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the
happy
suicide

by ... Leslic Charteris

The chief mourner was one of those
fantastic phenomena that descend
upon a delighted public, fortu-

nately only once in a generation.

THE advertisement said:

GALLOWS FOR RENT.
Strong, excellently con-
structed. Cnly $19 a day, ex-
clusive occupancy. Rope frec.
Do it yourself. Box 13,
Miami Gazette.

“It was a gag,” Lois Norroy
said, perhaps rather unnecessari-
ly.

She had a nut-brown sun tan
that contrasted quite startlingly
with blond hair of a pale plati-
num shade that the human fol-
licle hardly ever manages to
sustain much beyond infancy
without chemical assistance; and
this, combined with a figure of
noteworthy exuberance in the
upper register, made her look
more like the popular conception
of a movie star (or rather, per-
haps, that anomalous creature
known to the trade as a “star-
let”) than an extremely able and
somewhat cynical writer of the
lines that made such dumb belles
seem wise, witty, or cute, which
she was.

“You see, Paul was one of
these Do-it-yourself fiends,” she
explained. “It was his one relax-
ation, the only pastime that could

The Saint reluctanly turns deteclive again, having a ni'ural wedk-
neis for paradoxes——especially when presented by attract:ve blondes.
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THE HAPPY SUICIDE 25

Simon Templar was still the
most confident and relaxed of
all.

“Therefore,” he said equably,
“the alibis may not all be per-
fect.”

“Mine is,” Ziggy croaked. "It
must be good for about twelve
hours. I was here before dinner,
and all through dinner, and then
I was working for a bit, and
then—"

“You went into the den, but
can you prove that you stayed
there and worked?”

A stricken expression that was
unintentionally onc of the fun-
nicst grimaces he cver made
came over Zaglan's face.

“I was belting the typewriter
all the time. Everyone must of
heard me.” He appealed to the
others. “You all heard me,
didn’t you?”

“They heard a typecwriter,”
said the Saint. “For about an
hour—which was enough time
for you to have run over to
Paul's, by car or even across the
bay in your boat, and done
cverything we've talked about,
and come back. May I look in
your den?”

Zaglan  nodded,  dumbly,
pointing to a door in a side
wall.

Simon opened it, glanced in,
and came back. He said: “There
is a tape recorder on the desk,
which I suppose you use to try
routines out for sound. You
seem very fond of that method.

But it could just as easily have
played back an hour of type-
writer music which you'd re-

~corded in advance, and you al-

recady had everyone scared to
death of interrupting you when
you're having an inspiration, so
there was no risk that anyone
would even knock on the door.”

“You're nuts,” Zaglan said
hoarsely. “If you can find a tape
recording anywhere in this house
with typewriters clicking on it,
I'll cat it. I'll be the first guy to
have a tapeworm with sound
effects.”

“That’s not the right answer,
Ziggy,” Damijan said, his eyes
glittering with alert anxiety.
“Everyone knows you can run a
tape back and erase everything
on it in a few seconds.”

“Whatya trying to do, frame
me?” Ziggy squealed. “You sold
out to another network?”

He tore at his hair in quietly
cosmic desperation, his rubbery
features contorting like those of
a baby preparing to cry, until a
brainwave rolled over him as
transparently as an ocean comb-
er.

“So after I knocked Paul out
with the judo, I dragged him up
a ladder and stuck his head
through a noose. Me, weighing
2 hundred and twenty ounds
soaking wet. Tell "em, Ted ” he
pleaded desperately. “Tell ’em
how I sprain my wrist if I swat
a fly. Tell ‘em about my
hernia—"
























THE FRAMEUP 33

est, mind you, but respectable.
He made money in ways that
didn’t put him in danger of the
penitentiary. And I guess the
more he thought of me, the more
he hated me, because I was the
onc man in the world who had
the goeds on him. It has gotten
so that he's the worst encmy I've
got—the dirty, crawling crook!
He'd like to see me out of the
way for about ten years, just to
get me off his mind.”

