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more foggy than other places. Sit
down, please. I take it Lomas gave you
a general outline of the facts.”

“He did, yes. Uncommon indefinite.
Tell me all.”

Curran began from the statement of
Ebenezer Ward’'s doctor that the old
man, aged eighty-two, had suffered
from kidney trouble and repeated the
sudden death, doctors’ disagreement
tale which Lomas had told.

Reggie listened, watching him with
half-closed eyes. Big tough. Outsize
head, long and wide, square jaw. Good
or bad, a winner.

“There you are, Mr. Fortune,” Curran
stopped short, though Lomas said he
would be frank.

“Oh, no. No. Didn't begin at the be-
ginnin’. Years back, Daniel Ward,
Ebenezer’s son, was poisoned.”

“lI want you to approach this case
without prejudice.”

“Instruction unnecessary. Don’t
have prejudice, only pride.”

Curran sprang up. “I'll run you over
to the mortuary. . . .”

Late that night Curran’s housekeeper
heard the doorbell and reluctantly an-
swered it. “The Chief Constable wants
Mr. Fortune,” said Reggie, “and here
Iam.”

Curran marched out of a room.
“Hallo, sir. Come right in.” He led
Reggie into a smoking room, all leather
easy chairs and settees. “What'll you
drink ?”

“Seltzer water for choice. Don't
drink hard drinks after dinner. Might
talk business, what?”

“Are you through?”

“Got all there is to get from corpse.
Speakin’ medically, not a long job. Doc-
tor who attended Ebenezer Ward made
no mistake. Ebenezer had kidney
trouble. Shouldn’t have been fatal yet
awhile. Progress of disease accelerated
by morphia. Didn't die from poisoning,
not enough morphia in body for that,
but quite enough to make disease kill
him. Morphia was not injected, must
have been swallowed.”

“I can’t work it as a murder case on
that evidence. Talk straight. Was it

murder or wasn’t it?”

“Haven’t the slightest doubt it was
murder. Can’t furnish proof. Up to you.
Proof may be found, if sought. How
much would you cramp your style by
bringing in the Ward family history ?”

“I don’t let anything cramp my style.
I conducted the investigations into the
Daniel Ward case and I worked out ab-
solute proof his wife poisoned him with
morphia. The woman was reprieved
and got off with a life sentence. She
ought to have been hanged. This Ebe-
nezer Ward case is altogether different.
You found very little morphia in the
body, you can’t swear it was the cause
of death. No jury would give a murder
verdict on that.”

“Right verdict would be, death in-
duced by morphia, evidence not suffi-
cient to show how morphia entered
Ebenezer.”

Curran nodded. “There was any
amount of morphia found in Daniel
Ward. Counsel defending his wife took
the line he'd been a morphia addict and
given himself an overdose. One or two
witnesses beside his wife said he used
dope, but my men discovered two bot-
tles of morphia solution in wife's room,
none in his.”

“Strongish case against Mrs., Daniel.
How was the large amount of morphia
put into Daniel ?”

“He’'d been keeping his bed some
days. He was a weakly, lazy fellow.
He'd had fruit for dinner and the doc-
tors made certain morphia and fruit
were mixed up inside him. The nurse
noticed something queer about him at
midnight and called his doctor. He died
next day.”

“Have your chaps discovered any
morphia in Ebenezer’s house ?”’

llNo‘,)

“So that's why you said the cases
were different. But I found morphia in
Ebenezer. Would you say he swallowed
it somewhere away from home?”

Curran’s hard face puckered. “Ac-
cording to the servants, he hadn’t been
outside the house this year.”

“What about visitors?”

“One old crony. No relations ever .
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“Flowers, grapes, figs and so on.”

“The so on is peaches, isn’t it?”

“Of course, among other things, I
grow some peaches under glass, but
they have hardly begun to ripen yet.”

URRAN nodded. “Some are ripe
enough. Shortly before Ebenezer
Ward's death he received a parcel of
ripe peaches which he ate and which
contained poison.”

“Poison?” she cried. ‘Impossible!
You must be wrong, Mr. Curran. What
poison?”’

“Leave it to the medical experts.
Have any of the peaches in your hot-
houses been picked, Mrs. Bruce?”

“I told you, they're not fit to pick;
they won't be for some time.”

“Would you mind my seeing for my-
self ?”

“I will show you them.”

She led him down the garden to the
hothouses.

“All the peaches I have under glass
are in here”’—she opened the door—
“and you will see there are none quite
ripe.”

Curran passed slowly from tree to
tree.

“Some are ripe enough, ma'am,” he
growled. “And I see where some have
been picked though you told me none
had.”

“It is always necessary to thin out
fruit.”

“I'd like to talk with your gardener.”

She smiled and called: “Matthew!”

An ancient hobbled into the hothouse.

“The gentleman wants you to tell him
how you grow peaches.”

Matthew touched his cap and mut-
tered: ‘“Aye, aye, aye.”

Asked if he usually thinned out
peaches, he said them as didn’t wouldn’t
have none. And how many ripe peaches
had he picked?

“I ain’t picked none, cos there ain’t
been none yet.”

“Look at that branch,” said Curran.
‘“Tt’s stripped, and on the branch below
the peaches are near ripe.”

Matthew said, “Someone might have
got in and robbed the tree.”

“Thanks, old chap,” said Curran,
moving aside for Mrs. Bruce to go out
first.

