unwittingly, displayed toward
the whole matter. It was not clear that Miss
Gipson was revolted, or even that she was
sickened, although the case might revolt or
sicken almost anyone. It was more that Miss
Gipson disapproved; she seemed, Pam
thought, to disapprove of die sexual irregu-
larity involved almost more than she did
of the murder. Reading the script, Pam
North could imagine that Miss Gipson had
washed her hands as she finished each sen-
tence of her notes.

“The evidence showed that, for almost a
year before the crime, Clara Bright and
Thomas Judson had been involved in a de-
graded love affair, with the attendant weak-
ening of moral fiber,” Pam read. Her eyes
widened slightly. She wondered how Miss
Gipson knew that there had been an at-
tendant weakening of moral fibre; how she

knew that the love affair had been “de-
graded.”
Excessive, maybe, Pam thought. She re-

membered some of the testimony which had
been rather guardedly hinted at in the news-
papers. She remembered that she was not

then of an age which, in the opinion of her
mother, made such reading appropriate and
that she had sometimes been put to consid-
erable trouble to get the full story, which
The New York Times published so exten-
sively under demure headlines. Physical,
undoubtedly, she added to herself. But why
degraded?

Pam thought about it. Clara and Thomas
had, certainly, turned out to be degraded
people, and very crude murderers. And their
love affair had been, for want of a better
term, very physical. But their degradation
had been displayed in the murder—in their
cold, ruthless hunting down of a harmless,
middle-aged man; in their failure to be re-
volted either by the idea of murder or the
actual, and messy, carrying out of murder.
How they had comported themselves as lov-
ers was, Pam thought, another matter. They
had not, perhaps, been fastidious. They had,
certainly, been selfish. They had broken,
with a frequency rather overwhelming, the
New York statute against adultery.

But “degradation” seemed still a rather
stern word. The matter was one of taste.
Some people preferred to live one way and
not a few people preferred to live much as
Clara and Thomas had, this side of murder,
It was clear that Miss Gipson disapproved of
such and that her disapproval had unex-
pected violence.

“It's as if she hated—oh, all of it,” Pam
said, and again she spoke aloud to herself.
“Our being animals.”

Pam North stood up, almost instinctively,
and stretched. She could feel her muscles
moving and the silk of the dressing-gown
against her skin.

“Really,” Pam said, “that was very foolish
of her. Because in a way it's fun being ani-
mal.” She thought. “Much more than be-
ing mineral, | should think,” she added. “And
certainly than vegetable and always in one
place.”

She showered, scrubbing herself. It was
pleasant to feel clean. That was because of
the Bright-Judson case, probably. Or was it,
Pam wondered, because of Miss Gipson’s
attitude toward the Bright-Judson case? It
was hard, Pam thought, to determine which
seemed the more unwholesome. Fortunately,
she fought, putting on a pale green wool
dress over nothing in particular, she didn't
have to. What she had to do was to get in
touch with Bill Weigand. Then, looking at
herself in the mirror, she thought of Jerry,
as she usually did when she thought she was
looking rather nice. Jerry had said not to do
anything until she told him first.

ERRY and Pamela North, Bill Weigand
J and Sergeant Mullins sat, in that order, on
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bar stools at Charles. Jerry looked tired,
and there was a bump on his head; Bill Wei-
gand looked both weary and puzzled; and
Mullins stared with a kind of reproach on
his face into the glass which had held an
old-fashioned. Pam, who looked neither
tired nor puzzled, fished the olive out of her
martini glass, nibbled it around and said
that it oughtn’t to be long now before they
had Noilly Prat back.

“Otherwise,” she said, “it's very much
like old times.”
“Listen, Pam,” Jerry said, earnestly,

“there’s absolutely no reason to connect the
two. It's merely intuition.” He considered.
“Of avery low order,” he added.

Pam said she wished he wouldn’t say that.
She said intuition had nothing to do with it

“She’d worked on four cases,” Pam pointed
out as if explaining to children. “If we grant
that she found out something in one of them
that made her dangerous to somebody, where
are we?”

Bill Weigand said to wait a minute. He
said they didn't grant it He said they had
no real reason to think it

“We have,” he pointed out, “at least two
people who profit by her death. Her nephew
and niece. We have a man—a rather odd
duck—she had got thrown out of a job, with
the result that he's gone to pot. We may
have half a dozen other things. Real things,
Pam.”

“Sometimes,” Pam said, “I think you think
money is the root of all murder.”

Bill was undisturbed. He said it usually
was. He said it almost always was except
when murder was sudden, violent, unpre-
meditated.

“Money,” he said, “or safety. Which are
very often the same thing. Certainly, it's
the first place to look.”

That was all right, Pam agreed. She said
that if he widened it that much—put in
safety—it would still cover her theory.

“Because,” she said, “my theory supposes
Miss Gipson became dangerous to the safety
of a person who was already a murderer. In
this case, an unsuspected one.”

“Yours isn't a theory, Pam,” Jerry said.
“It's a leap. Out of the dark; into the dark.”

As for that, Bill said, rather unexpectedly,
anything they did now was a leap. They
leaped at one person and then at another;
at one possibility and then at another. The
trouble, he said, was not that Pam was leap-
ing. It was that she was leaping without a
target.

“Nevertheless,” Pam said, “you can't sim-
ply ignore the letter. It has to be explained.
I merely want to go along, and | think we
ought to go today. And all I want, really,
is to find out how old she is. If she's the

wrong age, the whole thing goes out the
window.”

“There's always the inspector, loot,” Mul-
lins said. “Ain’t there?”

“Right,” Bill
inspector, Pam.”

“The trouble with the inspector,” Pam
said, “one of the troubles, is that he thinks
murder is a private affair. It isn't. I'm a citi-
zen and she worked for Jerry.”

Bill smiled. He said he hadn’t forgotten
that. He said he supposed they could use it
again, if necessary.

“How is Inspector O'Malley?” Pam wanted
to know. “Does he still think it was suicide?”

Weigand said the inspector was weakening.
He said the inspector was ready now to settle
for murder, if he could have Philip Spencer
for murderer.

“1 like Spencer,” Mullins said.
reasonable.”

Bill Weigand said he didn’t dislike Spencer.
He said it was too early to like anybody.

“How about the girl?” Jerry said. “The
maid. What was her name?”

Weigand told him it was Florence Adams.
He said they hadn't heard anything about
her.

“Rim out powder,” Mullins said, fishing
out a half slice of orange and munching it
ruminatively. “Or she could of known too
much.”

“She could of,” Bill agreed. “She probably
did—does. She'll probably turn up.”

Hugo came and said their table was ready,
and that he was sorry. He said things ought
to get better now, with the war over. They
went back through the crowded restaurant
to the table. Things were getting better,
Pam said. Consider butter.

They considered butter, and other things.
After they had finished and were standing
up, Pam North looked at Bill and raised
her arched eyebrows. Bill smiled.

“Right,” he said. “As you say, the letter
has to be explained.”

CHAPTER VI

said. “There's always the

“It's sorta

WEDNESDAY, 1:30 P.M.
to 1:33 P.M.

WE USE kinder words
about ourselves than
others use; we do not see
or hear about ourselves
what others see. Florence
Adams could have read
the police description of
herself and, with the
name omitted, found that
it stirred no faintestrecol-
lection of anyone she had
ever seen. Her skin was rather dark, and
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she thought of it as “olive”; her hair was
black, surely, but the word “black” alone did
not describe it—it would have been, had
been, a word which, used alone, was clearly
inadequate for the purpose.

She had read, in a magazine story, of a
heroine whose hair was “lustrous black” and,
although Florence Adams could not readily
have told how a lustrous thing would look,
she thought afterward of her own hair as like
the heroine’s in the book. Magazines were
books to Florence Adams, as they were, at
the other extreme, to magazine editors.

Florence Adams was a slight, not tall, girl
—perhaps petite was the word—with lustrous
black hair and an olive complexion. She
wore a close-fitting, two-piece dress of au-
tumn-leaf brown, and her black eyes, also,
were more than merely black. There was
depth to them—as, indeed, there had been
to the eyes of her heroine in the book.

She almost never wore glasses, since she
wore glasses only when she read. No one
would have thought of her as myopic; she
never thought of herself as myopic, never
having heard the word. That was—that part-
ly was—Florence Adams to Florence Adams.
If she would not have recognized herself
from the police description, the police surely
would not have recognized her from her own.

Nobody else had recognized Florence from
the police description by one o’clock Wednes-
day afternoon. A great many people had
seen her, or could have seen her. Actually,
it is improbable that many did see her—see
her clearly enough, consciously enough, to
know that her complexion was sallow-olive,
her hair black, her dress a rather muddy
brown; that she was—or would be if she
lived long enough—rather top-heavy; that
she did not use color on her fingernails, al-
though this last was faintly noteworthy.
Those who saw her at all saw a small young
woman of no particular appearance in clothes
of no particular color, and would have as-
sumed—if they had troubled—that she was
going nowhere in particular. In this last, at
any rate, they would have been wrong.

Florence had gone to a movie Tuesday
night and had sat, obediently, through both
features. She had never left a motion pic-
ture theater in her life without seeing all of
both pictures; it would never have occurred
to her that this was possible. She had there-
fore been on upper Broadway at about mid-
night and had bought a copy of The Daily
News. She had gone into an all-night drug-
store to read it and have a cup of coffee;
she had got to the story of Miss Gipson’s
death after she had finished the comics and
while she was looking idly at the rest of
the paper, chiefly at the pictures. The name
had leaped out at her and she had sat a mo-

ment staring at it. Then she had gone home,
almost running. Because then she was fright-
ened and wanted familiar walls around her.

But when she stopped to think—when she
stopped to look around, anxiously, at the fa-
miliar walls—they did not offer the sanctuary
they had promised. It was, this small room,
the first place they would come. She was
cold, suddenly, although the night was warm;
involuntarily she shivered. They would
come; at any moment they would come. And
with her fear there was a sharp, violent
anger. Words of hate, of description, came
to her mind which she could not have, if she
had been able to analyze—if she had had
the habit of analysis—remembered she had
ever heard. Certainly she had never used
them.

So it was not an easy way of earning a
hundred dollars, enough for a new winter
coat and to spare. It was a way to get the
police after her to get herself put in prison. Or
—her mind balked at the alternative. But her
mind could not shake off the alternative. They
killed people who killed other people—who
even helped Kill other people. She trembled;
she listened with a kind of terrified intensity.
And then she knew she had to get away

She had not many clothes to pack in an old
suitcase, but there were too many when she
added the coat. She did not need the coat,
so she left it hanging in the room. She tried
to take everything; tried to obliterate all
trace of herself in the room, but she did not
think of the opened newspaper as a trace.
She turned off the light after she had finished
packing and opened the door to the hall fear-
fully and looked up and down the corridor.
There were only dim lights in the hall and
there was no one to see her, yet as she went
she walked close to the wall and made her-
self small. There was something protective
about a wall.

1 WAS desperately hard to step out into

the street, and for a moment she hesitated,
shrinking, in the doorway. She must not look
as if she were frightened, as if she were
running away. But, lugging her suitcase up
the street toward Broadway, looking around
her at a world which always—because she
did not need to wear glasses, really, unless
she was reading—was half shrouded in fog,
she looked only like a frightened girl run-
ning away. She looked younger than she
had for a good many years; the shell which
had protected her, as a shell might protect
some small helpless animal, had dissolved.
Any perceptive person would have noticed
this, and a policeman might have. But she
did not see any policeman on her way to
the subway at 110th Street, and none saw
her.
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The subway was familiar. Every day at a
little after nine in the morning, she entered
at this place and rode down to the Sheridan
Square station, from which she could walk
to the Holborn Annex. She rode on the local,
if that came first, to Ninety-sixth Street.
If she were lucky, and an express came first,
she rode straight through. Otherwise she
changed at Ninety-sixth. She rode the ex-
press to Fourteenth Street and changed to
the local and rode one stop to Sheridan
Square. It was familiar.

Now she had to wait for a train longer than
in the mornings, but even as she waited the
sense of familiarity grew. There was protec-
tion here, on the almost empty platform,
which her room had not offered. People
looked at her incuriously; she had the con-
sciousness of their glances passing over her
and not hesitating. She did not put the con-
fidence this gave her into words, but she
knew that there could not be anything so
changed about her.

She even looked at herself in the mirror
of one of the machines which vended chew-
ing gum and, after she had looked, straight-
ened her hat and powdered her nose. She
was much calmer—much less frightened—
when the train came and she entered it, and
was engulfed by the familiar, reassuring,
metallic roar of its progress through the
tunnel.

It was a local and she changed at Ninety-
sixth, almost unconsciously following the fa-
miliar pattern. But as the express racketed
downtown, she began to think what she
would do; where she would go. At first she
thought of going to some other city where
nobody knew her. She could not achieve the
realization that, even in New York, where
she had been born, she was known to almost
no one. It did not surprise her that she
knew no one well enough to go to them and
explain—or perhaps partly explain—what
had happened and ask them for help. Her

Now She Shops

parents were both dead; there was an aunt
in Brooklyn, she almost never saw her and
did not like her and was not liked by her.

She had never had any permanent associ-
ation with a man in her life; she had gone
to movies with boys, and ,to dinner a few
times, but none of the boys, except Fred,
had reappeared after one, or at the most two,
dates. And Fred was still in the Navy, and
she did not think that Fred would remember
her, although he had more cause to remem-
ber her than had any other man she had
ever known. But she did not remember him
very clearly either, in spite of what had
happened, and did not feel any particular re-
sentment. The two other women who worked
as maids at the Holborn Annex were much
older and they were foreigners and spoke
funny English, so that she had never thought
much about them. So there was no one.
And yet she had to go somewhere.

She still did not regret leaving her room;
that, clearly, had been the only thing to do.
That would be the first place they would go
and she had to avoid them at any cost. Just
now, at any rate. And for the same reason
she had to stay away from the Holborn An-
nex, which was the second place they would
go. The thing she had to do was to find some
place to spend the rest of the night. She
thought, for a moment, that she might spend
it in the subway, riding back and forth. But
someone might notice; and, almost certainly,
there would be drunks. It would be cheaper,
but she had a lot of money. More than a
hundred dollars, because she had not touched
the,hundred and she must have four or five.
She counted in her mind. She had four
dollars and twenty cents—no, fifteen cents,
because the subway had taken a nickel—in
addition to the hundred. Enough for any-
thing she could think of. She could live a
long time on that—anyway, until she found
another job. She could even go to a hotel.

[Turn page]

“Cash and Carry”

Without Painful Backache

Many sufferers relieve nagging backache
quicker, once they discover that the real cause
of their trouble may be tired kidneys.

The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking
the excess acids and waste out of the blood.
They help most people pass about 3 pints a
day.

When disorder of kidney function permits
poisonous matter to remain in your blood, it
may cause nagging backache, rheumatic pains,
leg pains, loss of pep and energy, getting up

nights, swelling, puffiness under the eyes, head-
aches and dizziness. Frequent or scanty pas-
sages with smarting and burning sometimes
shows there is something wrong with your kid-
neys or bladder.

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s
Pills, a stimulant diuretic, used successfully by
millions for over 50 years. Doan’s give happy
relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney
tubes flush out poisonous waste from your
blood. Get Doan'a Pills, m *>>
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This idea came to her slowly, because it
was not an idea she had ever had before,
or thought of having. You found a room
somewhere in a rooming house; even if you
wanted the room for only a short time, you
found it in a rooming house. But it was late
to go looking for a room as you always did.
Hotels, she supposed, were not surprised if
people came in in the middle of the night
and asked for a room. Probably people did
that every night, and hotels expected it

ORTY-SECOND Street and Broadway

was the most likely place to find a room,
she thought; it was the center of the city.
She got off at Forty-second Street and came
up into the lights. Everything was bright
again now, with the war over. Probably
Fred would be coming back soon. She
thought of this, fleetingly and without refer-
ence to herself. He would not be coming
back to her. It did not matter particularly;
she had not greatly enjoyed her experiences
with Fred. In a way it had been exciting,
but he was drunk most of the time and
everything had been abrupt and, somehow,
had seemed unfinished. Perhaps that was the
way it always was.

She walked west on Forty-second Street,
looking for a hotel, because she supposed
there must be hotels on Forty-second Street.
She went across Eighth Avenue, knowing
that the kind of hotel she wanted would
probably be west of Eighth Avenue and,
very quickly, found a hotel. There was a
door with a marquee marked “Hotel” and
there was no sign which limited the accom-
modations to men. Beyond the door was a
flight of stairs, with brass edges on the treads,
and at the top of the stairs were two glass
doors, swinging together and both marked
“Hotel.”

Inside there was a desk; and the old man
at it, who smelled a little, told her without
interest that she could have a room for two
dollars, and took the two dollars. He told
her where to find the room, and she went
along a dirty hall—the whole place smelled
a little, like the clerk—until she found a
room with the right number on the door.
She went in and turned on the light. The
room looked very much like the room she
had lived in uptown, and she thought nobody
would find her there until she was ready to
be found.

She undressed, after locking the door, and
thought about what she would do. She
would not do anything until morning, she
decided, but then she would do something.
She’'d sure do something. Nobody was going
to put her on a spot this way and get away
with it

Her anger, which had been smouldering

as a kind of bitterness, flared up as she
thought about the person who had put her
on the spot. The story might have taken
anybody in—the story that Miss Gipson had
stolen some papers and was hiding them in
her room. She had read about that hap-
pening in one of the books she read and
was not surprised. (Florence, if she had
thought about it, probably would have real-
ized that the stories she read in her books
were things people had made up. But she
always read them with the belief that they
were things which had actually happened.)

Since papers might be of any conceivable
value, it was not surprising that the offer
for her key—for the few hours’ possession
of her key—had amounted to a hundred
dollars. Sums like that were commonplace
in cases where people wanted to get at
papers, and Miss Gipson was precisely the
sort of person who would steal papers from
their rightful owners and refuse to return
them. Miss Gipson was a bitch. Florence
remembered that Miss Gipson was dead and
changed the word in her mind. Miss Gipson
had been—been hard to get along with. She
had been snoopy about her room, always
running the tips of her fingers along the
least likely places in search of dust. She
had several times behaved as if she thought
Florence might steal something. She was
dead, but she had not been a very nice lady,
all the same.

But she was dead, and Florence had been
put on a spot because she had been lied to,
and nobody was going to get away with that.
If she had to, she would go to the police
and tell them about it, and explain that she
had been taken in by a story that anybody
would have believed, because if she was
going to be on a spot, somebody else was
going to be there too. They’'d see.

Florence Adams had felt safe with the
door locked, and having made up her mind
what she was going to do. She had gone to
sleep after a much shorter time than any-
body would have expected, and she had
slept until after ten o'clock. Then die had
gone out to breakfast and come back in an
hour and read the newspapers. It was after
eleven when she went down and made her
telephohe call.

At first, she had had a little trouble mak-
ing the person who had put her on the spot
realize who she was.

“Florence Adams,” she said, and said it
several times. “The maid at the Holborn An-
nex. Where Miss Gipson lived.”

It had been clear, then, and Florence had
gone at once to the point.

“You put me on the spot,” she said. “You
can't get away with it. I'm going to the
police.
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She listened for a time.

Td like to see you prove it,” she said
then, skeptically. “You could get into her
{dace. And somebody planted this poison—
sodium something—there. It was worth a
hundred bucks to you to get into the place.
That's a lot of money.”

She listened again.

“Listen,” she said, “there isn't that much
money. You think | want to be locked up?
Or worse? |1—"

The voice at the other end of the wire
broke in, and this time Florence listened for
a longer period, although once or twice she
started to break in. When the voice finally
finished, Florence hesitated a moment.

“You make it sound all right,” she said,
and there was uncertainty in her voice. “You
made it sound all right the other time.
What do you want me to do?”

“Let me talk to you,” the voice said.
“You're making a mistake. You'll get your-
self into trouble—needlessly.” The voice
was slow, demanding attention and belief.
“When you hear the full story you’ll realize
that there is no connection between the two
things. | did not kill Miss Gipson. I'm sure
I can make you understand that. Only you
must let me talk to you before you go to
the police.”

“Well—" Florence said.

"It will be worth your while,” the voice
said. “In more ways than one. You will see
that you have nothing to reproach yourself
with. And | won't forget what you do. It is
quite true that it is worth a good deal to me
not to be involved in any way.”

lorence adams had thought for a

moment, and what the voice said seemed
reasonable. After all, the other was—was
something that happened only in stories, like
love different from that she had known with
Fred; like inheriting a million dollars from
an unknown uncle in Australia. It was to be
expected that there would be an ordinary
explanation.

“All right” she said. “I'll come and see
you.”

She listened again.

“Well,” she said, “it's not much of a place.
It's called Freeman’s Hotel and it's in Forty-
second Street between Eighth and Ninth.
But it doesn’'t matter to me. I'll go back and
wait for you.”

She had listened to the voice again.

“All right,” she said. “But you don’'t need
to go to the bank. If it's like you say, |
won't tell the police. You don’t have to give
me any more money.”

Again she listened.

“If you feel that way,” she said. “I could
use it FIl probably have to get a new Job

because | missed today anyway. Only you
don’'t have to.”

She had listened once more, this time
briefly, and hung up the receiver. She had
felt much better; that strange feeling of hav-
ing done something wrong had left her. She
had frightened herself for no reason. Sud-
denly she was lighthearted. Everything was
fine. She had a hundred dollars and was
going to have more and she would get a new
job—perhaps a better job. And maybe she
would meet Fred again, or someone better
than Fred—someone with whom she would
have more fun, someone who would be nicer
to her, act more as if she were somebody
to be thought of. And today she had nothing
to do.

She had looked at the clock in the drug-
store from which she had telephoned and it
had been only about 11:30. She had walked
over to Broadway and up to Forty-seventh
and then down on the other side, merely
looking at things. It was a bright, warm day
and people were out on the streets and the
movies were open. She thought of going to a
movie, but decided she would not have time.
She felt very well and happy, as if the night
had merely been a dream she had forgotten.

She had gone to a chop suey restaurant at
about 12:30, and the chop suey had been
very good. It was a little after 1:00 when she
went back to her room at the hotel, because
she did not want to be late.

The room was not on the side of the hotel
which got the sun, if any side did. After the
bright world outdoors, the room seemed dark
and somehow grimy. The window, Florence
Adams saw, opened on an air shaft, so the
room could not have been sunny whatever
side of the building it was on. But she would
not have to stay there much longer. As soon
as the talk was over she would go out where
it was bright again, and then she would look
for another room. A better room than she
had had uptown, or than this; a room with
sun in it.

The person with whom she had made her
appointment was prompt. Florence had been
back in the room only a few minutes when
there was a knock on the door. She got up
from the bed on which she had been sitting
and went across and opened the door, smil-
ing.

“Come
wasn't—"

And then, seeing what was in the visitor's
hand and seeing also what was in the visitor’'s
eyes, she began to walk backward into the
room and she tried to speak. She tried to
scream, but something was catching at her
throat

She did not make any sound until the door
had closed behind the visitor, and then she

in,” she said. “lI told you it



44 DETECTIVE NOVEL MAGAZINE

would not have known her own voice.

“No!” she said, her voice was shrill and
seemed to crack, but the volume of sound
was very small. “No! You can’'t! You can't!
You—"

But Florence Adams was wrong about that.
The noise was loud in the little room, but
she did not hear it. The hotel was almost
empty, because most of the people who lived
in it were at work. And the room was, by a
chance lucky for no one except the mur-
derer, a long way from the little lobby. The
clerk was old and tired, and did not hear
very well, and to him the sound was dis-
missed as the backfire from a truck. It was
dismissed so completely that he could not
afterward remember it at all.

But it would not have made any real dif-
ference to Florence Adams if he had heard
it clearly for what it was; if he had been
young and dangerous and had come run-
ning.

It would not have made any difference to
her who had come, or how quickly.

CHAPTER VIf

WEDNESDAY, 1:45 P.M.
to 3:35 P.M.

THEY had split up after
lunch at Charles. Jerry
had gone back to his of-
fice, looking doubtfully
at Pam as he left; looking
as though he expected
little good to come of this.
Mullins had gone to the
law offices of Williams,
Franke and Backley, to
find out what he could
from Mr. Backley, presuming he could find
Mr. Backley. Pamela North and Weigand
had gone to Weigand’'s office, on their way
to visit with Mrs. Willard Burt, who had
been in cryptic correspondence with Amelia
Gipson. Bill Weigand wanted to see what
had come in on Mrs. Burt before they dis-
covered what could be got out of Mrs. Burt.

There was more to do than that; more grist
to consider. There was an answer to his
telegraphed request for further information
on Philip Spencer; there was the report of
a precinct man that Mr. Spencer was appar-
ently remaining obediently at home. There
were reports on some of the men and women,
boys and girls, who had happened to be read-
ing in the New York Public Library when
Miss Gipson drank poison there—if she did
drink poison there.

Pam, waiting, asked for and got Miss Gip-
son’s notebook on the Purdy case. It did
not tell much more than she already knew.

The police had kept a secret or two for fu-
ture use. She read that Mrs. Purdy had been
taken suddenly ill after drinking a glass of
water which should have had bicarbonate of
soda in solution, Mrs. Purdy being momen-
tarily troubled by gas. The water had, in
fact, sodium fluoride in solution, which Mrs.
Purdy might have noticed in time if she
had not drunk the water off very rapidly
because she disliked the flavor of bicarbonate
of soda. She had lived longer than Miss Gip-
son had, Pam noticed; it had been almost
eight hours before Mrs. Purdy had died.
Pam supposed the dose had been smaller.

It was not clear from Miss Gipson’s notes
what had aroused the suspicions of the po-
lice, so Pam supposed that it had not been
clear in the newspaper stories. But from
the start, the police had been qulestioning
Mr. Purdy about the death of his wife. They
had never seemed impressed by the theory
of accident, although admittedly the box
which contained the poison had been gener-
ally similar to that which contained the soda
and admittedly they had been kept close to-
gether—too close together, one would have
thought—cm a kitchen shelf. It was, to be
sure, difficult to see how Mrs. Purdy would
have made even more difficult mistakes, with
similarly fatal results, without invoking seri-
ous police enquiry.

Miss Gipson had noted the oddity, here,
and commented on it for her author. “Ap-
parently police had additional info, not dis-
closed,” she had written, no doubt for future
amplification. It was, incidentally, one of the
last things she had written about the case.
There was the additional fact that Purdy
had disappeared; that he had been traced to
the airport and aboard a plane, and that the
plane had crashed and burned a few hundred
miles short of Los Angeles. His body, badly
burned, had been identified by unburned
possessions—a ring, a wrist watch, keys.
There the case had ended. It did not, Pamela
thought, offer much to a writer, but you
could never tell about writers. Jerry said
as much, sometimes aggrievedly. If there
had not been money involved—if Mrs. Purdy
had not been a very rich woman, and Mr.
Purdy an only moderately well-to-do man,
and if he had not stood to inherit largely—
the newspapers would hardly, Mrs. North
thought, have given the matter much atten-
tion.

Miss Gipson had revealed the final disposal
of Mr. Purdy, had started a new sentence in
her firm script and then had broken off to
write: “l have been poisoned by—" in script
which remained firm until the down stroke
of the “y.” That stroke had continued, waver-
ing, down the notebook page; it had ended,
one could guess, when Miss Gipson’s hand
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would no longer obey her mind. Nothing in
the Purdy case was half so interesting, so
dramatic, as this unfinished record of it.

Pam put the notebook down and looked
at Bill Weigand, who was looking at her
and waiting.

“It was a strange coincidence,” she said.

Bill nodded. He said there seemed to be a
good many coincidences. Spencer’s presence,
if it was a coincidence. Mrs. Burt's first
name, since Pam would have it that way.
Pam nodded.

“Only,” she said, “when you come down to
it, there always are. Like meeting people
on the street and having them telephone you
when you're thinking about them. Like
speak of the devil and that sort of thing.”

ILL said he still distrusted them. He said
that he was ready to go see Mrs. Burt
now.

“Chiefly,” he said, “because Miss Gipson's
niece and her brother have gone to La-
Guardia to meet the girl’s husband. There’s
—well, there's no use breaking that up
since we don’t have to.”

“And,” Pam said, “you want to wait until
Mullins talks to the lawyer, Mr. Backley.
Although | don’t say you wouldn’t just as
soon be considerate, if everything else was
even. Did they identify?”

John Gipson had identified his aunt’s body,
Bill told her. He had said that they both,
he and his sister, wanted to help; he had ex-
plained that Major Kennet Frost was due
in that afternoon and that his sister was
keyed up, her feelings hopelessly confused,
and in no condition to be coherent.

“After all,” he had said, “her aunt mur-
dered; her husband coming back after more
than two years in the Pacific. It's a lot for
twenty-four hours.”

Gipson was willing, he made it clear, to
talk to the police at any time. He also, it
was equally clear, wanted to go with his sis-
ter to the airport.

“And,” Bill said, “actually we were in no
hurry.”

“Backley,” Pamela repeated. “Shall we
go? And what about Mrs. Burt?”

Bill told her what they had found out about
Mrs. Burt on their way to the Burt apart-
ment She was a woman in her late forties;
she had been a widow until about two years
before, when she had married Willard Burt
Apparently she had had money before she
married; apparently Burt also was well-to-do.
They had come east from California some
months after their marriage. They had lived
in an apartment on Park Avenue for a few
weeks less than a year. He stopped with that.
Pam said they didn’'t know a great deal.

“We'll know more,” Bill told her. “No an-

swer yet from California.” He smiled at her.

“Frankly, Pam,” he said, “it doesn't take
precedence.”
“l know it's a hunch,” she said. “And

don’t call it intuition, Bill. She could be the
right age, however.”

The world, Bill pointed out, was full of
people the right age.

“Only one of whom wrote a letter,” Pam

told him. “Don’t quibble, Bill.”
It was clear he was not quibbling, Bill
said, because there they were. The letter

needed explanation; they had come to get
the explanation.

“Can | ask my questions?” Pam wanted to
know.

Bill shook his head as he held out a hand
to assist her from the police car. Pam made
polite acknowledgement of the hand by wav-
ing in its direction, which was all that either
of them even expected. She made polite ac-
knowledgment of the shaking head by say-
ing, “All right, Bill, then you do,” and they
went into the apartment house.

It was very elegant, in a curiously antique
fashion. It had been built in expansive days.
They entered a colonnaded expanse, too large
to be called a lobby. There were concrete
arches in various directions; there were con-
crete seats, faintly Grecian, with red cush-
ions on them. A very ancient doorman got
up from one of the seats and advanced as
if he were moving to funeral music. They
asked for directions to the Willard Burt
apartment.

He did not answer, but he did point. He
pointed as if he were tired of pointing. They
sighted with his finger and saw, in the sub-
dued distance, among the colonnades, anoth-
er old man in a green uniform—but without
golden epaulets—sitting, evidently asleep, on
another red cushion on another concrete
bench. They went, Pam’s high heels clicking
between the scattered rugs. The man was
not asleep, or not quite asleep. He was
guarding a tiny elevator. He got up when
they were very close and looked at them.

“The Burts,” Bill Weigand said, his voice
unconsciously muted.

The man did not answer, but he waved
them toward the elevator. They got in and he
got in, and the three of them filled it.

“Listen,” Pam said, “this is a dreadful
bottleneck. For such a big place and every-
thing.”

The elevator man did not seem to hear her.

“There are other elevators,” Bill told
her, his voice still hushed.

The elevator stopped at the fifth floor.
The elevator man waited and they got out.

“There are ten elevators,” the man said
in measured tones, shut the grill door, and
went down.
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“1 feel,” Pam said, “as if we should have
sent flowers, don't you, Bill?”

rI'eHERE was only one door to- consider.

Bill pushed a button, and chimes came
faintly from within. After a pause a middle-
aged maid came to the door and looked at
them politely.

“Mrs. Burt?” Bill said. He did not wait
for the question he could see forming. “Lieu-
tenant Weigand, of the police,” he said. “You
might tell her it is fairly important.”

“The police?” the maid said. She sounded
very surprised.

“Yes,” Bill said. “If you don’t mind.”

“1 don’t know if she’s in,” the maid said.
“She was out.” She looked at them doubt-
fully. “If you'll come in, I'll see,” she said.
She still seemed very doubtful and surprised.

The foyer was larger than many rooms,
but it was gay and bright with chintz, and
there were flowers on a table. There was a
seat for two, and they sat on it. The maid
came back after only a minute or two.

“Mrs. Burt has just come in,” she said.
“If you will come this way?”

They went that way. They went into an
enormous living room, with a fireplace—
with white chairs and green chairs and yel-
low chairs; with many glowing lamps and
with a middle-aged woman standing near the
center.

“Mr. Weigand,” the maid said. “He says
he’'s from the police. And—" She looked
at Mrs. North, who was unexplained.

“Mrs. North,” Bill said, not explaining.
“Mrs. Burt?”

“Do come in,” Mrs. Burt said. “Do come
in and sit down, Mr. Weigand. And Mrs.
—"” She let the last trail off. She spoke In a
light, quick voice, as if she were excited. She
was a gray-haired woman, slight and rather
pretty; a few years ago she must have been
very pretty. There was softness and fragility
about her, and a kind of eagerness. She mo-
tioned them to one of two facing sofas and,
when they were in front of it, sat down op-
posite them. They sat down.

“l am investigating the death of Miss
Amelia Gipson,” Bill said. “You've prob-
ably read arout it?”

“Oh, yes,” Mrs. Burt said, and there was
a kind of eagerness in her voice, as if she
were pleased to be able to make the right
answer. “Dear Amelia. I'm so sorry. So
terribly sorry. We were girls together, you
know.”

“Yes,” Weigand said, “I gathered that from
your letter, Mrs. Burt.”

She looked puzzled. But before she looked
puzzled expression seemed to flicker out in
her eyes and return again. *

“My letter,” she said “What letter?”

Bill Weigand was patient. He said the one
she had written to Miss Gipson. On Mon-
day, he presumed.

“Oh,” Mrs. Burt said. “Oh yes, of course.
That letter.”

“You understand, Mrs. Burt,” Bill said,
“we have to find out everything we can in
a case of sudden death. We have to look
into many things which are probably irrel-

evant Like your letter. You understand
that?”
“Oh, yes,” Mrs. Burt said. “Of course,

Mr.—what was your name? I'm so dreadful

about names.”

“Weigand,” Bill told her. “Lieutenant
Weigand.”

“Of course,” Mrs. Burt said. “Oh, of
course. How stupid of me.”

She seemed content with that, and looked
at him with a kind of fluttering anxiety,
waiting for him to go on; anxious to help him
in a situation, her manner implied, he must
obviously find difficult.

