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barred the door.

“You looking for somebody?” he said.

“Alfonso the Great,” Malone said, feeling just a
little silly.

“Around back,” said the ancient man. “Third
door on your left.”

He stepped aside and Malone went through, into
a long dingy corridor. Green paint was flaking
from the walls, and one naked electric bulb hung
in the center of the ceiling. He counted doors
carefully, came to the third, and knocked.

A voice inside said: “Who’s there?
there?”

It was a woman’s voice. Malone said: “I'm look-
ing for Alfonso the Great.”

“Just a minute,” the woman said. Malone stood
outside the door and waited, and at last he heard a
latch click, and the door opened. “Perhaps you are
a reporter?” the woman said. Her accent sounded
French to Malone, but it was hard to tell. It was
hard, Malone realized, to think of anything while
the woman stood in the doorway watching him.

She was, he imagined, well over six feet tall.
She was built like a Greek wrestler, and her square
face, topped by a froth of brass-blonde hair, stared
down at him disapprovingly. “Well?” she said.

Perhaps, Malone thought, she had misunderstood
him and this was the wrong dressing room. “I'm
looking for Alfonso the Great,” he said.

“So you say,” the woman muttered. “You say
nothing else? I am Madame. I am his wife. We are
at work on a new effect. He has gone out to a
lunch, to bring back lunch for us, and he will be
back. You will come in and wait? Perhaps you are a
reporter to write a story about Alfonso the Great?”

“I just want to ask him some questions,” Malone
said modestly. “My name is Malone.”

“Ah,” the woman said slowly. “Melon. Come in,
then, Mr. Melon.”

Malone said: “Malone,” realized it wasn’t going
to do any good, and went through the doorway
bchind the enormous woman. He found himself in
a tiny room which contained a large mirror on one
wall, a shelf-like table set against the mirror, and
three chairs. He sat down in one of the chairs and
watched the enormous woman lower herself to
another. “You know the other reporter who was
here, perhaps?” the woman said, smiling at him
horribly.

“The other reporter?”

“His name was—" The woman thought. “Alvin
Breck. The police told my husband all about how
Mr. Breck had committed suicide. That is the way
you say it?”

“That,” Malone said, “is the way you say it. You
could say I'm a friend of his.”

“He, too, was writing a story about Alfonso the
Great.”

Malone said: “Really?”

“Oh, yes,” the woman said, and nodded heavily.
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Who is

There was a silence that lasted for several seconds.
Then the door opened and a small, mustached man
came in carrying a stecaming paper bag. The enor-
mous woman managed to stand up in the dressing
room. “Alfonso,” she said, “this is Mr. Melon, who
is a friend of Mr. Alvin Breck, and he is going to
write a story about you.”

Alfonso the Great put down the paper bag and
turned to Malone. “Ah,” he said. “I'm so happy to
meet you.” His accent was also clearly distinguish-
able, but he spoke English with a little more ease.
“Perhaps you'd like a bite of lunch?” he said.

Malone said: “No, thanks. I only want to ask you
a couple of questions.”

Alfonso nodded and took the third chair. His
wife began removing things from the paper bag:
sandwiches, paper cups and utensils. She spread
them on the shelf-like table. Alfonso said: “I was
born in nineteen-twelve in Alsace-Lorraine. I come
from a family of magicians. My greatest illusion,
Walking Through A Wall, I conceived in nineteen-
twenty-four, when I was but twelve years old.
...

“I only want to ask a couple of questions,” Malone
said. “Walking through a wall?”

“It is the illusion that has made me famous,”
Alfonso said. “Perhaps you prefer my Appearance
of Eagles?”

This didn’t seem the time, Malone reflected, to
admit that a) he wasn’t going to write any articles
about Alfonso, and b) he'd never seen the magi-
cian’s act. He merely nodded. “The Walking
Through A Wall illusion interests me, though,” he
said. “You could escape from a locked, sealed room
that way, couldn’t you? Just walk through a wall
into the corridor.”

Alfonso laughed as if Malone had said something
hysterically funny. His wife joined in, shaking the
room with great gasps of sound. Finally Alfonso
got enough breath back to say: “Of course I could—
if the wall were specially prepared.”

“Well,” Malone said, “the wall in Alvin Breck’s
apartment, for instance.”

Afonso nodded. “I was in the apartment,” hc
said. “Early this morning. Then I had to come
back here; we are at work, my wife and I, on a
new illusion.”

“How about walking through that wall?” Malone
said. “I mean the wall in Alvin Breck’s apartment.”

“You are joking,” Alfonso said.

“Sure,” Malone said. “I'm joking.” He brushed
cigar ashes off his vest and tried to think of some
more questions. “How long did you know Alvin
Breck?” he said.