“You are observant,” said she. “I
should never have noticed some had
been stolen.”

“So you can’t account for your
peaches being picked when Ebenezer
Ward received some with poison in
)em ?’)

She shuddered. “Oh, it’s too horrible.
My cousin Daniel Ward, Uncle Ben’s
only son, was poisoned. You remember.
That dreadful woman, his wife.”

“You said you’d forgotten.”

“But you've brought everything back
to me. Mr. Curran, that woman has
been let out of prison. She hated Uncle
Ben. She’s a terrible woman, It's just
like the way she murdered Daniel.”

“I see. You mean she arranged things
80 that you should be suspected of Ebe-
nezer Ward’s murder. She made no
attempt to throw suspicion on anyone
in the Daniel Ward murder.”

“She pretended he poisoned himself.”

“Who gains by Ebenezer Ward’s
death? He was about the richest man
in Manningham. Will Mrs. Daniel Ward
get much of it?”

“She had no claim at all.”

“Then who gets the lot?”

“I don’t even know whether he made
a will. He gave me the most generous
allowance.”

“Haven't you heard from his solici-
tor?”

“Nothing but the news of his death.”

“That’s queer. I've received informa-
tion he left his estate to be divided be-
tween you and your adopted daughter,
whichever survives receiving the whole.
Further information has reached me
the girl was dangerously injured just
before Ebenezer Ward was murdered.”

“Rosalind thinks she fell from a cliff
track into the sea by accident. But she
had seen some woman on the cliff above.
The woman she saw must have been
that dreadful Amelia Ward.”

“Did you inform the police you were
certain Rosalind’s mother had at-
tempted to murder the girl?”

“How could I? I never dreamed
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Mrs. Bruce’s condition. You should. You
found her.”

“I'm not a doctor. Be good enough
to inform me how she was wounded.”

“I haven’t the slightest idea.”

“Do you think she’ll die?”

“Prospect obscure.”

“Is she likely to speak ?”

“Not a chance at present. Others

might. Come along and speak with
Chief Constable Curran. Much could
emerge.”

Strode’s reluctance was plain
throughout their fogged journey to the
Dolphin.

Curran sprang up from the fireside
of his bedroom.

‘“Hallo, Mr. Fortune!
got?”

“Inspector Strode,” Reggie sighed.

“Have you traced Mrs. Foot, Strode ?”’
Curran asked.

“I haven’t had time, have I?” Strode
protested. “I've arranged to circulate
her description. There’s been an abso-
lutely new break. This afternoon I
found Mrs. Bruce stabbed and uncon-
scious near Dr. Cope’s house.”

“The devil you did. What took you
there ?”

“Mrs. Bruce’s maid said she had gone
to see Dr. Cope.”

“So when you should have been
searching for Mrs. Foot you were
searching for Mrs. Bruce.”

“I couldn’t search for Foot myself,”
Strode complained. “I hoped Mrs. Btuce
would give me information concerning
Mrs, Foot.”

“So you ran from me to Mrs. Bruce,”
said Curran. “She ran away from you.
You followed her and you caught her.”

Strode glowered at Curran. “I said
I found her. Wounded, helpless.”

“You said stabbed,” Reggie mur-
mured.

“She’d been wounded
places.”

“Notice anyone anywhere ?”

“If I had, I should have stopped him.”

HHim ?’!

“Obviously it was a man’s job. No
woman could make such wounds.”

“Who was the man?”

What have you

in several

“Today, Mr. John Cope got no end of
a scolding from Mrs. Bruce for annoy-
ing Miss Bruce.”

“Who told you?”

“They met at Dr. Cope’s and quar-
relled there. A tradesman’s boy going
his round heard a lot.”

“So you've only one kid witness to
put it on Cope,” said Curran. *“I see
much better reason to put it on someone
else.”

“We have the strongest reason to be-
lieve Cope pushed Miss Bruce from the
cliff.”

“Oh, no, no!” Reggie sighed. ‘“Man
who did that couldn’t have been Cope.
Woman concerned in that could have
been Mrs. Foot.”

Strode exclaimed: “Out of the ques-
tion, Mr. Fortune! I ascertained Mrs.
Foot was indoors all that day. And you
remember Miss Bruce saw a woman she
didn’t know, a woman who got off the
Durminster bus. Cope has been to Dur-
minster several times since and he went
in that direction after his row with Mrs.
Bruce. So you see, Mr. Curran, the
facts confirm my taking the line Cope
assaulted her and the old Durminster
woman accessory again.”

“Tell me where Mrs. Foot was at the
time of the assault,” said Curran.

“I'm not taking orders from you, and
I've finished with you,” Strode roared.
He marched out.

“Crooked fool,” said Curran. “But he
has something.”

“Oh, yes, Inspector Strode is full of
push and go,” said Reggie. “Mrs. Daniel
made scapegoat for guilty parties by
guilty parties.”

“You’ve now given me to understand
the attack on Mrs. B. was a fake. I
want the medical evidence.”

“Bafflin’ and perplexin’, Mrs. Bruce’s
condition. Three chest wounds, rather
cuts than stabs.”

“Strode said she’d been stabbed.”

“Hasty fellow, Strode. Wounds from
sharp instrument. Small knife. Some
loss of blood, no great quantity. Wounds
did not penetrate deep enough to be
dangerous or to account for her condi-
tion, which is total collapse. But she
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exhibits symptoms that could have been
caused by narcotic poisoning.

