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Malone, it had grown even red-
der with the years. There was a
lot more of Lilli Horwell, now
Swale, than there had been, too,
but he had to admit that she car-
ried it with considerable dash.

Her companion was a pallid,
frail man with a slightly reced-
ing chin, pale hair and eyes, and
a dress shirt that, to Malone's
shuddering horror, was a light,
delicate blue.

She seemed to fecl that some
explanation of him was neces-
sary, and introduced him to Ma-
lone as editor of Dynam:c! the
new literary publication she was
sponsoring. Malone nodded to
him and reflected that while
dynamic was certainly the word
for Lilli, the only word for
Mawson Satterlee was delicate.

He wondered why she'd been
brought to police headquarters.
Certainly the so recently made
widow of Robert P. Swale de-
served all the red carpet treat-
ment that could be rolled out.
Then on  immediate  second
thought, he realized that it was
the other way around. She hadn'’t
bcen brought here, she’'d come
here. Lilli Swale was going to
want to know what was going
on in the investigation cvery
inch of the way, and von Flan-
agan was going to be fortunate
if she gave him time to go home
and shave.

He watched while she and her
little editor signed statements re-
garding the discovery of the

body, having come out to the
parking lot in search of the late
Mr. Swale after the last act of
the floor show at which they had
a ringside table. Or rather, she
had discovered it and gone in
search of Mawson Satterlee, in-
forming him, the police, the

parking lot attendant and, as

near as Malone could figure out,
everybody within earshot. She
had very little else to adding that
naturally Mr. Swale had ene-
mies, especially among the low-
er elements of the aty, giving
Malone a cool look as she added
the description. And was the po-
lice department doing anything
about it?

Von Flanagan hastened to as-
sure her that they were doing
everything about it, but Lilli
Swale showed every indication
of remaining right where she
was until her husband’s mur-
derer was not only found, but
quite probably convicted and ex-
ecuted. And it was getting later
by the minute.

Malone stepped up with the
smile and manner which had,
more than once, reduced the
feminine members of a jury to
complete and moist-eyed har-
mony and fellow feeling, and
said, "My dear lady—let me as-
sure you, you haven't a thing to
concern yourself about. The af-
fair couldn’t be in more capabie
hands and belicve me, I've
known Captain von Flanagan
for years and years.”
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"I am very gratcful,” said the
gentleman. "I am rather tired.
It's been quite a rush to get here
in time.” The gentleman was evi-
dently an Englishman. He had
what Americans know as an Ox-
ford accent.

“Indeed,” said Mr. Stralsund.
“If you're an expert, sir, there
won't be any reason for you to
be kept waiting at all. Of course,
the same applies if you're not an
cxpert. You can rely on us . . .70

“I shouldn’t say that I know
more than the next man,” said

the stranger with a smile, “but I
shouldn’t say I know less.” It
was quite a charming smile. “It’s

my wife who's the expert.”

“Would you perhaps like to
bring the lady along?” asked Mr.
Stralsund. “Or it may be that the
idea is to surprise her,” he per-
mitted himself to surmise,

“It's her birthday. She
wouldn’t forgive me if I turned
up without her birthday present.
And, of course, her present must
be a surprise. Perhaps you'll be
kind enough—"

"Oh certainly, sir. At once.
May I ask what sum of money
you wish to spend?”

“About ten thousand dollars,
I think I could get a presentable
necklace for about ten thousand
dollars?”

“To be sure,” said Mr. Stral-
sund. He turned round to a
mirror-panel in the wall and in-
serted a key in a tiny keyhole.
The pane! swung on its hinges

and revealed the stec] door of a
safe. As he turned he inclined
his head slightly to his colleague
at the desk two or three yards
away. The colleague repeated the
barely perceptible signal, until an
awareness established itself in an
inner room and a mouth drew
itself closer to a telep} one-re-
ceiver. Then the signal projected
itself 1n faint waves backwards
towards the plate-glass door, till
the doorman was reached and
the full circuit was achieved.

M, Stralsund worked the com-
bination of the safe-lock, and
pulled the safe-door out; then he
turned over a number of velvet

cases. “‘About ten thousand dol-
lars,” he said gently, “"Mr. er—
er—"’

"My name is Devereux—John
Devereux. You pronounce the
x,” he explained.

“Thank you, Mr. Devereux,”
said Mr. Stralsund. "I think we
have the very thing you want.”
He came back to the desk and
laid the velvet case down before
him on his leather blotter. He
hesitated before opening it. “Are
you sure that the lady—"" he
started.

I think T ought to explain to
you—"" said Mr. Devereux.