“Only a few days,” Alfonso said. “He was going
to write a story about my illusions—as you are
going to do.”

Malone thought. Alvin Breck had been a true-
crime writer. Why would he have bothered with a
story about magic and magicians? Unless there had
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“This is John J. Malone,” he announced, and held
the receiver away from his ear, waiting for the
screams of Von Flanagan’s wrath,

Surprisingly, the voice was mild and soothing.
“I' just thought you'd like to know how bad you
put your foot in it, Malone,” Von Flanagan said.

“What?”

“We sent a man up to that Breck apartment just
a little while ago, and he found a suicide note.
Typewritten—but Breck did everything on his type-
writer, his fiancee told us. Do you want me to read
it to you?”

“You might as well,” Malone said.

Von Flanagan cleared his throat. “‘I have noth-
ing more to live for,”” he said. “‘I am taking the
easy way out. Goodbye.” What do you think of that,
Malone?”

“I feel sorry for you,” Malone said.

“What? Now listen—" Von Flanagan stopped,
and then went on: “I shouldn’t get mad at you,
Malone. Everybody’s entitled to one little mistake.
And if you happened to make a big mistake, well,
Malone, 1 won’t say I told you so. I'll be just as
friendly as if it had never happened, Malone. I—"

“When did you find the note?” Malone said.

“A man went up just a little while ago,” Von
Flanagan said. “He found it in the living room, on
a chair.”

“You'd searched the apartment last night?”

“Well,” Von Flanagan said, “yes, but—after all,
Malone, you could have missed it yourself . . "

“Lying there on a chair,” Malone said,

“That’s right,” Von Flanagan said. “Now don’t go
getting fancy on me, Malone—"

“Why did you send a man up today?” Malone
asked.

“We got a telephone call,” Von Flanagan said.
“We got a tip. Now you listen to me, Malone. This
is an open and shut case. There’s no sense fooling
around with it. It's nice and simple and don’t I
have enough troubles, Malone? I never wanted to be
a cop at all except my old man owed a favor to the
aldermanand . . .”

“Don’t worry about it, Von Flanagan,” Malone
said. “After all, anybody can make one little mis-
take. Even a Homicide Squad Captain.” He hung
up gently.

Then he leaned back in his chair. He was begin-
ning to feel a lot better. The suicide note, he told
himself, explained everything. There was no doubt
at all in his mind that Alvin Breck had been mur-
dered, and he even knew who had murdered him.

Of course, Malone told himself, there were little
details. He might be shot dead at any time. But that
wasn't really anything to worry about.

The door opened and Helen Connell came in,
with Casper Jorgenson behind her.

“Well, Miss Connell,” Malone said, shifting mental
gearsin a hurry.

ONE MORE CLUE

Bchind her, Jorgenson looked small, pale and
helpless. He smiled hesitatingly at Malone. “And
Mr. Jorgenson,” Malone said.

“I met him downstairs,” Helen Connell said. “I
was coming to see you. After you called—I got to
thinking that maybe there was something I could
do.”

“You just sit quietly,” Malone said, “There’s
nothing to worry about. I've got to go outside and
see about something. I'll only be a minute.”

“Of course,” Jorgenson said.

“F1l wait,” Helen Connell said.

Malone slipped into the outer office. “Call Von
Flanagan,” he told Maggie. “Tell him to be down
here right away.” He was about to go back to his
clients when the door opened again. A gigantic
woman and a small, mustached man confronted
him.

“Aha,” the woman said.

Malone said: “Aha?”

“We find out about you from the doorman at the
theater,” the woman said. “He knows your face.
John J. Melon. The lawyer. We wonder why it is a
lawyer pretending to be a story writer., Then we
think of Alvin Breck, and we think you are suspect-
ing my husband of killing the man Breck.”

“Suspecting ?"” Malone said. )

Everything, he thought, was happening much too
quickly.

“This is not a nice thing to do, suspect Alfonso
the Great,” the woman said.

“Not nice at all,” Alfonso added.

Malone took a deep breath. After all this was
over, he promised himself, he was going to spend
about a week in Joe the Angel’s City Hall Bar,
just recuperating. Perhaps he could move into Joe
the Angel’s back room, and live there. The idea
sounded very peaceful.

But now: “Come into my office,” he said quietly.
“I think we can straighten everything out very
simply.”

Suspiciously, they followed him. Malone’s small
inner office was crowded with the four people in it,
not counting Malone himself, who went behind
his desk, sat down and regarded everybody with an
impersonal benevolence.

“We'll only have a few minutes to wait,” he said.
“I'm expecting another visitor or two any minute.”

Von Flanagan’s arrival was the signal for every
body to look around and start whispering. That,
Malone thought, was only natural. They'd all seen
the Homicide Squad Captain before, and they were
all wondering what he was doing in Malone’s
offices.