“The same old game,” Curran ex-
claimed. ‘“Mrs. Daniel used morphia to
poison her husband.”

“Evidence she did so was Mrs. Foot's.
Who poisoned Ebenezer? Mrs. Bruce.
With or without assistance from Mrs.
Foot and someone else. However, Mrs.
B. would not give Mrs. Daniel a chance
to poison her. Also we might learn
more about the real cause of Mrs. B.’s
symptoms. Come with me and you’ll
hear Dr. Cope’s opinion.”

IX

LIGHTS shone through the fog from
the hospital. Reggie hurried on and in
up to Mrs. Bruce's room.

Dr. Cope answered the silent inquiry
of his eyes.

“The caffeine produced some im-
provement. But she remains uncon-
scious, and is distressed and restless.”

Reggie drew the eyelids up from Mrs.
Bruce’s eyes. The pupils were still con-
tracied and unaffected by light.

She groaned. “It hurts, it hurts.”

“What kind of pain?”’ Reggie asked.

She seemed to see no one. “Sore,” she
gasped. “Sore—numb—tingling.”

Reggie waved Dr, Cope out of the
room and followed. “Come and tell
Curran,” he said, and preceded her
downstairs.

“How are things, Doctor?” Curran
asked.

She looked anxiously at Reggie and
said: “Mrs. Bruce’s condition seems the
same as Rosalind’s was."

Curran also turned to Reggie. “The
old Mrs. D. line, eh ?”

“Not the old one,” Reggie murmured.
“Mrs. Bruce is doin' all she knows to
make her condition seem same like
Rosalind’s. And she knows a lot. But
Dr. Cope observed decisive differences.
Mrs. Bruce exhibited unmistakable
symptoms of morphia poisonin’. Dr.
Cope gave her the best treatment for a
morphia case, which brought her back
to consciousness. Then she said she
had other symptoms which morphia

couldn’t produce. Numb tinglin’ sore-
ness. Typical symptoms of aconitine,
which could not produce morphia symp-
toms.

“Before Mrs. Bruce was wounded, she
took morphia in order to collapse like
Rosalind after wounds and thus fur-
nish evidence the same person attacked
and poisoned 'em both with aconitine.
Sold us clever tricks I have not bought.
They prove she knows a lot more than
she could know if she were straight.
Knows aconite was scratched into Rosa-
lind. Absolute proof Mrs. Bruce con-
trived the injection herself or arranged
it with someone else.”

“Mr. Fortune,” Dr. Cope cried, “do
you really think Mrs. Bruce capable of
—of such things?”

“Not a nice woman,” Reggie an-
swered. ‘“My dear Doctor, hard day for
you. Go home now.”

“I'll take you home, Doctor,” said
Curran. “It’s a nasty night. Get your
things on.”

She hurried away.

“How good do you think Mrs. B.’s
chance of recovery?”’ asked Curran.

“She will recover—from her present
state,” Reggie drawled.

“What's your opinion of her wounds?
Could she have stabbed herself ?”

“Oh, yes. Wounds could have been
self-inflicted.”

“I must push off,” said Curran. “Dr.
Cope’s ready. See you tomorrow.”

Reggie sat down by the fire and lit
his pipe.

Quaint game, Curran’s. Purpose ob-
vious. Getting Dr. Cope to himself
would only get him her guess at the
place where Strode showed her Mrs.
Bruce collapsed. Even if Strode did
show her the actual spot, Curran hadn’t
a chance in the fog.

Still and all, first-class fighting man.

Reggie blew a final smoke ring, went
to Mrs. Bruce’'s room, beckoned the
nurse out, and whispered:

“Please make sure she stays put.
There are chances she’ll try what she
shouldn’t.”

“I understand,” said the nurse.

Reggie went along the front corridor,
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windaws Mrs. Bruce and the servants
have gone to bed. Still we might wait
awhile.” '

“Oh, yes. Till daybreak.”

From the garden the night air bore
mingled fragrance of hawthorn, lilac,
lilies. A distant flash shone, moved
swiftly, vanished. Reggie whispered to
Curran, “Stand fast,” and crept on
some way beyond him.

The throb of a motor engine, the
glare of a headlight drew near. Reggie
stopped. The headlight discovered him.
A motor bicycle coasted to him and
Mardale said:

“Call it two hundred yards' lead of
Aubrey.”

“Put bike in hedge and follow me
close.”

Two side lights glimmered. A big
car purred. Glimmer and purr died into
the rustling dark.

Mardale followed Reggie’s stealthy
return to Curran.

“Rum figure, shapeless, gone down
the garden,” Curran whispered. “There’s
another gate just below here.”

Sounds, movement from the house
were faintly audible. Two figures
loomed, speaking together, both shape-
less.

Beams of light from the road pierced
the gloom.

“Hold it, Sam!” Reggie shouted.

A woman’s voice whimpered. Sam'’s
car lamps cast a livid light upon her
terrified face.

“Good evening, Mrs. Bruce,”’ said
Reggie.

The other figure moved behind her.
Curran dragged into the light a man
wearing a loose caped overcoat, a man
of hollow, wrinkled cheeks.

“Oh, yes, yes,” said Reggie.
Aubrey.”

“I've been wanting Mr. Aubrey for
some time,” said Curran. “The way
Mrs. Bruce got him here does me proud.”

Aubrey struck at her throat.