“Oh no, oh no,” objected Mr.
Stralsund. His colleagues bent
down over their desks as if some
minor matter of office-routine
were being discussed. They felt
their ears strammo like trumpets

out of their skulls,






concluded excitedly that the
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“Will you come this way please.
May 1 have your hat and coat?”
The scrvant’s manners were al-
most as distinguished as his mast-
er’s, He motioned Mr. Liveing
towards a room on'the right hand
side of the hall and opened the
door. "Allow me,” he said cour-
teously.

Mr. Liveing entered. The room
was railier a formal affair, almost
like a doctor’'s waiting-room.
There were a2 number of ma-
hogany chairs ranged round a
mahogany table, on which was
disposed a dozen magazines of
the ampler and glossier sort in
symmetrical groups. There were
some Japanese vases on the man-
telpiece, ot they might even have
been Chinese. But Mr. Liveing
did not have much time to decide
the matter, for at that moment a
door opposite the door by which
he had entercd, opened. Two
burly men in uniform rushed for-
ward, seized Mr. Liveing, and
before he had had time to recover
from hLus extreme astonishment,
they wcre strapping him into a
straight-waistcoat.  When the
breath came back into his lungs,
he regictered a violent protest.
He struggled desperately inside
his stiait-waistcoat. He told the
men exactly who he was, and
what he had come about. They
did not smile. They said gently
it would be all right, he was in
good hands now, and they were
surc he would prefer to come
along quietly. So, uttering sooth-

ing words, they carried him off to
a padded cell, where he lan-
guished for a good many hours.
To poor Mr. Liveing, they seem-
ed like weeks and months.

The faces of the gentlemen
waiting to receive Mr. Liveing in
the premises of Messrs. Vivaldi
were slightly pinched and hag-
gard. While he was still only two
hours, three hours late, they con-
soled themselves with the thought
that something had happened to
his car. When he still did not
turn up they consoled themselves
with the thought that perhaps he
had been badly damaged in the
accident, too. They fought des-
perately against the entry into
their bosoms of any suspicion
against the bona fides of Mr.
Devereux. They felt they would
sooner lose a year's salary apiece
than entertain any suspicion
against a gentleman so palpably
honest, whom they had them-
selves, moreover, pressed with
every means at their command to
take an object priced twenty
thousand dollars against a pay-
ment of ten.

By the time that Mr. Liveing
was finally redeemed, detectives
were already on the look-out for
him at the outgoing trains and
steamers, and a description of
him had already been broadcast,
a description which was to in-
volve him in some embarrass-
ment on a number of subsequent
occasions, It may be stated that it












man
named
smith

by ...Lawrence Treat

What really happened to the man
in the sport shirt who checked in
that July afternoon. Was he—?

N THE hotel business, and
particularly when you're running
a select, summer resort like mine,
you develop a special instinct for
the name Smith. Tuat's why,
when I got the card, I'd put them
down for the corner rvom with
a balcony, along with: a notation
to have flowers on the dresser. I
always treat the unmarried
coupics with extra courtesy. Sut-
charge added. Naturally.

Sheriff Fred Logan ixad drop-
ped in just before tlgy arrived,
that Friday afternoon in late July.
Hc was standing at thic desk and
fiddling with the postcard rack.
“Get you some guests.” ‘he said.

I looked around and saw them
marching in ahead of the bell-
hop. Despite the dimness of the
lebby, they'd both kept their sun-
lasses on. I could sce her high,
soit cheekbones, and the droop
cf her month. She was about
twenty-five years old, city back-
ground, quiet, attractive, good
taste, and she looked as if she
was forcing herself and wished
shie hadn’t come.

I thought T knew why. First
time out, without her husband.

The man with her was well-
dressed, and he was wearing the

Liwrence Treat, the distinguished mystery writer, describes some queer
happenings in the select summer resort. The desperate pleading in her eyes
Struck a warning note. What was wrong with these guests in Number 82
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chatean. Your daughters are in
Jorowicz, Stanislas.”

“Yes, Excellence. And my
grandchildren. 1 should like to
go to them.”

"Try it, then. The vines out-
side the window will support
your weight. The darkness will
help you get through., Goodbye,
Stanislas.”

For the next twenty minutes
the Baron stood listening to the
desultory crackle of rifle fire.
Then an orderly unlocked the
door and announced:

“The General is waiting din-
ner.”

The General, as a matter of
fact, was not waiting dinner,
When the Baron entered the din-
ing ball, he was already up to
his elbows in roast goose.

“Sit!”" ordered the General. "I
permit it.”’

The Baron looked at the
usurper whose thick fingers were
at that moment unfastening two
buttons of his tunic. Red-jowled,
his coarse, close-cropped gray
hair bristling like steel wool, the
man appeared particularly gross
in the face of so much table
finery—damask napery and
gleaming Baccarat crystal. He
was not like any German general
the Bagon had ever seen. Twenty-
five years ago they were aristo-
crats; in this war, apparently,
they wete politicians, minor
military men with good party
affiliatiens. . . .