“Mysterious telephone calls!” Von Flanagan said,
shutting the door behind him. “I'm telling you,
Malone, if it wasn’t for our long-standing friend-
ship—"

Malone quieted him with a single motion of his
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hand. Everybody turned round again, this time to
look at the little lawyer. He took his time about
lighting a cigar, and rapidly filled the small office
with blue smoke. Then he cleared his throat.

“I guess youre wondering why I called you all
here,” he said. That wasn't quite true—he hadn’t
called Helen Conncll, for onc, or Alfonso and his
wife, for at lcast two more—but it was such a fine
opening it scemed a shame not to usc it. “1 heard
about the dcath of Alvin Breck this morning. I'm
now prepared to say that it wasn’t suicide, but mur-
der, and that I know who committed the murder.”

Von Flanagan said: “One of these days, Ma-
lone—"

“Wait,” Malone said. “Think about that suicide
note for a minute. Everybody was in Alvin Breck’s
apartment this morning. Isn’t it possible—consider-
ing that the police usually do at least a fair job of
scarching an apartment—that one of the people who
was there this morning left that note?”

“But Malone—"

“And then, the person who'd left the note called
the police and told them about it, just to make sure
it was found? Just to make sure that Alvin Breck’s
death was definitely labeled a suicide?”

“This case was open and shut, Malone!” Von
Flanagan roared.

“Everybody,” Malone said, “assumed this was sui-
cide because they couldn’t figure out how the mur-
derer got in and out of the locked room. Well—he
didn’t get out.”

Von Flanagan’s face was a deep, glowing purple.
“Please, Malone,” he said in a pitcous voice. “Tell
me what you're talking about.”

“The pigeon,” Malone said.

There was a scuffle, a thump, several cries and a
thud. Von Flanagan had hold of Casper Jorgenson
by the neck. “You come with me,” Von Flanagan
said in his best official tones.

Malone called after him: “Don’t worry about a
thing. And don’t admit anything. I'm your lawyer—
remember that.”

Just before they got to the outer office, Jorgenson
managed to twist around in Von Flanagan’s grip.
“Okay, Malone,” he said, with surprising cheerful-
ness.

The door slammed.

Helen Connell said: “What’s this all about?”

Alfonso and his wife added: “What is it going
on?”

“Simple,” Malone said. “The way I see it—and
this is confidential, remember—Casper Jorgenson

had some secrct in his past and he was afraid that
Alvin Breck, in his criminal rescarches, had dug
that sccret up. He had to kill Breck, and he worked
out an ingenious method of doing it.”

“What does the pigeon have to do with—"

“You can train pigeons to do almost anything,”
Malone said. “Look at carrier pigeons. Smart birds.
All Casper had to do was train one bird to open a
gas jet—which the pigeon could probably do with
one claw tied behind its back—and then give
Alvin Breck the bird. Breck kept the doors and
windows closed while he worked—"

“That’s right, Malone,” Helen Connell said.

“—and the rest was easy,” Malone said. “The
pigeon was the real killer.”

“But how did you—"

“How did 1 think of it?” Malone said. “The
suicide note. It meant that somebody who wanted
the death to look like suicide had forgotten a detail,
and was desperately trying to patch it up. The note,
I guess, reminded me of carrier pigeons carrying
important notes from place to place. And the pigeon
—it’'s all in the subconscious,” he said vaguely.
“Massa’s in the cold, cold subconscious.”

“My goodness,” Helen Connell said.

Alfonso said: “But—"

“Oh, yes,” Malone said. “Alvin Breck’s digging
up some old facts on you, Alfonso, reminded me
that he could dig up facts on anybody—even Casper
Jorgenson. The facts he found out about you—well,
it was probably in Alsace-Lorraine, and it was a long
time ago, and if you ever get in trouble call a good
lawyer.”

The enormous Madame said: “Mr. Melon?”

“What I mean is,” Malone said slowly, “I don't
care what he dug up. Or what you might have
still hidden. Just remember the name—John J.
Mclon. Lawyer.

“We will remember,” the enormous woman said.

The door was thrown open again.

“Well, well,” Malone said. “So you came down
yourself, Max?”

“It’s the least I can do for an old pal,” Max Hook
said. “Even if he turns out to be a rat—"

“But I'm not a rat,” Malone said cheerfully. He
turned to the others. “You'll excuse me—a previous
appointment. He got up and took Max Hook’s arm,
heading him for the door. “I'll explain everything,”
he told the gangster. “It’s all very simple if you
remember the pigeon—"

Everything, Malone knew, was going to be all
right.