She clung to him and cried: “David,
dear, dear David!”

He struggled a moment, one hand at
his own mouth; they fell and lay
clasped together shrouded in darkness.

“Mr.

Curran flashed a torch on them. Blood
was coming from her neck, from a
wound in which a knife remained.

“Man’'s collapse is genuine,” Reggie
murmured. ‘I should say he swallowed
poison. Must rush her to hospital.”

L * * * *

Reggie was at breakfast. The open
window admitted sounds of conversa-
tion. He saw Curran and Mardale and
called: “Come right up.”

But the matron came first. “Inspector
Strode has telephoned, Mr. Fortune,
enquiring about Mrs. Bruce. He seemed
annoyed.”

Reggie smiled and as Curran and
Mardale came in asked: “Seen Strode?”

“Not yet,” said Curran.

“Our Strode rang matron. He want-
ed her view of Mrs. Bruce.”

“How is the woman?”

“Dead. Mr. Bruce also dead. Which
matron has not told Strode. You might
tell the coroner and arrange for immedi-
ate autopsy. Mrs. Bruce's death was
caused by knife severin’ spinal cord.
Cause of Bruce’s death probably
aconitine.”

Reggie went into the grounds. Sam
made for him, listened to instructions to
take Miss Bruce for a drive after lunch
and where to take her.

Turning towards the hospital, Reggie
observed Curran and Mardale walking
towards him.

“Look what'’s broken,” said Mardale.

Strode was in a hurry. “Mr. For-
tune,” he cried, “What have you been
doing with Mrs. Bruce? Why didn’t
you answer my inquiries?”

“Mrs. Bruce case in other hands now.
Passed to coroner.”

“Is Mrs. Bruce dead?”
tered.

“When did she hear from you last?”
Curran asked.

“Well, I—I rang her yesterday eve-
ning, just to ask her what she knew of
Mrs. Foot’s papers—"

“The devil you did!
induced her murder.”

Strode fal-

You actually

TRODE gaped.

“Mrs. Bruce—mur-
dered?” -
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Lookin' at the future, out of darkness
into the light.”

Reggie kissed her hand, led her back
to the hospital and sought Sam.

Rosalind had tea with the matron,
whose flow of amiable anecdotes
streamed placidly, uninterrupted till Dr.
Cope and John arrived. The matron
swiftly provided for the Copes and told
them she must go.

Dr. Cope supposed Rosalind would
like to leave the hospital.

“Oh, yes,” said Rosalind.

Dr. Cope agreed she required a com-
plete change. She must go right away
from Bridcombe. Dr. Cope would ad-
vise a quiet holiday in the Lake district.
Dr. Cope’s mother lived in the Lakes—

“Not actually in,” said John. ‘“Moth-
er's not a trout, Rosalind. She'll be
delighted to put you up.”

“I don’'t know anything about the
Lakes,” said Rcealind.

“Wordsworth and all that,” said John.
“He made no mistake picking the Lake
country. ‘Austere, magnificent, remote,
their majesties of Cumberland.’” Not
Wordsworth though.” John looked at
his sister. ‘“How soon?”

“Well, Rosalind,” said Dr. Cope. “Mr.
Fortune is satisfied you are fit to travel
whenever you choose now. We might
start on Thursday morning.”

“Cheers,” said John, and he and his
sister departed briskly.

They meant well, of course, they
meant to be kind, and they were really,
but they were so certain they knew best.
Could she go? Would she like to? Still,
there were mountains. Considering
everything, Rosalind decided to go—
considering John would go with her. . ..

Mrs. Ward sat by her cottage window
sewing.

A car drove up to the door. Her maid
brought a card. Mrs. Ward looked at it,
nodded, and Reggie entered.

“Mr. Fortune?” she asked, steady
eyes inspecting him.

Reggie bowed. “There’s nothing
more to fear, Mrs. Ward. Rosalind is
safe from her enemies and yours. False
evidence exposed, truth established.”

“I presume you mean the deaths of

Naomi and David Bruce were conse-
quent upon Bertha Smithson’s—Bertha
Foot’s death, so the police will not ac-
cuse me of murdering them.”

“I meant a lot more than that.” Reg-
gie smiled. “Goin’ back on the distant
past, also lookin’ forward.”

“How much have you told Rosalind ?”

“Nobody’s yet told Rosalind she is
your daughter.”

“I am under a great obligation.”

“Nor that you were falsely accused of
your husband’s murder. But it's for
Rosalind’'s mother to decide how much
Rosalind should be told.”

Mrs. Ward drew a long deep breath.
“It would hurt Rosalind to think of her
mother being punished as I have been.
You believe I was innocent, Mr.
Fortune ?”

“Your innocence proved by papers
Mrs. Foot kept to blackmail the Bruces.
Those will clear your name.”

“My name is now Bancroft,” said
Mrs. Ward. ‘“Mr. Fortune, pray believe
that I realize how much I am indebted
to you. But you must not bring up the
Ward case again anywhere. I did kill
Daniel.”

Reggie murmured, “Oh, my ghost!”

Mrs. Ward went on quietly: “I had no
idea the morphia Daniel took came from
David Bruce. The habit made Daniel
utterly vicious and cruel, he stupefied
Lancelot with his morphia and drowned
the boy. I knew he would treat Rosa-
lind the same way if he lived. SoI gave
him morphia with his food, all the mor-
phia he had. I have never regretted
that I did, I never shall. I am indeed
exceedingly obliged for your proof those
vile letters were written by David Bruce
to Naomi. I only knew him through his
acquaintance with Daniel and consid-
ered him a feeble harmless creature. I
hadn’t any idea he was intimate with
Naomi till I came out of prison and
learnt that Naomi called herself Mrs.
Bruce.”