“I see. You sort of make him
remember an unpleasant past.
Before he was successfully dis-
honest.”

“Exactly. I knew you’'d undes-
stand. But, to go back to my
story, 1 nceded this two thou-
sand. 1 knew how Ackerman
stood with the banks here, and
I talked to an assistant cashier
of a bank which had refused to
loan me moncy. I asked him if
Ackerman’s endorsement on my
six-months note would be accept-
able and he said, ‘Sure.’

“Then I went to Ackerman.
He greeted me as cordially as
though I had been a nrattler.
Well, at that, he doesn't love
me any more than I do him. But
I told him I wanted his endorse-
ment on that note, and would
almost certainly need a renewal.
He kicked like a steer . . . and
would have refused if he had
dared. Anyway, I got it, took
it to the bank, and they loaned
me the money. It tided me over.”

“And you're all right now?”

“No. It's this way, Jim: I've
got to renew that note for an-
other six months. And I can't
without Ackerman’s endorse-
ment.”

“Won't he renew?”

“No.”

“Why?"

“Because he'd rather send me
to jail.”

The big, pursy face of the de-
tective was alive with interest.

“For what, Harry?”

“Forgery.”

“H-m! I'm afraid I don’t un-
derstand all I know about this.
You ain’t been pulling anything,
have you?”

“No. But he’s got me dead
to rights, just the same.”

“S’pose you explain, son. I'm
kinder hazy.”

“Well, Jim, suppose this were
to happen: Suppose, when this
note comes due—which is Tues-
day—they make demand on me,
and I can’t take it up. They im-
mediately notify Quincy Acker-
man, as endorser, that he'll have
to pay. And just suppose, Jim,
that Ackerman pretends to be
terribly surprised, and says that
he never endorsed that note in
the first place!”

Whalen ccased speaking. His
face was white, and mirrored
clearly the strain under which
he labored.

Hanvey was thinking—al-
though his heavy countenance
gave no indication of that fact.
































































































TILE REPEATER 65

row belt of stars was visible.
The odor of decayed garbage
grew stronger and surly dogs
became more numerous as the
two tall figures in white scuffed
on. Erc long they plunged into
a maze of streets so narrow that,
by extending his arms, North
could have touched both walls.
Here furtive beggars shambled
along, or paused to peer hope-
fully into smoky taverns where
dozens of impassive, dingy-robed
figures sat about watching the
contortions of some wretched
third-ratc Ouled Nail dancing
girl.

In doorways numberless out-
casts snored, lean cats cruised
everywhere in search of scraps,
and swaggering Turcos lorded it
over the street. Occasionally
burly legionnaires, never less
than six in a group, reeled by
on their way back from a cheap
and 1llicit evening spent in the
cnjoyment  of the Village
Negre's  full-blown  pleasures,
cursed or brushed contemptuous-
ly by the two men in bournous
and gandoura. The white walls
grew grimier, more decorated
with flowing Arabic inscriptions,
then seemed to touch overhead.

Not in years had Hugh North
been so aware of menace lurking
on all sides. Gradually the streets
became darker and darker and
the ancient human warrens at
either side canted more and more
to mect cach other. Now no
language was to be heard save

guttural Arabic and occasional
native dialects.

“In a few minutes, Sefor
Capitan,” Villejo whispered in
sibilant Spanish, “we will be in
the Souk Khamoun. Hold your
pistol ready, and whatever hap-
pens stay close to me; do exactly
as I say.”

North, filled with sudden mis-
givings, drew a deep breath.
Stick he must, of sheer necessity.
It would be next to impossible
to find his way back out of this
seething human anthill. Strange
odors assailed his nostrils, and
the exotic reek of a spice dealer’s
house, now the erotically pun-
gent smell of a native tanner’s
shop, and, more rarely, the heavy
scent of musk, jasmine and
patchouli marked some per-
tumer’s booth. The latticed cov-
ering of the souk admitted very
little light, and only here and
there could a star be seen.