“Drink!” ordered the General,

So they discovered the wine
cellar, too!

“Fill the glasses!”” ordered the
General, banging the heel of a
bottle down in front of Baron
Krazny.

The Baron stiffened. *“You are
ruining the finest vintages of
your own Fatherland,” he said.
“You have stirred up the dregs.
An officer of the Reich in 1914
would have known how to appre-
ciate an old Johannisberger.”

“Times change,” the General
declared. “That’s the trouble
with your people. They don’t
know times change. Only this
morning we encountered cavalry.
In 1939, horses—against tanks
and airplanes!” The General
laughed heartily. “Cavalry. They
didn’t even have sense enough
to surrender.. We had to wipe
them out.”

“Polish cavalry once saved
Europe from the Turks,” said
the Baron through white lips.
“My ancestors rode with John
Sobiesky before Vienna.”

“History!” snorted the Gen-
eral. “What good 1is history
against motorized artillery? What
good is Sobiesky against Hein-
kels and Dorniers?” He paused
to give vent to a bass eructation.
He shivered slightly and rebut-
toned his tunic, “Light the firc!”
he ordered.

The Baron did not move.

“Light the fiel” repeated the
General. “This mausoleum of
yours is cold and drafty.”



































































































THE CORPSE IN A SUIT OF ARMOR

you had no trouble getting him
to flee. The resulting hullabal-
loo, foresecen by you or not,
ought to have provided a nice
smelly red herring and, inciden-
tally, given you time to clean up
any loosc ends you might have
overlooked. Such as this blunted
arrow—"

Clayborne set his glass down
and walked slowly toward the
doctor. “Are you crazy, John?”
he breathed. “You tcll me how
a one-armed man can use a bow.”

“That was ingeniously thought
out, too.” Koskelainen would not
mect the broker’s eyes. He drew
on his pipe and grimaced as if
at a foul taste. “That apparatus
of yours was designed to break
an arm, a nice clean simple frac-
turc, and I was meant for a wit-
ness to your condition. It took
guts to do that.

“However—"

Clayborne looked at Sworsky.
“Do you think he feels all
right?” he asked.

The sheriff took a pack of
cigarcts from his shirt pocket.
His fingers were not quite steady.
“Let the little guy finish, Mr.
Clayborne,” he said.

“I thought you were my
friend, John.”

“I was,” said Koskelainen. "I
am. Don't interrupt me, please.
I'd like to get this over with.”
Suddenly he glanced up and
locked eyes with the tall man.

“Can I have a look at your arm?”
“What?”
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“If it really is immobilized,
then of course I'm wrong and
I'll beg your humble pardon. Let
me takc those wrappings off.”

Clayborne looked arcund.
“No,” he said. "I don’t trust
you. You might be delirious
and—"

Koskelainen shrugged. “No
matter. Let me continue, then. It
so happens there 1s a way in
which a simply fractured limb
can be made perfectly useable. It
requires the facilities of a large
clinic . . . such as can be found
in New York. Your trip east was
for that purpose. The doctor
there made an incision, put a
stainless stecl nail in the bone,
sewed up the flesh again . . . it's
more complicated than that, ac-
tually, but there’s the upshot of
it, and your arm is now as good
as it ever was. I'll be able to
identify the scar of the operation,
Bernie, and we can get his arm
X-rayed and check the New
York clinics—"

Clayborne stepped back from
him. Sworsky stood with arms
dangling loose, wishing he had a
gun along and thinking that the
reason he didn’t was that it
would have looked too foolish.

Koskelainen went on: I have
to reconstruct the sequence. I
could be wrong here and there,
but Gravesend's testimony—now
that we have no preconceptions
to discount it—will check me up.
You stopped at Chicago of. vour
way back here and called hza









dog
spirit

by ... Allan Beekman

When the dog spirit marked you
for death, it was a particularly
unpleasant death. And the dog
spirit had marked Brod Brian . ..

AS BROD BRIAN came out
from the temple he knew the
old priest's glowering gaze fol-
lowed him. He saw it reflected
in the studied calm of the black-
robed acolyte who waited on the
porch that ran the length of the
temple.

Brian knelt to put on his
shoes. When he rose the aco-
lyte’s austere features wore a
faint smile. Brian knew the
priest was no longer watching
them.

The acolyte bowed. "I am
Hata. In discussions of the dog
spirit, I regret, the Master is
sometimes abrupt.”