R FORTUNE sighed. “Any idea

on Bertha Smithson, alias Foot ?”

“I thought she cared for no one but
Daniel.”
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have been at home asleep. Throughout
the first months, and even years, you
served as an information channel be-
tween Dick and the intricate parts of
the vast organism he was getting into
his fist. For that function you were
well-fitted and you fulfilled it excel-
lently.

Dick would get in from the Carrton
plant usually on Friday evening, late,
and you and he would go to the café
on Sheriff Street, because he said he
could relax there more easily than at
home.

Dick, having ordered a three-inch
steak, would gulp a stein of beer with-
out stopping, lick the foam from his
lips, settle back in the big leather chair
and sigh contentedly. By the time
the steak arrived you would be reading
from sheets of memoranda neatly ar-
ranged on the table before you.

Meanwhile, the social side of life he
entirely ignored, refusing even to appear
at Erma’s Sunday teas, and you were
pulled along with him.

“You’ll both die of ingrown disposi-
tions,” Erma would observe indiffer-
ently. “Damon and Pythias, victims of
the Iron Age.”

“Go on and deposit your dividend
checks,” Dick would reply with equal
indifference.

Gradually, after Dick’s return to
Cleveland, you began to find time on
your hands. One evening you looked
through the little red memorandum
book and found Mrs. Davis’s Cleveland
address, placed there six years before
from the only letter you had ever re-
ceived from her.

The next afternoon you telephoned,
and there she was. You were made
aware that you were more deeply inter-
ested than you had suspected by the
excitement.

Would she—that is—how about going
out to dinner?

“Well, you see, I'm afraid I can’t.
There are so many things always to do,
and I always eat dinner at home with
my husband. . . .”

Idiotically, you asked after Mr.
Davis’s health,

You perhaps remember so vividly be-
cause it was so characteristic of your
absurdity, your futility. There have
been other examples, only more ex-
tended, like the winter devoted so com-
pletely to Lucy Crofts, or like the sum-
mer, only four years ago, which you and
Erma spent at Larry’s ranch.

It was Erma’s idea, suggested by a
rodeo she saw in New York, and im-
pelled of course by her constant rest-
lessness. She and Larry seemed to hit
it off; she was given the best horse on
the place, and usually she was out rid-
ing the range with him. At times you
suspected that he was being a bit har-
ried, but you had been chronically sus-
picious of Erma for so long a period
that this was merely the continuation
of a state of mind.

One evening at the dinner table you
noticed that Larry and Erma scarcely
spoke to each other. All you got out
of it was a faint amusement for you
had long since grown accustomed to
Erma’s talent for creating tensions with
almost anyone when she was in certain
moods.

Sometime in the dead of night you
awoke out of a dream, suddenly aware
that something was wrong. You kicked
out a foot. Erma wasn’t there. You
heard a noise somewhere, a faint mum-
bling trickling through the thin bare
walls. You got out of bed and groped
your way to the door and softly opened
it.

The mumbling instantly became
voices, loud enough to be recognized.
You tiptoed in your bare feet down the
narrow hall to the door of Larry’s room.

“You're a little fool,” Larry was say-
ing. “Can’t you take a hint ?”

Then Erma, somewhat louder and
much more calmly.

“Come, Larry, you're the fool. Why
do you pretend I'm not attractive to
you? Such conceit. Don’t you know that
I made you kiss me the first time I
decided it was worth the trouble ?”

“The first and the last. You've no
sense of decency, Erma. Now go.”

“It would be nicer to kiss me now—
like this.”
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“Bill—how nice of you!”

You explained that Dick was out of
town. She kissed you on the cheek, and
you felt yourself blushing.

“I've got to kiss someone,” she de-
clared, “do you mind? Anyway, you
look so nice you should be kissed. I think
Americans are better-shaved than Eu-
ropeans, they always look a bit stubby.”

She was gorgeous, distracting, over-
whelming. You rode out to the house
with her and spent some time explain-
ing the arrangements you had made,
regretting that the time had been too
short to see them all carried out, and
finally you stayed and lunched with her
before returning to the office.

Late one afternoon, about a week
after Erma’s return, called to the tele-
phone, you heard her voice. It was rain-
ing, she was lonely, she needed intelli-
gent conversation, would you come out
for a téte-a-téte dinner?

You would.

It is difficult to recapture the impres-
sion that Erma made upon you then.
Certainly you were flattered by any
attention she gave you; just as certainly
you were not in love with her. You
always tell yourself that, with Mrs. Da-
vis, with Millicent, with Lucy—then you
have never been in love? No, has any-
one?

She was very nice to you that eve-
ning; she can be nicer than anyone else
when she wants to. The dinner was per-
fect, and you both drank enough wine—
just enough. Afterward you sat in the
little room beyond the library and
talked, and listened, and admired
Erma’s fine white arms and graceful
neck and her pretty fluttering nervous
gestures, when all at once she stopped
and looked at you and said:

“There’s one thing I've admired you
for a lot. Do you remember that we
were once engaged to be married ?”’

It was without warning, but you man-
aged a smile.