At last the sergeant’s hand,
moist with sweat, closed over
North's, and he pointed to a
door massively clamped with
iron. “We are here. Follow me
when I signal.”

Tiny hairs lifted and tingled
on the back of North's neck
when, after Villejo had rapped
softly, metal rattled, and a light
from a tiny porthole gleamed
like a demon’s golden eye.
Abruptly the bright circle became
eclipsed as somcone behind it

ecred out into the squalid strect.
There followed a guttural chal-
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The driver nodded and yawn-
cd. “Kind of quiet for a party.
I don’t sce any one, do you?”

“Maybe they're all stretched
out.”

A distant church bell tolled
slowly. Soft echoes clung to the
street, and washed among the
tree-tops.

“Let’s go,” said Maxwell.

He got out with the driver,
slammed the door. The sound
jarred  the silence. A motor
thrummed a block away, tires
rippled into a diminishing whis-
per, the night and silence moved
I 6nce more.

The two men walked toward
the gate. It seemed braced before
them, its ringlets of dark
wrought-iron shppery with light
flung from distant windows. The
driver fumbled. The gate held,
then gave up its secret. The iron
rasped as the bar came up, then
with a gathering swiftncss, the
gate swung back ponderously
bchind them, clashed with the
post, gave off a mctallic ring and
braced itself again in complete
formality.

Both men paused. The light
cast across the lawn was so bright
it struck them. The grass looked
unnatural, the trees were weight-
ed down, their leaves motionless.

“Damned quiet, isn't it
Cascy?” Maxwel]l said, staring
at the house.

The white number on the step
glowed faintly. They moved

slowly toward the porch, mount-
ed the steps which sounded hol-
low. The screen door sifted yel-
low light. A wide hall fled back
into darkness.

Maxwell peered through the
screen, then touched a button.
A bell sounded with startling
sharpness. The men waited.

No one answered.

“They must be soused,” said
Casey.

Maxwell pressed the button
again. The bell rang sharply,
faded, and silence returned. The
yellow light sifted through the
screen, and a dazzled moth,
white against copper wire, suck-
ed the hight through the tiny
webbing.

Maxwell turned away in dis-
gust. “A phony call. Let's get
some sleep,” he said.

They walked to the steps.
Cascy stopped to light a cigar-
ette, and a shrill female laugh
startled them. They whirled.
around. The hallway was empty.
The laugh came again.

“Drunk,” said Cascy, and a
door opened at the far-end of
the hall. Light rushed out. They
heard the woman laugh again,
couldn’t see her, but now a man
stood in the distant doorway. He
waited there as they came back
to the screen door, then moved
toward them.

The moth dropped from the
screen, fell to the porch, lifted
itself and flitted away. The man
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John stared at her and didn't
anawer,

“Wasn't it?” she insisted, and
this time he nodded his head
slowly.

“Something happened?” Max-
well asked.

The woman turned her doll’s
face and glassy eyes to him
again. “What? Did you say
something?”

“Did somcthing happen here
tonight?”

The woman tried to speak,
paused, and lost herself. In the
interval it was quiet in the kitch-
ciy, in the rest of the house, and
outside. Then far away, fainter
than before, Maxwell heard the
church bell start to toll—which
meant that somchow sixty min-
utes had elapsed since he'd step-
ped from the ambulance outside
and yet it scemed as if only a
snlit-second had passed, that he
had just come in and sat down.
In the next moment the fecling
was reversed. It seemed that he'd
been sitting here for days, end-
lessly, and a terrible weariness
afflicted him.

“You see,” the woman said,
coming to life again, “he didn't
uaderstand.”

Maxwell looked at her and the
room receded. "Who didn't un-
derstand what?” he asked.

“My husband.”

Casey was looking on, bewil-
dercd now.

“Let’s get 1t straight.

Your

husband did not understand
what?” said Maxwell, and the
woman blinked her eyes, smiled.

“Didn’t you say you played
the piano?” she asked.

Maxwell opened his mouth
and shut it again. Possibly she
was pulling his leg, for he felt
a door had been deliberately
closed in his face.

