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his fly was a fingerling of such
immature dimensions that he
could only release it and hope
that the experience would keep
it out of trouble until it grew
to more edible size.

He took to a path by the wa-
ter’s edge to bypass an unprom-
ising stretch of rapids, and it
brought him to a floating pier
which the owner of the resort
had hung some fifteen feet out
into the stream to provide a place
where anyonc who was disin-
clined to wade could enjoy some
limited casting. The outer end
of it was already occupied by a
smail thin man with gold-rim-
med glasses who was studiously
baiting a spinning line, but
Simon stopped on the pier any-
way to light a cigarette and lean
his rod against the handrail
while he changed to the wet fly
which he had decided to try
next,

The alders and laurels along
the bank were still green, but
every gust of breeze harvested
a flutter of falling leaves, and
since the vanishing of the sun
there was a perceptible crispness
in the air. With the first russet
fragrances of autumn blending
with the sweet damp smell of
the river, and the rush and
chuckle of v-ater playing accom-
paniment to the whispered arias
of the trectops, and the softened
light from the sky overlaying the
landscape with a hint of gauze
that a pawter would despair of

capturing, a poet might have felt
that the mere catching of a fish
was magnificently unimportant
compared with the excuse that
the attempt gave a man to enjoy
so much beauty and tranquillity;
and the Saint might easily have
agreed with him. No doubt the
relaxed and peaceful mood was
even more plainly reflected in
his lounging stance as he frop-
ped himself beside his rod and
carefully wove his knot.

But a fisherman is still a fish-
erman anywhere, and so he felt
no surprise or resentment when
the frail man at the end of the
pier interrupted his vacuous
serenity with the conventional
inquiry “Any luck?”

“Not much yet,” Simon said
cheerfully. “"How are you
doing?”

The other reached down into
the water and pulled up a string
from which dangled four small
but not contemptible fish.

“How's that?”

“Not bad.”

Simon was inevitably inter-
ested—he would not have liked
to call it envious, but he was
human too.

“I see you're one of the fel-
lows who'd rather do it the hard
way,” said the little man socia-
bly, lowering his catch back into
its natural cooler. “I'm afraid
I'd be a complete duffer at fly
casting.” He picked up his rod
and held up the line, exhibiting
a couple of salmon eggs on the
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But then there’d 've been con-
tracts, and checks, and records,
and I couldn’t 've kept from
giving her half of it. I preferred
to give the idea away, let some-
one else take the credit for in-
venting it, and settle for fifteen
hundred dollars cash under the
table. Do you blame me?”

“If that’s the way you feel
about it, it’s your privilege,”
said the Saint. "But it seems a
shame about the Preservator.”

Mr. Quigg poured himself
another glass of wine. They had
finished eating by then, and he
had become progressively less
inhibited with each sip that
washed down the meal.

“It 1s. You don’t know the
offers I've turned down. Why,
only the other day. . . . But it’s
out of the question. That's one
invention she always knew I was
working on. I could never get
away with it. Unless—so we're
back where we started—unless
I had a completely honest
friend.”

“What could he do?”

“I'd scll him all rights to the
Preservator,” said Mr. Quigg.
“It'd have to be a bona fide deal,
for something that might look
like a genuine price. Say ten
thousand dollars. All right, she'd
get half of that. But this friend
would make a fortune. And I'd
have to trust him to slip a fair
share of it back to me, without
any contract or lien or anything,
in cash handouts when 1 asked

for it, so’s there’d be no record
and she couldn’t get her claws
on it.”

“I see,” said the Saint. “You'd
be absolutely at his mercy.”

“And how many people could
you be sure wouldn’t fall for a
temptation like that? Unless it
was someone like yourself. Now
you know what I was getting at.
I can’t presume on our few
hours’ acquaintance, I know. I'm
pipe-dreaming. But if only you
were interested, what a differ-
ence it would make to my life!”

Simon reached for what was
left of the Chiteau Fuissé with
a smile that did not have to
worry about how thialy it veiled
its excitement.

“Don't throw that pipe away
yet, Ollie,” he said. “I'm going
to think it over.”