“No,” you said, “were we?"’

“And you’ve never even told Dick, at
least I don’t suppose you have—"

“I haven't.” -

She kissed her finger and touched

your lips with it.

“You're a darling. I hate explanations.
Of course, it may be that you were glad
to be out of it.”

“Unspeakably. I was going to be a
great writer and was afraid it would
take my mind off my work.”

She pretended to shiver a little. “Ugh.
Don’t. That sounds as if it were decades
ago. Good heavens you're only twenty-
five, and I'm twenty-seven. We were
both too young.”

“Twenty-six next month.”

“Yes? We'll have a party and make
everybody bring you a present.”

After that you received many invita-
tions from Erma—teas, dinners, dances
—and you accepted most of them, but
you were careful; you had been
scorched once by that tricky flame and
were shy of it. Then one afternoon she
telephoned to ask you to come to dinner,
early; she emphasized it, early; and
when you arrived and had been shown
into the library she entered almost at
once and explained:

“Dick’s coming. He phoned and espe-
cially wanted to come, so I suppose he
intends to talk about business. I regard
you as my business adviser, and I con-
fess I'm a little overpowered by darling
Dick’s Napoleonic dash, so I want you to
be here too.”

You were aghast.

“Good god, Erma, I can’t do it. Don’t
you see how impertinent and impudent
it would seem to him?”

ER EYES tightened a little; that
was the first time you saw them
do it.

“Impudent!” she exclaimed. Then she
laughed. “I don’t need you to withstand
Napoleon, Bill dear; it won’t be neces-
sary and if it is I'll attend to it. But
I'm ignorant, and you know things.
Really I insist.”

When Dick arrived a little later he
didn’'t bother to conceal his surprise
and annoyance at seeing you. Nor did
he trouble to lower his voice when he
said to Erma:

“I thought you said you’d be alone.”

“I'd forgotten about Bill,” she said


















90 HOW LIKE A GOD

“Knocked the lamp off again.”

Her voice came: '

“Oh—1 thought maybe it was someone to
see Miss Boyle. If you break it you'll
have to pay for it.”

A door in the basement opened noisily,
then banged shut; Mrs. Jordan had re-
turned to her room. Silence. Still he
stood—the idea of movement was hateful
—he felt physically exhausted, and
completely indifferent to all things.
He told himself, you might as well be a
dead leaf hanging on a tree. . . .

O OTHER people feel like this? If

they do why do they live? A dead
leaf blown in the wind. It isn’t so much
the helplessness; you could stand it to
feel yourself pushed and pulled, here
and there, if only you knew what was
doing it and why. You called yourself
a weakling and a coward because you
let Lucy go, but that was silly.

In November, two years after Lucy
had left, Erma suddenly decided to go
to Europe. You had never heard from
Lucy or written to her. In your room
was her photograph; for a long time it
stood open on your chiffonier, then, one
day, just after you got back from your
visit home when you told Jane all about
it, you took the photograph down and
put it away—in a drawer. It's prob-
ably still around somewhere.

Throughout those two years it was
obvious that everyone, including Dick,
expected momentarily to hear that you
and Erma were engaged. You yourself
wouldn’t have been surprised if some
morning at breakfast you had found an
item on the society page of the Plain
Dealer: “Miss Erma Carr announces
her engagement to Mr. William Barton
Sidney.”

You did in fact find information in
the society column one morning, but it
was to the effect that Miss Carr would
leave shortly for an extended stay
abroad. All day at the office you ex-
pected to hear from her, and when at
five o’clock no word had come you tele-
phoned to Wooton Avenue.

“How long are you going to stay?”
you asked.

“A winter, a month, ten years! Why

don’t you come over next summer?
Meet me in Brittany or Norway or
somewhere. You ought to have a real
vacation anyway. We could stay over
there forever, and you could run back
once a year to attend the stockholders’
meeting.”

You were puzzled and irritated. Was
this a proposal of marriage, or was it
a polite hint that she would like to
change her business arrangements?

“By the way,” you said, “now that
you're going away maybe you'd prefer
to turn your proxy over to Dick. Seri-
ously, I think it would be a good idea.
You don’t know how long you’ll be gone,
and after all who am I? I'm in an
anomalous position. You can be sure
that Dick doesn’t relish having a mere
employe dressed up like an equal.”

“Has he been nasty?” she asked
quickly.

“Lord no. I'm not complaining. It's
just that there doesn’t seem to be much
sense in it, and naturally I feel a little
ridiculous.”

“You don’'t need to. You shouldn’t.
As for the proxy, keep it if you please.”
She hesitated, then went on, “I didn't
intend to mention it, but the other day
Tom Hall insisted that I make a will,
and if I fall off an Alp or drink myself
to death you’'ll be able to celebrate by
buying a yacht.”

You've always been curious about
that will. What exactly did it say?
Surely not the whole to you; yet with
Erma you can't tell. There was no one
else but Dick, and she wasn’t apt to
swell him up. The whole thing! Under
certain circumstances, then you could
have given Dick something to think
about. Was it changed later when she
married Pierre? Perhaps, no telling; if
so, has it again been changed to you?

It was more than a year before you
got a letter from her, a note rather, and
then another year to the next. When
she got married she didn’t write you
about it at all; you learned of it from
a letter to Dick.