“You haven't answered me,”
she said, and Casey answered,
“If you really want to know,
he studied for eight years in
Europe.”

The woman stared at Max-
well. Casey’s reply was beyond
her. "Will you have some more
eggs, Frank? Oh, now but that’s
not your name at all, is it?”

Maxwell felt a wall closing
him out, he couldn’t reach these
pecple, nor solve anything.
What of the heat? Wasn'’t it a
hot night? Why then did he feel
cold, -numbed? It couldn’t have
been the drinks. Something clse?
Prickles on his skin expressed a
dim warming, intuitively he felt
that which his brain could not
yet cope with. He wanted to get
up and go, and had to force
himself to remain.

Now the man arose and went
to the back doorway. He stopped
there, swaying slightly, and
stared out at the dark. The wom-
an watched him, her mouth
partly open, waxen-faced, one
hand against her breast, an icy
diamond sparkling from a finger,






















































OF PERFUME AND SUDDEN DEATH a3

two from a bottle with the delib-
erate intention of establishing
the presence in the room of the
person who normally wore the
perfume.

Forsythe knew that the usual
wearer of the scent wore just the
right amount—just enough to be
attractive when one approached
near enough. Her mere passage
through the room, or her pres-
ence there for a little while,
would not implant this scent
upon the air in the strength
which, at the moment, assailed
his nostrils.

His smile became broader.
Becanse he Fnew the murderess
was stll the same person. Know-
ing her and her agile mentality,
Forsythe understood perfectly
well how she would reason. She
would say to herself that it was
possible that some time during
the evening—but only after din-
ner (therefore she knew his,
Forsythe's, dinner time, and that
he would not be with Hugo
until after dinner, and she could
only have lcarned these facts
from Hugo himself) he would
be coming to the house. She had
thought it possible that Hugo
might have informed Forsythe
that she was coming and so had
definitcly  over-established  her
own presence there by spraying
or dropping somec of her scent
about the dining-room and the
bedroom.

She knew that he was intel-
ligent; that he would recognize

that there was too much per-
fume; that he would come to the
conclusion that some other
woman, someone who had rea-
son to be jealous of her, some-
one who would be infuriated at
knowing that she had been witl:
Hugo, had deliberately sprayed
the place with her rival’s per
fume in order that she might bc
suspected.

And in order for this plan to
be successful she would have pur
herself in a position whereir
she knew that the other womar:
possessed a bottle of her per-
fume which had been used for
this illicit plan and had been
obtained for the sole purpose of
throwing suspicion upon her.

“Very clever . . .” murmured
Forsythe to himself. “Very
clever . . . but too clever. And
all that remains for me to do
now, dear Vancssa, is to estab-
lish the fact that you have given
—possibly as a Christmas pres-
ent—a bottle of your own par-
ticular perfume to the woman
you desire me to suspect.

“And,” he concluded, sclect-
ing a cigarette from his case, “I
shall find that the lady to whom
you gave it is Robina Gallery.
I am certain of that, dear
Vanessa, as I am that you mur-
dercd Hugo. But I'm not going
to tcll you yet.”

And with this thought Ever-
ard Forsythc walked across to
the telephone and proceeded to
ring up New Scotland Yard and


































































TOE THE LINE

eycbrow and glanced over Ed-
die’s record. Auto theft.
“Isn’s that a little too close
to your old trouble, Cappen?”
Eddie had made a calculated
and now was the time to

move,
bd.C it up.
“Well, sir, T don’t really

know anything clse but cars. I
worked in the auto body shop at
the Pen, and they said I was
pretty  good. ght I'd
put what talent I've got to good
usc.

There had been mote talk,
but finally Eddie had convinced
the parcle officer he was best
suited for mechanics work, that
he was sincercly interested in the
garage business, and that his
cventual goal was to open his
own auto body and repair shop.