Brian returned the bow. “The
gravity of my position led me
into being untactful.” His Jap-
anese was no whit inferior to
Hata’s. “The Master told me the
dog spirit has marked me for
death.” He turned. His big hands
gripped the rail of the porch.
“I have received a threat.” His
blue eyes looked down, down
into the abyss of green that is
Honolulu’s Manoa Valley. He
pointed. “A week ago I saw the
mutilated body of Iwao Seki-

They'd never heard of the dog spirit in Tokyo, 1t was a superstition the
immigrants from Hiroshima had brought to Hawaii with them, to the sunny
green fiields and the swaying palms whose beauty contrasted so with the
dark menace of the dog spirit. . .. Allan Beekman, writing from Honolulu,
describes howw « bitter man used the sirange cult for his own sinister ends.
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PRELUDE

Emily sonorously asleep at his
side, Bert tried to face the facts.
The thing obsessed him and he
could not drive it away. It was
always there in his thoughts, this
thing that lay against the earth,
She. He thought of it as she.

The days that followed
through the rest of a rather
pleasant, not-too-humid August
were wholly normal and usual
cn the surface, and wholly un-
real 1n this way no one else sus-
pected.

He did not deny the fact of
what had happened. He accepted
it, welcomed it and nourished
the situation, the whole business
no one knew or would ever
know. It became a secret ritual,
slipping away from the house,
while Emily was busy, for his
sendczvous. '

Once or twice, sprawled on
the earth beside the vegetable
garden, looking up at the sunset
sky, he found himself talking
out loud, foolishness, ideas long
buried, poetic ideas Emily would
never have listened to. Or under-
stood.

“I like talking out here,” he
said once. "I like lying here and
looking up at the sky and know-
ing you are there. Knowing that
you—"’

He broke off as he became
aware of the yox that had passed
his lips so unthinkingly. It
would appear almost that he had
stepped across the invisible line
between the real and the unreal.
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Yet it was not hallucination,
not psychosis, not the involution-
al building of pretenses that
never happened, not the perils
of the nameless, malevolent
“they” against whom the moon-
struck stand guard.

None of these. It was real only
within himself. Only because he
willed it to be real, only because
it could never matter to anyone
on earth except himself whether
it was or not.

Emily did not guess and if she
had she never could have believ-
ed it or understood it. She did
notice, he supposed, how he
would slip off to himself, per-
haps once or twice a day.

But if so she did not mention
it. She busied herself about the
house, writing cards and letters
to relatives and cousins and their
handful of friends, all of whom
rated at lcast a card about the
cool weather and how it must
be sweltering back in the city.

As August drew to its close,
the thought of leaving worried
him; he was not sure how it
would be resolved, this thing.
Even this late he had not dared
to face the reality of approaching
departure, despite the packing
up, the putting away.

He came into supper that
evening thinking about it. He
hardly even noticed Emily, sit-
ting there erect at the other end
of the table.

But now she was talking and
her words startled him into acute
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relax a bit or he'll fall down.
She had a nice shape. Very nice.

I saw it again two hours
later, only this time the shape
didn't have any clothes on it,
but I got no kicks because she
was lying face down in a bath-
tub half full of water and she
was dead.

Her name was Elaine Cabot
and she and her husband Steve
had checked in two days ago.
They came from a little town
in Maine. She'd left me around
eight and at nine-forty her hus-
band had found her. Now he
sat on the edge of the bed,
watching us move around. The
cigarette between his lips had
gone out some time ago and his
shirt was sprinkled with ashes.
I sat down beside him.

“Tell me about it,” I said.

“Nothing to tell, officer.
That's the way I found her...
in there. She walked away while
I was playing at the Casino. I
didn’t know where she went.
Then I came up here and...
there she was.”

“What do you think hap-
pened?” I asked him.

“"How do I know? Last I saw
her, she was plastered. You see,
we won quitc a lot of money
and it sort of went to her head.
I supposc she was so drunk she
didn’t know what she was do-
ing. Maybe wanted a bath to
sober up and fell asleep in the
tub. I don’t know.”
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“I saw her at eight in a bar,”
I said. “She was worried about
being shot then.”

“Shot?” No man could have
looked more surprised.

“Yeah—by a firing squad.
She was quite drunk.”

“I shouldn’t have left her
alone,” he said, “but I got into
that game and I couldn’t keep
track of her.”

“Where was the game?” I
asked him.

“Charlie’s. Charlie Harris.”

I said, “Okay. If I were you,
I'd go down to the bar and have
a stiff one. They’'ll take her out
pretty soon and it won’t be so
pleasant to watch.”

“Thanks,” he said. “Thanks.
I was afraid they’d make me
stay here. I...I'm not much
good at this sort of thing. My
God, her mother’s going to feel
awful.”

I said, “Just one thing more.
How much did you win?”

“A hundred and fifty thous-
and dollars,” he said. “A for-
tune. That's what makes it
tough. She always wanted lots
of money.”

“You won it all at Charlie’s?”

“Sure. Why? Don’t you
think we won it legally?”

“If you won it at Charlie’s,
you did,” I said. “If you lost,
I'd question it. A word of ad-
vice. News travels fast about
winners. Put that dough in a
bank.”

“I did already,” he said. “I'm













