“About the letter,” Bill said, after waiting
a moment. “My superiors, Mrs. Burt, seem
to feel that it may—indirectly, of course—
help us in some fashion.” He smiled pleas-
antly. “If you remember,” he said, “you
wrote of some mistake you felt Miss Gipson
had made. You called it a terrible mistake-
And you asked her to trust you.”

“Oh,” Mrs. Burt said. “That?”

“Right,” Bill said. “Naturally, | think, we
wondered whether the mistake Miss Gipson
had made—the terrible mistake—could have
anything to do with her death.”

“Oh no,” Mrs. Burt said, quickly. “Oh no,
lieutenant This was quite a personal thing.”

“Was it?” Bill said.

Oh, it was, Mrs. Burt told him, with the
same eagerness she had shown since the be-
ginning. It was quite a personal thing.

“Pm afraid you've had so much trouble
for nothing, lieutenant,” she said. “I'm so
sorry.”

She moved forward on the sofa, as if she
expected the two across from her to rise,
now, and go away. But Weigand merely
nodded.

“l was sure it was,” he said. "That was
always my view, Mrs. Burt. But my supe-

riors—"
“Oh,” Mrs. Burt said. “That's perfectly
all right. 1 understand perfectly.”

Bill waited politely while she spoke and
then nodded again.

“My superiors,” he said, “will, I'm afraid,
want to know what the personal thing was,
Mrs. Burt.” He smiled at her, it seemed to
Pam North, deprecatingly. It occurred to
her she had never seen Bill in quite this
mood before. “You understand how thorough
we have to be,” he said to Mrs. Burt. “Dig-
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ging into all sorts of things which don't
really concern us, just to make sure they
don't In murder, Mrs. Burt”

TJIS VOICE was suddenly deeper, more
forceful, on the last words. He did not
pause.

“So I'm afraid I'll have to be inquisitive,”
he said. “What was the personal thing you
were alluding to in your letter to Miss Gip-
son, Mrs. Burt? What were you and she
going to talk about tomorrow.”

“Really!” Mrs. Burt said. “Oh, really!”

Bill Weigand merely looked at her.
look waited.

“Oh,” Mrs. Burt said. “Must 1?”

“I'm afraid so,” Bill said. “We can’'t force
you to tell us anything, Mrs. Burt—not here.
But we could consider it very strange—if
you insisted on keeping it secret.”

“Oh,” Mrs. Burt said. “But it's nothing.
Really nothing. A foolish thing between poor
Amelia and me.” She broke off and her eyes
filled, or seemed to fill, with tears. “And
now there will never be a chance to explain,”
she said. “OH—why do people?”

She looked at Bill and Pam North as if
she expected an answer. Pam shook her
head; Bill merely waited.

“Somebody had told Amelia dreadful
things about me,” Mrs. Burt said, and now
she spoke in a rush. “That I'd said terrible
things about her, | mean—about Amelia.

His

And of course | hadn't—I couldn't It was
all some terrible mistake.”

“What things?” Bill said.

“Oh, | didn't,” Mrs. Burt said. “l didn’t

say anything about Amelia. Why would 1?”
There was ho answer to that. But Bill am-
plified.

“What were the things that Miss Gipson
had been led to think you had said about
her?” he asked.

Mrs. Burt shook her head.

“Oh, it was all confused,” she said. “And
I was so upset and worried—and—oh, so
terribly upset Something about my having
said that she was cruel to her niece. To Nora,
you know? And had tried to break things up
between Nora and her husband. But | never
said anything of the kind. | never thought
anything of the kind—the idea never— It
was some terrible misunderstanding.”

“Who had told her you had said that?”
Bill wanted to know.

Mrs. Burt shook her head.

“She wouldn’t tell me,” she said. “She said
it wasn’'t fair to tell me, but that she'd talk
to whoever it was and tell them what | said.
But she didn't—at least she didn't come
back and talk to me again, as she promised.
And so | wrote her.”

She stopped and looked at Bill Weigand

and Pamela North and it was almost certain
that there were tears in her eyes.

“She died thinking that about me!” Helen
Burt said. “I'm sure she did. That | was
telling lies about her. It's so—so terrible.”

Bill Weigand looked at her a moment be-
fore he spoke.

“And that was all of it?” he said.
was all the letter was about?”

“Oh yes,” Mrs. Burt said. “Oh yes, lieuten-
ant.”

“1 see,” Bill said. “But what did you mean
wasn't safe? You wrote ‘It isn't safe for
either of us,’ or words like that. What wasn’t
safe?”

“Oh,” Mrs. Burt said. “That! | mean—I
only meant that it wasn't safe for our friend-
ship. We had been such friends for so long—
ever since we were girls. | meant it wasn't
safe for that not to clear things up.”

For a moment more Weigand said noth-
ing. Then he said, “Right. | see, Mrs. Burt.”
Then he said:

“By the way, were you girls together here?
In New York?”

“Oh yes,” Mrs. Burt said. “Here. And at
school. And in the summers.”

“In Maine?” Weigand said. “I understand
the Gipsons used to spend their summers in
Maine.”

“In Maine,” Mrs. Burt said. “Oh, yes.
When we—" She interrupted herself and
looked beyond them at the door through
which they had come. “Why, Willard,” she
said. “l drought you—" She seemed sur-
prised.

Willard Burt was in his middle fifties; he
was also of middle height. He wore rimless
glasses. He wore a gray suit which picked
up his gray hair and a gray tie just flecked
with yellow. He was very quiet and unhur-
ried, standing in the door of his living room.
He smiled at his wife and his smile took in,
in anticipation of an introduction, the two
sitting across from her. When he spoke it
was slowly, with almost studied calm: it
was as if his words, his manner, were sup-
ports for his wife’'s unsteadiness.

“Good afternoon, my dear,” he said. “I re-
alize you thought | would be later. But I
found there was no need.” He smiled again,
easily. “If I'm interrupting?” he said, the
words euenly spaced, the unfinished sentence
finished by his calm.

“Oh Willard,” Mrs. Burt said. “I'm so sor-
ry. This is Lieutenant Weigand and this is
Mrs.—Mrs. North. | think it is Mrs. North,
isn't it, my dear?”

“North,” Pam told her. “Mrs. Gerald
North. I'm—my husband and | are friends
of Lieutenant Weigand.”

“Oh, of course,” Mrs. Burt said, as her hus-
band nodded slowly and smiled again' and

“That
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said, “Good afternoon.” “Of course, my dear.
Lieutenant Weigand is from the police, Wil-
lard. About poor Amelia. Some foolish let-
ter | wrote, and they wanted explained.
Isn’t that it, lieutenant?”

Weigand was standing up and facing Wil-
lard Burt. He said, “Right.” He said, “Good
afternoon, Mr. Burt.” He said he was sorry
to have bothered Mrs. Burt and that they
were just going. Mr. Burt said it was very
sad about poor Miss Gipson.

“She and my wife were great friends in
the old days,” he said. “Very great friends.
Weren't you, my dear?”

“Oh yes,” Mrs. Burt said.
friends, Willard.”

“1 hope, lieutenant, that my wife's explana-
tion was—coherent?”

“Such great

VUILLARD BURT smiled beyond Weigand
” as he spoke, his smile one of tender
apology for the question.

“Quite coherent,” Bill assured him. “En-
tirely coherent and complete, Mr. Burt. As
| told Mrs. Burt, it was merely one of the
minor details on which my superiors thought
it wise to check.”

“Naturally,” Mr. Burt said. “l didn't
know about the letter, of course. But if there
was one which was not entirely—shall | say,
self-explanatory?—you had to satisfy your-
selves. It is a very sad thing, Miss Gipson’s
death.”

“Very,” Weigand agreed. Pam North was
standing beside him.

“Oh Mrs. Burt,” she said, “did you ever
know Mrs. Merton? Mrs. Helen Merton? |
ask because there was a Mrs. Merton who
was a great friend of my mother and she
knew a Mrs. Burt. Several years ago and
I—” She stopped, because Mrs. Burt was
shaking her head.

“No, Mrs. North,” she said. “l never knew
a Mrs. Merton that | can recall. And |
couldn’t have been the right Mrs. Burt, of
course, because I've only been Mrs. Burt
for—how long is it, dear?”

“Less than two years, my dear,” Mr. Burt
said, in his calm, quiet voice. “Twenty-two
months, to be exact.”

“Oh,” Pam said, “then it couldn't have
been, of course. This was much longer ago.
In—oh, it was years ago. In 1928, | think.
That my mother knew Mrs. Merton, | mean.”

Both of the Burts looked at Pam North.
They were politely detached and curious.

“It was some other Mrs. Burt,” Pam said.
“l1 remember, now. That Mrs. Burt's hus-
band was a doctor. And you're Mr. Burt.”

“An investor,” Mr. Burt said. “Purely
an investor, Mrs. North.”

The Burts stood side by side as they watch-
ed Bill Weigand and Pamela North go out

of the room, and heard the door closed be-
hind them.

“You must tell me about the letter, my
dear,” Willard Burt said to his wife, in his
slow, calm voice.

Bill Weigand could see that Pam was
excited. She spoke almost as the door closed
behind them, but her voice was low.

“Billl” she said. “Did you get it?”

He nodded slowly.

“That Mrs. Burt uses Fleur de Something
or Other?”

He said. “Yes, Pam.”

“Well?” Pam said, as he pressed the button
for the elevator.

“It's interesting,” he said. “Several things
were interesting.”

The elevator came. It took them down.
They walked through the colonnades.

“Her story about the letter,” Pam said.
#\Was that interesting?”

“Very,” Bill said. His voice was dry.

“True?” Pam said.

“Not very,” Bill told her. *“lI shouldn’t
think it was very true, Pam. Your Merton
stuff was very subtle.”

“Well,” Pam said, “it isn't easy to bring
in. | couldn’'t just say, ‘By the way, Mrs.
Burt, while we're on the subject of murder,
are you the divorced wife of Dr. Thomas
Merton, who was tried and not quite convict-
ed of killing a whole family in 1928? But was
it really you who Kkilled them, and not
your husband at all, and did Miss Amelia
Gipson find that out somehow in digging into
the old case and did you Kkill her so she
couldn’t tell the police?’” Could 1?”

“No,” Bill said, “probably not”

“Did you watch her when I mentioned the
name?” Pam said. “And what did you
think?”

“Yes,” Bill said. “And | don't know. Did
you think she'd faint? Or confess on the
spot?”

“1 thought she would—show something,”
Pam said. “In her face. And—I don’t know.
Her eyes—did she seem to go away, for a
second?”

Bill Weigand held open the door of the
police car and Pam got in.

“It’'s hard to tell,” he said.
have been something.”

“It was Helen Merton,” Pam said. “And
she’'d be about Mrs. Burt's age and—"

Bill nodded slowly. He said he thought
they’'d try to find out, for the record, what
had happened to Mrs. Merton after she had
divorced her husband a noncommittal few
months after he was just not convicted of
murdering her father and mother, two of
her sisters and a brother. When he finished
saying that he looked, not as if he were
seeing anything, at the back of the detective

“There—could
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who was driving the ear. His face was very
thoughtful.

Then the radio, which had been droning
in a monotone, spoke sharply.

"Car Forty call in,” it said. “Car Forty call
in. This is urgent. That is all.”

The car swerved toward a cigar store on
the next corner. Pam North and the driver
waited in the car while Weigand went in.
They looked at him when he came out, a few
minutes later. His face was more than
thoughtful now. It was angry.

“They got the maid,” he said, and his voice
was angry. “Shot her in a cheap hotel in
Forty-second Street | suppose she tried a
shakedown.” He got into the car. “The poor
little fool,” he said. "The poor, pathetic fool!”

CHAPTER VIII

WEDNESDAY, 3:45 P. M.
to 6:20 P. M.

FLORENCE ADAMS had
been shot once and the
bullet had gone in just
above the bridge of her
nose. She had fallen face
down and her black hair
draggled in blood. The
slug, which was still in
her head, evidently was
from a small-caliber re-
volver or pistol; the as-
sistant medical examiner guessed a .25. “A
woman’s gun,” one of the precinct detectives
told Bill Weigand, turning it over to him.
"You wanted her,” the precinct man said.
"You've got her.”

He hadn’t, Bill said mildly, wanted her
this way. He had wanted her talking.

“Well,” the precinct man said, reasonably,
“somebody else didn't. Huh?”

Bill agreed that it looked that way.

“The woman who got the Gipson dame,”
the precinct man said, as if stating a fact.

Bill agreed again, still mildly, but made a
correction. “Whoever got the Gipson dame,”
he said. The precinct man said he thought it
was a woman who got the Gipson dame. He
said he thought everybody figured it that way.

"Right,” Weigand said. “It figures that
way. What about time? On this one?”

It had been recent—within two or three
hours. Bill Weigand looked at his watch
and said it was three-fifty. The precinct man
looked at his watch and said yeah, it was.

“Not much before one, then,” Bill said to
file assistant medical examiner, who was
standing, looking down at the body. “Not
much after—not much after what, Doctor?”

The doctor turned around.

"Well,” he said, “I'd say she’s been dead

an hour, at the shortest”

“Between twelve-thirty and ten minutes
of three, then?” Bill said.

The doctor said he guessed so. He said it
was probably between one and two-thirty.
He went toward the door. He told them to
send it along any time. He paused, looked
back, and said he hated to see them get it
SO young.

“Right,” Bill said. “So do I. Or any
time.”
“Sure,” the doctor said. “Abstractly.”

He went out. The man who was taking
fingerprints dropped one dead hand on the
floor and stepped over the body so he could
reach the other hand. He began to make
impressions from it on slips of paper. Wei-
gand watched him a moment; watched the
other fingerprint man, who was dusting
door-knobs, the ironwork of the bed near
which the girl had fallen, the sides and back
of the wooden chair, the woodwork around
the doors. Bill said he was probably finding
plenty. The fingerprint man looked at him
and twisted his mouth and nodded. He said
it didn't look as if anybody had ever wiped
anything in the room. He said the freshest
were the girl’'s, if that mattered.

“On the outside knob?” Bill wanted to
know.

The man shook his head. He said somebody
had recently used a cloth to turn it, and
blurred the prints. He said he hadn't got
anything clear off it, even the girl's. Weigand
was not pleased, but he was not surprised.

He talked to the elderly clerk on duty at
the desk and the man answered him hurried-
ly, with something like fear in his eyes. The
hotel in West Forty-second Street was fa-
miliar with the police, and familiarity had
bred trepidation. Now the clerk was eager
to tell what he knew. But he knew little.
He was sure that Florence Adams had gone
out of the hotel a little after eleven. He
had not seen her come back.

“But | guess she got back, all right,” the
man said.

“Right,” Weigand said. “She got back.”

The clerk said she must have got by with-
out his seeing her. He said it could be.

“It ain’t that we don’t try to keep track of
‘'em, captain,” he said. “You see how it is.”

Weigand saw how it was. The lobby was
small, but even so the clerk’s counter was
placed so that a man behind it might easily
not see who came in and went out.

“And nobody asked for her?” Bill said.
He said it without optimism, anticipating
the shake of the clerk’s head. Nobody had
come to the desk and asked the room number
of Miss Florence Adams. Nobody would
have, planning to kill her. The girl must
have given her murderer the number of her
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room. Or the murderer must have come in
with her.

“Strangers?” Weigand asked.
shook his head again.

“You know how it is, captain,” he said.
“Most of 'em is strangers. Except the ones
who live here.”

Bill Weigand said he knew how it was.

“And you didn’t hear the shot,” he said.
He was going over ground the precinct men
had gone over.

“Not to know it was a shot,” the man said.
“l musta heard it, captain, but | musta
thought it was a backfire.”

“Or somewhere else and none of your
business,” Weigand said. The man shook his
head, and the dirty white hair fluttered
around its central baldness.

“Honest to God, captain,” he said. “I
didn’t hear nothing | thought was a shot.”

The man

VX7HETHER he had or not, he was going

~ to stick to a safer version. If he was
getting away with something, he figured to
get away with it. They were, for the time
being, going to have to be content with the
time interval they had. Twelve-thirty to
two-fifty maximum; one to two-thirty mini-
mum. It would do; so far as Bill Weigand
could see, it was going to have to do. So the
next thing was: Where was everybody? It
was something that you always got down to.
Who had opportunity?

Men came through the lobby carrying a
basket. The clerk looked at it; he had seen
it before.

“Yeah," he said. “Curtains.”

Then he looked at his own hands. He
moved his fingers, carefully, with intention;
testing their sentience. And then, oddly, al-
most gloatingly, he smiled.

Bill Weigand did not go back to the room.
He went down to the police car in which he
had told Pam North she could sit. There had
been no need for either of them to assure the
other that she was not going up to the room
in which Florence Adams lay with her black
hair in blood. Bill told Pam, briefly, what
he had found.

“They won't come to us,” he said. “They
think they're being so damned bright—so
damned bright.”

Pam nodded, not saying anything. Her
eyes were sober; she seemed to be looking
at someone or something far away. She
was silent as the police car turned down-
town. She nodded when Bill said he would
drop her anywhere she liked, and then she
said, “The apartment, | guess, Bill.”

“Probably,” Bill said, and Pam knew he
was thinking aloud, “she let somebody bor-
row her key—somebody who told her a
good story and paid her a hundred dol-

lars.”

Pam’s eyes came back, and they were en-
quiring.

“In her purse,” he said. “A hundred dol-
lars in tens and a little bit more. 1 should
think that’'s where she got the hundred. But
she read in the News that Miss Gipson had
been murdered and got scared about her
part in it. She went to the hotel, figuring
we wouldn’t find her. As we didn't—in time.
Then she tried a shakedown.”

“Or,” Pam said, “wanted an explana-
tion.”

“Or both,” Bill Weigand said. “She must
have got some sort of explanation, any-
how. Somebody strung her along until he
could get her and kill her.”

“He?” Pam said, “I thought it was a wom-
an, because you know why.”

“She,” Bill said. “He or she. It wets a
little gun, anyway.”
“And?” Pam said.

“There was no perfume in the room,”
Bill said. “Oh—the body smelled of some-
thing. Not the right thing. The room—well,
the room smelled of cordite.,And blood.”

Pam was silent until the car stopped out-
side the apartment house in which the
Norths lived. Then, instead of getting out
immediately, she sat a moment

“Mrs. Burt had just come in,” she said.
“Hadn’'t she? Helen Burt? The maid thought
she was out.”

Or, Bill pointed out, could have been
giving them the usual stall. Pam shook her
head at that; she said it didn't sound like
the usual stall.

“l think she had just come in,” she said.
“gor

“So she could have been at the hotel,”
Bill finished for her. “Yes. | thought the
maid didn’t know, too. She could have been
at the hotel. She could have been any-
where. And her husband had just come in,
too. And so had, | suppose, several thous-
and other people in New York.”

“l know,” Pam said. “It just isn't impos-
sible.”

Obviously, Bill Weigand agreed, it wasn't
impossible. Obviously Mrs. Burt's move-
ments were interesting. So were the move-
ments, he pointed out, of several other peo-
ple—of John Gipson, Nora Frost, of Philip
Spencer; of, for all they knew, a dozen other
people whose names they didn't know.

Pam got out and Bill Weigand got out with
her and got back in.

“Of course,” Pam said, through the win-
dow, “it could have been one of the writers.
Alexander Hill or Mrs. Abernathy or Mr.
Robinson or even the Munroes. Although |
don't think the Munroes, because they're
married.”
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Bill Weigand looked at her, and his eyes
widened.

“For God’s sake why?” he said.

“She saw them,” Pam told him. “Since she
came here. She had contact with them. It
might be anybody she had had contact with.”

“Including,” Bill said, “the doorman at
the Annex? The clerk? The waitress at
whatever tea shop she went to? The Library
attendants? The—"

“Oh yes,” Pam said.
‘might.””

Bill Weigand was thankful for that, and
said so. He still looked puzzled.

“Why not the Munroes?” he said.

“They collaborate,” Pam told him. “Peo-
ple don’t, on murder. Not when they're
married. Jerry and | wouldn't.”

It seemed a little inconclusive, Bill told
her. But for what it was worth, he thought
it probably wasn’'t the Munroes.

“Or any of the others,” he said. “People
who write about murder don’t murder.”

If anything was inconclusive, Pam told
him as the car started, that last was.

“Of course, | said

AfULLINS was waiting for Weigand at the
office. Mullins looked, Bill Weigand de-

cided as soon as he saw him, as if he had
something.

“Well,” Bill said, “did Backley tell you
who did it, sergeant?”

Mullins was not dashed, which meant
that he was more than usually confident.

“Maybe he did, loot,” Mullins said. “It
could just be he did.”

Mullins had seen the attorney who handled
the Gipson estate and who was most fa-
miliar with its ramifications. He had found
nothing new there; he had retraced the
ground Stein had covered efficiently. But,
because Backley knew both John Gipson
and Nora Frost, who had been Nora Gip-
son, Mullins had been able to go farther. He
had, for one thing, given Backley the gist
of the letter Nora had written her aunt the
day before Amelia Gipson died.

Backley had looked grave. He was a
smallish man with a resonant voice and a
face built for proper gravity. He made dep-
recatory sounds with his tongue and lips.
He shook his head. He said that it was an
extremely unwise letter for her to have writ-
ten.

“Particularly,” Mullins said, “to a dame
that's going to get killed.”

The circumstances, Backley had agreed,
made the letter particularly unfortunate.
“But we must bear in mind that Mrs. Frost
had no intimation that her aunt was to—
die,” he told Mullins.

Mullins remained silent.

“l sat that one out,” he told Weigand, re-

porting. “He looked at me kinda funny and
wanted to know did I think she did. | said
we had no reason for thinking anything at
this stage of the investigation. Right?”

“Right,” Bill Weigand agreed. He smiled
faintly to himself.

Backley had, judicially, recognized that he
had no right to insist on a more definite
answer. He had said that he, obviously,
would regard any such suggestion as prepos-
terous. To that Mullins had said merely,
“Sure,” dismissing it. He had asked whether
Nora Frost—Major and Mrs. Frost—needed
money.

On that point, Mr. Backley had been con-
fident and assured. He had hoped that Mul-
lins—he had hoped that he himself—would
never need money more than the Frosts did
at that moment. Kennet Frost, to begin
with, had a very substantial income. Very
substantial. Nora Frost, in the second place,
had found her share of the income from the
estate more than ample. She had had—the
Frosts had had—no reason whatever for not
wishing Amelia Gipson a long life; no reason
whatever for wishing to accelerate the dis-
tribution of the trust established by Alfred
Gipson. Whatever the letter referred to—
and Mr. Backley was frank, he was almost
eager, to say he didn’'t know—it did not refer
to money. At any rate, it did not refer to
the estate.

“l never thought it did,” Weigand said.
“It doesn’'t sound like a letter about money.
It sounds more like a letter about the emo-
tions.”

“0. K., loot,” Mullins said.
harm in asking him.”

Clearly, Weigand agreed, they had to ask
him.

“Then,” Mullins said, “we went on to John
—the nephew, John is.”

“l can keep them straight,” Weigand prom-
ised him.

“The nephew,” Mullins repeated, keeping
it straight anyway. “The chemist. Seems he
was working on something top secret for the
government at a laboratory up in Connecti-
cut. | think it was something about atoms
and—"

“Everybody now thinks all research is
about the atoms,” Weigand told him. “How-
ever—maybe it is.”

Backley had said that much, said that
John Gipson was well enough paid and
engrossed in his work and had been willing
to let it stop there. Mullins had also been
ready to let it stop; it had been chance, more
than anything, which had led to another
question.

“Just sorta to fill in,” Mullins said. “I
asked him if Gipson was doing anything
else. | didn't see why he should be.”

“There was no
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JI|R. BACKLEY had looked even more ju-

dicial and had put the tips of his fingers
together and regarded them, evidently seek-
ing guidance. He apparently had found it.

The fact was, he had told Mullins, that
John Gipson was also, in his spare time, con-
ducting experiments of his own. Not on
atoms. On plastics, Mr. Backley understood.
He did not understand much else, except that
John Gipson felt he had hit on something.
With the war over, he expected to be re-
leased from government service. He wanted
to go on'with whatever he had on plastics.
Mullins had got it, then.

“He wanted capital,” Mullins had said,
flatly. “This was the time to get into what-
ever the racket was, with things picking up.
He didn't want to wait until—how long
would he have had to wait?”

Backley had made further deprecating
sounds with tongue and lips over that; he
had looked grave and disapproving. But he
had said that the money would be divided,
as he had already told Mullins, when Nora
was twenty-five. And Nora was now twen-
ty-three.

“Two years might make a hell of a lot of
difference if young Gipson was onto some-
thing,” Mullins said.

Backley had said he feared Sergeant Mul-
lins was inclined to jump to conclusions. He
said he did not know, actually, that Gipson
was onto anything.

“But he thinks he is,” Mullins said. “Don’t
he?”

Backley thought that over, and nodded.

“And he wants capital?”

Backley nodded again.

“And he don't want to let outsiders in
by sharing whatever he’s got,” Mullins had
guessed.

Backley did not nod this time. He looked
very disapproving. He said that he had no
information on that point. But he did not
enter a denial.

Mullins had guessed then that Gipson had
gone to his aunt, asking for his share—or a
large part of his share—in advance. And had
been refused. Was that it?

Backley stopped talking then. He said that
he felt they were now in the realm of mat-
ters confidential between lawyer and client.

“Which is as good as an answer, ain't it?”
Mullins wanted to know. There was triumph
in the question.

Bill Weigand nodded slowly. It was as
good as an answer. A denial would have vio-
lated no confidence. Only if Mullins had hit
on the truth, or part of the truth, would there
be reason for Mr. Backley’s recourse to le-
gal ethics.

So—John Gipson had a motive. He might
believe—he might be right in believing—
that his aunt was standine between him and

real money—real money in the realest sense;
the kind of money for which many men
would do strange things, and had.

And John’s sister, Nora, had written a
strange letter.

It was time to talk to these young people.
He knew enough now. It was high time. He
looked at his watch. If O’Connor had caught
them at the airport when they met the major,
who had been due in at one o’clock, he had
had plenty of time to report in. And he
would have arranged an interview, which
was what he was there for—or partly what
he was there for. Weigand took a sheaf of
papers out of his “In” basket and looked
through them. O’Connor had reported, all
right. He had reported that neither John
Gipson nor his sister had appeared at the
airport, and that no Major Frost—no major
of any name—had got off the plane. The
nearest O'Connor had come was a colonel,
who was a regular, worked in Washington,
and was named Jones. It was not very
near.

A TALL young man with blue eyes and
wings on the left breast of his tunic
looked at Bill Weigand and said, “Yes?” His
tone reserved decision.
“Major Frost?” Bill said.
The young man agreed he was Major

Frost. Bill Weigand identified himself.
“Oh,” Major Frost said, “about Nora's
aunt.”

“Right,” Weigand said. “Mrs. Frost was
coming to see us. Or | thought she was.
There was a misunderstanding apparently.
So | came to see her.”

“Come ahead,” Major Kennet Frost said.
“We were just having a drink. You can have
one with us.”

He turned and went back into the apart-
ment assuming Weigand would follow him.
It was an apartment with a sunken living
room and there were two steps down from
the tiny foyer. There was an ornamental
iron railing part way around the little plat-
form onto which you entered. Bill Weigand
followed the young major of the Air Force
down into the living room.

“This is that detective, Nora,” Kennet
Frost said. “Weigand. Lieutenant Weigand.”

Nora Frost was slender and very lovely,
with soft brown hair which seemed to flow
around her face. She had large brown eyes
and she widened them slightly at Bill
Weigand. She said, “Oh.” She said, “Oh,
dear.”

“We expected to find you at the airport,”
Bill said. “Meeting the major. Hie boys
must have misunderstood.”

“Oh,” she said. “You went there? Please
sit down, lieutenant.”

Major Frost sat down on the sofa by his
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wife. Weigand sat in a deep chair, more or
less facing them.

“Scotch?” the major said. “l've got some
scotch. Understand it's been hard for you
people to get.”

TTIS TONE tacitly, inoffensively, opened a

gulf between Weigand and himself—
Weigand suspected it opened a gulf between
the Army Air Force and all other persons
everywhere. Particularly all civilians. It
was a gulf which would shrink, Weigand
thought. He hazarded a guess.

“You're being released, major?” he said,
pleasantly. Major Frost frowvned momenta-
rily. He was hardly older than his wife,
Weigand thought. Twenty-five at most
would do it. He had been very confident,
very assured, very expert, but that was in
another world. It was tough on Kkids, Bill
thought. But the insistence of the Police
Department that he remain civilian had been
tough on him, so it evened up, in a way. He
looked at the ribbons on the major’s tunic.
One of them was the ribbon of the Dis-
tinguished Flying Cross. The major had been
very good, in that other world.

“Terminal leave,” Major Frost said. He
smiled, suddenly, “I'll have trouble with
scotch too, | suppose. By the way, it was
merely that I got on an earlier airplane.”

“And telephoned me from the airport,”
Nora Frost said, quickly. “So John and |
didn't go out. | met Ken for lunch and of
course | should have called your office, lieu-
tenant, but—"

“We were busy,” Frost said. “I'd been
out there twenty-four months. And any-
way, | don't know what she can tell you,
lieutenant.”

“Neither do I,” Weigand said. He picked
up the scotch and soda his nod had accepted.
“We have to—explore all possibilities, you
know.”

“1 hadn’'t seen Amelia for days,” Nora said.
She spoke quickly, almost hurriedly. She
took up her glass and finished the pale drink
that remained in it. She. held it up and
Kennet Frost took it and went to a table
which held a silver tray and bottles. He
made her a fresh drink and brought it back.

“l can’'t believe anybody would have want-
ed to Kkill her,” Nora said. “Why should
they?”

That was one of the things he was trying
to find out, Bill said. Meanwhile, Mrs. Frost
would have to believe that somebody had
killed her. Somebody had substituted so-
dium fluoride for one of the powders she
apparently was in the habit of taking.

“Dr. Powers’ Medicine,” Nora Frost said.
“She’'d taken it for years. She used to take
boxes of it up to Maine when we went there
in the summer. You remember, Ken?”

“Yeah,” Kennet Frost said. “Anyway, I
remember your telling me aboutit You said
she was always dosing herself.”

He was a polite young man, and had been
to the right places. So there was not quite
contempt in his tone. But people who dosed
themselves were a long way from his circle.

Weigand said he supposed that many peo-
ple knew of Amelia Gipson’'s habit, and
Nora Frost said everybody who knew her,
she should think. She sipped her drink.
She stretched lovely legs out in front of her,
and looked at them.

“Don’t think I'm not sorry about it,” she
said, still looking at her legs. “l am sorry.
Amelia was—she was somebody I'd known
all my life. She was—family.”

“You were fond of her?” Weigand wanted
to know.

She looked at him.

“Not particularly,” she said. “Except—
because she was family. She more or less
brought me up.” She smiled faintly. “As
I've no doubt you know,” she said. “I never
thought much about her until recently, | sup-
pose. As—as a person. She was just Aunt
Amelia, who brought me up, and who spent
summers with me up in Maine while Ken
was gone.”

She stopped, because Kennet Frost was
looking at her. It was a look Weigand had
no trouble interpreting. Major Frost thought
his pretty wife was talking too much.

“All right, major,” Bill said. He spoke
lightly, easily. “Mrs. Frost's attitude is quite
understandable.” He paused and his smile
faded. “Miss Gipson was poisoned,” he said.
“Somebody wanted to kill her and did. This
wasn't the result of—a lack of particular
fondness, as Mrs. Frost puts it. She was
killed because somebody thought it was nec-
essary, for his own purposes, that she be
out of the way.”

“You asked if she was fond of her aunt,”
Frost reminded him. His tone was suspi-
cious. He would fight for Nora, and he had
proved to be a good fighter. In that other
world. It was interesting that he thought she
might need fighting for.

He was merely, Weigand said, trying to
find out how well Mrs. Frost had known her
aunt. It was useful, he said, to find out as
much about people who had been murdered
as could be found out The way to do that
was to talk to people who had known them
well.

“Character enters into murder,” Weigand
said. “The character of the victim, as well as
the character of the killer.”

“It’s all right, Ken,” Nora Frost said. “The
lieutenant knows | didn't kill Amelia.”

TATSIGAND shook his head at that, but a
smile tempered the implication. He said
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that, abstractly, he didn't know that any-
one had not killed Amelia Gipson. He would
not know that, he pointed out, until he knew
who had killed her.

“Well,” Frost said, “Nora didn’t. | didn’'t.”

“By the way,” Weigand said, “speaking
of you, major. Just how much earlier was
this earlier plane you caught?”

“Four hours,” Frost said. He looked hard
at Weigand. “l wasn't here yesterday af-
ternoon, if that's what you're getting at,”
he said. “lI was in Kansas City, arguing
about a priority with some civilian.” He
paused and seemed, somehow, to be looking at
himself. “Hell,” he said, and there was sur-
prise in his tone, “I'm next thing to a civilian
myself.” It seemed to astonish him.

“And you telephoned your wife from La-
Guardia?” Weigand said. “When was that?”

“About ten,” Frost said. “I told her not to
come out. | came here and we went out to
lunch. We got back about three and have
been here since. Why?”

Weigand told him why. He told him suc-
cinctly.

“l never heard of the girl,” Frost said. “It
seems like a tough break. But | never heard
of her.”

“Mrs. Frost?” Weigand said.

She shook her head, her softly curled
brown hair floating about it. She had never
heard of Florence Adams. Her face reflected
a kind of concern. She said it was too bad
about the girl. She sounded as if she thought
it too bad about the girl.

“Where did you lunch?” Weigand said. He
saw hardness in Frost’s face.

“Major,” he said, “I'm doing a job that
has to be done. I'm a policeman, looking for
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a murderer. | never saw you and Mrs. Frost
before in my life, or heard of you. | don’t
know whether you are the most truthful
people in the world, or whether you're liars.
All I know—know, major—is that you are
wearing an Army uniform with wings and
ribbons and a major’'s leaves.”

The major looked annoyed. Then he smiled
suddenly.

“Want to see my I. D. card, lieutenant?”
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Kennet Frost smiled at her. Weigand
thought they were very much in love, and
had already waited a good while. Frost
brought himself back, sharply, youthfully.
He was very matter of fact, suddenly.

“Obviously,” he said, “Nora inherits money
now that her aunt is dead. You know that, |
suppose?”
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“Oh yea,” Weigand said. “Naturally.”

“And you think it's a possible motive?”
Frost said. He was still matter-of-fact.

Bill said that money was always a possible
motive. Particularly a good deal of money;
particularly if somebody needed money.

“We don't,” Frost said. “You can check on
that.”