=
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truck bounced thrcateningly. “We don’t want to,”
he said after a minute. “We're going to sell her
place.” A

Olen couldn’t keep the sncer out of his voice.
“You'll have it real nice then, won’t you? A farm
all to yourself, somebody to cook for you, and
money in the bank.”

“I reckon to have it real nice,” Zeke said calmly.

Olen felt the shotgun cold in his grasp. It was
silent, lifeless . . . but there were shells for it in
his pocket.

“What did you figure was going to happen to
me?" he demanded.

“Figured you'd get along. You always hankered
to go and work in some town. Now you can do it.
You can meet up with some fancy women maybe
too. That’s what you always said you wanted. You
ain’t much of a farmer anyway. I won’t neced you
any more. So you can go.”

“Maybe I changed my mind, Zeke.”

“Better change it back then.”

“You're kicking me out whether I like it or not.”

“Giving you your chance,” Zeke corrected him.

They reached the top of a hill and started down
the other side. The old engine coughed gratefully.
Olen looked outside at the sky. There was a full
moon, but now and then it went and hid behind
patches of cloud. When it did, the headlights were
hardly enough to keep the truck on the road.
Because the road was nothing but a dark ribbon
of rain-sodden clay winding through even darker
brush. Olen cursed silently. Zeke wasn’t much at
the wheel. When the truck wasn’t bouncing into
holes and ruts, it was skidding into them. If he
wasn't a better husband then he was a driver . . .

Olen cursed again, thinking of Widow Carrie. No
wonder Zeke wanted him out of the house with
her coming in.

The truck eased down the hill. The moon disap-
pcared, and Zeke hunched farther over the wheel,
straining to see. At the bottom, and just before they
started to climb again, they hit something, a rock or
a log, and one of the lights flickered off.

Zeke grunted with impatience. “Got to get them
fixed,” he said.

“With Widow Carrie’s money,” Olen said, “you
can get a new truck.”

Zeke didn’t answer. He stopped the truck and
climbed out heavily. Olen sat and watched him
walk up to the front. Outlined by the one remain-
ing light, Zeke bent and tried to coax the bad one.

Damn his hide, Olen thought. 1 could kill
him ...

And then the idea came. This was the place. This
was the time. The shotgun was heavy and insistent
in his grip.

He broke the weapon with hardly any sound
and thumbed shells into it. Then he climbed out on
his own side, and walked silently on the wet clay
up to the front of the truck. Zeke didn’t look up.
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He was too intent on trying to give the stubborn
headlight just the right blow with the flat of his
palm. But the trick wasn't working this time. Olen
waited.

“Have to go on without it,” Zeke said finally,
and straightened.

Wiscly, he didn’t move, either toward or away
from his brother. “What are you going to do with
that?” he asked, meaning the shotgun.

X “I'm going to change some things,” Olen told

im.

They were in the middle of silence and dark-
ness, with no one elsc to see or hear. And only onc
of them had a gun.

“Only reason,” Olen said, “that Widow Carrie is
marrying you is that you own our farm. If that
wasn't so, she’d like me better.”

“You think that?” Zeke wondered grimly.

“Where do you think I've been nights lately when
I said I was hunting and didn’t come back with
nothing?” '

Zeke pondered this in his usual silence. He was a
tall, gaunt man. His long arms might have reached
the shotgun with one swift movement. But he knew
better.

“All I have to do,” Olen pointed out, “is to get
rid of you. Then I can have the farm and the
money and the Widow. That’s the way I've figured
it out, Zeke.”

“There’s a law against murder,” Zeke said.

“They got to catch a murderer first, I've got that
figured too.”

L l‘iThcre’s a higher law that says ‘Thou shalt not
il

“Don’t give me your Bible talk, brother.” But
he felt nevertheless a tiny pinprick of dread.

“T’ll give you more than that,” Zeke answered.

His arm came up slowly. Olen backed a step
instinctively and might have fired. But then he saw
that Zeke wasn't trying for the gun. Instead the
arm rose up in an accusing gesture. Zeke’s pointing
finger reached almost in his brother’s face.

“I give you my curse,” Zeke said. His voice was
deep, harsh, and his words scalded. “Cain killed
Abel and he had no rest or profit from it. A brother
can’t kill a brother. That’s a law older than you
and me, Olen. You won't profit from this, And
I'll give you no rest neither. That’s my curse, You
wait and see . . .”

The arm and the pointing finger, solid as granite,
loomed large and menacing. Fear, like a thousand
needles now, cut into Olen’s body. Convulsively
he pulled the trigger.

The sound of the shot was deafening. The pellets
passed under the accusing arm and smashed into
Zeke’s chest. The stern face behind the arm regis-
tered pain at first, then blankness and nothing. The
corpse slumped against the radiator of the truck,
then slid toward the ground. The right arm, re-
taining somehow the position it had last known
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