That weck he went to work
for Mickey Dalco at the little
man’s garage. Mickey knew Ed-
die laa. a record but pursuing
his policy of giving ex-cons a
chance, he lnrcd qupcn nonc-
theless, “Just work hard and
leave the till alone, Eddic, and
you've got )ovmd a good job
for a ’mw time,” de\ey had
said, and Eddxc had shaken his
hand on it

Later that week he met with
his parole officer again, and
checked 1n, giving him the news
of liis job. The parole officer was
stifl suspicious, but it scemed
Eddic was taking steps in the
right direction. He smiled, and
Eddic shook his hand on it.
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Still later that week, Eddie
met with the old members of
his car-heist gang. He talked to
them in the back room of a
beauty parlor, operated by his
former girl friend.

They sat around, having
shoved the hair driers aside, and
Eddie grinned at the four men
and one girl around the crowded
room.

“Benny,” he said to a dap-
per, thin man, “what’s the best
method for grabbing a car
you're cver found?”

Benny ran a hand through
his greased hair, and replied
slowly, "I use the adhesive
tape.”

Eddie urged him to explain
in detail.

“I take two rolls of adhesive,
and lay a strip vertically down
the window, with each of them,
so they are like two bars on the
window. I leave enough tape
about the middle of the window
so I can get a hold on it, then I
jertk down real hard. It opens
the window every time.”

Eddie interrupted. “What're
the risks?”

“They know my routine, the
cops. If I'm caught with a roll
of adhesive on me, they book me
on suspicion.”

Eddie nodded, turned to the
sccond man, “What's your bit,
Vinny?”

Vinny sucked in on the ciga-
rette perpetually hanging from
a corner of his slash mouth,
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who was motercycle-parked by
the curb took after them, and
dragged them to a stop.

He berated them, checked the
truck registration—not the reg-
istration of the car 1n back—
and let them go with a warn-
ing. Tom, on that job, sweated,
but Eddic laughed all the way
to the junkyard.

The four cars that had been
previously stolen were all park-
ed side by side in the yard. In
the center of the decp yard, sur-
rounded on ali sides by chrome
and rusting parts of old autos.
Work had to be done on them,
and Eddic did it in his spare
time, cut off from the world, safe
from cops.

He towed the Merc in beside
the Cadillac, and unwinched the
chain, Jetting the car down with
a clang. Tom got out and lit a
cigarette, lcaning against the
truck.

“Whevw!” he  gasped, “that
was damned damned close.”

Eddic Cappen dug him in the
rib with a playful elbow. “Close,
nothing. That's as close as they’ll
ever get. D'you ever read a story
by Poe called "The Purloincd
Letter'?”

Tom shook his head, and
Eddie said, "Wcll, it was simple.
This lctter was stolen, and they
knew it was in a guy’s room, SO
they hunted and hunted, but
they couldn't find it, even
though it was there.”

“Where was it?”

THE SAINT DETECTIVE MAGAZINE

“In a letter box, with a bunch
of others, right up on the wall,
where they could see it all the
time. Y’sce what I mean? The
cops can’t see what's in front of
their noses. They'll see us, but
what’s more logical than a tow
truck draggin’ a car away for
repair?”

Tom grinned, started to say
something.

Eddie cut him off. “I know. I
know: what if a guy comes out
and yells at us for hooking up
his car? We just say, ‘Ch, ex-
cuse me, Mister, we got a call
for a repair on a crate like this

.. must be the wrong car,” and
we drive off, grab another one
down the line.

“And if the ceps spot us, they
heck the truck registration and
not the car we're hauling. No

oint to that!”

Tom nodded, clarped Eddie
on the back. “Ed, buddy, you're
a damned genius.”

Eddie swiped a cigarette from
Tom’s pack, lit it and said, “All
you gotta remember is to be ob-
servant. Check ecverything, and
you can't foul up.”

Tom continued once more,
“You're a genius, Eddic baby.
A goddamn dyed-in-green little
genius!”

Eddie sloughed it off. “I owe
it all to the warden.”

Eddie worked steadily on the
cars over the week-ends. Filing
down serial numbers on the en-
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