It was another hour before he
could plausibly take his lcave,
on the valid excuse that he had
been up since before dawn and
wanted to be out on the river
at dawn again the next morning;
but the truth was that he was
desperately afraid of casting
some inadvertent damper on Mr.
Quigg’s pathetically incohercnt
optimism, and after a while his
facial muscles began to ache.

The fishing was still slow at
the start of the next day, but
he took two nice eating-size trout
before the sun was high enough
to strike the water and he de-
cided that he might as well
knock off for breakfast. As he
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such an abrupt halt. He scruti-
nized the Saint with a cold de-
liberation that was supremely
unconcerned with its rudeness.

“If you can, you're a lot better
ralker than I am,” he said. “But
if you do, I'il make you the
same offer.”

“What would you do with the
Preservator?”

“Make it, man! Make it and
sell it. I manufacture my own
truck refrigeration equipment
already. 'm set up. I'll change
over to this. And after I've out-
fitted my own fleet, I'll expand.
I've got all the contacts. Let me
worry about the merchandising.
You just send in your auditor
cvery year to make sure I haven't
short-changed you.”

“I'll sce if I can talk to Quigg
again after breakfast,” said the
Saint.

He found Mr. Quigg content-
edly reading a science-fiction
magazine, but cordially willing
to be interrupted, and came to
his point without much ado.

“Certainly I meant it,” Mr.
Quigg said. “Why should I have
changed my opinion of you over-
night? But I'm a little over-
whelmed. It's so much more
than I ever really dared to hope
for. You are serious?”

“Tll give you exactly what
vou asked for,” said the Saint,
most seriously. “Would you care
to put it i writing?”

"By all means.”

The little man bumbled

around the cottage, found some
paper in a drawer, and sat down
and wrote thoughtfully but deci-
sively. Then hie handed the sheet
to Simon.

“Will that do?”

I hereby offer to sell to Mr.
Sebastian Tombs, for the sum
of $10,000, all vights in my
food preserving process called
the Preservator.

(signed )
Oliphant Quigg.

“It should take care of every-
thing for now,” said the Saint.

“Mr. Jardane might want
something much more elabo-
rate,” said the little man calmly.
“But whatever you nced to sat-
isfy anyone’s lawyers, I'll sign
it.”

Simon’s eyebrows went up.

“How did you know I'd talk-
ed to Jardane?”

“Oh, so you have? I was
guessing. But I'm not surpriscd.
And believe me, I don’t mind
a bit. You ought to be able to
make a good deal with him.
And I'd rather make you a pres-
ent of half the profits than pay
them to that greedy woman and
her conniving lawyer. Besides,
you'll be doing something to
carn your share. I think Mr.
Jardane is a pretty hardboiled
business man; which is why I
wouldn’t be at all ready to trust
him with the same proposition
that I made to you. But you
strike me as being well able to
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on a new and commanding dig-
nity. No feature and no aspect
of the man had changed, and
yct he seemed, somchow, sud-
denly to dominate the court-
roOm.

The cderk sat down at his
table and began to write. But
he was shaken, like us all, with
this ncw dramatic tension, and
his hand with its injured finger
trembled at the work.

He wrote on and the silence
deepened.

We  could all  hear the
scratch of the quill pen on the
foolscap, and we could note, as
with a sharpened vision, his
puzzled features twisting about
his face, as if his mind, inde-
pendent of his writing fingers,
labored at this datk enigma.
Then the scratch of the pen
siackened, went on, and finally
ceased. The man stopped. His
face had now a certain determin-
ation in it. He put down his pen,
and looked up at the bench. And
when he spoke, there was a
queer note in his words.

“Your Honor,” he said, "do
you know who killed Judge
Woods?”

Celonel Braxton did not scem
to rcgard the man.

He looked instead at the peo-
ple crowded into the courtroom,
with their strained, silent, ex-
pectant faces; for this thing had
taken an immense uncxpected
swing up into the light, and

they were overcome by their
amazement.

It was a moment of the high-
est tension, but Colonel Braxton
took no attitude of either tone
or manner from it. He spoke in
a leisurely voice, as one about a
commonplace, with no gesture
and no emphatic word.