“Right,” Bill Weigand said. “So we can.”

“"Why don’'t you?” Frost wanted to know.
“Then if you find out we are broke" and have
to have Nora’s money so badly we can’t wait
a couple of years, and find out that | was
really in New York yesterday and not in
Kansas City, come back?”

“Yes,” Weigand said, “if | find out those
things, I'll come back. Meanwhile, there’s
a point | want to clear up with your wife,
major.”

“Well,” F*rost said, “Clear it up.”

Weigand hesitated a moment. He wished
Major Frost would, go out and buy a pack-
age of cigarettes. He obstructed. But Wei-
gand doubted that Frost would go.

“Right,” he said. He turned to Nora Frost,
his movement excluding her husband. “You
wrote a letter to your aunt the day before she
died, Mrs. Frost. It seemed to us an odd let-
ter, under the circumstances. Do you re-
member it?”

The girl’'s eyes seemed to flicker for a sec-
ond. She picked up her glass and she was
stalling for time. The glass trembled slightly
in her hands and, although she raised it to
her lips, Weigand did not see her swallow.
He had seen that happen before; a glass can
clink against his teeth if the hand holding it
trembles.

The girl waited too long, and then, know-
ing it had been too long, spoke too quickly.

“Yes,” she said. “l remember it.”

“You will understand, then, why we want
an explanation,” Weigand said. His voice was
no longer casual.

“That's why you came, isn't it?” Nora said.

“Wait a minute!” Frost said.

Weigand turned to him.

“You're not in this, major,” he said. “Un-
less you also know about the letter. Do
you?”

“l don’'t know what your talking about,”
Frost said. “But you can't—"

“Your wife wrote her aunt a letter which
requires explanation,” Weigand said. “I ex-
pect to get that explanation. Don’t think I
can’t, major. If you interfere, | shall have to
take Mrs. Frost somewhere else to get the
explanation. If it's a simple one, I'd rather
not. But you can have it either way.”

'T'HE MAJOR looked at Weigand for a mo-
A ment. He looked puzzled.

“Hell,” he said, “you talk like the colonel.”

Weigand did not smile. He said, “Well,
major?”

“I'm sorry, sir,” Major Frost said. “If any-
thing needs explaining, I know Nora can ex-
plain it.”

“Right,” Weigand said. “l have a copy of
the letter here, Mrs. Frost. Do you want me
to read it?”

The girl spoke very quickly. She spoke
almost as if she were frightened.

“No!” she said. “Oh no, please!”

Then, involuntarily, she looked at her hus-
band and looked away again. Weigand's eyes
followed hers. The young face of Major
Frost was very young—and very puzzled.

“Look,” Frost said, and his voice was puz-
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zled, too. He held out his hand, tentatively,
as if for the letter. “Let me—"

“No,” Nora said. “Please, Ken. 1
want you to.”

Bill Weigand was glad he had not insisted
on having Frost go out for cigarettes. He was
very glad.

“Well, Mrs. Frost?” he said.
explanation?”

The girl hesitated. It was obvious she was
trying to work out a story. It was pathetical-
ly obvious. It was also obvious that she had
not expected this, and had no story ready.
Which might mean she was innocent. Or
might merely mean she underestimated the
police.

“l. . .." she said. “It wasn't anything im-
portant.”

Weigand shook his head.

“It had to be important, Mrs. Frost," he
said. “You can't remember the letter. You
said something that your aunt was going to
do was . . .” he referred to the letter . . .
“ “wicked and barbaric, no better than mur-
der.” It had to be important.”

The girl shook her head. But there was no
assurance in the gesture.

“1 was excited,” she said. “I ... | thought

. . she was trying to ... to come between
Ken and me.”

Weigand waited, but she did not continue.
He thought she could not continue. She was
clearly frightened now, and no longer hope-
ful of hiding it. Her slender hands were
working together. He looked at Frost and
saw bewilderment—and more than bewilder-
ment—in his face. Frost, he would guess,
was entirely surprised by this, because he
was entirely new to this.

“How?” Weigand pressed her. “What had
she found out? You wrote that—?”

“1 know!” the girl said. “l know what |
wrote! | told you not to read the letter!”

“Then tell me what it means, Mrs. Frost,”
Weigand said. “Tell me what she found out;
what she was doing—what made you threaten
her, Mrs. Frost”

“1—" the girl started. Then she turned to
her husband, and all her face asked his help.

“You don’'t need to explain anything, dar-
ling,” Frost said. His voice was low and
steady—and it was surprisingly gentle. “You
don’t need to explain anything. Nobody can
make you.”

Weigand waited.

“Nobody can make you, Nora," Frost re-
peated. “I know it was all right—I—I1 know
it was all right. Whatever it was.” He turned
to Weigand. “You can't force her to explain
anything, lieutenant,” he said.

Weigand shrugged slightly.

“Obviously,” he said. His voice was cold
and entirely without emphasis. “But | can
make her wish she had. maior. If there is

don’t

“What is the

an innocent explanation, she'd better give it*
He paused, and now he spoke directly to
Mrs. Frost. “Even if it is embarrassing,” he
said.

“It isn't—" the girl began, and then the
doorbell rang. Bill Weigand did not say
anything, but he could hardly have been an-
noyed more.

Major Frost clearly was not annoyed. He
went quickly across the living room and up
the two steps to the entrance balcony. He
said, “Hello, John,” with what sounded
like real pleasure.

“Is Nora here?” another male voice said—
a lighter, quicker voice than the major’s.
“Backley just called and the police—"

Frost picked it up quickly.

“Somebody from the police is here, John,”
he said. “Lieutenant Weigand. He's been
asking Nora a few questions.”

TOHN GIPSON was in by that time. He
" stopped and looked down into the living
room. He was a slim man, slighter than his
brother-in-law, quicker in movement. You
could have- guessed relationship between him
and the girl on the .sofa. Their hair was of
the same brown and their brown eyes were
similarly set. And as John looked across at
his sister, he smiled quickly, and there was
warmth as well as enquiry in his smile. He
turned to Weigand and the smile was entirely
gone.

“1 suppose you think we were in a hurry
for the money,” John Gipson said. His tone
hinted that that was the obvious thing for
a policeman to think; that, being obvious, it
could not be true.

“l don’'t know," Weigand said. “You're
John Gipson? The nephew? | did hear you
were in a hurry for the money, as a matter
of fact.”

“Backley talks too much,” Gipson said.
“Have you been badgering Nora?”

“I've been asking her questions,” Bill
Weigand said, mildly. “If they badgered her
| suppose it was because they were hard
questions to answer. You were in a hurry
for the money? You waftted it to develop a
new process you've discovered?”

“Backley’s an old fool,” Gipson said. He
spoke chiefly to his sister. “l always said he
was an old foolL”

“Backley is sworn to uphold the law and
assist the police,” Weigand told him. “He’s
an officer of the court. Did you want money
in a hurry?”

“Not that much of a hurry,” Gipson said.
He did not, Weigand thought, seem alarmed.
“Anyway, | wouldn't kill Amelia. Hell, we've
known her all our lives.”

Weigand told him that that was hardly
proof.

"However.” he said. “l haven't suggested
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that you killed your aunt. When did you see
her last?”

“Days ago,” Gipson said. He crossed over
to the table and mixed himself a drink. He
looked at his sister's glass and saw it was
half full. Then he looked at Frost’'s glass.

“Pour you some of your liquor, Ken?” he
said. Kennet Frost nodded, and Gipson
crossed to the sofa, picked up Frost's glass,
poured scotch into it and put in soda and
brought it back. “Days ago,” he said. “How-
ever, | talked to her on the telephone yester-
day. Asked her if she wouldn't change her
mind and come through with my share. She
wouldn't. Seemed perfectly natural; per-
fectly in character. | didn’t think shfe would.”

“Why wouldn’t she?” Weigand said.
“Didn’t she believe in your discovery? In-
vention? Whatever it is?”

“A new process,” Gipson said. “Having
to do with plastics. Do you want to hear
details?”

His voice implied that Weigand would not
understand them if he did. Weigand shook
his head. He said he did not want to hear
them. He said if they became important in
any connection, Gipson could explain them
to somebody in the department who would
understand.

“Of whom,”
Mr. Gipson.”

“Are there?” Gipson said, “As to Amel-
ia—Il don't know what she believed. All 1
know is she wouldn’t give me the money.”

“Which,” Weigand said, “probably annoyed
you.”

John Gipson drank and said Weigand was
damn right it did.

“Whereupon,” he said, “1 brought her some
nice fresh poison and said, ‘Drink this, will
you, auntie?” and she said, ‘Of course, dear
boy. Anything for a nephew, and there we
were.”

“Do you think it's funny, Mr. Gipson?”
Weigand said. “It wasn't, you know. It
wasn't at all funny.”

Gipson looked at Weigand, and Weigand's
expression did not encourage light-hearted-
ness.

“No,” Gipson said, “I didn't think it's fun-
ny, lieutenant. Amelia wasn’'t a dream aunt
in all respects, but I'd like to see you get
the guy who killed her. Very much.” He
paused and examined Weigand's face. “I
didn’'t kill her, if you really think I did,” he
said. “l don't know who did, except that it
wasn't Nora and it wasn't Ken and it wasn't
me.”

“All right,” Weigand said, equably. “Where
were you today from noon until two o’clock—
at about the time you were supposed to be
meeting the major at the airport?”

John Gipson looked at the major, sur-
prised.

he said, “there are several,

“He got in on an earlier—" he began.

“1 know,” Weigand said. “l understand
why you weren't at the airport. Where were
you?”

“Why?” Gipson said.

ORIEFLY Weigand told him why.

“That was a damned dirty trick,” Gip-
son said. “Rope the girl in, and then kill her
because you had. Did he take back the hun-
dred, too?”

Bill Weigand shook his head. He waited.

“1 was having lunch most of the time, I
guess,” Gipson said. “By myself, not want-
ing to horn in on these two. Then .1 went
downtown to see a man.” He looked at
Weigand. “Still hush-hush, that is,” he said.
“But it was about two-thirty that | got there,
so it wouldn’'t help anyway. No alibi.”

He waited, as if for a comment, but Wei-
gand made none. Instead he asked, for the
record, whether any of them knew any rea-
son why somebody—not one of them—might
have wanted to poison Amelia Gipson. The
girl shook her head and Major Frost merely
looked at Bill Weigand.

“She was a difficult person,” John Gipson
said, after a moment He spoke slowly. “She
mes very—righteous. She wanted other
people to behave as—in accordance with her
standards. Few people did. When they didn't,
Amelia thought it was her duty to make
trouble for them. I've heard she made trouble
for several people. At the college, chiefly.
But | don't know any details.” He looked
at Weigand. “What I'm trying to say is that
she wasn't an unlikely candidate for what
she got,” he said. “She might have stepped
on somebody too hard. That's all I can think
of.”

Bill Weigand nodded.
to the girl again.

“1 still want to hear about the letter, you
know,” he said.

She had been nervous, and Bill Weigand
had seen her nervousness and waited. She
had dreaded it and now it had come. And
now she turned to her brother and her eyes
sought his help.

“Letter?” Gipson said. “What—" Then he
broke off. His eyes questioned Nora Frost
and she nodded. There was concern in his
mobile face—quick concern.

“A letter my sister wrote to Amelia?” he
said. It had the form of a question, but it
was hardly a question.

“You knew about it, I gather,” Bill said.
“Yes—that letter. Your sister doesn’'t seem
to want to explain it.”

“l know about it,” Gipson said.
nothing to do with any of this.
vate.”

Dryly, Weigand said he had gathered it
was private. But nothing, he said, was pri-

Then he turned

“It had
It was pri-
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vate in a murder investigation.

“However,” he said, “if it doesn’'t mean
anything, if it really hasn't anything to do
with this, it can stop with me.”

Brother and sister conferred, without
speech. Major Frost looked at his wife and
then at Gipson, and his eyes were puzzled
and unhappy. Whatever it was, Bill Weigand

thought, he's not in on it; it's something
they're keeping from him. In which case—
“However,” he said, “I can’t force it from

you, as you pointed out earlier, major. I'd
advise you to change your mind, Mrs. Frost.
If you do, you can telephone me. But I'd
change my mind before tomorrow, if | were
you.” He paused to let it register. “Talk
to your brother, Mrs. Frost,” he said, then.
“I'm sure he’ll advise you to get in touch
with me.”

He stood up, then. He
them.

“Of course you know it's only begun,” he
said. “Murder cases don’t stop.” He took a
step toward the door and Major Frost arose
and went ahead of him. “Not until they're
finished,” Weigand added. He turned, then,
and went out the door Frost had opened.
He would have liked to hear what the three
said to one another when the door closed,
but that was impracticable. He thought he
would pick up the gist of it as time went on.

looked down at

CHAPTER IX

WEDNESDAY, 5:45 P.M.
to 7:10 P.M.

JERRY NORTH opened
the apartment-house door
and said, “Hey, Pam,”
which was a way of in-
dicating that he was not
alone and that Pam North
should bear that in mind
when greeting him. It
was not always certain
precisely what Pam would
say by way of greeting

when she thought he was alone. This time,
however, she spoke from the living room.

“It's come,” she said. “And it's the small-
est—"

She came out into the foyer and said, “Oh,
hello, Mr. Hill.”

Alexander Hill said, “Good evening, Mrs.
North.”

“What came?” Jerry said.

Pam looked at him wide-eyed and asked if
he couldn’'t see it. He looked at her more
carefully. A tiny animal was perched on
her right shoulder. It looked at him through
bright blue eyes, with bright interest. It
said “yow!” It kept on saying “yowl”, not

in displeasure, so far as Jerry could see, but
merely to show interest, awareness and
presence. It had a tiny face which at first
looked dirty and the rest of it was a brown-
ish white. Not all of it was visible as it re-
garded them from Pam North’s shoulder.

“l1 think,” Pam said, “that it looks like a
very tiny polar bear. What do you think,
Jerry?”

“1 think,” Jerry said, “that it looks like a
very tiny Siamese cat.”

Pam iooked at him and seemed disap-
pointed.

“Oh, that,” Pam said. “Of course it looks
like a very tiny Siamese cat. Itis a very tiny
Siamese cat. But | think it looks even more
like a very tiny polar bear.”

Jerry picked the little cat off Pam’s shoul-
der. It began to purr instantly on being
touched; there was a great deal of purr for
so very little cat.

“Of course,” Jerry said, “it also looks a
little like a monkey.”

He held it in one hand. It climbed up
his arm, hurriedly, as if it had just remem-
bered an appointment-. It sat on his shoulder.
It bit his ear—gently, on the wnole.

“And it acts rather like a monkey,” Jerry
said.

“Polar bears can climb,” Pam pointed out
and thought a moment. “Or can’'t they? Do
they just sit on cakes of ice? Do you know,
Mr. Hill?”

“What?” said Mr. Hill, who was looking
with surprise at the cat. The cat looked in
surprise at Mr. Hill, who wore a black beard.
He was a small man, rather slight, and the
beard was dominant.

“Polar bears,” Mrs.
“Cakes of ice.”

“So far as | know,” Mr. Hill said, “all
bears climb. Is it a new cat?”
“It just came,” Pam said.

won't take the place of—"

“But it will,” Jerry said, quickly. “I mean,
of course it won’'t be the same. But it will
be something else-rfomething different—in
approximately the same place.”

“All right,” Pam said, “1 know that's true.
But she does remind me of Ruffy, because
she’'s a cat. | suppose that's why | Kkeep
thinking of her as a very small polar bear.”

Jerry blinked slightly and looked, involun-
tarily, at Alexander Hill. Hill, he thought,
was looking a little dazed. Jerry was fa-
miliar with the look; he had worn it

“1 think,” Pam said, “that we ought to
call her Martini. Then we can call her Teeny
for short and she’ll come to either, because
after all it's the vowels.”

“What?” Mr. Hill said,
strained voice.

“They answer to vowel sounds,” Jerry ex-

North prompted.

“Of course it

in a somewhat
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plained. “They don’'t really seem to hear
the rest. When we had Pete he would come
just as quickly if we merely said ‘Eeee.’ If he
wanted to, naturally.”

"Mr. Hill looked at Gerald North with a
somewhat fixed expression.

“Perhaps,” he said, “l had better come
back some other time and look over the'Gip-
son notes. Only I'm anxious to get on with
it, you know. But, | mean to say ... at such
a moment. . ..

“Oh,” Pam said, “we just bought her. It's
not a moment, particularly. Except, of course,
we're interested. What do you think of the
name, Jerry. Because look at her tail.”

Jerry looked at her tail. It was very
straight and, at the moment, Martini was
wearing it straight up. It bristled somewhat
And looked like a spike on the end of the
little cat.

“She wears it cocked,” Pam said.
tail. So Martini, naturally.”

“Or Manhattan,” Mr. Hill said. “Or even
Stinger.”

It was clear that he was getting into the
spirit of the thing. But both of the Norths
looked at him in honest surprise. Mrs. North,
particularly, looked as if she could hardly
believe her ears.

“Oh,” she said, “you couldn’t name her
anything like that. Those. Not such a nice
little cat.”

“Oh,” Mr. Hill said.

“Speaking of drinks,” Jerry North said, “if
you'll take Martini, Pam, I'll make them.”

“Cock-

TIE PLUCKED Martini off his shoulder
and gave her back to Pam. Pam put her
on the floor and she ran off.

“She runs like a rocking horse,” Pam said.
“1t must be because her hind legs are longer
than they ought to be and she doesn’'t under-
stand it yet. Of course, they ought to be
longer than they ought to be, because all
Siamese’s are.”

Rather quickly, Jerry asked Alexander
Hill what it would be and, very quickly, Mr.
Hill said rye and water, if it wasn't too much
trouble. They went in the living room after
the little cat. As they entered, it flattened
itself on the carpet and, with almost terrify-
ing intensity, began to stalk toward them. It
got close to Pam’s feet, jumped straight up
in the air and came down twisted a little
sideways. The tiny tail also twisted with the
tiny cat.

“All right, Teeny, I'm dead,” Pam said.
She picked the little cat up. Jerry went into
the Kkitchen after bottles and began to come
out with them.

“Mr. Hill is going to write the Gipson
case,” he said. “For the book. As well as
the....”
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He went back again.

“As the first story in the book,” Mr. Hill
said. “Piquant, don’t you think?”

“In the book Miss Gipson was doing re-
search on?” Pam said. “The one you and the
others are putting together—but of course.”

“Piquant,” Mr. Hill said. “Definitely.” His
expression changed slightly as he regarded
his own thoughts. “Also a natural,” he said.
“It ought to make the book if we can work
fast enough. Of course, it will be all the
better if it isn't solved.”

He seemed to wait for Pam North to say
something. She said, “Why?” and decided
that that was the proper thing for her to
have said. Mr. Hill brightened and nodded,
approvingly.

“Precisely,” he said. “Precisely. Because
there will be freedom of speculation. Added
zest. Don’'t you think?”

Pam North said she saw what he meant.

“Only of course, Bill wants to solve it,”
she pointed out. “And, naturally, he's a
friend of ours.”

“It will be better for the book,” Mr. Hill
said, with finality. “Much better. And I
have no expectation that it will be solved.
None whatever.”

“Haven't you?” Pam said.

“No,” Mr. Hill said. “None whatever.”

“Well,” Pam said. “They usually are.”

Jerry came back in with a tray and put it
down on a table. He poured rye into a jigger,
looked at it and poured it into a glass. He
put in ice.

“Are what?” he said. “Much water?”

“Very little, please,” Mr. Hill said. “Solved,
Mrs. North thinks. | was saying that |
thought the Gipson case wouldn't be. Aqd
pointing out that we’'ll do better if it isn'tT

Jerry nodded to that, gave Mr. Hill his
drink, and began to mix martinis. But it
would also, he pointed out, be better for the
murderer.

“Oh,” Mr. Hill said, “that.”
it.

“What Mr. Hill wants to do,” Jerry ex-
plained, emptying ice out of the cocktail
glasses and filling them with very pale mar-
tinis, “is to look over the notes she made
on the other cases.”

“Precisely,” Mr. Hill said. “Precisely.
There is room for speculation, there. What
unappreciated slip of what unknown mur-
derer may Miss Gipson not have detected as
she browsed among these almost forgotten
records of yesterday's hatred, revenge and
greed? What may she have seen, that had
not been seen before, about the stammering
Mr. Purdy, the .dapper little doctor named
Merton and his hoarded cultures of death,
about the dim figure who, for reasons never
guessed at, ended the life of the pretty girl

He dismissed
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from the Midwest who had come to New
York with her only capital, beauty, and her
days so mercilessly short?”

“l don't know,” Pam said.

“What?”*Mr. Hill said.

“Oh,” Pam said, “I thought you were ask-
ing us.”

Jerry looked at her and, almost impercep-
tibly, shook his head.

“Oh,” Mr. Hill said. “l was just giving
an idea. Something like that | think, don’t
you, North? If it isn't solved, of course.”
He paused and spoke slowly, almost as if to
himself. “It will be disconcerting if it is
solved,” he said. “Very disconcerting.”

“Of course,” Pam told herself, “he’s mere-
ly thinking about the success of the book.
And the future of his own speculations.”

But she looked at Jerry. Jerry sipped his
cocktail and she thought he looked rather
puzzled. But she could not catch his eyes.

“Pam has a theory,” Jerry said, then.
“Very interesting. Perhaps not impossible.
She thinks it was Mrs. Willard Burt. The
one who wrote the letter | mentioned.”

Mr. Hill looked at Pam North with sur-
prise and, it seemed to her, some incredulity.

“Why?” he said.

“Because she’s really Helen Merton,” Pam
said. “Her name is Helen, you know. Sup-
pose it was really she and not her husband
who Killed off her family. Was there any
reason it couldn’t have been?”

“What?”

. HILL looked at her thoughtfully.

“Not that | remember,” he said. “Al-
though | don’'t know that the point was ever
raised. It's—ingenious.”

“She’s about the right age,” Pam said.
“She could have gone away somewhere after
she divorced the doctor and come back—
perhaps with another last name—and married
Me, Burt. And Amelia Gipson, who knew
her before, may have put two and two to-
gether and realized that it was really she
who had killed off her parents and brothers
and sisters, for the money. And she may
have threatened to expose her and given her
a chance to explain. Which would be the
reason for the letter Mrs. Burt wrote. And
then Mrs. Burt Killed her.”

“It is ingenious,” Mr. Hill told Gerald
North. “Very ingenious. And not impos-
sible. Precisely. Not impossible.”

He looked thoughtfully at Mrs. North.

“What two and two did she put together?”
he wanted to know.

Pam shook her head. She said that was
the trouble. She said that, obviously, it
wasn’'t complete. She said, “Ouch!” Martini
had run up Pam'’s stockinged leg. “Martini!”
Pam said. “You hurt, baby.” She picked the
tiny cat uo and nut it in her lan. It climbed

her and sat on her shoulder and began to
talk, loudly, into her ear.

“l wish you stammered,” she said, to the
cat. “It might slow you down. Did he,
really?”

“Mr. Purdy?” Mr. Hill said. “Oh yes. Quite
badly, | understand. But he still found
women with money to marry him.”

“Did he?” Pam said. “More than one?”

So he understood, Mr. Hill told her. A
friend of his who had investigated the case
said that that was one of the things the police
were looking into when Purdy was killed in
the crash as he tried to get away. They
thought there had been at least one other
case which was too close a parallel to be
mere coincidence.

“You mean,” Pam said, “he did it pro-
fessionally?”

Mr. Hill said that there had been reason
to think that he had; that the police had
thought he had.

“You'd think, then, that he’'d have been
more careful,” Pam said. “More—profes-
sional.” She shook her head. “It seems like
a very difficult way to make a living,” she
said. “Marrying women with money and
killing them off.”

“It turned out to be,” Jerry said. “They'd
have caught him except for an accident.” .

Alexander Hill shook his head. He said
they didn't understand. He said it was the
excitement, the challenge.

“There wasn't a war when he was the
right age,” he said. “Or if there was—I sup-
pose he could have been in the first one—he
didn't get in it. This -took the place. It
was a dangerous way to live.”

It turned out, Pam said, to be a way to die,
but then she shook her head, correcting her-
self. Flying in a commercial airplane had
proved the way to die, so far as Purdy was
concerned.

“It might have been,” Mr. Hill agreed.
“That was part of it—part of the challenge.
He put his mind against all the other minds;
he played an elaborate game of wits with
the rest of society. There was always danger
in his life and danger is—” He broke off, and
his eyes looked through Pam. “Men realized
that once,” he said. “The great excitement
of life is the risk of losing life. Not as we
all must some time—dully. But facing a
challenge—putting all your skill to work,
trusting to all your luck, gambling. The
same thing you get in a game, only a thou-
sand times more intense. Not a cup at stake
—or money—or your name in the news-
papers. Life at stake. The strange, almost
unbearable excitement of mortal combat.”

He stopped and nodded to himself.

“Some soldiers know it,” he said. “Along
with the boredom. Fivers must have known
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it—their skill, their luck against death. Mo-
ments of indescribable brightness. Even terror
must be a kind of brightness.”

“lI've been scared,” Pam said. “It wasn't
a kind of brightness.” She remembered. “It
was more a kind of darkness,” she said.

Hill shook his head at her.

“Not for everybody,” he said. “Obviously.
Most of us want to be safe and sane. At
most, to drive a car too fast—the obvious
things. A little keying up does for most
people. But there are some—I think Frank
Purdy may have been one—for which the
little things aren’'t enough. They want to
play the most dangerous game of all—and
murder, in our ordinary life, is the most dan-
gerous game a man can play.”

“However,” Jerry North said, “1 don’t sup-
pose he minded the money.” Jerry spoke
dryly.

/"OBVIOUSLY, Alexander Hill said, the man

had to live. He could not enjoy facing
the sharp edge of danger if he were going
hungry in old clothes.

“A certain—elegance—would be neces-
sary,” Mr. Hill said, with assurance. “Other-
wise, how be debonair?”

“Look,” Mrs. North said, “have you any
reason to think that Mr. Purdy felt any of
these things? That he wanted to be debonair
or live a dangerous life?” She shook her
head. “After all,” she pointed out, “he was
named Purdy.” n

She was surprised that Mr. Hill nodded
almost eagerly.

“Precisely,” he said. “Precisely. An ordi-
nary name; not a romantic name. Don’t
you see that that may very well have been
it? That if he had been named—oh, memor-
ably—he might never have felt the need for
excitement? His whole life may have been
a revulsion against a dull and ordinary name
—a name without history, without associ-
ation.”

“No,” Pam North said, “l can't say | do,
Mr. Hill. Do you, really?”

“l. .. .” Hill began. Then he stopped sud-
denly and his manner changed. “Forgive
me,” he said. “A literary fancy, obviously.
Actually | suppose Purdy killed vulgarly
for money. Another vulgar action in a vulgar
world.” He looked at Mrs. North and smiled.
It was not, Pam North thought, a particular-
ly friendly smile. “Common sense,” he said.
“You return me to actuality, Mrs. North. Of
course, my speculation was far-fetched.”

“l merely meant,” Pam said, feeling that
somehow she had failed one of Mr. Hill's bet-
ter moments, “that Mr. Purdy sounds as if
he had been a rather ordinary person. Only
with peculiar habits.”

“No doubt.” Mr. Hill said. “No doubt You

will forgive an old romancer. It is—occupa-
tional.” He looked at her and smiled again.
“l assure you,” he said, “that my feet are
quite firmly on the ground. Quite firmly.”

“Drink?” Jerry said.

Alexander Hill did not mind if he did.
But he drank quickly; he said that this was
very pleasant, but that there was work to be
done. If he might have the notes? He wanted
to read them that night; he wanted to write
this macabre introduction to a book of crimes
as soon as he could get about it. Jerry went
to get the notes.

“Won't you have to wait to see how it
comes out?” Pam asked Mr. Hill. “lI mean—
suppose you just get started and it's solved?”

Mr. Hill nodded. He said there was that.
But he said that it did not matter greatly.
The fact was there; the mood would grow
from it. It was the mood that was important.
How it came out was incidental.

“But,” he said, “I shall write, | think, on
the assumption that the case will not be
solved. At least, not immediately. 1 shall,
if it is at all possible, maintain the mood
of mystery.”

Pam merely nodded, and looked a little
abstracted. Jerry came back with the notes,
and Alexander Hill rose almost immediate-
ly. The cat jumped, after alarmed prepara-
tions, from Pam’s lap and advanced on Mr.
Hill's foot. Mr. Hill looked at it and moved
his foot. He moved it rather quickly, be-
cause Martini had merely begun her stalk.
She sat down, looked disappointed, and then
turned suddenly and bit her tail. She paid no
further attention to Mr. Hill and Mr. Hill
went away.

“That's a very funny man,” Pam said, after
she had heard the elevator door close.

Jerry was pouring fresh drinks. He said
there was no doubt that Mr. Hill was a very
funny man.

“However,” he said, “he writes a mean
piece. Which is what we want Drink up.”

Pam drank up. Jerry refilled their glasses.
The cat clambered up his trouser leg, its eyes
round and blue and excited. It went out his
arm, clinging, and smelled the drink in his
glass. It drew back and said “Yow!” It re-
turned along his arm, holding tight, glancing
down at the floor in what looked like trepida-
tion. It reached his lap and began to purr.

“Now there,” Pam said, “is somebody who
does live dangerously. Martini. But you
have to be a cat”

Jerry shook his head. He said that mil-
lions of men and women and children had
been living dangerously—dreadfully too dan-
gerously—for years.

“l mean in peace,” Pam said. “In ordinary
life.”

What did she mean ordinary life. Jetrv
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wanted to know. Because
which was extraordinary,
been, always.

“Perhaps not now,” Pam said. “Not any
more. Perhaps now danger is too danger-
ous.”

Jerry said he hoped so. He said that, in
spite of everything, he had grown fond of
the human race. He did not say it as if he
meant to be humorous. Pam looked at him
quickly. She got up quickly and went over
and leaned down and kissed the back of his
neck. Neither said anything, but Jerry
looked up and smiled at her and began to
stroke the tiny cat. Pam smiled back at him
and went back to her chair.

“Speaking of Mr. Hill,” she said. “Does
he really believe all that? And is it true?”

it was peace
not war. Had

TERRY shrugged. He said that he didn't
** know Hill well enough to be certain. He
might. It was a literary fancy; Mr. Hill did
not expect people to take him seriously.
Which did not prove that he was not, really,
serious.

“As to whether it's true,” he said, “I don’t
know. | suppose there’s truth in it.”

“Did you ever feel that way?” Pam said.

Jerry shrugged. He said not very strong-
ly. Not since he was much younger.

“But you wanted to get into it,” Pam said.
“l1 know you did.”

That had been for other reasons, Jerry
said. As she knew, he said.

“Altogether?” Pam said.

“Oh yes,” Jerry said. “As far as | know.”

“1 think,” Pam said, “that Mr. Hill really
feels that way. He's very small, for a man.

It might be—like Mr. Purdy’s name. That
could be why he wears a beard.”

“To give distinction,” Jerry said. “Yes,
I've always supposed so. In his case. Not

that he needs it.”

Perhaps, Pamela North said, he wanted
to be distinguished in some other way; per-
haps he wanted to live some other way. Per-
haps he—oh, wanted to fly an airplane in
combat. Be a knight. Live dangerously. Take
all sorts of risks.

“Perhaps,” she said, “he was really talking
about himself. Perhaps. ...

She stopped suddenly.

“Did he know Miss Gipson?” she said.

Jerry looked at her. His eyes widened. He
said, “For God’s sake, Pam!”

“All right,” Pam said, “did he?”

Jerry said that they had met, certainly. As
he told her. Miss Gipson had gone to see
Mr. Hill to talk over the case he was going
to write. He didn’t suppose they had become
fast friends from that.

“Or,” he said, “fast enemies.
Pam—"

Listen,

Pam said she was only exploring possibili-
ties.

“Suppose,” she said, “Mr. Hill was really
talking about himself. Suppose he really
decided that he wanted to be in danger to .. .
what did he say? Face the bright edge of
danger. And suppose he decided that he
might as well begin by killing Miss Gipson.”

“Nonsense,” Jerry said. “l never heard—"

“And of course,” she went on, as if she
did not hear him, “he does profit in a way.
He gets a story to write ... a very good
story. And | think he would appreciate the
irony . . . writing up, ostensibly from the
outside, a murder of which he was really
the inside. Speculating about motives, ap-
proaching the truth and shying away from it,
tempting discovery and avoiding it, leav-

ing_n

“Pam!” Jerry said. He spoke very de-
cisively. “Pam! Alexander Hill is a well-
known, reputable professional writer. He

has a skilled and trained imagination, which
he uses in his work. He can run up specula-
tions at the drop of a fact, and does. He
is not a—a thrill murderer.”

“Do you know he isn't?” Pam said.

“Of course,” Jerry told her. She looked
at him, and waited. “Don’t be technical,” he
said. “Of course | don't know he isn't. He
just—isn't.”

“He was very sure the person who Killed
Miss Gipson won’t be caught,” Pam pointed
out. “Why was he so sure? Unless he had
reason to be sure?”

Jerry said that it was a case of the wish
being father. He said Mr. Hill wanted it un-
solved, because it worked out better for him.

“Kc specializes in unsolved murders,” he
said and caught himself, but realized he
had not caught himself in time.

“1 wonder if he does,” Pam said, gently.
Then she said it was time to feed the cat.
She said the cat was supnosed to eat four
or five times a day for r while.

“By the way,” Jerry said, “how about us?”

They were going out, Pam told him. If
they expected to get anything to eat, they
Were going out. There was barely enough in
the house for the little cat.

INSPECTOR O'MALLEY had been difficult,

which was characteristic. He had wanted
somebody arrested. It always made him
nervous when hours went by without any-
body’s being arrested. He pointed out that
the newspapers were apt to get annoyed;
he had said that it was time Weigand used
his head.

“We ain't keeping it alive,” O’'Malley said.
“That's the trouble with you, Bill. You
don't keep 'em alive. Here it is almost a day
after she got knocked off, and where’s your
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morning paper lead?” He had looked at Bill
Weigand, but not as if expecting an answer.
“They expect it,” he said. “lI tell them
progress, sure. | tell them we are question-
ing suspects, sure. | tell them she had a
niece and a nephew who inherit her money,
sure. | tell them we're investigating a couple
of letters found in her apartment, sure. But
where’s the lead?”

Weigand said he was sorry. O'Malley said
sure he was sorry. He said that didn’t give
the mornings a lead, did it? He pointed out
that the papers had a lot more space nowa-
days than they had had and that there
couldn’t be a better time for a good murder.

“Reflecting credit,” he said. “Reflecting
credit, lieutenant.”