It is amusing to speculate on the
probabilities in Pearl Street if you had
not had that proxy in your safe deposit
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the office and went to Eighty-fifth
Street, the day she moved here. You're
in for it now, you thought, you've let
this thing ride you into a hole there’s no
getting out of.

She was there, moving chairs around
and arranging rugs, with a silent con-
centration that made you laugh in spite
of yourself. She changed them back
and forth with an intense seriousness
that was new to you, while you sat on
the divan against the wall, smoking
cigarettes and pretending to join in her
earnestness. Later you understood that
with her when a thing was once placed
it was there to stay.

When she agreed, on your return from
the Pennsylvania trip, to leave Twenty-
second Street and take a place with you
as Mr. and Mrs. Lewis, she wanted it to
be a furnished flat. It would cost too
much, she said, to buy furniture, and
would be too much bother. You were
pleasantly thrilled, that first time you
came up these stairs and opened the
door with your key. In a plain clean
gingham dress Millicent looked quite
domestic, normal, just a woman like any
other woman, rather homely to be sure.

“It's going to be nice here,” she said.

You nodded. ‘“Aren’t you glad we
went ahead and bought our own fur-
niture?”

“Yes, it wasn’t as much trouble as I
thought it would be. It must have cost
a lot of money.”

That was in September—a year ago
September. It seems like a hundred.

It was only a few days after you
moved in that she said there ought to be
more vases and things. In fact you
hadn’t bought any bric-a-brac at all ex-
cept two bronze bowls. The next after-
noon you went to a department store
and got some candlesticks, and some
more vases, and two or three little
bronze figures. She tried them here and
there and finally got them arranged to
her satisfaction.

“It’s very nice,” said Millicent finally,
standing in front of you and looking
around to view the effect, ‘“but there
ought to be something big for the table.
A statue or something. I saw one over

on Broadway yesterday of some girls,
with some bunches of grapes, that was
only seven dollars.”

“Ha, a statue!” you exclaimed.

“Yes, for the table.”

“I know the very thing. Beautiful
white marble, and just the right size.
I'll get it tomorrow.”

The next day you went to Park Av-
enue, wrapped a piece of paper around
the head, and carried it to a taxi. Half
an hour later, panting after the two
flights of stairs, you let it down in the
middle of the table, removed the paper
and invited Millicent to admire.

“It’s very modern, a fine piece of
work,” you said. ‘“Its name is William
the Conqueror.”

She stood and stared at it solemnly.
“It looks like you,” she chuckled. “I
think it looks exactly like you.” She
turned and looked at you appraisingly.
“If you were really like that,” she said,
“you wouldn’t be afraid of me.”

Startled and astonished, you ex-
claimed, “Good lord, I'm not afraid of
you!”

“Oh yes you are. You think I'm
wicked. All men do, just because I'm
not ashamed of anything. That’s why
they don’t mind if I'm not pretty.”

“Who told you that? Somebody told
you that.”

She dismissed the question with a
shake of her head.

She had taken all the flavor out of
your irony, and you wished you had left
it at home in its corner.

The next evening you came in and up
the stairs, and let yourself into the front
room, and at the first glance around you
sat down on the nearest chair, with your
hat and coat still on, stared incredulous-
ly, and roared with laughter. How you
laughed! Millicent sat in the blue chair,
reading, and on the table beside her
stood William the Conqueror with a
string of little yellow chrysanthemums
around his neck!

“No, it’s too damn good!” you choked.
“It isn’t possible! Erma darling come
and look at it!”

Millicent, unmoved and unsmiling,
merely said:
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nearly clipped off at the pockets by a
small convertible which came roaring
around the curve behind him. It was
close, then Pat flung himself toward the
edge of the road and safety.

Suddenly he came around a turn and
saw the salmon-colored house silhou-
etted against the Sound, big and new and
imposing. Pat knew this was the right
place, because only Huntley Cairns
would create a thing half Riviera villa
and half Los Angeles Moorish.

Pat climbed up on the tree bank along
the crest of the hill so he could look
down on the place. There must have
been ten acres of it.

HERE was a barrier fence of split

logs bright with whitewash, and be-
yond that the green lawns sloped away,
studded with round flower gardens, lit-
tered with rustic benches and pebbled
walks.

Farther still was the glimmer of
green-blue water. Pat walked on a few
steps so that he could see, between the
buildings, a narrow glimpse of an oval
swimming pool bordered with bright-
colored tiles.

Beside the pool, which must have been
a good quarter of a mile away from
where he stood, there was a flash of
white, which disappeared immediately.
He started to climb the fence, the blood
pounding in his temples. Helen’s bath-
ing suits had always been white.

He hurried down to the bathhouse and
stopped. There was nobody here, no-
body at all. The swimming pool was a
peaceful turquoise green, troubled only
by the sprinkle of rain.

Then a disreputable station wagon
pulled into the service driveway and
stopped. From it emerged a wiry, spare
man of about sixty, clad in filthy blue
overalls, with a sack of manure on his
shoulder.

He looked toward the pool, dropped
the sack, and started hurrying. Pat
Montague, kneeling beside the pool,
looked up, his face gray and pasty. He
had been prodding into the water with
a garden rake.

“Liose something, mister?”

Pat did not answer, and the old man
came closer, squinting into the greenish
depths at the deep end of the pool, under
the diving board. Staring back at him
was the round white face of his em-
ployer, Huntley Cairns, under two fath-
oms of carefully warmed and heavily
chlorinated water.