“I am about as tall as Judge
Woods,” he said. “I placed my-
sclf in his position before the
open window. I knew where
the fatal shot had entered his
body, and where the bullet had
lodged in the wall behind me;
and 1t was at once evident, from
a line drawn through the wound
of entry to the mark on the
wall, that the bullet had traveled
on a level, and not on a slant,
from below. And so it was at
once clear that Judge Woods
had not been shot from the
strcet. He had been killed by
someone who was practically on
a level with him.”

He paused as in reflection.

“There was another thing;
but it was not clear and it could
not be taken as decisive. The
bullet did not secem to have
been fired from directly before
the open window. The wound
of cntry was precisely on the
median line of the chest. But,
in its cxit, the bullet did not
strike the spine. When I con-
sidered how 1t happened that a
bullet fired near the median line
of the human body in front did
not lodge in the spine, instcad
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“And do you pull off many
johs?”

“Many? Listen. You remem-
ber the Carruthers necklace, and
the Gorleston Bank  robbery?
And the Faversham burglary?
And the big Rubens that dis-
appcared from the National Gal-
lery? And the Frensham pearls?
All done by the Socicty. And
ncver even one of them cleared
up.”

Rogers licked his lips.

“But now, look here,” he said
cautiously. “Supposing I was a
sp7, as you might say, and sup-
posing I was to go straight off
and tell the police about what
you've been saying?”

“Ah!” said Jukes, “suppose
you did, eh? Well, supposing
somcthing nasty didn’t happen
to you on the way there—which
I wouldn’t swear for, mind—"

“Do you mcan to say you've
got me watched?”

“Yeu can bet your sweet life
we have. Yes. Well, supposing
nothing happened on the way
there, and you was to bring the
slops to this pub, looking for
yours truly—"

“Yes?”

“You wouldn’t find me, that’s
all. I should have gone to Num-
ber Five.”

“Who’s Number Five?”

“Ah! I don’t know. But he’s
thc man that makes you a new
face while you wait. Plastic
surgery, they call it. And new
fingerprints. New everything.

We go in for up-to-date meth-
ods in our show.”

Rogers whistled.

“Well, how about it?” asked
Jukes, eyeing his acquaintance
over the rim of his tumbler.

“Look here—you've told me
a lot of things. Shall I be safe
if T say No?"”

“Oh, yes—if you behave your-
self and don’t make troub:: for
us.”

“Hm, I see. And if I say
Yes?' ”

“Then you'll be a rich man
in less than no time, with
money 1in your pocket to live
like a gentleman. And ncthing
to do for it, except to tcil us
what you know about the houses
you've been to when you were
in service. It's money for jam if
you'll act straight by the So-
clety.”

Rogers was silent, thinking it
over.

“I'll do 1t!” he said at last.

“Good for you. “Miss! The
same again, please. Here's to it,
Rogers! 1 knew you were one
of the right sort the minute I set
eyes on you. Here’s to money
for jam, and take care of Num-
ber One! Talking of Number
One, you'd better come round
and see him tonight. No time
like the present.”

“Right you are. Where’ll I
come to? Here?”

“Nix. No more of this little
pub for us. It's a pity, because
it’s nice and comfortable, but it
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inner compartment, if it does
exist?”

“The names of every mem-
ber of this Society, with their

addresses,  photographs, and
fingerprints.”
“What?”
The eyes round him now

were ugly with fear. Wimsey
kept his face steadily turned to-
wards the President.

“How do you say you have
centrived to this information?”

“Well, I have been doing a
little detective work on my own,
you know.”

“But you have been watched.”

“True. The fingerprints of
my watchers adorn the first
page of the collection.”

“This  statement
proved?”

“Certainly. T will prove it
The name of Number Fifty, for
example—"

“Stop.”

A fierce muttering arose. The
Prosident silenced it with a ges-
ture.

“If you mecntion names here,
you will certainly have no hope
of mercy. There is a fifth treat-
m-nt—kept specially for people
wio mention names. Bring the
prisoner to my officc. Keep the
dance going.”

can  be

The President took an auto-
matic from his hip-pocket and
faced his tightly fettered pris-
oner across the desk.

“Now speak!” he said.