Weigand did not smile. He knew that In-
pector O’'Malley liked to be the focus of re-
flected credit. He knew the commissioner
liked it, and the mayor. It was to be ex-
pected. Elections might depend on it.

“It ain't as if you didn't have evidence,
Bill,” Inspector O'Malley said, and his tone
was confidential and aggrieved. “This teacher
who was hanging around—this Spencer.
With a fool false name find a grudge against
the damte. And no alibi for the girl's Killing.
At the Library again! Are we supposed to
fall for that?"

“He was at the Library,” Bill Weigand
said. “He turned in a slip. Bound volumes
of The New Yorker, October and November,
1932

“Why the hell does he want to read that
book?” Inspector O’'Malley said.

“He says it amuses him,” Weigand re-
ported, without inflection.

“Wise cracks,” O'Malley said. “Smart
Alecks. Hasn't he got anything better to
do?”

“Apparently not,” Weigand said. “Of
mirse, we don't know what he was doing.
% needn’'t have stayed in the Library. We

st know he was there.
ftpd.out more.”

YOUR HAIR CAN LOOK
LIKE THIS WITH NEW

WILDROOT

We're trying to

“0.K.,” O'Malley had said. “How about
the girl? This niece. The one who wrote
the letter.”

So far as they knew, Weigand told him,
she was having lunch with her husband at
Twenty-one. That was what they said they
were doing.

“We're trying to find out more,” he said,
a little wearily. “Also about her brother,
who says he ate lunch somewhere on Madi-
son Avenue and doesn’t remember the name
of the restaurant, but thinks it was between
Fiftieth and Fifty-fourth somewhere, and is
sure it was on the west side of the street.”

“God!” Inspector O’'Malley had said, not
pleased.

As for Mrs. Willard Burt, who also had
written a letter to Mss Gipson, she had
been shopping during the time when some-
body had shot Florence Adams to death. She
had gone to several stores and was not sure
when she had been at any of them. There
was no corroboration—not even the un-
satisfactory one Nora Frost received from
her husband; unsatisfactory not because of
any lack of emphasis, but because of the
source. Willard Burt had been at lunch,
alone, a man with whom he had had a busi-
ness appointment having been unable to
make it.

“You go off on the damnedest wild-goose
chases sometimes,” O’Malley said crossly.
“Merely because a couple of women have a
misunderstanding and one of them writes
a letter to the other, you have to look into
it.” He looked at Weigand severely. “It's
the girl or her brother,” he said. “They get
the money, don’'t they? Or just possibly this
school teacher, Simpson.” He thawed a little.
“Goncentrate, Bill,” he said. “You fly all
over. Comes from letting the Norths in on
things, probably.”

It was, Weigand said, inevitable that they
be in on this, to some extent.

“0.K.,” O'Malley said. “But don't pay any
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attention to them. They're O.K., | guess, but
God knows they're screwy.” O’'Malley
sighed, reflecting. “Always have been,” he
said. “Leave them out and get on with it
lieutenant.”

Bill had said “yes sir” and gone back to
his own office. Detective Sergeant Stein was
waiting for him. Bill felt momentarily guilty,
because Stein had just been spending several
hours investigating a Pam North hunch—
one that even she admitted to be a hunch.

AND his investigation had had no con-
elusive results.

Mrs. Thomas Merton, daughter of Timothy
and Agatha Fleming, had "divorced her hus-
band after a second jury had failed to make
up its mind whether he was responsible for
the fatal epidemic in the big white house up
the Hudson. She had shortly thereafter gone
abroad—that had been late in '29. That was
as late into her life as police records went;
she had never returned to the Fleming
house, which had subsequently been sold
through her attorneys. It was not even cer-
tain that she was still alive.

“Obviously,” Stein said, “we can check
further. She may have come back any time;
she may be living around the comer. It
wouldn’t necessarily show up.”

That was true, of course. Weigand nodded.

Mrs. Willard Burt had also been abroad
between the wars. She had gone alone as
Mrs. Helen Roberts, widow. She had re-
turned just before the war and had gone to
live in California, where she lived quietly—
but by no means surreptitiously—and alone.
She had been married to Mr. Burt in the
spring of 1944 and they had come to New
York. Mr. Burt had lived for some years in
California, comfortably enough in a Los
Angeles apartment. He was generally sup-
posed to be a widower, although he had
never confided details to his acquaintances,
who were numerous but apparently not
close. He had apparently lived on an en-
tirely adequate income; he invested, con-
servatively, in the market and was presumed
to have enhanced his income somewhat
thereby.

There was nothing which made it physical-
ly impossible that Helen Merton and Helen
Burt were the same person. There was noth-
ing that proved they were. There were pic-
tures of Helen Merton at thirty, and there
was nothing in her face or body which made
it impossible that she be Helen Burt at forty-
seven. Weigand studied the pictured face.
The two women—if they were two women—
were not different in type. And seventeen
years made changes. Were the eyes similiar-
ly set? Weigand thought possibly they were.
But it was only a possibility. He had a deep

distrust of identifications made from photo-
graphs; he had seen too many of them made
mistakenly. If he had a photograph, taken
at approximately the same angle, of Mrs.
Burt; if he had the two together! if measure-
ments were made—then he would know
more. It might come to that; a sidewalk
photographer might snap Mrs. Burt as she
left her apartment and they might have the
material for comparison. They would see
whether it came to that.

He thanked Stein and sent him home to
dinner. He sat at his desk, drumming it
gently with his fingers and wondered who
had killed Amelia Gipson. Then the tele-
phone rang.

“This is John Gipson,” the voice said. “I
want to see you—now, if possible.”

“Why?” Weigand said.

“About Nora,” Gipson said. “She’s willing
for me to tell you about the letter.”

“Right,” Bill said. “Come along.”

“I'm across the street,” John Gipson said.
“I'll come along.”

CHAPTER X

WEDNESDAY, 7:15 PM.
to 8:05 P.M.

JOHN GIPSON looked
around Bill Weigand’s of-
fice, where most things
were worn and almost all
were a little dusty. He
did not seem impressed.

“Look, lieutenant,” he
said, “l1 don’'t want to be
rude or anything. But
are you the right man to
talk to?”

Bill smiled, faintly. He said that if it was
to talk in answer to a question he had asked,
he should think he was.

“What do you want to talk about?” Bill
said. [y

John Gipson said that Weigand knew damn
well what he wanted to talk about.

“1want to tell somebody what the letter—
why Nora wrote that damn letter,” he sai<?
“But | want to tell the right man.”

Bill Weigand was patient.

“If you want to talk to the man immediate-
ly in charge of the case,” he said, “you talk
to me. If you want to talk to the man in
charge of Homicide, you can talk to Inspec-
tor O'Malley. Probably, if you insist, you car
talk to the commissioner.” He smiled, a little

wearily. “And whoever you talk to,” he
said, “it will come back to me. But suit
yourself.”

“It's . . . it's nothing to talk about,” Gip-

son said. “Only ... | suppose we've got to/
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If it was about the letter, Weigand said,
not hurrying it, it would be very desirable
to talk to somebody, and the sooner the
better.

“If it hasn’'t anything to do with your
aunt's death,” he said, “you will want to
cooperate. Obviously. You don't want us
to spend time, and energy, digging into some-
thing which doesn't mean anything
doesn't mean anything to us, for our pur-
poses.” He nodded to John Gipson, slowly.
“And obviously you're going to say it hasn’t
anything to do with the murder.”

, Gipson looked at him thoughtfully.

“1'd like it to be in confidence,” he said. “Is
that possible?”

Weigand shook his head. He said that,
obviously, he couldn’t promise. If, in spite
of what Gipson argued, the police still
thought the explanation of the letter had
something to do with the case, it wouldn't
be confidential. He spoke slowly and care-
fully, saying what he had often said.

“We don’t dig into things for the fun of it,”
he said. “We don’'t feed scandal to the news-
papers. If you can convince me that what-
ever you are going to tell me—if you are
going to tell me anything—is a private matter
and has nothing to do with your aunt’s death,
whatever you tell me stops with me. But
I'll be the one to decide. After | hear it.”

Gipson was not satisfied. He did not look
satisfied. Weigand waited and the young
man sitting beside his desk looked across
the room at the wall; he seemed engrossed
by a crack in the wall, along which the paint
was broken. Weigand did not hurry him.
John Gipson started to speak, he still was
studying the crack in the wall.

"It was about something that happened up

In Maine this summer,” he said. “Late in
July, | think. 1 wasn't there. But when
Amelia . when she threatened to tell
Ken ... Nora told me. The poor kid was . . .

hell, she had to tell somebody.”

He still looked at the crack in the wall.

“She’s a good kid,” he said. “A damn good
kid. And she’s crazy about Ken Frost. Has
been for years. They knew each other as
kids. He's the only guy she ever remotely
fell for. He's . . . he’s all she knows. Even
now, that's true.”

He looked at Weigand then. He said it was
a hell of a thing to have to explain. He said
he probably wasn’t making it clear.

“Hell,” he said, “I'm fond of the kid. That's
why she . . . told me. That's why I'm here.”

“Right,” Weigand said. “You're doing all
right, Mr. Gipson.”

Gipson shook his head. He said he didn’t
think so. He said that, however he put it
Weigand was going to get a wrong idea of
the kid.

“There used to be words for it,” he said.
“Words with . . . oh, definite meanings. |
could just say she was a good Kkid. You
know?”

Weigand said, again, that he got the pic-
ture. Still he did not hurry John Gipson.

“A good kid and in love with Ken,” John
Gipson repeated. “It's . . . it's embarrassing
to talk about your sister.”

TTE WAS rather likable, Weigand thought.
But he did not say so. He did not even
commit his own mind to the view.

John Gipson looked again at the crack in
the paint on the wall. He continued to look
at it as he spoke.

“Late in July, up in Maine, Nora met a
main,” he said. “l don't know much about

him . . just an ordinary sort of guy, |
guess. | think he was in the Army and on
leave . . . one of those thirty-day jobs, |
guess. He was a couple of years older than
Nora and . . . oh, just an ordinary sort of

nice guy. You know what I mean?”

“Yes,” Bill said. “l get the picture, Mr.
Gipson.”

“He didn't mean a damn thing to Nora and
I don’t suppose she meant much more to
him,” John Gipson said, and his eyes still
regarded the wall. He spoke slowly, picking
his words.

“Since Ken had been gone she'd gone
around, of course,” he said. “l mean, she'd
gone to lunch and things like that with men
they both knew, or friends . .. or .. . well,
just the usual run of guys you meet. Mostly
in parties, of course. But if she met some-
body on the street she knew and he invited
her to lunch and she wasn’t tied up, she'd
go to lunch. Like anybody.”

“Right,” Bill Weigand said. His voice in-
dicated that it was all right.

“So when she met this guy in Maine, be-
cause he knew some people we knew and was
an O. K. guy, she saw him now and then.
As she would have if Ken had been here, as
far as that goes. There wasn't anything
more than that, to begin with.” He paused
again, and then turned suddenly to Bill
Weigand. “There wasn't anything more than

t at any time,” he said, and he spoke em-
phatically. “That's what | won't be able to
get across. It was just . . .” He broke off
and looked unhappy. After a moment of
waiting, Bill made a suggestion.

“Suppose you try to forget this is your
sister you're talking about, Mr. Gipson,” he
said. “l think you're running into ... a
taboo or something. Pretend this is just any
nice girl you know, in love with her hus-
band overseas, meeting a presentable young
man in the summer on vacation, going swim-
ming with him probably, having a drink or
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two with him. None of it having anything
to do with her and her husband.”

John Gipson listened and toward the end
he nodded. He said he supposed Weigand
was ahead of him; he said he supposed it
was all obvious as hell.

“Only,” he said, “it doesn't seem obvious
to Nora, and so it doesn’'t to me. She isn't
just some . . . some nice girl you've met a
couple of times and can call by name. She's
somebody I'm fond of. She’s somebody . . .
different.”

That, Bill told him, was natural. Things
were obvious only when they happened to
other people. They were not obvious to
you, when you were in them, or when people
close to you were in them. OIld stories are
old stories only in the abstract, Bill said.

“Yes,” Gipson said. “That's the way it is.
It's hard to explain. It would be easier if
you knew Nora. She’s not. . . .” He broke
off again and suddenly seemed angry. “You'll
think she's a push-over, damn it all,” he said
“and she’s never been in love with anybody
but Ken. Not in love ... in any way. It was
just something that happened, God knows
how.”

It wasn't that hard to understand, Bill told
him, when the difficulty of making himself
clear stopped John Gipson again.

“You have two healthy kids on vacation,”
Bill said. “Good-looking kids. They're by
themselves, in the sun, maybe, or some warm
night on the beach. And all at once they look
damned good to one another. One of them’s a
girl with her husband gone a long time . . .
and . . . well, among other things, curiosity.
Say she’'s never played around at all; not
even as much as most. Say she’s fallen in
love with one man when she was a kid, and
married him, and stayed in love with him.
Still she’d wonder. And set things up just
right, some time and some place . . . maybe
after a couple of drinks .. . and | mean a
couple .. .and .. . there you are. Sister or
no sister, Gipson.” He smiled suddenly.
“Hell,” he said, and for the moment he was
not apparently a policeman. “It's not a
tragedy. Even to Frost it wouldn't be, if

he's worth a damn. It's . . . just one of the
things that happen.”

Gipson nodded.

“Of course,” he said, “you’re assuming
it did happen.”

“Naturally,” Bill Weigand told him. “More
or less as | say. Didn't it?”

“Yes,” Gipson said. “Pretty much as you
say. And Amelia found out.”

“How?” Bill asked him.

Gipson shrugged faintly.

“She didn’t say,” he told Bill. “But they
didn’t tell her, certainly. They were both . ..
they both wished it hadn't happened. Nora

particularly she wished like hell it
hadn’'t happened. But she didn't go into a
tail spin, actually. Or if she did, she came
out of it. She’s not a schoolgirl. Making al-
lowances for everything—her emotions, all
that—she could figure it out more or less
the way we do. She didn’'t go around moon-

ing aboit it. And certainly she wouldn’t
confide in Amelia . didn't confide in
Amelia. And—I1 don't know what you'll

think of this, but it seems O.K. to me—she
wasn't going to blurt it out to Ken. To make
it all right with herself; fix her conscience
up.”

“Right,” Bill said. “There are several
schools of thought. But I'd play it tha way,
if 1 were your sister.”

VOU couldn’t tell unless it were your own

problem, Gipson said. But he thought
he'd play it that way. And, anyhow, it was
up to her. But Amelia found out.

“l can only think of one way,” he said.
“Since nobody told her that we know of.
Somebody . hell, somebody saw them.
Maybe Amelia herself. She snooped a good
deal. They were on a beach, and . . . well,
somehow they got separated from the others.
I ... |1 suppose they couldn’t help them-
selves. | suppose that, without knowing it,
they wanted to get separated from the
others.”

Gipson was trying to work it out for him-
self; trying to explain it to himself, Bill
thought. He would go on trying for quite
a while, probably. So would his sister, a
good deal more acutely.

“Anyway,” Bill said, “your aunt did find
out. And then?”

“She told Nora she'd found out,” Gipson
said. “It ... it must have been quite a scene.
Amelia had strong views about morality,
you know. Like some old maids have. Hers
were unusually strong views, | always
thought, and she was never one to make al-
lowances. So it must have been quite a
scene. Nora didn’'t go into it much. Except
that Amelia insisted Nora tell Ken about it,
at once.” -

“Because it was the only right thing to
do,” Bill said. “Of course.”

Gipson said that was it. Because it was
the right thing to do. No matter how many
people got hurt; no matter how little good
it did anybody.

“Nora’s pretty honest,” Gipson said. “She
could have pretended to agree ... as far as
that goes, she could have pretended she had
told Ken. That would have put it off. But
instead she said she wasn't going to tell
Ken. So Amelia said that in that case die
would. And Nora said, in effect, over her
dead body.”
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He broke off and his eyes widened some-
what.

“Over Nora’'s dead body, I mean,” he said.
“Even so, it doesn’t sound so good, does it?”

Bill Weigand didn’t go into how it sounded.

“And?” he said.

“Well,” Gipson said, “about that time
Ken got shifted and Nora managed, some-
how, not to let Amelia know his new ad-
dress. | suppose if she had, Amelia would
have cabled him. ‘Nora unfaithful. Think
you should know, probably. But there was
no hiding that he was coming home pretty
soon, and Amelia said she would tell him

then. First time she saw him, probably.
Makes a pretty picture, doesn’'t it? You
can see why Nora isn't . .. wasn't . . . too

fond of her aunt.”

He broke off, and looked at Weigand, wait-
ing comment.

“And hence the letter,” Weigand said.

“Hence the letter,” Gipson agreed. “You'll
see it fits. You'll see—anyhow | hope you
will—how the kid came to write as she did.”

Weigand nodded.

“Right,” he said. He paused. He went on.
“And of course you see where it leaves her,”
he said. “Her aunt was going to tell Major
Frost something he might not be able to take;
something that might destroy your sister's
marriage. Or that she might be afraid would.
You see how it looks—in the abstract, that
is. Amelia Gipson was Kkilled before she
got a chance to see Major Frost.”

There was a very long pause, then. John
Gipson returned to his intent gaze at the
wall. When he spoke, it was dully.

“Oh,” he said, “l get it. So does Nora,
for that matter. But she was the one who
wanted you told . .. some time when Ken
wasn't around. She couldn’'t tell you this
afternoon, obviously. I—to be honest—I
thought maybe we could get away with not
telling you. But | suppose she was right.”

“Oh yes,” Weigand said. “She was right.
As far as that goes.”

Well, Gipson said, there they had it. It
was on the table, face up. All at once, Wei-
gand thought, he seemed rather relieved. He
was almost cheerful when he spoke again.

“So now we're both in it,” he said. “Nora
and me. She to keep the awful truth from
Ken. | to get money for my new invention.
Motives. No alibis | know of.”

"Right,” Weigand agreed, equably. “Mo-
tives. No alibis for the killing of the cham-
bermaid. And since we have no real idea
when poison was substituted for medicine in
your aunt's apartment, nobody has any alibi
for that.”

“Well,”
BOW?”

“l just keep on poking into things, Mr.

Gipson said, “what do you do

Gipson,” Bill told him. “That's all. Picking
up what I can, where | can. Trying to make
it all fit in.”

There seemed to be no answer to that that
John Gipson could think of.

“Well,” he said, “do you want me any
longer?” He stood up.
“No,” Bill told him. “Not unless you've

something more to tell me.”

Gipson began to shake his head. Then he
stopped and said there might be one thing.

“You want to pick up what you can,” he
said. “How about a chap named Spencer,
Philip Spencer?”

“Well,” Weigand said, “what about Spen-
cer?”

“1 don’t know,” Gipson said. “He says he
was there. He knew Amelia.”

M R. SPENCER had been there, Weigand
Ne"eggreed. He had known Amelia Gipson.

“Only,” he said, “how do you know? Be-
cause we haven't given it out When did he
say that?”

“When he called Nora up,” Gipson said.
“Right after you. left this afternoon. To—
what did he say? Offer his condolences.”
Gipson paused, reflecting. “Nora said he
didn’t sound as if he meant it.”

“You mean,” Bill said, “that Mr. Spencer
called up a perfectly strange person to ex-
press his sympathy at her loss of an aunt?”
He made it sound unlikely; he thought it
sounded unlikely.

Gipson shook his head.

“Not a perfectly strange person, actually,”
he said. “He used to teach English or some-
thing at Ward College, out in Indiana—
where Amelia taught, you know. And Nora
went there for a couple of years. She had
some classes under Mr. Spencer and, of
course, Amelia’s being on the faculty got
Nc/a to knowing a good many of the teachers
be/ter than she would otherwise.”

Bill Weigand was interested. His interest
was not reflected in his voice when he said
he had not known that Nora went to Ward
College.

“Oh yes,” John Gipson said. “Amelia per-
suaded father. | don't know . maybe
Amelia got a commission, or something. May-
be she just wanted Nora under her eyes.
Nora got out after a couple of years.”

Weigand said, without echoing the asser-
tion in his tone, that it was interesting. He
asked when Nora had been at Ward'’s.

“Let’s see,” Gipson said. “The year before
the war started. And the next year. That
would be '40-'41 and '41-'42.”

“Right,” Weigand said.

“You know Amelia got Spencer kicked
out of his job?” Gipson said.

“Oh yes,” Bill Weigand said. “l know
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that, Mr. Gipson.”

He regarded Gipson, and now he was ab-
stracted.

“Did Spencer ask to come around and
convey his condolences in person?” he
wanted to know.

Not exactly, Gipson told him. But he had
said he would like to attend the funeral
services the next afternoon. Tomorrow.

Bill Weigand received this information
without comment. He nodded abstractedly
when Gipson said that if there wasn't any-
thing else, he was going to get himself some
dinner. Abstractedly, he watched Gipson
go. Sergeant Mullins came in, as if he had
been waiting to come in. He looked tired
and rather morose.

“Listen, loot,” he said. “All those people
who was at the Library. Did you expect
to get anything out of them?”

“Not particularly,” Bill Weigand told him.

“0.K.,” Mullins said. “Because so far as
| can see, you ain't goin’ to. You want the
details?”

On a hundred and thirty-three people?
Weigand wanted to know. He shuddered
slightly.

“After all, sergeant,” he said, “you're a
sergeant. I'm a lieutenant. What's the theory
of the executive? Leave details to subordi-
nates. You, Mullins, are a subordinate.”

Mullins said that Weigand was telling him.
He said it somewhat morosely.

“Therefore,” Bill told, him, “l leave the
people at the Library to you—all of them.
And what do you get.”

“Nothin’,” Mullins said, still morose. “The
boys have seen most of them and I've seen
the boys’ reports. Nothin'.”

“Right,” Bill said. “Then we wash them
up?”

“Yeah,” Mullins said. “Unless you want—"
Weigand said he didn't.

“0.K., loot,” Mullins said.
was just in here . .
Gipson?”

It had been, Bill told him. Briefly, he
sketched John Gipson’s story. When he had
finished, Mullins whistled. He thought and
whistled again.

“You know, loot,”
the Norths get into—"

Bill grinned. He said he knew. He said he
had heard it before.

“Now we got, how many?” Mullins said.
“Spencer, because he was sore at the Gipson
dame for getting him thrown out of his job.
0.K.?”

“The guy who
. was that the nephew?

he said, “every time

"DILL agreed. His finger ticked off one on

the desk top. “And he may attribute
the death of his wife to the loss of his job,”
he added. Mullins said, “Yeah.”

“Two,” Mullins said, “Gipson. Because he
wanted the money. Which is good enough
for me.”

“Right,” Weigand said. “It's good. And we
could figure that all this carefully told story
about his sister is told primarily to put us on
her trail, and take us off his. He may have
insisted that it be told, although he says she
did.”

Mullins said that that would be a lousy
trick to play on a sister. Bill pointed out that
sodium fluoride was a lousy trick to play on
any auntie. Mullins said, “Yeah.”

“Three is the sister,” Weigand said, then.
“Assuming it all happened just as Gipson
says it did. Assuming she is as much in love
with her husband as he thinks she is. Assum-
ing she's very emotional, has been very
stirred up during the last few years, as who
hasn't, that she saw only one way of keeping
her aunt from talking. It might add up to
murder.”

“Hell yes,”
kinda dame.”

They didn’'t know, Bill said, what kinda
dame she was.

“She’s pretty and young and emotional,”
he said. “I never found any way to pick out
people who would kill. Did you? She’s just
a pretty girl, so far as | can see, who always
had enough money, went to pretty good
schools, knew the right people.” He paused,
considering. “l suppose Ward is a pretty
good school,” he said. He spoke abstractedly.
“She went there, according to her brother.”

Mullins pointed out that that was reason-
able enough. After all, her aunt taught there.
Weigand did not answer, but sat looking
across his desk at nothing. Mullins looked
at him and saw an expression he had seen be-
fore. He waited, and after a time he said,
“You got something, loot?”

Weigand came back slowly. He shook his
head, but he seemed doubtful. He said they
were running into coincidences.

“Sure,” Mullins said. “Life’s full of them.”
He sighed. “Damn nuisance, too. Fixes it so
you don’'t know where you're going half the
time.”

Bill nodded, but he still seemed to be
thinking of something else. When he spoke
it was slowly, thoughtfully.

“Remember Spencer got kicked out be-
cause he was caught fooling around with
some girl?” he said. “Or, according to his
version, some girl misunderstood what was
merely professorial friendliness and went to
Miss Gipson. Remember?”

“Sure,” Mullins said. “ ‘Some spiteful lit-
tle fool,” he said the girl was.”

“Right,” Weigand said. “What | was
thinking was—it would be interesting if Nora
Frost, who was Nora Gipson then, was the

Mullins said. “If she’s that
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spiteful little fool. And if Spencer called up
today just to let her know he was around.
Because, if he's a little touched on the sub-
ject—and he could be—he might have a
grudge against the girl who got him in the
jam. If Nora’s the girl. What do you think
of that, sergeant?”

Mullins thought of it. He asked if Weigand
had anything to hang it on? Bill shook his
head.

“It would be a hell of a note,” Mullins de-
cided. “Because now maybe he’'d be gunning
for her—for the girl. Maybe he’'d figure one
down, one to go.”

“Right,” Bill said. “Maybe he would.”

The telephone bell rang then and Bill
listened, speaking infrequently. Once he
looked at his watch. At the end, he said,
“Right. About fifteen minutes.” He replaced
the receiver.

“We're having dinner with the Norths, ser-
geant,” he said. “At Charles.”

“Swell,” Mullins said, looking as if he
thought it was swell.

“Yes,” Bill Weigand said, gently. “Yes.
You see, Mrs. North thinks she 'has a new
suspect for us.”

“Oh,” Sergeant Mullins said. After he had
said it, he left his mouth slightly open.

As he stood up to go, Bill Weigand looked
down at his desk. The photograph of Mrs.
Helen Merton, taken when she was thirty,
stared up at him. Even if Pam North had a
new suspeet now, she might be interested in
it, he thought. He put the photograph in an
envelope and the envelope in his pocket

CHAPTER Xl

WEDNESDAY, 8:20 P.M.
to THURSDAY, 11 A.M.

PAM and Jerry North had
taken their drinks to a
table in a comer of the
cafe section at Charles.
Hugo took Weigand and
Sergeant Mullins to the
table, although Mullins
looked backward, a little
wistfully, at the bar.
“Hello, Bill,” Pam said.
“We've got a new cat
It looks like a very tiny polar bear, doesn't
it, Jerry?”

“Exactly,” Jerry said. “Did you tell Hugo
what you wanted?”

“Hugo knows,” Pam said. “I told him what
they were going to want. Martini. Old-fash-
ioned. The cat’'s Martini.”

“What?” said Mullins.

“That's the cat’'s name,”
looked thoughtful. “But

Pam said. She
I'm afraid she’s

going to have a confused life,” she said.
“Because when anybody wants one she'll
think it's her and around our house that
would be confusing, | should think. Es-
pecially as she already looks like a polar
bear.”

“What?” Weigand said.

“Well,” Pam told him, “that would be con-
fusing enough, wouldn’t it? To look like a
bear and be called after a drink, and all the
time to be a cat?”

“Oh,” Bill said. He paused. “I thought it
was a new suspect, not a new cat,” he said.
“Not that I'm not glad you've got another
cat, Pam.”

“Well,” Pam said, “Jerry’s almost talked
me out of it. The suspect, | mean. But what
would you think of Alexander Hill?”

Bill Weigand looked blank. He said he
wouldn’t think anything, having no idea who
Alexander Hill was.

“A smallish man with a very black beard,”
Pam said. “He writes. About murders.”

“Oh,” Bill said. It might have meant any-
thing.

“It's a lot of nonsense, Bill,” Jerry North
said. “Pam knows it is.”

“All the same,” Pam said, “he talked very
oddly.”

“He's a very odd man,” Jerry told her.
“He didn’t talk oddly, for him.”

Bill Weigand suggested they let him in on
it. They let him in on it

“You mean to say,” Bill said, “that you
think he killed Amelia Gipson because her
murder would make a good story for the
book?” He looked at Pam with doubt. “Real-
ly?” he said.

Pam said it sounded foolish that way. She
thought it over. She said it sounded flippant.
She said Bill was leaving out two points.
Hill's certainty that the crime would not be
solved. His obvious interest—relish, almost
—when he talked of murder as such, and the
excitement of committing it. She said there
was also something more. Something in-
definable. An attitude. She said Bill would
have to give her that.

Bill nodded He said that, since he had not
been there, he would give her the attitude if
he could.

“But,” he said, “you have to know a person
very well to sort out their attitudes. What
you took for an attitude may be a manner-
ism. Do you know him very well?”

“No,” Pam said. “Jerry knows him better.”

“Well,” Bill said, “did he have an attitude,
Jerry?”

Jerry paused a moment and then said he
knew what Pam meant. But he said, also,
that he didn't know Hill well enough to
know whether it was a mannerism. He said
that, obviously, he had not been convinced
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by Pam’s theory, since he had tried to argue
her out of it

“As for the interest in murder, per se,”
Bill said, “he makes his living by it, | gather.
By writing about it. So he has theories. The
one he spun for you isn't unusual; it's quite
popular in literary circles. De Quincey. That
sort of thing.” He paused, reflecting. “Ex-
cept for Leopold and Loeb,” he said, “I don't
remember running into it outside books.
And they were—"

He paused, seeking words.

“Otherwise peculiar,” Pam North said. “I
know. And Mr. Hill certainly isn't that.”

DILL nodded. And as for the writer's
assurance that the case would not be
solved, there was a school of writers which
held that the police never solved anything.
Which, he added mildly, was untrue. They
solved most things. Private detectives got
divorce evidence. They got back stolen jew-
elry by making dickers the police couldn’t
make. They investigated applicants for sure-
ty bonds. It was, he said, a matter of ma-
chinery. 1
“For example,” he said, “fifty or more men,
all of them trained, some of them fairly
bright, have been working on this case. Part
of the time; all of the time. They've been
interviewing practically everyone who was
in the Library when she collapsed there.
They've gone over the apartment house she
lived in. They've taken hundreds of finger-
prints and rim them through the files, look-
ing for somebody we know. They've been
checking into the lives of everyone con-
cerned. Out in California, they've been
checking up on the Burts, because Mrs. Burt
wrote a letter to Miss Gipson.

“They've checked up on the handwriting
in the letter, just to make sure she did write
it. They've checked—are still checking on
Major Frost, to see if he was really in Kan-
sas City instead of New York yesterday af-
ternoon. The precinct men have just about
taken apart the hotel in which Florence Ad-
ams was killed—and incidentally,we’ve picked
up a couple of men we've been anxious to
meet for quite some time. They've inter-
viewed people who work and live within ear-
shot of the hotel, trying to find somebody
who did hear a shot and knows what time he
heard it, because if we come to a trial we’ll
want to pin that down if we can.

“At the laboratory over in Brooklyn
they've put the slug that killed the girl
through all the tests there are, and if we find
the .25 caliber German automatic it came
from we’ll greet it like a brother. Precinct
men have been trying to find out where John
Gipson had lunch today and if anybody can
swear he did, and whether the Frosts had

lunch at Twenty-one and when. Out in In-
diana, men are checking up on Philip Spen-
cer and trying to find out why, exactly, he
lost his job—and who the student was he was
supposed to have made passes at. Up in
Maine—"

“Look,” Jerry said mildly, “who are you
arguing with, Bill? Your drink’s getting
warm.”

Bill Weigand broke off, looked at Jerry
a moment without apparently seeing him,
looked at his drink and finished it They
looked at the menus, then, and ordered.

“l don't know what got me started on
that,” Bill said, when Fritz had gone off to
get them food. “Only people somehow get
the idea that chasing criminals is a one-man
job—just because newspapermen and every-
body else find it easier to write about it that
way. It's—it's a mass movement.”

“Why Maine?” Pam said.

They all looked at her.

“What are they looking for in Maine?” she
said. “You said ‘up in Maine’ and then Jerry
interrupted you.”

Oh yes, Bill said, that. .He said that John
Gipson had explained, his sister’'s letter and
that his explanation could stand checking
in Maine. He stopped.

“Well?” Pam said.

“Period,” Bill said.
it means something.
young Gipson.”

Pam said, “Oh.” She said “all right”

“Of course,” she said, “l suppose Amelia
had found out something about her niece and
was going to tell her niece’s husband. Some-
thing about a man. Apparently a man in
Maine.”

“What makes you think that?” Bill said.
His voice was, he thought, noncommittal.

Pam said that was the way the letter
sounded.

“And,” she said, “you’re transparent, Bill.
Actually, I just threw it out. You should have
heard yourself keep expression out of your
voice.”

Bill Weigand said, “Oh.”

Fritz came back with the food. They ate,
making small remarks between bites, chiefs
to prove that they were too civilized to obey
the human instinct to put first things first.
Pam finished and lighted a cigarette.

“About Mr. Hill,” she said, “I really still
like Mrs. Burt better. What have you found
out about her, or is that confidential, too?”

Bill Weigand reached across and took a
cigarette out of Pam’s pack. He said it wasn't
confidential. He told them what they had
found out about Mrs. Burt, her recent his-
tory, her marriage. And he pulled the pho-
tograph out of his pocket and gave it to Pam.
She looked at it, and then she looked at Bill

“Confidential, unless
By agreement with
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and raised her eyebrows. Jerry North took
the photograph from her and looked at it,
and then he, too, looked at Bill.

“Well,” Pam said, “who is it?”

“Is it anybody you ever saw?” Bill asked
her. She took the photograph back from
Jerry and looked at it again.

“l1 don’'t know,” she said. “Is it?”

“If your theory about Helen Burt is true,
it's a picture of her seventeen years ago,
when she was Helen Merton,” he said. “Is
it?”

DAM looked at the photograph carefully.

She said clothes were funny, even seven-
teen years ago.

She put the photograph down in front of
her and looked off into space. Then she looked
back at Bill.

*1 don't know,” she said.
think?”

“1 don’'t know either,” Bill said. “There’s
no apparent reason—Ilike a long nose, or a
harelip or anything—why it couldn’t be. I'd
even say there was a general similarity.”

Pam nodded. She said she would, too.

“The age is the trouble, partly,” she said.
“People change so, unless you know them
very well. In pictures, particularly.”

“Huh?” Mullins said, emerging suddenly
from food.

“Hello, sergeant,” Pam said. “Enjoy your-
self?”

“Yeah,” Mullins said. “What do you
mean people change if you don’t know them,
Mrs. North?”

“Only,” she said, “if you know very well
what people look like now, you can pick
them out then. But you have to.”

“Oh,” Mullins said. He thought it over.
“Sure,” he said. He looked at Bill Weigand.

"Obviously,” Bill told him, gravely. “Very
clearly put.”

“Oh,” Mullins said. He looked at his plate,
which looked back at him blankly.

“Have you got a picture of her now?” Pam
asked.

Bill Weigand shook his head. He said they
didn’'t have yet. He said they could get one;
he said they probably would.

“You think it's a digression, don't you?”
Pam said. Bill nodded.

“Who do you think?” she said.

Bill Weigand lifted his shoulders.

“No hunch,” he said. “For your use only,
Pam. Not to be quoted. The odds are on one
of the kids. I'd say on Gipson. He wanted
money. If his aunt died he’d have money.
That's where the odds always are.”

“Or his sister,” Jerry said. “If she had a
good enough motive—this mysterious mo-
tive.”

“That isn't mysterious,” Pam said.

“What do you

“It's

merely confidential. Is she in love with her
husband, Bill?”

“Am | Dorothy Dix?” Bill said. Pam
merely waited. “For a guess—yes,” he said.
“For a guess, he's in love with her.”

“And the man in Maine?” Bill wanted to
know.

“By all means,” Pam said. “Be confiden-
tial. | take it you won't buy Mr. Hill?”

“No,” Bill Weigand said.

“Or this former professor—Spencer?”
That was from Jerry.

Bill said he had told them he didn't have
a hunch. He said Spencer was obviously in
the running. He had merely given them the
odds.

“Not counting Mr. Hill,” Pam said, “we
have how many? The nephew and niece.
That's two. Mr. Spencer, that's three. Will
you count Mrs. Burt?”

Certainly he would count Mrs. Burt, Bill
Weigand told her.

“Because she could be Helen Merton, or
just because she wrote the letter?” Pam said.

Because she wrote the letter, Weigand told
her. When you boiled it down, there was no
reason whatever to think she was Helen
Merton.

“Or any of the things you think,” he added.
“That it was really she who killed her fami-
ly, and that Amelia Gipson knew her before
and identified her, and found something
which had been missed earlier to throw sus-
picion on her. It's pure—hypothesis.”

But, Pam reminded him, he had gone to
the trouble to get the photograph. Bill said
it was very little trouble; he said he wouldn't
deny his curiosity had been aroused.

“Can | keep the picture?” Pam said. “May-
be something’ll come to me.”

Bill nodded. He said he was sure some-
thing would come to her.

“It always does,” Jerry said. “Something.”

“You two,” Pam said. “Are you coming to
look at the cat, Bill?”

“I'm going home to look at a bed,” he said.

“How’s Dorian?” Pam asked him.

Bill said that Dorian was fine—and out oi
town.

“I'm going home to sleep,” he said. Pam
said, “Oh.”

The Norths walked home slowly, not talk-
ing much. Pam said she thought Bill was
stuck, and Jerry said that he would probably
come unstuck, since he usually did. In the
apartment, the kitten talked to them sternly,
but forgot to be aggrieved when they sat
down and it could climb to Jerry’s shoulder
and, from there, bite his ear.

“She likes your flavor,” Pam said, watch-
ing them. “That's good.”

Jerry took the little cat from his shoulder
and put it on Pam’s, which was conveniently
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within reach. The little cat bit Pam'’s ear.

“And yours,” Jerry said, contentedly, as
Pam said, “Ouch!” “For that matter—”

“l1 think,” Pam said, “that it's bedtime for
small cats. Come on, Martini. I've given her
the guest room,” she said. “I think she ought
to have a room of her own.”

She put the little cat in the guest room and
came back and sat down beside Jerry. When
she leaned back, her head rested on his
shoulder. She leaned back.

ERRY NORTH looked at the headlines in

The Times and then at the book page.
Orville Prescott had reviewed the wrong
book. But the advertisement had a good
spot. Jerry put the paper down, poured him-
self another cup of coffee and looked at Pam.
She was studying the photograph. He con-
tinued to look at her, with approval, and she
looked up.

“Well,” he said, “have you made up your
mind?”

Pam shook her head.

“I'll have to go look at her,” she said. “Or
wait until Bill gets a photograph of her now.”

Jerry advised the latter. He said it might
be a little complicated to go to Mrs. Burt and
say you wanted to look at her because she
might be a murderer.

“Oh,” Pam said, “I'd have to have an ex-
cuse, of course. | left my vanity. | mean my
compact”

“Did you?” Jerry said. “The silver one?”

“No,” Pam said. “The one | got because |
left the silver one somewhere else. Only
then | found it again. I'm very careful with
it now. This was the other one.”

“Did you leave it at the Burts'?” Jerry
said.

“Somewhere,” Pam said. “It might have
been the Burls’. Actually it was probably
your office, and you might have somebody
look. But I don’'t know it wasn't the Burts'.”

“1 wouldn't,” Jerry said.

Pam said she knew he wouldn’t. The ques-
tion was, should she?

“No,” Jerry said. “You shouldn't.”

Pam said she didn’'t see what harm would
come of it. Jerry said she never saw what
harm would come of it But harm sometimes
did.

“Never really,” Pam reassured him. “Only
almost.”

“Once | got a broken arm,” Jerry said.
“And once | got banged on the head. And
once you got chased by—"

“1 know,” Pam said. “That's what | mean.
Only almost. He didn’'t catch me.”

He had, Jerry told her, come too damn
near.

“This is a frail woman in her late forties,”
Pam said. “What could she do to me? Even

if she wanted to? And if I look at her and
she isn’t, then we're out of it, because it's the
only hunch | have.”

“Mr. Hill?” Jerry said.

Pamela North shook her head. She said she
had about given up Mr. Hill.

“Well,” Jerry said, “l wish you'd leave
Mrs. Burt to Bill.”

Bill was not interested, Pam told him. That
was the trouble. She might as well cross
Mrs. Burt out, if she was out.

Jerry looked at his watch, made sounds of
consternation and stood up. He kissed the
back of Pam’s neck, told her to be good, and
started for the door.

“Wait a minute,”
on you.”

Jerry stopped and took Martini off his
right shoulder. Martini clung and scolded.
He put her on Pam'’s right shoulder and she
began to purr. It was only when he was in a
cab on the way to his office that Jerry re-
membered he had planned to get Pam to
promise not to go look at Mrs. Burt. . . .

“Mrs. Burt is not in,” the maid told Pamela
North. “I don't expect her—"

“Oh,” Pam said. “I'm sorry.

“I'm sorry,” the maid said.
you called, Miss—er—Mrs—"

“North,” Pam said. Then she rather wished
she hadn’'t, because Mrs. Burt, when the
maid told her, would wonder why Mrs.
North had called.

“1 think | left my compact when | was here
yesterday,” Pam said. “With Lieutenant
Weigand, you know. And | happened to be
passing and just thought I'd—"

“1 don’t think so,” the maid said. “I'd have
seen it when | straightened up. What kind
of a compact was it?”

“Plastic,” Pam said.

Pam said. “The cat’s

| ”

“Shall 1 say

“With a monogram.

PN."
“No,” the maid said. “l don't think so,
Mrs. Nord.”
“North,” Pam said. “In that case, don't

bother Mrs. Burt”

“Good morning, Mrs. North,” a slow and
calm voice said. Mr. Burt was standing in
the door from the living room to the foyer.
“Won't you come in? | heard something
about a compact.”

Pam told him about the compact. She said
the compact apparently wasn't there.

“Well,” Willard Burt said, “we must be
sure of that, Mrs. North. Perhaps we can
find it. It may have slipped down some-
where.” He spoke very deliberately, so that
there seemed to be tiny pauses between the
words. It reminded Mrs. North of the way
someone else spoke, but she did not remem-
ber who it was. She thought chiefly that she
was now faced with a probably exhaustive
search for a compact which was almost cer-
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tainly somewhere else. And that she was
wasting time, since she would not get to look
at Mrs. Burt. She said it wasn't important
enough to bother about, and Mr. Burt said
that of course it was important enough to
bother about.

“In any event it is no bother,” he said. He
waited then, expectantly, and Pam went in.

“1 was sitting here,” she said, going to the
chair. “It may just have slipped down be-
hind the cushion, of course.” She moved the
cushion and looked. “It didn't,” she said. “I
must have left it somewhere else. I'm always
leaving them around, Jerry says.”

TUfR. BURT looked several places. He said
that it appeared she must have left it
somewhere else.

“As your husband said,” he told her. “I
assume, in any event, that the Jerry you
speak of is Mr. North?”

“Yes,” Pam said.

“His must be an interesting occupation,”
Mr. Burt said. “Tracking down the perpe-
trators of crime.”

“What?” Pam said. “Oh—no. Jerry's a
publisher. North Books, Inc. He's not a
detective.”

Mr. Burt said he had jumped to conclu-
sions. A foolish habit of his. Because she
was a detective, he had assumed that her
husband also was.

“But I'm not either,” Pam assured him.
“We just know a detective. Bill Weigand.
Sometimes we just—oh, we get involved
somehow. Because we know him, usually.
But this time, of course, because Miss Gipson
worked for Jerry. Doing research, you
know.”

“Of course,” Willard Burt said. “l read
that in the newspapers. North Books, too.
| didn't make the connection.”

There was no reason why he should, Pam
told him. She thanked him for his help, and
apologized for the bother. She moved toward
the door. But Mr. Burt did not follow her.

“It seems to be a very interesting case,” he
said. “Not that | know much about murder
cases. But naturally, since Helen had written
that letter which the police misconstrued,
I've been reading about this one. | trust
Lieutenant Weigand is making progress?”

Again the methodical manner of his speech
reminded Pam of someone else, and again
she could not remember of whom it re-
minded her.

“Oh yes,” she said. “Of course, much of it
is confidential. Our being friends with Bill
doesn’'t change that. Like a doctor.”

“What?” Mr. Burt said.

“Like being friends with a doctor,” Pam
told him. “Naturally, a doctor doesn't tell
much about his cases, and no names. It's that

way with a detective, too.”

Mr. Burt agreed that that was natural.

“One thing that struck me,” he said, “was
the coincidence. That she was, in a sense, in-
vestigating murder when she was murdered.
An ironic touch.”

Mr. Burt wanted to talk, apparently. It
was to be expected. It would be natural for
him to wonder about a case in which his wife
was involved; about which his wife had been
questioned. It was natural that he should try
to pump her. And it occurred to Pam that,
since she couldn’'t do what she had come to
do, she might pick up something from Mr.
Burt. Because, if his wife had been Helen
Merton, he might very well know it; he
would almost certainly know it.

Pam agreed that it was ironic.
did not close the conversation.

“Of course,” Willard Burt said, “the police
have no doubt thought of that. But | won-
dered whether she might not possibly have
happened on something in one of die old
cases that was—well, perhaps dangerous to
know. But no doubt the police have thought
of that possibility.”

“Oh yes,” Pam said. “l think they have.
But | don’t think they are really convinced
it was that way.”

Probably, Willard Burt said, there was a
much simpler explanation; a more direct ex-
planation. He supposed that, in such cases,
the police looked first to see who would
profit. The niece and nephew in this case.

“Although,” he said, “my wife's met them
and thinks them quite charming young
people. However, | suppose even charming
people—"

He let that hang. Pamela nodded.

“Of course,” she said, when he did not con-
tinue, “I don't really know any more about
it than you do, Mr. Burt. But | thought the
—coincidence—you spoke of was very in-
teresting. I'm glad somebody agrees. Be-
cause it does seem possible she stumbled on
something—oh, say in the Fleming case. Or
the Wentworth case.”

“Fleming?” Mr. Burt said. “I don’t think I
ever heard of the Fleming case.”

“A doctor named Merton,” Pam told him.
She looked at him with interest, and tried not
to let interest show in her eyes. “He was ac-
cused of killing his wife's family. With ty-
phoid germs. They never proved he had.”

Her tone

CHE could not see any change in Mr. Burt’s
N face as she spoke.

“No,” he said, “I never heard of that one.
Or—what was is—Wentworth?”

Pam told him, briefly, of the Wentworth
case. Midway, he nodded.

“Yes,” he said, “l did hear of that one,
although | was in California at the time. She
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was a very beautiful girl, from her pictures.”

Pam agreed she had been.

“Actually,” Mr. Burt said, “wasn’'t Miss
Gipson reading about a poison case when she
was taken ill? It seemed to me there was
something like that in one account I read.”

Pam nodded.

“That was really coincidence,” she said.
“She was reading about another woman who
had been poisoned with sodium fluoride. A
Mrs. Purdy. By her husband, they thought.”

Mr. Burt looked as if he were trying to pin
down an elusive memory.

“Purdy,” he said. “Purdy. It seems to me
—wasn’'t he later killed? When he was try-
ing to escape the police?”

That was it, Pam said. Mr. Burt, although
he did not, seemed to snap his fingers.

“l remember now,” he said. “He slipped
up, somehow. | remember reading about it.
Couldn’t explain why he had the poison
around, or something like that.”

“No roaches,” Pam said. “It was sodium
fluoride, too, and you use it for roaches.”

“That's right,” Mr. Burt said. “I don't
know how | came to remember that | sup-
pose because it was—such a trivial thing.
Such a silly way for him to fail.” He nodded,
apparently pleased with his memory. “Per-
haps whoever killed Miss Gipson will make
some such silly slip. I'm sure we all hope so0.”

Pam agreed they did. There seemed to be
no way, now, to prolong the discussion, or
to get it back to the Merton case. She stood
up, and decided to have another try.

“It's odd you don’'t remember the Merton
case,” she said. “It was very widely written
up. Mrs. Merton apparently thought her hus-
band was guilty, because after the second
trial, she got a divorce. | suppose she stood
by as long as she could.”

“Women do that,” Mr.
often.”

It was a pious sentiment—and a senti-
mental tribute. But it was not what Pam
wanted.

“I've sometimes wondered,” she said, “how
it must have influenced her life. Such a
dreadful situation—the man you were mar-
ried to, accused of murdering your parents
and brothers and sisters. Dreadful, particu-
larly if you thought he had—or knew he
had.”

“Very dreadful,” Mr. Burt agreed. “A
very—unhappy situation for any woman. But
it was a long time ago.” He paused. “At
least,” he said, “l assume it was a long time
ago. From the way you speak of it.”

“Seventeen years,” Pam told him.
Merton was thirty.”

Mr. Burt nodded.

“Of course,” he said “thirty seems quite
young to me, Mrs. North. Much younger than

Burt said. “So

“Mrs.

it must to you. And seventeen years is a long
time. Probably she has rebuilt her life, some-
how.”

Pam said she supposed so.

“Probably I'm wasting my sympathy,” she
said. “Probably she's married again and
happy and it's all like—oh, like some story
she read a long time ago. | suppose things
fade out, finally.”

Mr. Burt nodded, in agreement.

“They do,” he said. “I assure you they do,
Mrs. North. Unless something happens to
bring them up again—and it always seems a
pity to me when something does. Probably
your Mrs. Merton has a new life now and has
almost forgotten the old tragedy.” He shook
his head. “Itis too bad that this brings it up
again, even so slightly,” he said. “We can
only hope she doesn’t read the papers—if she
is still alive.”

They were both standing, now, and it was
clearly time for Pam to go. She went, while
Mr. Burt slowly murmured hopes that she
would find the compact she had lost; regrets
that their search had been a waste of time.

It had been a waste of time, all right, Pam
thought as she waved at a taxicab and saw it
pull toward her. She had not seen Mrs. Burt,
so she knew no more than before whether
the picture in her bag was a likeness of Mrs.
Burt at thirty, as well as of Helen Merton at
thirty. And, although maybe she had missed
something, she couldn’t see that she had got
anything out of Mr. Burt. Either he was a
good actor or she was barking up a wrong
tree.

“Woof!” Mrs. North said, experimentally.

The taxicab driver half turned in his seat.

“Beg pardon?” he said. His expression was
surprised and, Pam thought, a little alarmed.

“l just cleared my throat,” Pam said. She
cleared it officially. “1 must have swallowed
something,” she told him.

CHAPTER XIf

THURSDAY, 11:30 AM.
to 2:30 P.M.

THE grist continued to
come in. Looking at it,
Bill Weigand remembered
his speech to Pam and
Jerry North on police
thoroughness. He sighed.
He had ben right; it could
be argued that he had
been too right There
were times when being
the detective in charge of
a murder investigation was a great deal like
being a bookkeeper. You added facts instead
of figures; you subtracted errors instead of
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debits; in the end, if you were lucky, you
balanced the books. If you didn't the first
time, you kept at it until you did. And people
all over the country poured in facts—poured
in errors along with them, and surmises. And
already Inspector O’Malley felt that Weigand
was keeping books badly. What O’Malley
felt, he said.

The newspapers were not demanding ac-
tion; big city newspapers almost never did,
unless there was a political issue. Nobody
had as yet found a political issue. What the
newspapers were doing was to lose interest
in the whole matter; The Times this morn-
ing had relegated it to the second front and
even in the early editions of the afternoon
it was below the first-page fold. Neither the
district attorney nor Inspector O’'Malley ap-
proved of this; the district attorney was par-
ticularly annoyed. It had been some time
since his name was in the newspapers. He
had pointed this out, in other words, to the
commissioner, who had, without comment of
his own, passed the word along to O’'Malley.
The commissioner had smiled faintly through
O’Malley’s resultant remarks, knowing O'-
Malley. O’'Malley had passed the word to
Weigand, not without comment.

There was no point in passing the word
further. Everybody was doing very well—
everybody was collecting furiously. Only
correlation lagged. Bill looked at his new
facts.

Dr. Merton had been traced to a small town
in Oklahoma, where he had not prospered
after his wife had divorced him; where, five
years ago, he had died. So presumably Dr.
Merton was not, under another name, in their
present cast of characters; he had not dis-
posed of Miss Amelia Gipson when she dis-
covered this. Dr. Merton could be subtracted.

About Mrs. Merton there was nothing new;
Washington was checking the date of her
return to the United States, if she had re-
turned, and Washington was slow. A police
photographer, looking like a sidewalk pho-
tographer, was snapping away happily out-
side the apartment house in which the Burts
lived, waiting to snap Mrs. Burt. He had
missed her when she went out about ten; he
was waiting for her to come back.

Philip Spencer, Ph.D., had left Ward Col-
lege in Indiana at the end of the school year
in the spring of 1942. The college was reti-
cent, but the local police had been insistent.
There had, the college said reluctantly, been
a complaint or two about Dr. Spencer’s be-
havior with the students. As to the facts be-
hind the complaints, the college was non-
committal; the* college clearly wished that
the matter had never come up, and seemed
obscurely embarrassed. It was likely, Bill
Weigand thought, that Dr. Spence- had been

sacrificed to the laws of strict propriety.
Which was what Spencer had indicated. The
college flatly refused to hint at the name of
the young woman—or the young women—in-
volved. Weigand was not surprised.

Major Kennet Frost had been in the mu-
nicipal airport in Kansas City during a good
part of the afternoon of Tuesday, September
11. He had been arguing about his plane
reservation. He had argued into the evening
and then, convinced that he was not going to
get the plane he wanted, had wired his wife
that he would arrive in the early afternoon
of the following day. He had then, unex-
pectedly, got on an earlier plane without, ac-
cording to Western Union’s records, wiring
his wife of his change in plans. Presumably
he had not had time. And certainly he had
not been in a position to enter Amelia Gip-
son’s apartment and poison her digestive
powders. Subtract Major Kennet Frost.

John Gipson had lunched at a small res-
taurant in Madison Avenue on Wednesday—
yesterday. But he had lunched earlier than
he had indicated. Unless he had loitered
over his food, he had had time to kill Flor-
ence Adams in the hotel in West Forty-sec-
ond Street. The Frosts had not been identi-
fied by anybody as having lunched at Twen-
ty-one, which meant nothing; too many
people had, and far too many majors.

There was nothing new from California on
the early life, courtship and marriage of the
Burts. That stood as it was. No subtractions
were indicated—and no additions.

T1JEIGAND smiled as he picked up the
"' next report. Unquestionably, there was
something about Pam North. Perhaps it was
that, so often, her theories worked out—ap-
proximately. But her conviction that the
death of Amelia Gipson was linked to some
murder of the past—that there was, in a
sense, murder within murder—had put some-
body to work. Somebody had gone, again,
into the past of Joyce Wentworth, so mysteri-
ously and reasonlessly killed on her way
home from work on a gray winter evening
in 1942,

It had merely meant checking old records,
but old records had been checked, on Bill's
own instructions. Bill's smile lingered as he
read about the girl; it faded. It had been
nothing to smile about; it had been cruel and
incomprehensible. She had come from a little
town in Indiana, leaving school to make her
fortune in New York. She had—

Bill Weigand stopped suddenly. He re-
read what he had just seen. She had left
school, right enough. Hie school she had left
had been Ward College. In the spring of 1942,
Weigand told himself that he would be
damned
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The case was full of coincidences—a good
deal too full of coincidences, which were, in-
dividually, too reasonable. Here was an In-
diana girl, the daughter of a sufficiently pros-
perous druggist; here in Indiana was a girl's
school of a certain standing—of very good
standing. It was natural enough she should
have gone to Ward. But was it natural that
Ward College should appear so frequently in
the book of facts Bill Weigand was balanc-
ing? Was it merely another coincidence? Or
did he want to talk, at once, with a former
instructor named Philip Spencer about a
beautiful girl who had, also, left Ward Col-
lege in the spring of 1942, and who had been
killed in December of the same year? Bill
Weigand had no trouble answering the last
question.

As he and Mullins went uptown in the po-
lice car, Bill considered what he had if he
abandoned one tenuous theory in favor of
another. He nodded to himself. He had a
very interesting theory; he had a theory he
could come to like.

He told Mullins as much, and Mullins
shook his head, unhappily. He said what they
didn’t lack was theories.

“Gipson did it for money,” he said. “His
sister so the old girl couldn’t talk. Mrs. Burt
because she’s really Mrs. Merton. Spencer
because she got him fired and because she
found out he’'d knocked off the Wentworth
dame. Or Spencer because she got him fired,
period, and now he’s after the Frost girl be-
cause she was the girl who got him in
trouble at the college. Some guy named Hill
because he thought it would be sorta fun.
It's a hell of a crowded Kkilling, loot.”

“Right,” Bill Weigand said, as they stopped
in front of the rooming house Philip Spencer
existed in. “We’ll have to uncrowd it, ser-
geant”

Spencer was home. He was home in a little
room on the street side and on the third
floor; he was sitting by the only window in
the room reading a book. And he called to
them to come in when Weigand knocked, and
he did not seem to care much who came in.
He did not get up and he held his book on
his lap. He wore glasses now; he looked
older than he had in Weigand’s office. He
wore a bathrobe which could not call itself
a dressing gown; although the window was
part way open, the air in the room was old,
much used. Philip Spencer looked up at
them.

“Well,” he said, “come to arrest me, lieu-
tenant?”

“Perhaps,” Weigand said.
you some things, first.”

Spencer dog-eared the corner of the page
he was reading. He put the book down on
the floor beside him.

“l want to ask

“1f you want to sit down, you’ll have to sit
on the bed,” he said. “Both of you, | guess.”

Weigand looked at the bed.

“So far as I've ever noticed,” Spencer said,
“there aren't any. Of course, | may be im-
mune.” He looked around the room with ap-
parent interest. “l must say,” he told them,
“you’d expect the bed to be crawling, con-
sidering everything else.”

Bill Weigand merely waited, standing.

“Why don’t you say you didn't come here
to talk about my bed?” Spencer asked him.

“Because | knew you would, eventually,”
Bill told him.

Spencer nodded. He said that was very
good. He said he realized he ought to let
Weigand have his chair.

“But,” he said, “it's the only halfway com-
fortable place to sit in the room. And after
all, it's my room. As E. B. White said about
Rockefeller's wall. A very fine writer, in-
cidentally.”

“He is,” Weigand said. “It is very inci-
dental. When did your wife die, Mr. Spen-
cer?”

Spencer looked at him, and there was some
curiosity in his eyes. But there was none in
his voice.

“November, 1942,” he said.

J “You took it hard,” Bill said. “You still
0.”

T WAS none of his business, Spencer told

him. It was none of his described busi-
ness. Spencer’'s voice was still unexcited,
contrasting oddly with his words. It seemed
like a dead voice. Bill Weigand waited.

“l am emphatic,” Spencer said. “l agree.
But it isn’'t, you know.”
“l don’'t know,” Weigand told him. “If I

did, I wouldn't waste time. You took it hard.”

Weigand could have it his own way, Spen-
cer told him. He took it hard.

“What was the name of the girl who com-
plained about you to Miss Gipson?” Weigand
said. “The time you got dismissed. In the
spring of 1942?7”

Spencer shook his head.

“Nope,” he said. “No comment.”

“Was it Miss Gipson’'s niece?” Weigand
said. “Nora Gipson? Nora Frost, now? The
one you telephoned yesterday?”

“Hell no,” Spencer said. “What gave you
that idea?”

“Partly,” Weigand told him, “the fact that
you were interested enough to call her up.”

Spencer shook his head, and smiled with-
out enthusiasm. He said Weigand could call
that a whim. Condolences from an old friend
of the family.

“Also,” he said, “l had been drinking.
Naturally that may have influenced me.”

“But she wasn't the girl who got you in
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trouble? Or who you got in trouble?” Wei-
gand wanted to know.

The dead voice said it wished Weigand
would get one thing straight.

“1 didn’t get any girl in trouble,” he said.
“Whatever you mean by it. Some nasty-
minded little fool who figured any man who
spoke to her was—assailing her virtue—mis-
understood. Or pretended to misunderstand.
For your record, it wasn't Nora Gipson.”

“You knew her,” Weigand told him.

Spencer agreed he knew her. He said he
knew a hundred and fifty girls at Ward. He
said most of them were in his classes at one
time or another. He knew Nora Gipson;
knew she was Amelia Gipson'’s niece.

“And,” he said, “an attractive enough in-
fant, from all | saw. If I had been pursuing
infants.”

“Which you were not,” Weigand said.
“Right Who was the girl, Mr. Spencer?
There's a reason | want to know.”

Spencer merely shook his head. Weigand
nodded. When he went on, he was merely
telling a story.

“There was another pretty girl at Ward
that spring,” he said. “For all | know, there
were hundreds. This one was thin and tall
and she had red hair—I guess maybe you'd
eall her beautiful, not pretty. Remember a
girl like that?”

Spencer did not answer, although Weigand
gave him a moment. He merely waited.

“She left Ward in the spring of 1942,” Wei-
gand said. “The same time you did, Mr.
Spencer. She came to New York. She got a
job as a dress model—a very superior sort
of dress model, in a very superior store. By
the time they got through with her, she was
really beautiful. She came to New York in
August and got the job in October. October,
1942, that was. She also saw some talent
agents and went the rounds of the producers
looking for a job on the stage. She was plan-
ning a lot of things for the future.”.

He paused a moment and looked at Spen-
cer. Spencer was looking out of the window.
But it was evident that he was listening.

“Only,” Weigand said, “she didn’'t have any
future. Around the middle of December—
December 11th, it was—somebody killed her.
Somebody came up behind her on a street
that wasn’'t very light and stuck a knife in
her back. So in the end it didn't matter a
damn whether she was beautiful or not.”
He waited a moment. “Remember a girl like
that, Mr. Spencer?”

Spencer turned from the window and
looked at Bill Weigand.

“There were a lot of girls at Ward,” he
said. "Some of them were thin and had red
hair.”

"Her name was Joyce Wentworth,” Wei-

gand said. “Remember her now?”

“l1 might,” Spencer said. “l might if there
were any reason to.”

“Isn’t there?” Weigand asked him.

“No,” he said.

“Suppose,” Weigand said, “there was a
man like yourself, Mr. Spencer—a man who
had got kicked out of a job because some
girl told stories about him—stories that
weren't true; weren't essentially true. Sup-
pose that, as a result of losing this job—this
man was in his forties, and trained for cmly
one thing—the man was hard up. Suppose—"

“All right,” Spencer said. “Suppose my
wife died because | couldn’t get her the kind
of treatment she needed. Or suppose | keep
feeling that that may have been the reason.
Suppose she died in November, 1942, and
that | took it hard. Very hard. Suppose—
what with my grief, my sense of inadequacy,
a kind of hopelessness that may have set in—
| became somewhat unbalanced; Suppose I
got to brooding about this girl—this feather-
minded litle fool—who had knocked hell out
of my life because she was vain and silly—
emotionally unstable. Or just—what word
would you like, lieutenant?—avid.

“Suppose the girl was a thin, red-headed
girl named Joyce Wentworth and | found out
she was in New York and went after her.
Because | was unbalanced at the time, you
remember. Suppose | followed her home and
stuck a knife in her. And suppose, reading
about the ease, Amelia Gipson remembered
that Joyce Wentworth was the girl at Ward—
she’d know, of course—and found out that
I'd been here in New York at the time, drink-
ing a lot and in a kind of daze, and put two
and two together. Suppose she found me and
told me she was going to the police. Is that
the rest of your story, lieutenant?”

It could be, Weigand told him. With a
postscript.

“Suppose you killed Miss Gipson to keep
her from going to the police,” he said.

TTHAT was obvious, Spencer said. Too ob-
vious to need mentioning.

“Well?” Bill said, and waited.

“No,” Spencer said. “As a matter of fact—
no. It was another girl; actually, | don't re-
member the Wentworth girl at all. There was
a name in the class records—I remember
that. | suppose, if | tried, | could vaguely
connect it with a red-haired girl, since you
suggest it. | don't remember any red-haired’
girl who was particularly striking.”

“Were you in New York in December,
1942?” Weigand wanted to know.

Spencer shook his head.

"l was in Indianapolis,” he said. He looked
around the room. “In a room rather like this
one. | was drunk most of the time. | wasn't
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dangerous to anybody. | was just—drunk.”

“Can you prove it?” Weigand asked him.

“That | had a room in Indianapolis that
month?” Spencer said. “l suppose so. That
| didn’t leave it for several days at a time—
that | wasn’'t in New York on the eleventh
—no, | don’'t suppose | can.”

“Can you prove that the girl who accused
you wasn’'t Joyce Wentworth?” Bill wanted
to know.

Spencer hesitated a moment and then
shook his head. So far as he knew, Amelia
Gipson had presented the story to the head
of the college in very circumspect terms. It
would have been, he supposed, a Miss A who
had complained. That was the method. The
college president preferred not to know too
much; possibly Amelia preferred not to tell
too much. “For reasons of her own,” he
said. Except for the girl herself, he supposed
there was nobody who knew the story.

“And,” he said, “the girl was killed in a
motor accident about a year later. One of
those late-at-night, everybody-half-drunk
affairs.”

That, Bill told him, was inconvenient. It
was very inconvenient.

“Isn't it?” Spencer said. “So | have no
chance of proving my story—and the name
of the girl wouldn't help, would it? Because
I could just say it was any girl who got Killed
in that kind of an accident at about that
time. | suppose there were plenty.”

“Right,” Bill said, “there were plenty.
There are always plenty.”

“But on the other hand,” Spencer said,
“can you prove anything, lieutenant? Can
you prove | was in New York? That I did
kill this—this Joyce Wentworth? That I also
killed Amedia Gipson?”

“And Florence Adams,” Weigand said.
“Because if you killed one, I'd suppose you
killed the others. 1 don't know, Mr. Spencer.
I really don’t know.” He spoke easily, al-
most casually. “But if | decide you did, I
can have a damn good try at it,” he said, and
his voice was less casual. He stood looking
down at Philip Spencer and Mullins, stand-
ing a little behind him, put away his note-
book. “A damn good try,” he said.

Spencer looked up at him, and now he was
smiling. It was difficult to interpret the smile.

“Well, lieutenant,” he said, “have you de-
cided?”

Weigand merely shook his head, and he,
too, smiled.

“I'll let you know,” he promised.
sure to let you know, Mr. Spencer.”

“FII be

TT SEEMED to Detective Sergeant Angelo

Farrichi that Lieutenant Weigand was do-
ing it the hard way. More precisely, he was
having Detective Sergeant Angelo Farrichi

do it the hard way. It was a warm day, for
one thing. It had been getting warmer all
morning. On warm days, Sergeant Farrichi
preferred a more desultory life. He also pre-
ferred not to feel silly, and snapping pictures
of people walking on Park Avenue, few of
whom were photographically suitable for any
purpose Farrichi could think of, was un-
questionably silly. Particularly when you
were photographing them all on one film
surface. Pushing little cards, which bore the
name of a quite fictitious studio, at people
who did not want them was also silly.

If you wanted pictures of people, Farrichi
thought—snapping a picture of a stout woman
being led down Park Avenue by a stout
dog—you went and took them. If you were
the police, you either went where the people
were and took their pictures, or you had
them brought down to the photographer’s
lab, where conditions were better. Usually,
you photographed them behind a board with
numbers on it, so that later there would be
no doubt who they were. You did not pre-
tend to be a sidewalk photographer and lie
in wait

But you did if you were a sergeant and a
lieutenant told you to. Farrichi sighed and
threw away a numbered card which the
stout woman had seemingly not seen as he
held it toward her. You did many things if
you were a sergeant and a lieutenant re-
quested it; that was the purpose of sergeants.
And if you were a good detective as well as a
good photographer, you did it as well as
Detective Sergeant Farrichi was doing as he
lay in wait for Mrs. Willard Burt.

Farrichi was the sidewalk photographer
to the life. He beamed at his subjects as he
maneuvered into position in front of them;
he beamed as he held out the cards which
were to be sent, with fifty cents, to the ad-
dress given in exchange for one print of a
fine action photograph. When they rejected
the cards, he stopped beaming as if a switch
had been thrown, threw the card away, and
waited for a likely subject Only if you had
watched closely would you have noticed that
the subjects Sergeant Farrichi picked were
not really the most likely. Another sidewalk
photographer would have noticed this and
thought Farrichi very new at the game. He
passed up returned soldiers walking with
their girls; he ignored people obviously from
out of town, pleased with themselves against
the background of Park Avenue; he avoided
new parents with new children. You would
have thought he was concentrating on those
least likely to send in their little cards, and
you would have been entirely right There
was no point in making work for everybody
—the work of returning money with a polite
note regretting that the Eagle Photographic
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Studio had, overnight, gone out of business.
By selecting people who would hardly care
to look at themselves more frequently than
was essential, Farrichi abetted the paper-
saving campaign.

There was no other sidewalk photographer
around to notice this, or to speculate why
Farrichi chose Park Avenue in the Sixties
instead of Fifth in the Forties, the traditional
hunting ground. There had not been a side-
walk photographer around for several years,
because of one thing and another—including
a shortage both of print paper and photog-
raphers. Farrichi had wondered if this would
not make people suspicious, but evidently it
did not. There seemed to be a normal in-
clination merely to look through him.