“I should put that thing
away, if I were you,” said Wim-
scy contemptuously. “It would
be a much pleasanter form of
death than treatment Number
5, and I might be tempted to
ask for it.”

“Ingenious,” said the Presi-
dent,” but a little too ingenious.
Now, be quick; tell me what
you know.”

“Will you spare me if I tell
you?”

“I make no promises. Be
quick.”

Wimsey shrugged his bound
and aching shoulders.

“Certainly. T will tell you
what I know. Stop me when
you have hecard enough.”

He leaned forward and spoke
low. Overhead the noise of the
gramophone and the shuffling of
fect bore witness that the dance
was going on. Stray passets-by
crossing the Heath noted that
the people in the lonely house
were making a night of it again.

“Well,” said Wimsey, “am I
to go on?”

From bencath the mask the
President’s  voice sounded  as
though he were grimly smiling.

“My lord,” he said, “your
story “fills me with regret that
you are not, in fact, a member
of our Socicty. Wit, courage, and
industry are valuable to an asso-
ciation like ours. I fear I
cannot persuade you? No—I
supposed not.”

He touched a bell on his desk.

































































































































ADVENTURE OF THE TRIPLE KENT 11X

woman was jealous of the first
Mrs. Norwood, nor was her
jealousy of any recent origin. It
must have existed a long time
ago, even before she managed
to break up the Norwood's
home. Norwood himself never
suspected it. He mentioned that
she had been an actress. She was
never anything else. She fiercely
resented every visit he paid to
that house, and his spending a
day there within the past week

was finally the goad to activate
her jealousy toward so cruel a
crime, the effect of which now
falls equally upon her murdered
victims and the man she strove
to possess so completely. There
is no hatred so great as that of
onc woman for another.

“An ugly, stupid crime, pecu-
liarly feminine in its essential
nature. Do you wonder that I
subscribe so firmly to single
blessedness?”
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sugar, I don’t even use it in my
coffee.

As we taxied over I beat my
brain for some less theoretic
approach to Captain Guiterrez,
but none came. At the club en-
trance we jabbed a bill at the
taxi dr ver, left the change to
his keepmg and hurried inside.
Gebhardt said to the girl at the
desk,

“Lisien,
Presiden:

honey, try to get
Enderson down from
that stoc.holders’ mecting at
once. Tcil him I've got Dr.
Poggioli in the lobby and he
has a plan!”

The girl herself waved at the
clevator boy then brought her
mind around to our business
and telcphoned upstairs.

I went over and sar down on
a couch and got up again. I was
afraid the stock vote had already
been taken and all this was too
late.

At long nervous last the ele-
vator descended again with slow
yacht club dignity and President
Elderson stepped out. The three
of us hurried to receive him. To
my astonishmient he was the man
we had scen under the banyan
and who,
yacht had attempted to hire
Poggioli in his service. Geb-
hardt stammered and began ex-
plaining Poggioli’s plan to use
a kind of double action proposi-
tion on Captain Guiterrez; so 1f
ane didn't get him the other
would

on the deck of the
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President Elderson smoothed
the matter over with a genial
gesture. "I am delighted at the
interest you gentlemen show in
a matter quite impersonal to
yourself, but the voting 1s over
and the policy of the company
is arranged for the coming year.”

“Will . . . will your company
raise . . . uh . . . tung trees?”
I asked with a dry mouth.

“No, sugar as usual. When
we showed Guiterrez,” he used
the name without a title in the
expansive friendliness of a mil-
lionaire, “when we showed
Guiterrez the great financial
advantage of growing sugar al-
ready planted over growing tung
trees not yet planted, he gave
over at once and threw all his
stock and proxies on my side.
He made it unanimous.”

I almost sank to the floor. This
simple plan of making it a busi-
ness proposition had never oc-
cured either to me or Poggioli
or to the police reporter, because
our thoughts were fixed on
crime. Gebhardt began congrat-
ulating President Elderson but
he tumed it off as nothing.

“By the way,” he Qddcd “1
want to give you a note for the
financial section of your paper.
Take this down:

At the recent annunal stock
holders’ meeting of the South
Eastern Sugar Growers Associa
tion, Captair Carlos Guiterrez
was elected President of the
company.