TTE KEPT an eye on the door of the apart-

ment house in which the Burts lived; he
was never far from it. He kept in his mind
Weigand's careful description of Mrs. Burt—
a description so exact that it had printed a
picture of her on Farrichi’s sensitive, photog-
rapher’'s brain. He waited for her to come
out, or, if she was already out, to go in. His
feet hurt and his collar wilted, but his smile
kept on flashing as he picked with care the
most unlikely subjects for his art.

People went in and out, but none of them
was Mrs. Burt. At a few minutes before
eleven a very attractive young woman he
had seen somewhere before came out and
got into a taxicab, which started, slowed
suddenly and started again.

The face puzzled Farrichi for a moment
and then he placed it. She was that Mrs.
North who was a friend of the lieutenant.
It would be interesting to know what she
was up to. A few minutes later a man came
out and spoke to the doorman in a measured
voice and went off in the taxicab the door-
man whistled for. Farrichi had never seen
him before.

It was 12:30 when another taxicab stopped
in front of the apartment house. Farrichi
moved up to where he could catch a glimpse
of the occupant. There were two occupants,
and one of them was a woman of about the
right age. .Farrichi moved closer and made,
unconsciously, a little sound of relief. It was
Mrs. Burt, all right—Mrs. Burt with a man.
Oh yes, the man who had come out of the
apartment house a few minutes after Mrs.
North. Mr. Burt, for a guess.

Farrichi moved up and waited while Mr.
Burt—assuming it was Mr. Burt—paid the
driver. He waited while Mr. Burt got out
and extended a hand to Mrs. Burt. Farrichi's
quick fingers played with adjustments on his
camera, which was a much better camera
than you would have expected of a sidewalk
photographer. Mrs. Burt and the man were

abreast when a beaming Farrichi moved in
front of them. They had slightly surprised
expressions when he pressed the shutter
release.

“Picture of yourselves in New York,” he
said, brightly, wheedlingly. “Natural pose
photograph?” He beamed and held out his
little card. The man with Mrs. B,urt started
to shake his head, and then, to Farrichi’s sur-
prise, accepted the little card. Mrs. Burt
looked, Farrichi thought, slightly pained—
possibly even annoyed.

“No sir,” Farrichi said, heartily meaning-
less. “You won't make any mistake. No sir!”

Mrs. Burt and the man with her said noth-
ing. Farrichi, beaming still, stepped aside.
The two went into the apartment house.
Farrichi did not look after them. He went
on about his business. Between the apart-
ment house and the nearest corner, he
snapped several photographs of improbable
people, one of whom abashed him by accept-
ing the card. But at the next corner he
looked at his watch, looked up at the sun,
evidently decided to call it a day. He closed
his camera and put it into the container
swinging from his shoulder. He walked off
toward the subway.

But his watch told him it was lunchtime.
His stomach told him he might as well have
lunch before he went in. He thought of the
Villa Penza on Grand Street and of veal
parmigiana and he smiled. He took the East
Side subway to Grand Street and walked to
the Villa Penza. The veal parmigiana was
all he had expected, and the service was
prompt. But Farrichi was unhurried as he
ate. The lieutenant had not indicated there
was any need to hurry.

T>AMELA NORTH heard the telephone
ringing as she fitted her key into the
lock, so the key stuck. You had to push it
clear in and then pull it out a little—about a
sixty-fourth of an inch, Jerry had estimated
—and then turn, and when you were in a
hurry this was impossible. Pam pushed it
in and pulled it out, but this was apparently
too far. The telephone rang demandingly.
Pam said “Oh!” and pushed the key in and
pulled it out. She was very careful this time,
and so she did not pull it out far enough.

The telephone rang.

“1t'll die,” Pam said. “I know it'll die. And
itts probably terribly important.” She
wrenched at the key. The telephone rang
again. It sounded to Pam as if it were
getting tired.

“Wait a minute,” Pam said. “Please wait
a minute!” The telephone was silent. Then
it rang again. Sometimes if you turned the
key the wrong way and then very hard the
right way it worked. “You just back up and
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get a running start,” Pam had explained to
Jerry, who had pointed out that you didn’t
need to if you were careful how far you
pulled. Pam turned the key the wrong way
and then very hard the right way and it
stuck.

It's terribly important, Pam thought. It's
about something happening to Jerry. He's
been run over. And the hospital is trying
to get me and there’'s only a little time. . . .

She took a deep breath to make her fingers
stop trembling. She pushed the key all the

way in. She counted to steady herself.
“One,” she said. “Two—" The telephone
rang. It sounded impatient. It was giving

her a last chance. “Three,” Pam said to her-
self, and pulled the key out a sixty-fourth of
an inch. She turned it. It turned. She rushed
into the apartment and dived for the tele-
phone. It rang again as she dived. She
clutched it and spoke into it. Her voice was
almost a scream.

“Hello!” she screamed. “Oh, hello!”

There was no answer. They had gone
away. Jerry had been run over and was
dying in a hospital and she didn't know what
hospital because she had gone to look at
Mrs. Burt, after Jerry had almost told her
not to, and Jerry was— She held the receiver
off and looked at it. Then she turned it
around and put the receiving end, into which
she had been shouting, to her ear. She said
“Hello” again, but her voice was hopeless.
Then she said: “Jerry! Darling!”

“Hello, Pam,” Jerry said. “What's the
matter?”

“Are you all right, Jerry?” Pam said. “Jer-
ry—are you all right?”

“Of course I'm all right,” Jerry said. “Why
wouldn’t | be?”

“You're not run over?” Pam said. You're
not in a hospital?”

“What on earth, Pam?” Jery said.

“You're really all right?” Pam said. “I
mean . . . you're not hurt at all? It was
you all the time?”

“What was me all the time?” Jerry said.

“The telephone?” Pam said. “It was ring-
ing.”

“Listen,” Jerry said. His voice was calm,
but it had a kind of desperation in it. “Of
course it was ringing. You answered it
That's . . . that's how we happen to be talk-
ing on the telephone. | called you up and
you heard the telephone bell ring and you

answered the telephone. And it was me.
See?”
“Oh,” Pam said. “l know that. | thought

it was the hospital. You see, | wasn't here.”
“You .. .what?” Jerry said.
“l wasn't here,” Pam said. “l mean, I'd
just come back. And you’ll have to say some-
thing to the management about that lock,

because the key stuck and so of course |
thought it was the hospital. Because the
telephone was ringing.”
“Oh,” Jerry said. “I . .
you're all right?”
“Of course I'm all right,” Pam said. “It
was you, not me. | was all right all the time.”
“Of course,” Jerry said. His voice had
lost its note of anxiety. “Well . . . I've re-
covered, darling. | called up about the fu-
neral.” He paused a moment and then spoke
hurriedly. “Not mine, Pam,” he said.
“Amelia Gipson's. | think | ought to go . ..
just as a . . . just since she. ...
“Obviously,” Pam said. “l meant to men-
tion it this morning. Of course we have to
go. Noblesse oblige.”

. of course. And

“Well,” Jerry said, “perhaps not quite
that. But it seems like a reasonable . . .
thoughtful, thing to do. Don’t you think?”

“Of course,” Pam said. “I'll go, too.”

“Well,” Jerry said.

“Of course,” Pam said. “We’'ll both be
thoughtful. Only have we time for lunch

first?”

The funeral, Jerry told her, was set for
three o'clock. At a funeral parlor on Madi-
son Avenue. They would have time for
lunch. He suggested the Little Bar at the
Ritz.

“Only of course we can't drink,” Pam
pointed out, agreeing to the Little Bar at
the Ritz. “On account of going to a fu-
neral.” She paused, reflecting. “Maybe one
each,” she said. “To quiet our nerves.”

Jerry said that his nerves were completely
quiet.

“Well,” Pam said, “they didn't sound like
itt. A minute ago. You sounded very puz-
zled and . . . perturbed, sort of.” She paused
a moment. “Jerry,” she said. “l wish you'd
take better care of yourself. You . .. you
really ought to.”

“1 know,” Jerry said. He was very grave.
“Just out of the hospital, as | am.”

Pam sat a moment, catching”™ her breath,
after Jerry had hung up. Then she decided
she ought to tell Bill that she had not seen
Mrs. Burt. She dialed; she got Bill Weigand.
He was sorry she had not seen Mrs. Burt.

“] talked to Mr. Burt,” she said. “l had to,
because I'd pretended it was about a lost
compact. That | was there, | mean. And he
didn’t react to the Merton case. | thought he
might if he knew his wife was really Mrs.
Merton.”

Bill Weigand said he should have thought
Burt might.

“Do you know yet, Bill?” she said, then.

“No, Pam,” Bill told her. “All I've got is
another possibility.”

Was it, Pam wanted to know, a really good
one?
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“About as good as the others,” Bill said.
Pam said, “Oh.”

“As good as mine?” she said.

Better, Bill told her. Particularly if Burt
really hadn’t shown interest in the Merton
case.

“No more than in the others,” she said.
“The Joyce Wentworth case. The Purdy
case. Are you going to the funeral? Be-
cause Jerry and | are, and we're having
lunch at the. Ritz first, and why don’t you
join us?”

Bill Weigand hesitated a moment.
he agreed.

Pam sat then, duty done, and thought
of things absently. She thought she must
change and do her face if she was having
lunch with Jerry. She jumped then, because
Martini had come out from under the sofa
and jumped on her. She petted the little cat
abstractedly.

One thought had led to another, and the
last puzzled.

“l supposed all the time I've been think-
ing it had to be a woman,” she said, and
since the little cat was in her lap now she
spoke aloud. “l suppose>that's it, Martini.
Because of the perfume. But it could have
been a man with it on for the purpose.” She
contemplated this and shook her head. “Or,”
she told Martini, “a man with an atomizer.
Just to fool us.”

She stroked the little cat.

“Only,” she said, “it didn't stop Bill from
thinking about men too. It was subconscious
with me, Martini—that's mostly why | gave
up Mr. Hill, probably. But | wonder why it
didn't block Bill?”

Then

TT WAS almost the first thing she asked

him when they were having their one
drink around at the Ritz. He smiled at her.
He said because it was only one of the little
touches. He said you found them in most
cases. He said they would throw you off,
if you let them.

“You can be too subtle,” he said. “You can
be taken in by subtle things. There are half
a dozen ways of explaining the perfume in
Miss Gipson’s room—ways that had nothing
to do with Miss Gipson’s killing. There are
one or two ways—you've hit on one with
your theory of a man with an atomizer—
that might be connected with the case. Or it
might actually be a woman. But the point
is—it isn't important enough to stop over.
Because perhaps we were supposed to stop
over it Perhaps we were supposed to think
it was the significant clue. And we can't
risk doing what we're supposed to do.”

"But” Jerry said, “it might be important
It might really be significant.”

Bill nodded. He said it might very well be.

“In which case,” he said, “it will fit in as
we go along—when we get on the right road.
But we’ll get on the right road because we
find out the big things, not the little things.
Because we find out who wanted to, who
could have. In this case, there seem to be
several people who had reason and oppor-
tunity.”

“And—?” Pam said.

“And,” Bill said, “we wait for a break. We
do what cops always do—we put on the pres-
sure, we wait for a break. And we keep
our eyes open, so well see the break when it
comes. Of course—the break may in itself
be one of the little things. Somebody talk-
ing out of turn; somebody telling a foolish
lie. Somebody having made a silly mistake.
But the main thing is the pressure. The main
thing is to keep the pressure on. To keep
somebody feeling we're crowding him, getting
closer all the time.”

They finished their drinks.

“What's the new possibility?” Pam asked.

Bill told them. He said it was only a pos-
sibility.

Pam said it certainly was.

“Anyway,” she said, “you seem to have
come around to thinking Miss Gipson was
killed because of something she found out
when she was reading about the old cases.
As | always said.”

Bill Weigand shook his head. He said he
hadn’'t come around to thinking anything. He
said he was still exploring the possibilities.

“The trouble is,” Pam said, “there are too
many possibilities. And nothing to make any
of them more than a possibility. You tell
yourself a story about Mr. Spencer; | tell
myself a story about Mrs. Burt What do
you tell yourselves stories about, Jerry?
Sergeant Mullins?”

Jerry was very grave.

“l1 think Backley, the lawyer, is really
Purdy, the wife Killer,” he said. “I think he
wasn't killed in the plane crash at all and
that Miss Gipson found it out and threatened
to explose him, making it necessary for him
to kill her.”

“Really, Jerry!” Pam said reproachfully.
“Really.”

Jerry said it seemed as good to him as any
of the others.

But one eyelid drooped momentarily, for
Bill Weigand’s benefit.

“Sergeant?” Pam said.

“The Kkids,” Sergeant Mullins said. “The
nephew and the niece, one or the other. To
get the money.” He contemplated. “l guess
the nephew,” he said. He looked at Mrs.
North. “Look, Mrs. North,” he said, “they
can't all be screwy.”

He said it as if he were arguing with him-
self.
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CHAPTER XIII

THURSDAY, 2 P.M.
to 4:35 P.M.

THE afternoon newspa-
pers, keeping the story
alive against increasing
odds and bringing it up to
date with the quiet des-
peration known only to
afternoon rewrite men,
had used the time and
place of Amelia Gipson's
funeral as a lead. The re-
sults were middling; a

steam shovel would have done better, but for
a funeral this did well enough. As their
cab drew up in front of the Stuart Funeral
Home, Pam looked at the people on the side-
walk and said it looked like an opening night.

“On the contrary,” Jerry told her, and paid
the taxi driver. The crowd pressed up and
looked at them.

“That's the niece,” a thin woman with

startling black eyes said shrilly. “That's the
Frost girl.”
“Naw ” the man with her said. “Come on,

Stella. It ain't nobody.”
“Well!” Pam said, in a soft voice to Jerry.
“Well! I hate to be such a disappointment.”

There were a couple of reporters in the
cleared center of the crowd, and they looked
at the Norths and looked away again. Then
the taxicab drew away and die police car
came up to the curb. The reporters moved
toward it and Bill Weigand shook his head.

“Nothing yet,” he said. “Sorry, boys.”

“There’'s a rumor—" one of the boys, a
tired-looking man in his fifties, began, and
Bill shook his head a second time.

“No rumors,” he said. “Talk to the inspec-
tor, Harry.”

“Why?” said Harry, with simplicity.

“All right,” Mullins said. “Break it up.”

There was a man looking out the door of
the Stuart Funeral Home. The door had
discreet curtains not quite covering it and
the man drew one of them aside. He looked
worried and unhappy, and neither worry nor
unhappiness sat comfortably on his face. He
was not cadaverous or solemn; he was ro-
tund and ruddy and when he opened the
door he had the dignified cordiality of an
automobile salesman. He raised his eyebrows
at the Norths, with expectant politeness.

“North,” Jerry said. “Miss Gipson’'s em-
ployer . , . her late employer.”

“The late Miss Gipson’'s former employer,”
Mrs. North, said.

The rotund man looked at her and achieved
a kind of enforced gravity.

“Very sad,” he said. “Very sad indeed.

Chapel A, if you please.”

He looked past the Norths at Weigand and
for a moment he was doubtful. He saw Mul-
lins, and doubt vanished.

“Is it necessary?” he said, in a hurt voice.
“Is it really necessary, inspector?”

“What?” Weigand said.

“This crowd,” the man said, waving at it.
“This—notoriety. The police.” He sighed.
“Everything,” he said.

“I'm afraid so,” Weigand told him. “It
won't last, you know."

“Sad,” the man said.
A"

The reception-room was very restrained
and somewhat dark. There was a dignified
hush about it and a faint smell of flowers.
There was organ music faintly in the air, as
if an organ were being played in the next
block. The chairs in the room were austere,
as if they meant to discourage relaxation and
provide comfort grudgingly, but they were
upholstered in heavy, dark brocades. The
Stuart Funeral Home did not discourage
thought of the dead by pampering the living.
But it did not forget that the living paid the
bills, and wanted something for their money.

There were three doors leading from the
reception-room and there were dimly illumi-
nated signs over them. Like exit signs in
theaters, only a sort of purple, Mrs. North
thought. One sign said “Chapel A” and an-
other “Chapel B.” The third said “Office.”
Pam North looked through the door marked
“Office”—the other two doors were closed by
hangings—and saw a corridor leading away
from the street. Off one side of the corner
there was a wide arch, leading to another
room. She could not see what was in the
other room. The Norths, with Weigand and
Mullins following them, went to the door
marked “Chapel A.” Jerry reached around
Pam and drew back the curtain for her.

The room was much dimmer than the re-
ception-room, and was constructed like a
small church. There were pews, facing a
wall heavily draped with velvet. The velvet
seemed to glow dimly with purple light. The
sound of die organ music was more per-
ceptible; the organ might now be as close
as the next building. There was nobody in
the room but, as they entered, the organ
music increased perceptibly in volume.

“Very sad. Chapel

TT WAS a room to whisper in, and Pam
whispered.

“Somebody looks through the curtains,”
she said. As she spoke the room slowly be-
came lighter, although there was no obvious
identification of the source of light. It was
still a kind of purplish light; a light which
was a more revealing kind of darkness. The
increased light seemed to focus, in a mood
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of almost overpowering reverence, on a coffin
placed on a draped pedestal in front of the
curtains at the end of the chapel. There were
flowers around it, and over it.

“The poor thing,” Pam said.
have liked this, Jerry?”

“l1 don't know,” he said. “I shouldn’t think
so. But | suppose it's inevitable.”

“We're early,” Pam said. She still whis-
pered. “What time is it, Jerry?”

“Ten of three,” he told her.

“1 wish it weren't so dark,” Pam said. She
thought a moment. “I wish it weren't so—
real,” she said. “And—so unreal, at the
same time.”

Jerry said he knew. He touched her arm
and they went to the rear pew on the right
Weigand and Mullins, who seemed to have
delayed in the reception-room, came in and
Bill sat down on the opposite side of the
aisle. Mullins stood against the rear wall,
and the wall seemed to swallow him. The
organ music swelled a little and Mr. and Mrs.
Burt came in. Mrs. Burt was crying a little
and Mr. Burt's hand was protectingly on her
arm. When she saw the casket, Mrs. Burt
made a sound like a tiny sob.

“There, my dear,” Mr. Burt said. “There.”

They sat down in front of the Norths. Mr.
Burt saw Mrs. North in the gloom and bowed
with dignity and restraint, as befitted the
surroundings. The Burts sat decorously.
Three women came in whom Mrs. North had,
as well as she could tell in the light pro-
vided, never seen before. They looked at the
flower-covered coffin and one of them dabbed
her eyes with a handkerchief and they sat
down.

Pam looked across at Bill Weigand and he
shook his head. He shook it again when an-
other middle-aged couple entered. These
were newcomers, Pam thought; Amelia Gip-
son had had more friends than they had
found. Then the manager of the Holborn An-
nex came in, looking very sad and grave, and
after him a tiny, fluttery woman who was
probably, Pam thought, the hostess of that
team room at which Miss Gipson had so often
eaten. She looked, at any rate, like the
hostess of a tea shop.

Then a man came in by himself and looked
around and sat down next to Jerry. Even
through the heavy fragrance of the flowers,
Mis. North detected a fragrance which was,
she decided, gin. If Mr. Spencer had really
come, this should be Mr. Spencer. She looked
across at Bill and formed the name “Spen-
cer” with hers Ups. Bill looked puzzled a
moment. Then he nodded.

The music came up then and the curtains
at the end of the chapel were held aside by
a white hand and Nora Frost came into the
room, with her brother behind her. She was

“Would she

in black. John Gipson wore a black armband.
They both wore grave, detached expressions.
Major Frost came in after his brother-in-
law and he looked as if he wished he were
somewhere else. The music swelled and, be-
hind Major Frost, a man who could only be
a clergyman came into the room. The white
hand let the curtains fall back, then.

The music continued as the Frosts and
John Gipson sat down in one of the front
pews. It continued as the clergyman moved
around the coffin and stood in front of it He
stood there, gravely, unhurried, and the mu-
sic faded and died away.

“Let us pray,” the clergyman said.

I~\\ETECTIVE Sergeant Angelo Farrichi fin-

ished his coffee, sighed comfortably and
looked at his watch. It was almost two
o’clock. Reluctantly, he puhed his chair back,
and contentedly tasting coffee, red wine and,
under them, veal parmigiana, he went to-
ward the street. Passing, he slapped the
proprietor on the back; outside he paused
and lighted a cigarette. He strolled toward
headquarters. But as he entered the building
he ceased to stroll; he became the alert de-
tective returning with the spoils. He went
to the photolab.

“And what are you made up as?” the lab
technician asked him, looking at him with
amusement , Farrichi’'s sense of peace was
not disturbed. He waved at the technician
and went into a darkroom. He got to work,
not hurrying. He found he had something;
he made a contact print. It was pretty good
for that kind of job. He put the print in the
dryer and went to a telephone. He asked
for Lieutenant Weigand and got Weigand's
office. He got Stein.

“Well,” Farrichi said, “l got the Burts.
How many prints does the loot want?”

“Where the hell have you been, Farrichi?”
Stein wanted to know.

“Listen,” Farrichi said, his sense of peace
diminishing. “It took time to get them. The
way the loot wanted it done. How many
prints does he want?”

Farrichi had better ask him, Stein said.
If he were Farrichi he would go and ask
him, taking the print he had. He told Far-
richi that Weigand was at the funeral.

“Listen,” Farrichi said, “is he in a hurry,
Bennie?”

“l don't know,” Stein said. “But if | were
you, I'd be in a hurry. He might like it. He
won't not like.it. See?”

Farrichi saw. He wangled a car on the
plea of emergency. It took him almost half
an hour, all told, to get the car and get, in it,
to the Stuart Funeral Home. It was 3:20
when he got there. The crowd was still out-
side; it looked at him with mild interest. The
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rotund man at the door looked at him with
mild interest and it was not noticeably en-
hanced when Farrichi asked for Lieutenant
Weigand.

“Inside,” the rotund man said. “The Serv-
ice is almost over. It would be better if
you waited here.”

Farrichi sat down. The rotund man went
back to the door. It was a hell of a dismal
place, Farrichi thought; the darkroom was
cheerful by comparison. He'd just as soon
give the print to Weigand and get along. He
got up and walked over to Chapel A, from
which reverent sounds were coming. He
started in and bumped into Mullins, stand-
ing just inside the door. He pushed an en-
velope containing the print into Mullins’
hand, said “For the loot, ask him how many
prints he wants,” and backed out Mullins
came out after him, opening the envelope.
He peered at the photograph in the half light,
holding it this way and that. Then he looked
around, saw the door marked Office, and
went through it, beckoning Farrichi to fol-
low him.

“. . . an exemplary life,” the clergyman
was saying, “devoted to that most sacred
duty—instruction of the young—the open-
ing to them of the doors of light. In her life,
Amelia Gibson” . .. the “B” was very clear
in his excellent diction, but Amelia Gipson
could not hear it; could not correct it . . .
“gave to all of us an example of consecration,
of devotion. She. .. .”

It was hard to listen to. It was sincere, it
was worthy. Some of it was true. It was not
Amelia Gipson as she had been; it was
Amelia Gipson as an abstraction. But some
of it was true. She had taught. Perhaps she
had opened to some of those she taught a
door that led to light. If there was a doubt,
she deserved the benefit of it. But it was
hard to listen to.

Pam North stopped listening. She watched
the backs of heads, wondering what went on
inside the heads. She looked at the back of
Helen Burt’'s head, and wondered if she
were thinking—now—that she had caused
all this; if now she were thinking that she
would give anything she might ever have
to have this thing undone. She looked at the
back of Willard Burt's head, and wondered
who he reminded her of when he spoke; she
looked at Bill Weigand's profile, dim on the
other side of the aisle, and wondered if he
really knew, or had guessed—or had a
hunch. She looked at the back of a dignified
male head two rows in front of Weigand and
wondered if he were Mr. Backley, the lawyer,
because he looked as a lawyer named Back-
ley ought to look, and then she looked at
Jerry and smiled faintly as she thought of
the theory to which Jerry had pretended.

Mr. Backley, inded. Mr. Purdy, indeed.

Because Mr. Purdy was—

The man beyond Jerry stood up. He stood
up and swayed a little, and he spoke in a
voice which was neither hushed nor reverent.
He spoke in a harsh, strained voice, and very
rapidly.

“This is an outrage,” he said. “This is un-
bearable. Sir, you are insulting every teacher
who ever tried to bring a glimmer of intelli-
gence into the head of some forsaken brat.
Amelia Gipson was—"

Everything stopped. The clergyman
stopped; there was in the room a kind of
startled stillness; it was as if the room gasped.

“She was a liar,” the man said. He almost
shouted it. “She hurt everybody she could
reach. She was a vicious—a vicious, poison-
ous hag. She. ...”

Bill Weigand was standing up. Men moved
toward the speaking man from the shadows,
men Pam North had not seen in the shadows.
Bill Weigand spoke and his voice was level
and hard.

“Sit down, Spencer,” he said. “Sit down.”

Philip Spencer did not sit down. He turned
toward Weigand.

“The policeman,” he said. “The ever-
present policeman. The upholder of pro-
priety; the seeker out of the evil doer. Lieu-
tenant whatever your name is, you make me
sick.” He looked around. “You all make
me sick,” he said. “A bunch of sniveling—"

One of the men who had come out of the
shadows reached Philip Spencer. He took
hold of him roughly, and pulled him out into
the aisle.

“Sniveling fools, whining over a lying—"
Spencer said, and the detective who had him
clapped a hard hand over Spencer's mouth.
And Philip Spencer went out of Chapel A
very abruptly, as if he had suddenly flown
into the air. The clergyman stood with' his
mouth open, looking at the backs of heads.
Then the heads turned and all the eyes
focused on the clergyman, as if he now would
do something to justify this affront. He kept

his mouth open for a moment. Then he
spoke.
“1 deeply regret this unseemly .. he said.

Pam North didn't doubt his regret; Philip
Spencer had been unseemly enough. She
whispered to Jerry.

“He was drunk, wasn't he?” she said. “Or
crazy?”

“Drunk,” Jerry whispered. “Very. Maybe
crazy, too.”

The clergyman was obviously unsettled.
He looked at his audience with what seemed
to be reproach; he moved just perceptibly
away from the coffin, as if he held its quiet
occupant in some way responsible for this
flouting of decency and interruption of re-
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marks. He looked at some notes, and ap-
parently had difficulty reading them. He
abandoned eulogy, and turned to the prayer
book.

Pam listened then, to sad and beautiful
words, but she listened uneasily. Her nerves
tingled, as if something else were going to
happen. They still tingled, as the clergyman
finished and the organ began again, very
soft at first, swelling slowly. The clergyman
held up a hand of benediction as the music
swelled.

Bill Weigand seemed to have gone, very
quietly, from his seat. She wondered if he
was arresting Philip Spencer. Would it be
for disturbing the peace? But the only
peace that mattered—the only peace in the
room which was real and quiet—had not been
disturbed. Amelia Gipson had not heard the
voice of drunken hatred which upbraided
her.

T>ILL WEIGAND looked at Philip Spencer

with distaste. Spencer looked back at
him, and there was still anger in his eyes.

“All right,” Spencer said, “it made me sick

. the whole thing. So ... | created a
disturbance.”
“Drunk and disorderly,” Bill said. The

man who held Spencer by the arm nodded.
Bill looked at Spencer. “And | m£y as well
tell you,” he said, “I'll try to get you sent
tar Bellevue for observation.”

“Much good it will do you,” Spencer said.

Bill said it might do good.

“Obviously,” he said, “you've very little
control over yourself, Mr. Spencer. Obvi-
ously, you're . . . possessed by your hatred
of Amelia Gipson. Where were you Tuesday
afternoon, say? Was it a cunning hatred
then . . . and did you pull this to make us
think you're only an emotional, harmless
drunk?”

Spencer asked him what he thought He
was surly.

“1 think I'd like to have the doctors look
you over,” Weigand said. “Take him along
and get him booked.”

He turned away, heading back toward the
door of Chapel A, in which there, was now
a stir of movement. But Mullins came
through the door from the office and Mullins’
voice stopped the movement. Mullins’ voice
was low—Mullins did not easily ignore a re-
ligious atmoshpere—but it was urgent.

“Loot!” Mullins said. “Come here. | want
to show you something.”

Mullins led Weigand back along the corri-
dor which led to the office, and Mullins was
moving fast. The office was not funereal; the
office was bright and businesslike. Mullins
had a photograph flat on a desk, under a
light. He pointed at it

Weigand looked. Farrichi had done an
O.K. job. But it was only a picture of Mr.
and Mrs. Willard Burt, getting out of a
taxicab; only of the Burts and the man who
drove the taxi. Bill Weigand looked en-
quiringly at Mullins.

“Loot,” Mullins said, “you know | never
forget a face. Right?”

“Sometimes you do,” Weigand said. “Most-
ly you don't. Well?”

Mullins pointed. Weigand followed his fin-
ger. He looked at Mullins.

“You know who that is?” Mullins asked,
and there was triumph in his voice.

Weigand looked again. He looked back at
Mullins again.

“Let's have it, sergeant,” Weigand said,
and now his voice was crisp.

Mullins let him have it. When Bill looked
at him he nodded.

“Hell yes,” he said. “l worked on it. |
never forget a case, loot.”

They went fast down the corridor to the
reception-room. Jerry North was standing
in it, obviously waiting. They went past him
into Chapel A, and came out almost at once.

“They've gone,” Jerry told him. “Where's
Pam?” He did not sound worried.

“It isn't Pam . . .” Bill began, and then
stopped. “I thought she was with you, nat-
urally,” he said.

Jerry shook his head. He said some people
from ffie office had stopped him and, when
he turned back, Pam had gone.

“So had you and Mullins,” he said. “I sup-
po: ed she was with you.” And now there was
a note of uneasiness in Jerry North’s voice.
The uneasiness grew among the three of
them as they looked at one another. It was
very real by the time they had made a quick
search of the funeral home and found no
Pamela North anywhere in it

"DUT the rotund doorman had some news.
They identified Pamela for him, and after
a moment he nodded.

“She went out a couple of minutes ago,”
he said. “With an older woman .| guess she
got in a cab with her. Anyway, they were
headed for a cab.”

There was a moment when the funeral
service ended when Pamela North found
herself alone. Some people from Jerry’s
office had come to the funeral—to pay re-
spect to, a former colleague and also, Pam
thought, to get an afternoon off—and one
of them had called to Jerry and Jerry had
turned to speak to them. Bill had gone out
and apparently Mullins was with him. Pam
turned to join Jerry and the little group from
the office and then Helen Burt was beside
her. Helen Burt was small, almost wispy,
in the scented gloom and she put her fingers
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on Pamela North’s arm. The fingers were
trembling. Pam turned.

“Oh, my dear," Helen Burt said. “My dear
Mrs. North. Can you—a moment?”

Pam looked at Mrs. Burt, who was very
excited, very keyed up.

“Mrs. Burt,” Pam said. “Yes?”

“1 want to tell you,” Mrs. Burt said. “Then
you can tell your husband—the detective. |
see now | can—all the time I've wanted to.
Oh, all the time.”

She was not very coherent. Her words
came whispered, rushing from her mouth.
She kept her fingers on Pam’s arm. She was
like a frightened person, but Pam did not
think she was frightened.

“About the letter,” Helen Burt said. “I
realize now | can. It was what that dreadful
man said—such a dreadful thing to say. But
then | realized it was really true.”

“What was true?” Pam said. “What did
you realize, Mrs. Burt?” Pam’s own voice
was low; hardly more than a whisper.

“That poor dear Amelia didn't—didn’t tell
the truth,” Helen Burt said. “That she was—
that she lied about people. To hurt them.
That that was what she had done to us. |
knew it—I knew it had to be that way. Of
course. But it was his saying it that—that—"

“That made you really feel it was true,”

Pam said, when Helen Burt seemed lost.
“Made you really convinced?”
“That was it,” Mrs. Burt said. “And then

I knew | had to tell you so that you could
tell your husband. Because it isn't right that
anything should be kept from him. s it
dear?”

“Jerry isn't—" Pam began, and then she
stopped. If Mrs. Burt had something to tell
which was as important as Mrs. Brut seemed
to feel it was, it didn't matter whether she
was confused about Jerry. Apparently she
thought Jerry was the detective, not Bill.
But it would work out the same.

“Is it about the letter?” Pam said.
letter you wrote Miss Gipson?”

Helen Burt looked at her and seemed sur-
prised.

“Oh, of course, my dear,”
thought you understood that.”

Apparently Helen Burt thought she had
explained what she had not explained. But
that didn’t matter either.

“You want to tell me about the letter,”
Pam said. “About why you really wrote it?”

“So you can tell your husband,” Helen
Burt said.

“Why me?” Pam said. “Why just me?
Why not—oh, just tell my husband?”

Helen Burt shook her head.

“l couldn’t,” she said. “I couldn't make
him see. A man wouldn’t understand.”

At the present rate, Pam thought, she was

“The

she said. “I

not going to understand either. Mrs. Burt
was, she thought, very close to hysteria. Or
was she supposed to think that Mrs. Burt
was very close to hysteria? Was all of this—
this nervous fluttering about the center of
something, this emotional overcharge—some-
thing being done for her benefit, for some
reason not immediately guessable? Pam tried
to cut through the strange excitement which
surrounded the older woman.

“Of course,” Pam said. “Of course I'll be
glad to have you tell me whatever you want
to, Mrs. Burt. What—"

Mrs. Burt shook her head.

“Not here,” she said. “Come to the apart-
ment with me. Willard’'s gone by his office

and there will be just the two of us. Oh,
please, Mrs. North!”

“Well,” Pam said, hesitating a little. “I'll
tell Jerry. Because he'd wory if | just

disappeared, you know.”
Mrs. Burt shook her head.
gripped Pam’s arm.

“No, dear,” she said. “You mustn’'t. He ..,
he’'ll insist on coming too. He'll make me
tell it his way. Not my way.” She looked at
Pam intently. “It has tp be my way,” she
said. “Just this once, my dear. You have
to help me.”

Her fingers

HE seemed to try to read Pam’s face.

When she did not read what she wanted
to find there, her fingers loosened on Pam’s
arm.

“1 thought you would,” she said, and her
voice had lost confidence. It seemed to Pam
that Mrs. Burt was like a child who had
been denied something it had counted on,
and could not understand why. It also oc-
curred to Pam that Mrs. Burt was unpre-
dictable; that she fluttered on the surface
of her own changing feelings, and that
whatever she had to tell might well have to
be told now.

“Of course | will,” Pam said. “I'll go with
you. Of course.”

Gently, Pam North turned the older woman
toward the door. Then, as she began to walk
after her, she looked back quickly at Jerry,
planning to call his name softly. But he
was looking at her and she made gestures in-
stead of speaking. She gestured toward
Mrs. Burt, and toward herself, and pointed
out through the door, and made with her
lips, soundlessly, the words “she wants to
talk.” She made the. words very carefully
and she was sure Jerry would be able to
read her lips, because he so often could.

She turned and went after Mrs. Burt when
she had finished this pantomime, and it was
not until she was on the sidewalk that the
thought came to her that Jerry had been
very unresponsive. She was in a cab with
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Mrs. Burt before it occurred to her that the
reason Jerry had been unresponsive might
well be that he had not seen her at all, but
had been looking out at nothing over the
heads of people who bored him. Because
Jerry did that too, and you could never tell
whether he saw you or not.

“Of course he did,” Pam reassured herself.
“Of course he did.” And anyway, she
thought, there was nothing to do about it
now.

“You see, my dear,” Helen Burt said, “I
knew it couldn't be true, but | had always
trusted Amelia. She was so different when
she was a girl—when we were both girls. It's
hard to realize that people have changed. It
wasn't until that man called her all those
things—those dreadful things—that | really
realized that she had—oh, made it all up.”

She paused and looked at Mrs. North.

“How could she, my dear?” she said. “Why
would she want to?”

“But Mrs. Burt,” Pam said, “1 don't know
what she did.”

Mrs. Burt smiled. Now that she had Pam
in the cab with her, now that her plan—
whatever it was—was developing as she
wished, she seemed much calmer.

“l know, dear,” she said. “I'm terribly
excited. It's . .. it's the relief, | suppose. |
hadn’t realized how much . . . how close |
came really to believing what she said.”

Even though calmer she was still inco-
herent, Pam thought, and wished people
would say what they meant. As, Pam thought,
I always do.

“What did she say?” Pam asked, saying
what she meant.

But Mrs. Burt shook her head, and then
moved it slightly to indicate the taxicab
driver. Then she shook it again.

“All right,” Pam said.

“It was a beautiful service,” Mrs. Burt
said. “In spite of everything. Didn't you
think so, my dear? So . . . suitable. And

Dr. Malcolm is always so fine.”
“The clergyman?” Pam said. “Is he?”
“Always,” Mrs. Burt said. “Oh, always.”
“Well,” Pam said, “that’s nice.”

The subject seemed to be exhausted. But,
fortunately, the trip was short. The cab
swung into the curb and a doorman opened
the door. He was an aged doorman; heavy
with respectability. And in the apartment
house, cavernous respectability surrounded
them; creaking respectability bore them aloft
to the Burt apartment. Mrs. Burt unlocked
the door to the apartment and fluttered less
as she led Pam North toward the living-
room.

“Isn’t this nice?” she said vaguely. “Shall
we have a cup of tea?”

Pam shook her head.

“l1 mustn't,” she said. “l must hurry back,
you know. Because nobody knows where |
am. Or maybe they don't.”

Mrs. Burt nodded and said,
course.”

“I'm afraid it was terribly selfish of me,”
she said. “But as soon as | heard that aw-
ful man, everything was clear and | knew
what | had to do. | had to tell somebody
about the letter and then | saw you and I
said, ‘Mrs. North will understand,” and I'm
afraid | really didn’'t think about your plans.
Wasn't that dreadful of me, my dear?”

Pam shook her head and said it was all
right. But then she waited, and her attitude
was calculated to bring Mrs. Burt to what-
ever point she was drifting toward.

“Anyway,” Mrs. Burt said, “the maid is off
this afternoon and 1 let the cook go too, so
I don’t suppose we could have tea.”

“About the letter you wrote Miss Gipson,”
Pam said. “.About whatever lies she told
you. That you thought were merely mis-
takes.”

“Of course,” Mrs. Burt said, “l always
knew what she said couldn’t be true. Simply
couldn’'t. But ... |1 was still afraid. You
know how it is, my dear?”

* “Yes,” Pam said, “what did she accuse you
of, Mrs. Merton?”

“Oh, of

TITRS. BURT looked at her strangely.

1€). “Merton?” she repeated. She seemed
very puzzled.

“I'm sorry,” Pam said. “lI mispoke myself,
Mrs. Burt.”

“Oh,” Mrs. Burt said. “Yes. Didn’t you
ask about a Mrs. Merton once before, Mrs.
North?”

“Did 1?” Pam said. “I
It doesn’'t matter, does it?”

“Of course not,” Mrs. Burt said. “I never
knew anybody named Merton, Mrs. North.”

“All right,” Pam said. “What did she ac-
cuse you of, Mrs. Burt?”

“Accuse me of?” Mrs. Burt said. “Oh,
you're thinking of what | said the letter was
about. But I'm afraid that wasn't true. She
didn’'t accuse me of anything. It was about

. about Willard. Mr. Burt, you know.”

“Mr. Burt?” Pam said, more or less in-
voluntarily. Mrs. Burt looked at her in sur-
prise and said, oh, of course Mr. Burt.

“A dreadful thing,” she said. “That he was
planning to Kkill me. To get my money. A
dreadful . . . cruel . . . oh, a terrible thing.

“That Mr. Burt was?” Pam said. “Plan-
ning to kill you?” It sounded fatuous, her
repetition. But Pam North felt fatuous. She
felt completely and disturbingly confused.

“With poison,” Mrs. Burt said. “It was a
mad, awful thing for her to say. She said he
had done it before.”

don’'t remember.
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“But,” Pam said, “you’d have not—I mean
—well, obviously he hadn’'t.” She thought a
moment. “You mean other women?” she
said. “Other wives? Had he been married
before?”

“Oh yes,” Mrs. Burt said. “Of course, dear.
So had I. His wife died. He told me all about
it. But Amelia said he had poisoned his other
wife. She said perhaps more than one, but
one she was sure of. She said he was sup-
posed to be dead; that he was supposed to
have been Kkilled in—"

It clicked, then—suddenly and frightening-

y“Mr. Purdy!” Pam said. “She said he was
a man named Purdy!”

But Mrs. Burt did not answer. She was
looking across the room, and her eyes were
widening and something seemed to be hap-
pening to her face.

“Why don’t you answer her, my dear?”
Willard Burt said, from the doorway in which
he was standing. “Was that what your dear
Amelia told you?”

But it was not his presence, or his innocu-
ous words which caused the strange thing to
happen to Mrs. Burt's face. Pam realized this
as she, too, looked at Mr. Burt. It was the
fact that he was carrying a gun. He was car-
rying it quite openly.

"Why don’'t you answer her, my dear?”
Mr. Burt said again, and he came on into the
room. The little gun—a very small gun,
really, Pam thought—was partly lifted at his
side. It was ready.

Pam looked at Mrs. Bu t, and what she
saw was horrible. Because, in a second, Mrs.
Burt had learned that Amelia Gipson had not
lied. And Helen Burt made a little sound in
her throat; a tiny, whimpering sound.

Pamela North looked away from Helen
Burt—looked away hurriedly. It was better
to look at Mr. Burt, whose face had not
changed so. It was better to look at Mr. Burt,
even when he was carrying a gun. And Pam
spoke, saying without consideration some-
thing she now suddenly remembered.

“That was how you knew,” she said.
“About the roaches. About there not being
any.”

The quiet little gray man who had been
calling himself Willard Burt nodded gravely.

“It was a slip,” he said. “I realized only
later that | wasn't supposed to know—that
no outsider was supposed to know. | remem-
bered the police had kept that a secret. They
didn’t even tell me, but of course they didn’t
need to. | worked it out. No roaches. Hence,
why roach poison? It was then | decided to
run for it, of course.”

His voice was very slow and careful; even
slower than it had been before. Hearing it
now, with her new knowledge, Pam remem-

bered whose voice it was like. It was, in its
deliberation only, like a voice all the world
had listened to—and heard grow stronger
and more sure during the years, but not less
deliberate.

“You used to stammer,” Pam said. “You
cured yourself of it By talking very slowly.”

Burt nodded. He said she was very shrewd.

“Unfortunately for you,” he said then,
“you were not shrewd enough. You didn’t
really appreciate my slip this morning—not
in time. But probably you would have.
Eventually. Only as things have turned out,
it doesn’t matter, does it?”

TTELEN BURT spoke then. She spoke with
an effort, dully.

“You were going to kill me,” she said, “To
get my money. It was ... it was why you
married me.”

She was telling a dreadful truth to herself.

Burt merely looked at her. He seemed to
be smiling.

“That was what Amelia said,” Mrs. Burt
said. “She said you were Purdy . she
said everything fitted. She said .. .” Helen
Burt stopped and sat, looking at nothing.

“Go on, my dear,” Willard Burt said, in
his slow voice. “What did she say? | won-
dered. When she talked to me she was not—
explicit.”

“She went to you?” Pam said. “As well as
to ... to Mrs. Burt?”

Burt nodded.

“Of course | laughed at her,” he said. “I
tried to mak§ it seem absurd to her. But she

still said she was going to the police. And
naturally, | couldn’t let her do that.”
“Naturally,” Pam said.
“Because,” Burt said, “although 1 was

never actually booked, you know, | was quite
sure they would have my fingerprints. Quite
sure. Bon't you think they would have, Mrs.
North?”

He waved the little gun at her.

“Yes, Mr. Burt,” she said, and she looked
at the little gun. “Yes, | think they have your
prints. | don’'t think you’ll get away with
anything.”

Burt smiled at that, and came across the
room and sat down facing them

“Don’t you, Mrs. North?” he said, and his
voice held polite enquiry. “Why?”

Pam thought there had never been a single
word spoken—a single innocent word—which
had so dreadful a finality as Mr. Burt's po-
litely enquiring “why?”

Jerry North and Weigand looked at each
other and at the doorman.

“With an older woman,” the doorman re-
peated. He considered. “She seemed very
much cut up, the older woman did. Friend of
the deceased. Very sad.”
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He smiled at them, a sad smile which
pointedly accepted the transitory nature of
human life.

“Mrs. Burt?” Jerry said to Bill, and his
voice was quick and worried. His eyes de-
manded information from Bill Weigand. “Was
Pam right after—” he began, but Bill cut in.
He shook his head, almost impatiently.

“Was a man with them?” he asked the
doorman. “A middle-aged man, about av-
erage height, gray hair? Very quiet in man-
ner?”

The doorman shook his head.

“Just the two of them,” he said. He thought
about it. “There was a man like that around,”
he said. “But he went out later—several min-
utes later. He got a taxicab.”

Bill Weigand turned to Jerry and his ex-
pression was tentatively reassuring.

“Burt,” he said. “As long as he wasn't
with them—" His tone finished it. Jerry
looked at him and said he'd be damned.

“For Burt,” Weigand said, “read Purdy.
Who used sodium fluoride on his wife. Who
wasn't killed in a plane accident after all. Or
so Mullins says.”

“How—?" Jerry said, and then moved
after Weigand, who was on his way. Mullins
answered from behind Jerry.

“Picture,” Mullins said. “Like the lieuten-
ant says, | never forget a face. Don't you,
loot?”

Weigand was ahead of them, moving
toward the police car parked at the curb.
He did not answer.

“Anyway,” Mullins said, as they hurried,
“that’'s what the loot says. That I never for-
get a face. And | worked on the Purdy case.”
He held the car door open for Jerry North.
“A little, anyhow,” he said. “So when | saw
the picture of the Burts—the one the loot had
taken—I1 knew the guy was Purdy.”

Weigand started the car with a jerk. He
headed uptown.

“Their apartment?” Jerry said, guessing.

Weigand said “yes” without turning his
head. When traffic halted at the next corner,
he touched the siren and they went around it.

“Apparently,” Weigand said, still not look-
ing around, “Mrs. Burt has decided to talk.
And | don't think her husband will like it.”
He turned right. “Or the person she talks
to,” he said. He went across the down lane
of Park Avenue with his siren growling and
turned north. Jerry North leaned forward in
the rear seat, urging the car on.

TT WAS very still in the Burt’s living-room

after the man they had been calling Wil-
lard Burt asked his question. They were
three people sitting at their ease in a hand-
some room, furnished with dignity. Murder
had never come more quietly into a room,

nor behaved in better taste.

Neither woman spoke, so, after a polite
pause, Mr. Burt continued.

"You see, Mrs. North,” he said, “there will
be no cause to suspect me of anything. It
will be a clear case of murder and suicide.
You will have discovered that my dear wife
killed Amelia Gipson and will have charged
her with it—very incautiously, of course. But
then—you are not a very cautious person,
are you, Mrs. North? And she, being trapped,
will shoot you and then herself. Emotional,
of course—not really a logical thing to do.
But then you are not very logical, are you,
my dear?”

He waited for one of them to say some-
thing, but they both merely looked at him.
Pam’s eyes were quick and frightened, but
very alert. Helen Burt's eyes seemed to see
nothing.

“1 will come in somewhat later and find
you both,” he said. “Through the front door
this time. Not by the service entrance. | will
be very shocked, of course—very grieved.”

“You won't get away with it,” Pam told
him. “You're—you're crazy, you know.”

Willard Burt looked a little surprised; al-
most hurt. He shook his head.

“You have very conventional views, my
dear Mrs. North,” he told her. “Very—Ilim-
ited views. | am not in the least crazy. | am
very logical. | have always been very logical.
My dear wife is really quite wealthy, you
know.”

He's willing to talk, Pam thought. He real-
ly is a little crazy; he wants to boast. If |
can stall him— She looked quickly, trying
not to seem to look, at the objects near her—
at a metal lamp on the table by which she
was sitting; at a .glass ashtray.

“It really wouldn’'t work, Mrs. North,” the
gray man said. “By the time you picked
anything up, you would be dead. Don't you
know what? Bullets travel so rapidly, Mrs.
North.”

Pam North did not answer.
seem to hear.

“Miss Gipson worked it out,” she said. “You
weren't so good after all. Were you?”

He smiled at that. He said it was chance.
He said there was always room for chance.

“1 was rather completely described be-
fore,” he said. “In the newspapers. There
are some things it is quite impossible to
change, of course. And Amelia had—such a
suspicious mind, didn't she, Helen? She
thought | was after your money first, didn’'t
she, my dear? And then she noticed things
—the way | spoke, that | was the right age,
that—"

Mrs. Burt interrupted. She spoke dully.

“She said the methods were the same,” die
said. “AH the way from the time we met.

She did not
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But it was when | happened to mention to
her what he'd said about the roaches that—
that she told me. Of course, she never knew
—not really knew. She didn't pretend to.
But she wanted me to hire a detective to find
out”

The gray man looked at her and his eye-
brows drew together.

“The roaches, my dear?” he said. “l don’t
understand.” He paused. Then—and it was
an inconceivable thing to Pam, watching him
—he reddened a little. He's embarrassed,
Pam thought. He’'s actually embarrassed!

“Oh,” he said. “l remember now.”

“He saw roaches in the apartment,” Mrs.
Burt said. “But nobody else saw them. And
he said we'd have—

Pam was nodding.

“Have to get some roach poison, didn’t
he?” she said. She looked at the gray man.
“You were really a fool, weren't you?” she
said. “So—childish. Making the same mis-
take twice.”

He was annoyed. And that he should be
annoyed—angry—was mad—coldly, horribly
mad. As she looked at him now, Pam felt
herself begin to tremble. Because now he
was lifting the little gun.

He started to speak, and instead of words
there was a kind of scraping sound in his
mouth; he tried to speak and his lips, his
whole face contorted.

“Duh-duh-duh-d,” he said, and then
stopped and tried again. “Duh-duh—" He
made it. “Don’t say that, you—" he said,

getting the words out through his stammer.
“Duh-duh-don't—"

He stopped and seemed to steady himself
and then he spoke, very slowly—very care-
fully—without a stammer.

“l abandoned that, of course,” he said. “I
had another method for my dear wife; |
realized | was repeating myself. But for
Amelia—there was so little time, you see.”

He was explaining it. He was telling them
that he was really a very good murderer. It
should have been funny. And it was horrible.

And as he explained-—as he justified him-
selff—he lowered the little gun again, al-
though still it was ready.

“Amelia hurried me,” he said. “She
shouldn't have hurried me. And the little
fool who let me have her key—she tried to
hurry me, too.” He paused and looked at
Pamela North. He spoke even more slowly
than before. “I don’t allow myself to be hur-
ried, Mrs. North,” he said. “Not by anyone.
You have tried to hurry me. Mrs. North.”

And now the gun came up again and, as
she saw it rising, Pam threw herself from the
chair and, as she dived toward the floor,
clutched at tire heavy glass ashtray. Her
fingers touched it and writhed for a hold, and

the smooth glass evaded them as if it were
alive. And then she heard a gun. And then
everything was black.

CHAPTER XIV

THURSDAY, 8:45 P.M.
and AFTER

PAMELA NORTH'S head
ached and there was a
large bump just at the
hairline on her forehead.
She looked at Jerry and
Bill Weigand, sitting com-
fortably where they could
look at her as she lay
on the sofa, and their ex-
pressions of gentle com-
miseration did not appeal
to her.

“All right,” she said, “lI knocked myself
out by diving into the leg of the table. All
right. But anyway, | was there.”

“Of course, Pam,” Jerry said.

“And,” Pam said, “1 was warm. Which was
as much as any of us -were. Except poor
Amelia, of course.” She reached up and
stroked the tiny cat which lay on her shoul-
der. “We were all stupid, weren't we, Mar-
tini?” she said. “And they were as stupid as
anyone.” She considered. “More,” she said.
“Anyway—I got the right family. And the
right idea.” She paused again. “Underlying,
of course,” she said.

“We were all there, finally,” Bill Weigand
told her. “I don't pretend to be proud of it
—any of it. But we did get there.”

“The United States Cavalry,” Pam said.
“Mullins to the rescue. With his trusty auto-
matic.”

Bill Weigand was equable about that.

“Better late than and so forth,” he said.
“Mullins did save your life. And Mullins
never forgets a face. Which was what started
the cavalry.”

Pam smiled, then.

“Dear Mullins,” she said. “I'm apprecia-
tive, Bill. Only my head does ache. And
Mullins hit just his hand?”

“Just his hand,” Bill agreed. “And the gun
more than the hand. He just needed a bit
of—wrapping up. We wrapped him up. He's
been talking ever since, by the way. Seems
very anxious to explain himself. Feels that
it was very unfair things didn't work out
better. Keeps saying he got hurried toward
the end, and that he can’t bear to be hurried.”

“Because he stammers,” Pam said. “Don’t
bite ears, Martini. When he’s hurried he
stammers, and that embarrasses him. It's—
it's a kind of phobia. Is he crazy, Bill?"

Bill Weigand shook his head. He said no
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crazier than most murderers. Rather busi-
nesslike, on the whole, although with a ten-
dency to slip up. He'd fooled them nicely on
the crash business, for example—he, and a
lot of luck. He had had an hour’s layover in
Kansas City when he was trying to fly out
of reach; he had found a man who, for a
hundred dollars, would take his place in the
plane, answering to his name and all. So that
the police would keep chasing him on across
the country while he turned south and holed
in. Which would have confused them, even
without the crash, in which the substitute
was burned to death—and to unrecogniza-
bility.

“You'd think, to hear him talk, that he
planned the crash too.” Bill said. “He likes
to think he’s a great planner. When his luck
is good, that is. Miss Gipson’s identification
of him was just bad luck, of course.”

“Which it was, after all," Jerry North said.

“Right,” Bill agreed. “Sheer bad luck. As
long as nobody suspected him, he was all
right. But if any suspicion started an en-
quiry—even if the suspicion was wrong; even
if somebody thought he was Judge Crater—
he was out of luck. Because, of course, we'd
picked up Purdy’s fingerprints, just as he
thought.”

There was a little pause. Jerry and Bill
had drinks beside them, and both drank.
Pam said she was feeling better, and thought
she’d have a very light scotch. Jerry made
her a very light scotch.

“Really,” she said, “Amelia was brighter
than any of us. Which is odd.”

Jerry grinned for a moment, and then said
that Amelia Gipson had been very bright.

“Also,” Weigand said, “she was prying.
She went into things—particularly when she
thought people were misbehaving. She had
a very suspicious mind. And she jumped at
conclusions—as | imagine she did in Spen-
cer’s case, the poor devil. She thought in this
case that somebody had married her dear
friend for her money chiefly, perhaps, be-
cause she really preferred to think the worst
of people. Everything fitted when she got the
idea that Burt was Purdy, but she was still
guessing.”

“And we,” Pam said, after a pause, “just
guessed all over fire place. About the niece
and nephew. About the perfume. About Mr.
Spencer.” She paused again. “What about
him?” she asked.

“Just drunk,” Weigand said. “Drunk—and
unhappy. And in the wrong place at the
wrong time.” He considered. “As, probably,
he always will be,” he said. He lifted his
drink, his eyes distant.

“He is one of the things—exposed—by all
this,” he said. “As always happens. Murder
cuts across the face of things; the investiga-

tion of murder cuts again. We lay things
open. By accident. We bring a man like
Spencer out of the safe numbness he was
living in; out of the safe obscurity. We find
out something we don’'t need to know—don't
want to know—about a girl like Nora M.
Frost. We find out—"

Pam broke in. She spoke softly.

“What about Nora?” she said. “Was it
what ... | guessed? That she was afraid
Miss Gipson would tell her husband?”

“But that's silly,” Pam said, “because she'll
tell him herself, | think. Whatever it was.”
She looked at Bill Weigand and then, be-
cause his expression seemed to contradict
her, she nodded. “She’ll think she shouldn’t,”

Pam said. “She’ll think it—it isn't fair. But
she will. I'm pretty sure she will.” She
looked at Jerry, this time. ““Women do,”
she told him.

He smiled at her and said, “All right,
Pam.”

“Well,” she said, “they do. They can’t not,
even when they try.”

“All right, Pam,” Jerry said again. They
looked at each other and after a moment
Jerry smiled.

“It's a very consoling thought,”
her. “I'll keep it in mind, Pam.”

Pam made a face at him, and then winced,
because making a face hurt. She dropped
that, and turned to Weigand.

“What did we do, really?” she said.
cept Mullins?”

Bill Weigand shrugged.

“Kept the pressure on,” he said. “Looked
into things. Asked questions. Made people
nervous—and finally, made a murderer ner-
vous. It Happens that way. We asked ques-
tions, dug into things, fished around in the
past—and one of us remembered something.
He could—feel us around him, all the time.
Pushing. He never knew when we'd find
something—or what we’d find. So he couldn’t
simply stand by any more and merely watch.
He had to try to find out what we were up
to. He had to talk too much—to you, Pam.
He had to kill too much. He had to break
into your office, Jerry, to find out whether
there was anything in Miss Gipson’s notes
which would incriminate him. Because we,
like Miss Gipson, were prying into things.”

“In all directions,” Pam pointed out. “In
too many directions. All of us—including
you, Bill.”

Bill agreed. He said they always did. They
pried in all directions; eventually they got a
break. Or, as in this instance, two breaks—
Purdy’s fear that Pam had picked up his mis-
take of knowing too much; Mullins’ identifi-

he told

“Ex-
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cation of his photograph. One had solved the
case; the other had, undoubtedly, saved the
lives of Purdy’s wife and Pam North.

“For which,” Pam said, “we are properly
appreciative. Very. Why did Purdy think
somebody wouldn’t recognize him?”

“He thought he had changed enough,”
Weigand told her. “His hair had gone en-
tirely gray; he had taken to wearing glasses.
He had changed a good deal—enough so that
Xdidn't recognize him, although I'd seen his
pictures. And there was a psychological
twist to it—he had had a stammer which he
was conscious of—which was, he realized, an
identifying characteristic no one could for-
get. When he wanted to change himself he
concentrated on that—and he concentrated
successfully. And | suppose it loomed so
large—in his mind—that when he had finally
eliminated that one tremendous thing he un-
derestimated the things that still remained—
the things Mullins spotted—the set of the
eyes—the shape of the face—all the things
which, if you have a memory for faces, you
don’t forget. Mullins has a memory for faces.”

“Still,” Pam said, “it was risky.”

Bill Weigand agreed. It was risky. Purdy
had realized that. He had, he had told them
when he began to talk, tried to avoid coming
back to New York. But his wife had insisted
—insisted so strongly that he was afraid if
he did not agree, he would make her sus-
picious. Under the circumstances, he was,
naturally, very anxious not to do anything
which would alienate her. And—always—he
thought he was changed enough. Bill finished
with that and returned to his drink.

T>AM spoke reflectively after a moment.

She said they had certainly picked up a
lot of miscellaneous information in their pry-
ing. Bill agreed again.

“Nora’s secret,” Pam said, “which Jerry
and | aren't supposed to know about. The
fact that Nora's brother needs money. All
those things about poor Mr. Spencer.”

Bill nodded. He said you couldn't tell
what was important unless you went to the
trouble of finding out about it. Nora did
have a secret; her brother did' need money.

“Which,” Jerry said, “he’ll now get. And
the result, | suppose, will be another gadget
for the home. A newer gadget.”

Bill Weigand supposed so.

“And the perfume,” Pam said. “That was
another wrong direction. Who did visit her,

Bill? Who smelled?”

Bill Weigand looked surprised.

“Oh,” he said, “that was Burt, all right.
Purdy. He took a little atomizer in his pock-
et with some of the perfume his wife uses.
He sprayed it around the apartment when he
went to switch the packet of medicine for one
of poison. He thought we'd decide it had
been his wife—I suppose he thought there
was a chance we—the law—might Kill her
and save him the trouble. He was a fool, of
course. He always was, apparently. And so
he thought we'd all be. He thought that,
even if we didn't look at once for his wife,
we would certainly look only for a woman.
He’'s explained the whole thing to us, very
proudly, on the whole.”

“l don't know,” Pam said. “lIt seems sort
of clever to me. Like a good dodge.”

Bill Weigand said it was, in one way, very
clever. Very subtle.

“And,” he said, “very unlikely to mislead
a cop. Because a cop would either not notice
it at all, or not pay any attention to it if
he did. Because cops can't bother with things
which are merely—anomalous. They haven’t
time. They have to keep the pressure on.”

“Why did Amelia Gipson get a job in Jer-
ry’s office, when she didn't need to?” Pam
asked.

Weigand shrugged. He said he hadn’t the
faintest idea. He said probably because she
was bored doing nothing.

“Or,” Jerry amplified, “thought it was im-
moral not to be working. | suspect she would
have thought that.”

“The poor thing,” Pam said. “So—so sure
—and upright—and anxious to have things
orderly and right. Whether it was really any
of her business or not.”

She lifted the cat down and held it on her
lap, stroking gently. The little cat began to
purr. It had a very loud purr.

“It ought to be a lesson to us,” Pam said,
as much to the cat as to anybody. “To keep
our paws out of things, Martini. Not to
think the worst of people. Not to be—too in-
quisitive. And not to go to people you think
are murderers and tell them what we think.
It will really be a lesson to us, won't it, Mar-
tini?”

“1 doubt it,” Jerry said. He went over and
sat down on the edge of the sofa by Pam.
He put his hand out toward one of hers.
Martini leaped at the new hand.

She bit it.

Next Issue's Featured Mystery Novel

THE GRINDLE NIGHTMARE,

by Q. PATRICK



“ Mister, | ain't done nothin'!” Cokey Joe squealed

IT PAYS TO BE A DRUGGIST

By C. K. M. SCANLON

What an apothecary course would have done for Cokey Joe!

AS “Cokey Joe” mad! He was plain

burned up! Of all the dumb clucks,
Wthat dried-up druggist took die first
prize. Or maybe Cokey Joe was the sap.
Hanged if he could figure it out.

He had cased the little pharmacy so care-
fully. Every day for a week he had gone into
the place to buy a quarter’'s worth of pare-
goric, signing the hick’s narcotic register and
lying like a dog about the use of the opiate.
On the sixth day the proprietor himself had
come out from behind his little box of a pre-
scription counter to tell Joe emphatically that
he couldn’t have any more paregoric because
it was obvious that he was a dope addict.

Telling Cokey Joe a thing like that! The
devil with him! Hadn't Cokey Joe taken the
hard cure over in Evanston! He shuddered
in retrospect. The hard cure was simply be-
ing thrown into the clink for one thing or
another and being deprived of the drug forc-
ibly for the length of his enforced stay. For
three weeks Cokey had suffered from cramps,
stomach disorder, and the agony of shrieking
nerves.

Now, just because he needed a little some-
thing to taper off on and regain his strength,
this hick guy had the nerve to tell him he
was a hophead. Well, anyway, he had already
found out all he needed to know. The Mason
pharmacy was so small it employed only one
clerk, a day man who opened up each morn-
ing, while old man Mason closed the shop
each night.

So stingy was the old duck that he didn’t
even have a safe. And his daily take was
pretty fair, by all indications. He must have
at least fifty dollars in the till by closing time
each night. And fifty dollars was—fifty dol-
lars. Cokey Joe could use it.

He had already followed the little old drug-
gist three nights in order to make sure the
gink didn't carry his money home with him.
So now Cokey Joe figured the time was ripe
to get even. The rebuff Mason had given him
salved the ragged remnant of his conscience,
gave him the excuse he didn't need to break
into the drug store that seventh night for
purposes of monetary gain.

It was simple to get into the joint in this
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hick town. Nobody around but a bucolic
watchman and a sleepy-eyed patrolman on
the beat. Oh, Joe had cased the lay-out thor-
oughly.

With a brace and bit and keyhole saw he
sneaked around to the alley and bored four
holes in the comers of one panel of the back
door. Then, using the saw, he carefully cut
out the panel, pausing now and then to listen
and make sure nobody heard him.

In a few minutes he wriggled into the
funny smelling place. Heck, there was noth-
ing like a drug store for junk! He stumbled
around in the dark interior until he orientated
himself. Then he made like a homing pigeon
for the old tarnished cash register with the
press-down keys.

T TNDER the glow of the dim night-light he

confidently pulled open the single drawer
which had been left ajar. His hands darted in
like humming birds, and encountered empty
compartments. His jaw slack with amaze-
ment, he bent closer and peered into the
drawer. What sort of legerdemain was this?
He had seen the old guy leave his cash in a
canvas sack somewhere hereabouts each
night he had peeked through the edge of the
grimy window.

His groping hands found a folded prescrip-
tion blank. Taking this out, he held it so he
could read it in the dim light. He had the
shakes again. How he could do with a shot!
He wondered where the old fool kept his
dope. Then his attention became focused on
the words in the fine Spencerian hand.

Cokey Joe felt a thrill of exultation. He
knew he hadn't been mistaken in his espion-
age. Forthwith, he started along the rows of
shelves in full confidence. Patent medicines,
cosmetics, stationery, pharmaceuticals, drugs,
and nobody knew what trash, flowed by his
head in an interminable stream. Where the
devil did Mason-keep his paregoric? That
was the stuff.

What irony! For a week Cokey Joe had

been coming in for a two-bit bottle of the
stuff, and now he couldn’t find it. Of all the
dumbbell stunts!

For an hour Cokey Joe prowled the little
drug store. He must have inventoried the en-
tire stock three times before he had to admit
that he was licked.

*T11 get even wit dis boid if | hafta toss a
pineapple through his fly-specked window,”
he snarled.

All but sobbing in his chagrin, he crawled
out through the panel of the back door and
slipped around to the front—to be collared
by the big hand of the big night watchman.

“Good evenin’,” said the watchman polite-
ly. “1 was wonderin’ if you was gonna spend
the night in there.”

Cokey Joe squealed like a rat. “Mister, |
ain’'t done nothin’! I'm clean. | can stand a
frisk.”

“Which is just what you're gonna get,
laddybuck.” The watchman nodded. “What'’s
that paper in your hand?”

“That? Oh, nothin’. Just a prescription |
was gonna have filled tomorrow.”

The big hand of the night watchman
grabbed it. Still keeping a tight grip on the
little crook’s collar, he looked at the paper
under the first street lamp on the way to
jail.

Suddenly he guffawed. He was still laugh-
ing when he aroused the sleeping patrol-
man.

“Look, Mike,” he chuckled. “This hophead
robbed Mason’s till. This is what he found.”

The patrolman read the paper aloud:

“Tom, | put the cash sack behind the pare-
goric bottle.”

And both of the John Laws roared at the
joke. Cokey Joe couldn’t figure it out, even
after they threw him in the clink. He was no
druggist. How was he to know where old man
Mason kept his paregoric, or that the one he
had passed by, labeled “Tinct. Opii Camph.”
was plain old paregoric, as those laughing
hyenas somehow knew?

One of the year’s best crime action novels— DEAD TO THE WORLD,
by North Baker and William Bolton, a grimly amazing
mystery of a corpse with a double identity—
appears complete in the March issue of

THRILLING MYSTERY NOVEL

Now on Sale— 15c at All Stands!
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THE BULLETIN BOARD

(Concluded from page 10)

Valley, Medford, Massachusetts, who writes
as follows:

Dear Editor: Now )éou've gone and done it! Yes,
you've really done it! Phoebe Atwood Taylor's PROOF
OF THE PUDDING in your November issue is a clean,
sensible and logical yam, abiding in delightful Cape
Cod; study of character and humor, to say nothing of
intriguing m?{stery.

What a relief!

Asey Mayo is no rum-guzzling pervert of the clan
=tt usual fictional private dicks, flaunted in rival de-
fective story magazines with their lurid cover exposes,
their chowderhead distortions of Webster, their moronic
attempts at mystification, which were moss-grown when
Methuselah’s ‘great-grandfather was a teething infant.

My appreciation and compliments to Miss Taylor and
my congratulations to you, Mr. Editor. May you con-
tinue to ﬂlve your readers clean worthwhile reading
from authors like Miss Taylor. More, please, from
Miss Taylor, and you will have another steady reader.

Well, we can only keep on trying. And
that we will—with thanks for Miss Bavardage
and another salaam, this time in the general
direction of Mystic Valley.

If any of you readers feel that we will not
run a letter containing adverse criticism, we
can only deny your instincts. It simply hap-
pened that the vote ran our way this issue.
But if any of you have such criticism, or any
constructive comment to make, please ad-
dress us as The Editor, DETECTIVE NOVEL
MAGAZINE, 10 East 40th Street, New York
16, New York. Thank you!

—THE EDITOR.

Read Our Companion
Detective Magazines!

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE
THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE
THRILLING DETECTIVE
POPULAR DETECTIVE
THRILLING MYSTERY NOVEL
C-MEN DETECTIVE

Now On Sale At All Stands!

Earned $400 the First Year

“Last year | made around
$400, and it was the first
year | really started to
write. Your course is the
best way to get expert in-
struction in professional
writing.”—T. Edward Karls-
son, 224 East 79th Street,
New York, N. Y.

What makes
WRITING ability GROW?

For a number of years, the Newspaper Institute of Amer-
ica has been giving free Writing Aptitude Tests to men and
women with literary ambitionB.

Sometimes it seems half the people in America who are
fired with the desire to write have taken advantage of this
offer to measure their ability.

What the tests show

Up to date, no one who could be called a “born writer**
has filled out our Writing Aptitude Test. We have not yet
discovered a single individual miraculously endowed by
nature with all the qualities that go to make up a suc-
cessful author.

One aspirant has interesting ideas—and a dullj uninter-
esting style. Another has great creative imagination but is
woefully weak on structure and technique. A third has a
natural writing knack—yet lacks judgment and knowledge
of human behavior. In each case, success can come only
after the missing links have been forged in.

Here, then, is the principal reason why so many promis-
ing writers fail to go ahead. Their talent is one-sided—
Incomplete. It needs rounding out.

Learn to write by writing

TVTEWSPAPER Institute training is based on journalism—contlnu-
A .\ ous writing—the sort of training that turns out more successful
writers than any other experience. Many of the authors of today's
<"best sellers'* are newspaper-trained men and women.

One advantage of our New York Copy Desk Method is that it starts
you writing and keeps you writing in your own home, on your own
time. Week by week, you receive actual assignments just as if you
were right at work on a great metropolitan daily.

AU your writing is individually corrected and criticized by veteran
writers with years of experience “breaking in”
will point out those faults, of style, struc-
ture or viewpoint that keep you from pro-
gressing. At the same time, they will give
you constructive suggestions for building up

new authors. They

and developing your natural aptitudes. VETERANS
In fact, so stimulating is this associa-
tion that student-members often begin to -

sell their work before they finish the course.
We do not mean to Insinuate that they sky-
rocket into the “big money” or become
prominent overnight. Most beginnings are

This course

made with earnings of $25, $50, $100, or

more, for materialgthat takes little time to apprOVEd
write — stories, articles on business, hob-

bies, sports, travels, local and dub activi- for
ties. etc.—things that can easily be turned

out in leisure hours, and often on the ,
Impulse of the moment. Veterans
For those who want to Training

know— Free Writing
Aptitude Test

If you really want to knew the truth about your writing
ambitions, send for our interesting Writing Aptitude Test. This
searching test of your native abilities is free — entirely without
obligation. Fill in and send the coupon. Newspaper Institute of
America, One Park Ave., New York 16, N. Y. (Founded 1925)

Newspaper Institute of America
One Park Are., New York 16, N. Y.
. Send me, without cost or obligation, your
w I V. Writing Aptitude Test and further information
§ about writing for profit.

Mr. 1
Mrs. L
Miss J
Address.

Check here if you are e

f ) 0 € ible under the G.I. Bill of Rights.
JAlMGorrespondence confidential.

li .
Ngo salesman will call on you.) 94-C-437
Copyright 1947, Newspaper Institute of America.
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DEATH
WATCH

WAYLAND RICE

Mystery and murder run
riot within prison walls
when a wily killer cooks
up a fantastic scheme!

grim place enclosed behind high gray

walls and multitudinous steel bars.
Though it was midnight, lights burned every-
where and great searchlights kept sweeping
along the walls. The only sound to be heard
was the ceaseless pacing of the guards.

The State Prison was a tomb by night, en-
closing nearly two thousand men who slept in
various degrees of fitfulness.

Captain Tim Drake, in charge of the night
guard detail, began his hourly inspection tour
of the place. He was tall, rugged and looked
well in his neat blue uniform. He carried no
gun, sap or flash. But his blue eyes which
were warm and human, despite his job, were
also alert eyes, and behind them lay a shrewd
brain.

He passed a narrow corridor between the
stamping mill and the boiler house, hesitated,
and went back. There seemed to be some-
thing, far down that alley. Something that
hugged the ground.

Captain Drake picked up speed and dou-
bled his fists as he neared the object. More
than once a prisoner, escape-bent, would lie
quietly until he could surprise whoever dis-
covered him. Drake bent over the man, ready
for trouble. But then he saw that the figure
wore a guard’s blue uniform.

Drake lighted a match, held it close to the
prone man, and grimly turned him over. His
face grew hard and cold. He straightened up
slightly, lit another match and looked at the

IT WAS a huge, sprawling and deadly

crude, home-made knife which had been
driven into the back of the man on the
ground.

“t'll give you an injection of morphine,” the man said. *1
u/nn’t kill vnu— vot ”

Captain Drake walked quickly back to the
guard office. He picked up the phone.

“Order all guard posts doubled,” he said
crisply. “Wake the warden at once. Call town
and have them send police and the medical
examiner. And | want twenty armed men to



report to me at once. No alarm, understand?
Just vigilance.”

yed and buttoning his shirt. “It's
Guard Curtis, sir,” Drake said. “Don
Curtis. He was knifed in the back and prob-
ably carried into the alley between the
stamping mill and the boiler house. Been
dead only a short time, I'd say. In fact, I'm
sure of it because Curtis was assigned to the
death watch in the death house. His tour
was over at midnight, and he wouldn’t have
loft under any circumstances.”

Warden Benson sat down heavily. “Well,
it had to happen. Things were going too good
and you can’t expect to sit on a volcano of
two thousand desperate men without an
eruption sooner, or later.”

“Yes, sir,” Drake agreed. “The shiv was
home-made. Crude job. I'd like a look at it
after the medical examiner gets through.”

“You haven't forgotten that you were once
a detective-sergeant, eh Drake?” the Warden
asked.

“It seems like a long time ago,” Drake an-
swered. “I enjoyed the work too, only it had
no tangible results. Every time | started
work, the crime had been committed. That's
why | came here. | figure that if you handle
some of these convicts properly, they won't
go out and repeat their crimes.”

“You take care of things, Drake,” Benson
said. “The local police will resent it, prob-
ably, but this is our prison and we manage
our own affairs. Even our own dead.”

Drake sent the special detail oLtwenty men
to check on every prisoner amrtevery cell.
Whoever had killed Curtis couldn’t possibly
have been locked up after the dinner hour,
so it seemed simple. Find the prisoner who
was temporarily free, and you would find the
murderer too. ,

Drake hurried to the death house, an iso-
lated building containing eight cells. At the
far end of the room was the small door which
led to doom.

There was only one condemned man in the
cells—Frank Thaxter, who had lived tough,
and undoubtedly was going to die tough. His
methods had been primitively simple. He
stopped men on quiet streets, slugged and
robbed them. But the last time he had hit
his victim a trifle too hard and he hadn't
calculated on fate which sent a patrolman

[Turn page]
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around the comer just as Thaxter was rob-
bing the man he had killed.

Thaxter was just another thug, apparently
bom to die in the electric chair. Nobody
cared much. His trial had not consumed
more than a column or two all told. His only
visitor had been a rather bedraggled wife
who had maintained a stony silence except
when she talked to Thaxter. She had visited
him for the last time a week ago.

Now Thaxter would die in twenty-four
hours. Probably the papers wouldn’'t even
print the story of his death.

There were two guards on duty. The
youngest, Art Gleason, was clean-cut, eager,
and doing a good job. The other guard,
named Halland, was about thirty-eight,
husky, and quietly capable. Gleason had been
on the death watch for two weeks. Halland,
had taken over the job three months before.

Guards didn't like this particular assign-
ment. It was too dull, for one thing, too mor-
bid for another, but oddly enough young Art
Gleason had asked for the job.

Drake signaled and Halland unlocked the
main door. Drake walked in, summoned
both guards to a far corner and talked in a
low voice. Thaxter was sleeping soundly. He
would never sleep on earth again.

“Was Don Curtis on duty when you ar-
rived to relieve him?” Drake asked.

“Yes,” Halland Said, “he was. Pauley had
the gate, end Curtis was talking to Thaxter.”

“Do you verify that?” Drake asked Glea-
son.

The young guard shook his head.

“No, sir,” Gleason replied. “Halland and
I met in the locker room and got into our
uniforms. | forgot my keys. Never did that
before, but | forgot 'em all right. So when
we reached the death house, | had to go back
for them.”

“Did you see Curtis at all?”

“No, Captain. Why? What's happened?”

“Curtis is dead. Knifed in the back. He
must have got it as he walked away from the
death house. I'm trying to determine who
saw him alive last.”

“Then it must have been me,” Halland
said. “On his way to report off duty, he must
have met one of the convicts, tried to stop
him—and got knifed.”

“That’'s evident, except for one thing,”
Drake agreed. “Every convict and trusty is
accounted for. We're trying to find out if
anyone could have slipped out of a celL
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Seems impossible, with the main bar lock
in place, but some <f these boys are Houdinis.
How’s Thaxter?”

“No trouble from him, sir,” Halland said.
“He’'ll walk to the chair tomorrow night. We
promised to wake him at three o’clock this
morning. He's playing a gin rummy tourna-
ment with Gleason and wants to finish it be-
fore he’'s—taken away.”

Young Gleason smiled.

“Thaxter isn't such a bad sort, Captain.
A Killer yes, but he has a good side. Most
of those we get here have, when you get to
know them. And we do.”

AKE went to the main door and was let
ut.

“Very well,” he said. “You two aren't con-
cerned with what happens outside this death
house. Good night.”

He walked back to his office and heard re-
ports from guards who had inspected the en-
tire prison. There seemed to be no possibility
of any convict having been free even for a
minute. Trusties were all accounted for. The
few who were not securely locked up, were
in a position to be beyond suspicion anyway.

“Well,” Drake said, “we have a mystery
on our hands and one that won’t be easy to
solve. Curtis was a good guard. He'd been
here for eleven years. A trifle on the harsh
side perhaps, and undoubtedly had many
enemies here. But which of us hasn't? Trou-
ble is, we've a murder and two thousand sus-
pects.”

The local police and the medical examiner
arrived then. Drake gave them a free hand.
Later, the murder weapon was brought to
him. There had been no fingerprints on it.

Drake thrust the knife beneath his desk
light and studied it. The thing had been a flat
piece of rusted metal. Someone had thinned
one end and sharpened both sides until they
had the keenness of a razor. The marks of
the sharpening instrument were vividly clear
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near the spot where the blade ended and the
makeshift handle began.

His phone rang and he answered it half
absent-mindedly. Young Gleason was calling
from the death house. What he said made
Drake rush over there. Gleason let him in
and talked softly.

“Thaxter woke up right after you left,”
Gleason said. “We told him what had hap-
pened. He liked Curtis and carried on pretty
badly. Then he said he had something impor-

tant to say and he wanted to see you. | think
he's going to confess to something.”
“Unlock his cell door,” Drake said. “You

and Halland stay away. Let him talk. These
boys get self-conscious when there is too
much of an audience.”

Halland came over.

“What about Curtis, sir?”

“We don’'t know,” Drake said.
mystery.”

Drake stepped into the cell, waited until the
door closed and locked behind him, then he
sat down on the cot beside the doomed Kkiller.
Thaxter was a burly man who looked more
like a hairless ape than a human being. He
had fat fingers, practically no neck at all, and
his legs were slightly bowed. Drake could see
how he could have unintentionally struck one
victim just a trifle too hard.

“It's all a

“You wanted to see me, Thaxter?” Drake
asked.
“Yeah, Cap’'n. Thanks for coming. | ain't

so much, and | ain't got any rights, but I
knew you were an okay guy. So was Curtis.
I liked him best of all. He helped me pass the
time away and—and forget what's going to
happen to me tomorrow.”

“All right, Thaxter. What did you want to
tell me?”

“Well, when | heard somebody had put a
shiv into Curtis, | got thinking. Murder is a
bad thing. Look what it got me, and | didn't
even mean to kill the guy. Now I'm cooked.
Sure—really cooked after that hot seat gets
through frying me. 1 got nothing more to
lose. Cap’n, the guy whose murder | was
tried for ain’'t the only man | bumped.”

“That's news,” Drake said quietly.
to tell me the whole story?”

“Yeah. That's why | sent for you. It's lik*
this. Curtis gets himself bumped and | find
out murder is bad. It's awful. Tomorrow
night I'm going to fry. Maybe it took the
murder of Curtis to make me remember | got
a conscience. So | decided to talk. A week
before | was nabbed, | pumped a couple of

“Want
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thirty-eights into a bozo. He didn't have no
brains. | knew he was well-heeled and 1
meant to take him. Only he got tough. | was
carrying a rod, so | let him have it.”

“Who was he?” Drake asked.

“l ain’t sure. | lammed right after that and
holed up for a while. A week. | read in the
papers that a guy named Horace Wright was
found dead from two bullets. He must be
the gee | plugged.”

Drake reached into his pocket for notebook
and pencil. He asked Thaxter a raft of ques-
tions and got a full story. The time of the
killing, the exact place, among other things.

“1 didn’t get a chance to frisk him after he
went down,” Thaxter explained. “I thought |
heard somebody coming, so | beat it. It hap-
pened in a suburban section. There were
lots of nice little houses all around. 1 cut
down the driveway of one, ran across a
couple of yards, and then remembered | was
still lugging the cannon. | knew if | was
caught with that rod on me, it would mean
the chair.”

“So you ditched it,” Drake said. “Where?”

AXTER frowned as if in deep thought
“Let's see now. Down the drive. Then

| turned left across two yards. | know be-
cause | had to hop the hedges. Then I found
I was running over soft ground. Somebody
was planting a garden. It was spring then.
So | scooped out a hole, shoved the roscoe
in it and covered it up. | smoothed out my
tracks too. There were white stones like a
border around the garden. | planted the rod
close to the biggest stone.”

Drake closed his notebook.

“Thanks, Thaxter,” he said. “I think you'll

find this confession will help you. It can’t
hurt you. A man only dies once.”
“That's what | was thinking,” Thaxter

said. “Only | hated cops and stir guards so
I wouldn’t open up before. Then Curtis gets
his, and | get wise. Cops and screws aren't
bad. They just got a job to do. You want, I'll
sign a full confession.”

“That's up to the district attorney in the
city where the crime took place,” Drake told
him. “I'll get in touch with him, but | doubt
this will get you any extension, Thaxter.”

“What's the difference?” Thaxter answered
as he shrugged. “It's like getting a tooth
pulled. Tough to take, but once it's over, it's
over. | ain't looking for a thing.”

[Turn page]
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Drake called for Halland to let him out
He gave instructions that Thaxter was to
have all the cigarettes he wanted. Then
Drake went back to his office, told Warden
Benson about Thaxter’s confession and finally
phoned the district attorney.

Within an hour the «... and two detectives
arrived. They talked to Thaxter for a long
time, taking his statements, checking them
against the facts as they had established them.

“Well, Captain Drake,” the 4 ... said, when

he left Thaxter, | understand you've got
yourself a nice murder mystery here in the
prison, but now we have one less. The mur-
der of Horace Wright looked like a holdup
man’s doings, but we couldn’t be sure. Frank-
ly, our investigation was parked behind a
nice high stone wall. Thaxter broke it down.”

“You're not going to ask for a reprieve
then?” asked Drake.

“Why? Thaxter has told us everything he
knows. There’s little sense in trying him for
the crime when he dies tonight for another
one. No, we'll just close the files on the mur-
der of Horace Wright. Good luck on your
own Killing, Captain.”

“Thanks,” Drake said “Do you mind if |
go into town with you? I'd like to be there
when you dig up the gun Thaxter used. And
watch your ballistics department. Make cer-
tain it is the gun that killed Wright. | want
everything settled with Thaxter’s story before
he goes to the chair.”

Drake didn't do much talking on his way
to the city. The party proceeded directly to
the scene of the holdup killing. From that
point it was easy to trace Thaxter's move-
ments. They found the driveway the convict
had told them about, went down it and cut
left across two yards. There were even the
hedges Thaxter had remembered.

They located the garden, now in late bloom.
There were asters and zinnias mostly. Tall,
healthy and well-cared-for plants. Someone
came from the house in front of the garden,
and a detective hastily explained that a mur-
derer had passed through the startled house-
holder’s yard and buried a gun in his garden.

They checked along the border of white-
washed stones, estimated the largest one and,
while flashlights played their beams, a detec-
tive scooped away the dirt, now rather well
packed down. The gun was there, buried in
the middle of a row of flowers, although no
plants had grown above this particular spot.

Captain Drake gently touched the arm of



Hie garden's owner, and motioned him offside
a bit.

“When did you plant this garden?” he
asked.

“Why—Ilet's see now. It was in May.
About a week after that murder happened.”

“Thanks,” Drake grunted. “You've been
very helpful.”

Drake accompanied the District Attorney
and his detectives to Police Headquarters.
There the gun was fired, its bullet retrieved,
and placed in a comparison microscope be-
side one of those which had killed Horace
Wright. They checked. This was the gun
which had killed Wright.

The a.a. sighed.

“Well, that's it, Captain Drake. Thaxter
will die for two crimes tonight, and we can
close the records on both. We're grateful to
you.”

“And maybe you've helped me more than
you know,” Drake replied. “Just to satisfy
my curiosity, how about a look at your file
on the Horace Wright murder?”

WAS brought, but told little. Only that

the murder was not motivated and must
have been the result of a highwayman’s at-
tack. Wright had been a highly successful
importer, associated with a man named Evan
Bruce. Tim Drake handed back the file.

He glanced at his notebook then, to see
where Thaxter had lived, and hired a taxi
to drive him there. It was a poor address. A
top-floor tenement in an old building that
should have been torn down. The stairway
was fit to be condemned. Cooking odors
from cheap food filled the corridors still,
even though no cooking had been done for
hours now. It was four o’clock in the morn-
ing.

Drake rapped smartly on the door on the
top floor. After several minutes a querulous
voice demanded to know who was there.
Drake identified himself and the door was
opened about an inch, held in check by a
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The woman who peered out at him was
pinch-faced, but years ago she had been an
undeniably pretty woman. She seemed to
recognize Drake, and let him in. She wore
a cheap cotton bathrobe and run-down house
slippers.

“What's the idea?” she demanded. “Wak-
ing me up like this. Has anything happened
to Frank?”

“He just confessed to another murder,”
Drake said. “We finished investigating it a
little while ago. You'll probably read the
details in tomorrow’'s newspapers, and |
wanted to warn you that your husband has
told his story, has signed the confession, and
that he will not be granted a reprieve. |
thought, before you got your hopes high,
I'd better tell you the facts.”

She huddled deeper in the robe and shud-
dered.

“He's got to die anyway,” she mumbled.
“If they let him live another few days, or
weeks, he only has to go through all the
agony again.”

“You're right,” Drake agreed. “Well," I
wish | could offer you some hope, but I
can’'t. And, Mrs. Thaxter, it's our impression
that your husband was not alone when this
crime was committed, though your husband
refuses to incriminate anyone else. In the
interests of justice, | wondered if you'd have
anything to say.”

“l don't know anything about it,” Mrs.
Thaxter answered sharply. “Frank always
worked alone. He didn’'t have any friends.
And what'’s the idea of a prison officer acting
like a cop?”

“We had a murder inside the prison to-
night,” Drake said grimly. “One of our
guards. I'm in town investigating that and
helping the police with the murder to which
your husband confessed. Well, if you won't—
or can't—help me, I'll be going. But should
any of those men who helped your husband
show up, let me know. Why should he take
the rap alone?”

She didn't reply, but slammed the door
hard behind him. Drake smiled a little, pro-
ceeded to the street and walked about eight
blocks before he began studying house num-
bers. He located the one he wanted, entered,
and awakened a mousy little man whose eyes
grew wide and round at the sight of him.

“Hey!” the little man gasped. “l been
through with the parole for two months now.
You ain't taking me back?”
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Drake pushed his way into the small room,
sat down, and gave the little man a cigarette.

“No, McNalty,” he said. “It's no pinch. |
came here to ask a favor of you.”

McNalty’'s head bobbed up and down.

“All you got to do is ask, Captain. | ain’t
forgot how good you treated me up there in
stir. And now you set me on the right road
too.”

“You'll go off it a bit,” Drake chuckled;
i“All in the interests of the law, however. |
want you to break into an apartment. There
is only a woman occupying it. Let her hear
you, and make a few cracks about she'd
better not call in the cops. And say you'll be
back.”

McNalty had a broad smile.

“You know, Captain, it would be kind of
nice to pick a lock once more. Just for old
time’'s sake. You give me the address and
leave the rest to me.”

“I'm going back with you,” Drake said.
“She’'s the wife of Frank Thaxter who is
going to the chair tonight. | want her scared
plenty. Pretend to be searching for money.
Maybe she’ll even turn a gun on you, but
she won't shoot. That's the time to say you'll
be back. Get it?”

McNalty dressed hurriedly. Drake took
him back to Mrs. Thaxter's address and
posted himself across the street in a dark
doorway. Twenty minutes went by. He
saw lights flash on upstairs in the tenement.
Shortly afterward, McNalty came down and
hurried away.

Drake didn't move. He guessed it wouldn't
be long before Mrs. Thaxter barged out of
the place—and he was right. She carried a
small handbag and looked around suspicious-
ly before she ventured to the sidewalk. Drake
trailed her.

she found, ordered something to eat, and
while it was being prepared, she went to the
telephone. Drake watched her talking fast
to someone. He nodded in satisfaction, pro-
ceeded to the railroad station, and took an
upstate train back to the prison. From here
on he decided, things would happen of their
own accord.

Drake occupied a little bungalow outside
prison premises. He lived alone. It was day-
light when he entered the house and pre-
pared breakfast. Then he cleaned up a bit
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and stretched himself on the couch. First
though, he placed a heavy pistol on a table
beside the couch. It was within quick reach.

He didn’'t want to sleep, even fought against
it, but the combination of a warm sun beat-
ing through the windows, too much food, and
the comfort of the couch was too much for
him. He dozed at first, to awaken several
times and make up his mind he could not
~Nsleep. Then his eyes closed again. It had
been twenty-four hours since he had last
slept. He went off into a deep, dreamless"
sleep. . . .

It was being interrupted. Someone called
his name. Then he was slapped hard across
the face. He sat up, and his hand streaked
toward the table where he had put the gun.
It was no longer there.

A tall, cold-eyed man sat in a chair beside
the couch, and he held an odd-looking gun in
his fist. An automatic with an unusually
long barrel. A silencer, Drake’s still sleep-
sodden mind reflected. He swung his legs
off the couch, and the gun slanted straight
at his chest.

“l wouldn't move much, Captain,” his
visitor said. “l have your gun, of course.
The one | hold shoots a heavy slug. You
wouldn’t have a chance.”

Drake rubbed his eyes and then his chin.

“Good morning, Mr. Evan Bruce,” he said.
“How is the murder business?”

Bruce didn’t smile.

“Looking up, Captain,” he said. “So you
even know who | am. Have we met before?”

“Never,” Drake said. “l just did a little
adding. Mrs. Thaxter phoned you before
dawn. | imagine she sounded rather fright-
ened. She told you I'd been there, and that
an old crony of her husband’'s had shown
up—a man who had come looking for money.
| knew that would bring you into the open.”

“So you planted him, too,” Bruce remarked.
“l suspected that. It's too bad, Captain. This
thing could have gone over smoothly but for
you. It will still go over—but not so smoothly
as far as you are concerned.”

Drake automatically reached for a cig-
arette box. Instantly Bruce was on his feet
swinging the gun. It clipped Drake across the
bridge of the nose. He fell back, raised a
hand, tried to stem the flow of blood that
came from the wound.

“Do you think I'm a fool?” Bruce de-
manded sharply. “Stand up, walk over, and
face the wall. Put your hands behind your

i back. Get going!”
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Five minutes later Drake lay on the floor,
well-trussed and helpless. Bruce, panting a
bit from his exertions, pocketed the silenced
gun and sat down again.

“We can't stay here!” he exclaimed. “Some
of your friends from the prison might drop
in. However, lugging you around is a risky
business. I'm going to give you an injection
of morphine. So don’'t be alarmed. | won't
kill you—quite yet.”

He had a physician’s hypodermic kit with
him, and calmly prepared the needle. He
knelt beside Drake and pulled up one sleeve.
The needle poised, he laughed in Drake’s
face and jabbed him hard. Drake gave a
violent twist. He felt the needle slip out of
his arm and the liquid spurt against his skin.
He kept squirming so that the excess drug
would be mopped up by the rug.

But even though he had avoided taking
the full dose, enough had entered his body so
that within moments he began to feel the first
signs of drowsiness. He watched Bruce’s
face, saw it grow dimmer and dimmer. Then
it started to spin and finally everything was
blacked out. . . .

He awoke in a cold, dark place. For a mo-
ment or two his brain refused to orient itself,
then he remembered what had happened. He
moved a little and found that his arms were
free. His legs too. He got up, reeled a few
steps and banged into a brick wall. He
searched his pockets and found a pack of
matches. One of these showed him that he
was securely locked in what seemed to be an
old wine cellar, now used as a supply room.
There were a few tools propped in a comer
and a coil of thin rope.

He examined the door. The only way to
open that would be with dynamite. He might
cut his way through by making use of some
of the tools, but it wouldn’'t do him much
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good. Bruce was bound to be close by.

Drake sat down on the floor with his back
against the wall and silently cursed that ir-
resistible urge which had made him fall
asleep at the very moment when Bruce paid
him that visit.

TTE WONDERED why Bruce hadn't killed
AX him before now, why the man had
drugged him when a bullet would promptly
have finished the business. And Bruce had
been holding a silenced gun. Drake guessed
that Bruce had certain plans for him.

Drake still wore his wrist-watch and he
saw that it was close to six o’clock—in the
evening, of course. He had been out all day
long.

He shivered. If Bruce had managed to in-
ject that whole hypo of morphine he, Tim
Drake probably would be dead by now, or
dying. Maybe that was what Bruce had in-
tended.

Faintly, through the stout door, he heard
someone approaching. Drake slid over to
the spot where he had awakened, stretched
himself full length, and closed his eyes.

The door was unbolted and light bounced
into the dark room. Drake prayed that his
eyelids wouldn't flutter. Bruce was there, and
someone was with him.

“Well, are you satisfied?” Bruce said to
whoever it was who was with him. “Do you
think I'm a fool? There was enough mor-
phine in that shot to kill him. Maybe it will,
though the stuff takes quite a while to work.
| don’t care whether it does or not, but when
they find him, they’'ll think he died of a
bullet through the head.”

“It's still a dangerous business, Mr. Bruce,”
a familiar voice argued. “I think you ought
to bump him and dump the body some place.”

“Which is ample proof,” Bruce snapped,
“that you haven’t any brains. There has been
one murder at the prison. It wouldn’'t be sur-
prising if there was another—and it's the
best way to get rid of Drake. Let them be-
lieve the mysterious Killer in the prison got
another victim. It will be safe enough. Drake
will be unconscious for a long time, though
I'll tie and gag him before he’s stuffed in the
trunk of my car. It's a special trunk, with
a blind partition. If it's examined when we
go into the prison, the guards will see
nothing.”

“They don’t look cars over so thoroughly
going in,” the other man said. “Only on the
way out, Mr. Bruce. Maybe you're right.
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They'll think the con who Kkilled Curtis
knocked off Drake too. It may work—and
maybe it's a better chance than leaving his
body to be found outside.”

“It's got to work,” Bruce said. “Now you
get away from here. | don't want you around
me. And tell that foolish sister of yours to
keep her mouth shut tight. She’ll benefit
plenty—after her husband is burned tonight.”

The door closed, the bolts slid into place
and Drake was alone. He waited fifteen min-
utes before he got up and quietly went over
to the coil of rope. He found a pair of prun-
ing shears and cut off several lengths. Then
he squatted on the floor and, in total dark-
ness, manipulated those pieces of ropes until
he was satisfied with what he had created.

Removing his coat, he carefully wadded the
rope beneath his shirt. He might look a bit
hunchbacked if he stood erect, but he did not
think Bruce would allow him to stand.

Next he went to work on the pruning
shears until he had them apart. One blade
went up far beneath his trouser leg and he
tied it in place. This done, he lay down to
wait.

It was nine o’clock when Bruce returned,
alone this time. He had a gun in his fist and
he knelt beside Drake. He felt of his captive’s
pulse, pulled back an eyelid, and suddenly
slapped Drake smartly across the mouth.

“You're faking,” he growled. “Wake up!”

Drake grimaced, sat up, and shook his
head dizzily. That silenced gun was still
pointed at him and it looked as big as a
tunnel.

“You're an iron man, Drake,” Bruce said.
“Most people would have died with so much
dope in them. But I'm glad. | want to talk
to you.”

“What's there to talk about?” Drake asked
wearily. “You Killed Horace Wright and tried
to make it look like a stickup kill. You did,
too, but sooner or later the police were bound
to become suspicious. Wright was your part-
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ner. The motive for the crime is connected
with your business. You certainly stand to
profit or you wouldn’t have killed him. Those
profits are bound to become evident—and
cops never forget. They'll wonder how come
you benefited so much after Wright's death.
An investigation aimed at that angle would
show the whole thing up.”

“I'm glad you weren’'t a detective investi-
gating Wright's death,” Bruce said smugly.
“Do you mind telling me how you tumbled
to this?”

AKE shrugged carelessly.
“Why should I mind? You developed
the scheme after Thaxter was pinched for a
stickup murder that looked much like the one
you carried out. You figured that if you
could get Thaxter to make a confession that
he also killed Wright, the case would be for-
ever closed. Thaxter would do it, too, if he
thought his wife would be fixed for life, after
he was gone. He thinks a lot of that woman.
But your plans required time. You planted
the gun and sent word to Thaxter just where
it was. The last little detail of the whole
business, so his story would sound true. Then
you approached his wife and paid her. Plenty,
| imagine. She got help 'Somehow and put the
deal through.”
“Very nice,” Bruce grunted. “You guessed
it all through.”

“Guessed? Hardly, Bruce. Wright was
murdered early in May. The gun was planted
late in May, not immediately after the killing.
You buried it in a garden, but that garden
had been seeded after Wright was killed. In
making a hole for the gun, you removed un-
sprouted seeds. Flowers didn't come up
there. If the gun had been buried right
after the murder, the man who planted the
garden would have seeded that spot.”

Bruce's lips grew tight.

“Bad luck, that's what it was. But no one
else saw that or I'd have been arrested by
now. You took no action, because you wanted
time to find the motive. Lay flat, Captain.
I'm going to tie you up again. I'd have left
you that way, but I didn't want the police
who will find your body to realize you'd been
tied up for hours.”

Drake didn’t resist. There was no point in
it. Bruce would have shot him instantly. His
wrists and ankles were wired this time, his
mouth and eyes covered with adhesive.

Bruce carried him out of the wine cellar,
to the garage, and stuffed him into some sort

110



of a cramped space. The car motor started
soon, and Drake went to work. He was
doubled up anyway, and reaching the prun-
ing shears blade was not too difficult He
hunched himself until his feet were higher
than his head, and he had to operate with
hands tied behind his back. It was slow and
difficult, but he managed to pry up one floor
board.

The car stopped finally. He heard familiar
sounds. This prison gate was opening. He
guessed that Bruce had applied for, and ob-
tained, an invitation to witness the execution
of Thaxter.

The car started forward. Then there was a
sharp command. This was followed by a rifle
crack and a scream. Drake began banging
with his feet. Someone ripped away the false
partition and he was hauled out by a guard.

Bruce was on the ground, writhing in pain
from a bullet wound. A searchlight played on
him, and wall guards stood with rifles ready.
And, stretching from the back of the car, was
a home-made rope ladder about two yards
long.
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The warden hurried over. Bruce was taken
to the prison hospital, and Drake was helped
to Warden Benson’'s office. He felt better
after a drink and a cigarette. He told the
warden the whole story.

“Bruce intended to park his car inside
the gates,” Drake explained. “Before he left
it, he meant to put a bullet from a silenced
gun through my head and push away the
false partition so it would look as if some
convict had killed me and hidden my body in
his trunk. The gun, of course, would be found
near my body. Or Bruce would have slipped
it to his friend and ally—who is within these
walls.”

Warden Benson’'s face was grim.

“1 understand everything so far. Even that
you somehow managed to make a rope ladder
which you let drop from the bottom of the
car so it was bound to be spotted by a gate
guard. It happened that way. The guard
called an alarm. Bruce got panicky, forgot he
was locked in here, and pulled his gun. A
wall guard shot him. But who is the man
here whom Bruce paid off?”

“The same guard who murdered Curtis,”
Drake said. “It has to be Gleason or Halland,
on death watch. One of them wrangled the
job so he would have a good chance to in-
struct Thaxter about his confession. There
couldn’'t be a single loophole. And some-
body had to convince Thaxter that his wife
would be paid well if he did confess to having
killed Horace Wright. The night Curtis was
murdered, he must have returned to the
death house and overheard Thaxter getting
his final instructions. The murderer saw
Curtis, followed, and killed him.

ARDEN Benson sighed heavily and
W-shook his head.

“With that home-made shiv,” he sighed.
“l suppose he carried it so if things went
wrong, as they did, he would have a weapon
that would turn the spotlight of blame on a
convict.”

“Exactly,” Drake said. “But he slipped a
bit. The knife had been crudely manufac-
tured to look like the work of a con. But it
had been sharpened and shaped with a grind-
ing wheel. It was plain where that wheel had
cut into the metal as no honing stone could
have done. And we don’t have a single
grinding wheel in the prison shops. Just be-
cause some of the ambitious boys might use
such a thing for making a knife. All grinding
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work is sent out.”

“You're still a detective,” Warden Benson
acknowledged. “Who is the man? Gleason?
He asked for that assignment, and has been
on the staff only a short time.”

Drake picked up the phone. “Take two
armed men and go fetch Guard Halland
from the death house,” he instructed. “He's
there early tonight because an execution is
scheduled. Bring him here. And watch it.
He's a killer.”

Drake hung up and faced the warden.

“The night of Curtis’ murder,” he said,
“Gleason forgot his keys. | think Halland
removed them from his pockets and hid them
so Gleason would have to go back. Halland
needed time to give Thaxter his final instruc-
tions. Then he saw Curtis, followed him, used
the knife on him and got back before Glea-
son’s return. Gleason was too far away to
have killed Curtis. Halland was handy. Be-
sides, Halland is Thaxter’s brother-in-law. 1
learned that when | heard him talking to
Bruce, as | told you—though I didn’t tell you
what | heard. Halland wrangled a job here
months ago, when Bruce first laid his plans.
And when Bruce held me a prisoner in his
cellar, Halland came down to have a look
at me. | saw him—and | heard him.”

“Well,” Warden Benson sighed, “when he’s
locked up in our death cell, he'll certainly
know all the ropes. I'd better get Thaxter’s
execution postponed, so he can testify. He
will, when he learns the whole scheme has
blown up. Thanks to you, Drake.”
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