Somehow the two men raked and
tumbled the body out onto the tiles.
It was dressed in some weird and out-
landish garment which seemed to be
a combination corset and underdrawers.
stiff with stays and tight elastic.

Pat whispered through stiff lips: “He
may not be dead.”

The old man shook his head brusque-
ly. “You get in there and phone for an
ambulance, do you hear?”’” He was
pointing to the open door of a dressing
room in the white bathhouse.

Pat ran into a long bare room which
he vaguely noticed was furnished with
wooden benches and wall hooks. A
towel and a wet suit lay in a puddle on
the concrete floor, and a bathrobe and
some men'’s clothing were on a bench.

The extension telephone hung near
the shower. Pat grabbed the receiver,
jiggled the hook feverishly, then heard
the door slam shut behind him and the
sound of a key being turned in the
lock.

Even then Pat didn’t have the slight-
est idea of the trap into which he had
walked. But when he put the instru-
ment to his ear he could hear the
cracked, excited voice of the gardener.

“Yes, Searles! I work days for Mr.
Cairns. I said he was murdered—I
caught a young fellow in the act, I tell
you!”

The voice at the other end of the line
was calm. ‘“Somebody’ll be right out
there. Can you keep him?”

“Sure, sure. I got him all right! But
make it snappy.”

Pat stood there, a foolish, frozen grin
on his face. It was he—Pat Montague
—they were talking about!

He threw himself breathlessly at the
locked door. Nothing happened. Then
he froze as the lock clicked. Light
struck him in the face, and a girl stood.
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the library, but we didn’t find much ex-
cept receipted bills. The only queer
thing was that in Helen Cairns’ closet
she kept a week-end case packed and
ready. But she explained that she had
packed it six months ago, after she had
an argument with her husband about
plans for the new house, and she had
never unpacked. Nothing else incrimi-
nating around the place.”

“There wouldn’t be,” said the school-
teacher. “This is an odd sort of mur-
der, Oscar, and I can’t help feeling that
either the wrong person was murdered,
or it was at the wrong time, or—or
something!”

He looked at her. ‘“Well, Hildegarde,
I'll go this far. Nobody planned this
murder ahead of time because nobody
could know that Huntley Cairns would
be so excited about his new swimming
pool that he would leave his guests and
rush out for a quick dip. This murder
was done on the spur of the moment.”

v

NEXT morning Miss Hildegarde
Withers arose early and set about re-
moving from her little cottage all traces
of the police search. This accomplished,
she sat down with a pot of coffee and a
plate of molasses cookies to study the
morning papers.

The local sheet, unfortunately, had
almost nothing at all. “Tragic Accident
Mars Cairns Party” was the head. The
news story gave the impression that the
police investigation into Huntley Cairns’
death was a mere formality and that a
verdict of accidental death would most
certainly result from the coroner’s in-
quest, scheduled for today.

As for the Manhattan dailies, it was
immediately clear that they hadn’t been
able to get much out of the Inspector,
though most of them went as far as they
dared in hinting at the triangle between
Pat Montague, Huntley Cairns, and
Helen. They intimated that, while Mon-
tague was held only on charges of sus-
picion of homicide, it would probably be
merely a matter of hours before he
would be booked and held for the grand
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jury on the charge of first-degree
murder.

Montague had her to thank for that.
She gathered herself together, clamped
upon her head a hat which somewhat
resembled a frigate under full sail, and
took off. Ten minutes later her taxicab
deposited her at the gateway of the
Cairns house.

A short time later Inspector Oscar
Piper was likewise deposited at the
gateway by a police sedan. Officer Lun-
ney, at the door, nodded meaningly.

“How many ?”” the Inspector asked.

The officer held up one stubby fore-
finger. The Inspector went on into the
house. He tiptoed across the broadloom
carpet, slid through the library doors,
and stopped stock-still.

“Judas Priest in a bathtub!” he
roared. “Don’t you ever stay home ?”

Miss Hildegarde Withers, who had
been carefully studying a row of books,
straightened up with a small squeak of
alarm.

“Oscar! What in the world are you
doing here?”

“I'm here because everybody thought
I'd be at the inquest, and I had a sort
of trap baited, with that fool of a Lun-
ney half-asleep out front and the rear
door open and unguarded, hoping some-
body—"" He stopped, shaking his head
angrily. “You'd better tell me why
you're housebreaking.”

“I was just looking around,” Miss
Withers said.

“So I see.” The Inspector nodded to-
ward the strewn papers around the big
library desk.

“I hope, Oscar, that you don’t think
I'm responsible for that!”

“But you're responsible for scaring
away whoever was searching this
room!”

“Then,” retorted Miss Withers tri-
umphantly, “Pat Montague is cleared.
Because if He’s in jail he couldn’t have
sneaked in here—"

“I didn’t say it was him. He could
have sent somebody.”

“Why? He was never inside the
house, so he couldn’t have left his cuff
buttons or anything behind. Besides,
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the colored girl was cleaning up.

“Yassum,” she said in reply to Miss
Withers’ question. “I hanged out Misg’
Cairns’ suit. It sho’ woulda mildewed
fast, tucked down into her laundry bag
all wet like she left it.”

“When,” asked Miss Withers softly,

turning to Lawn, “was the last time

your sister wore that suit that you
know of ?”

Lawn shrugged. “I don’t know. She
may have tried the pool out Friday, the
day before the party. They'd filled it
then.”

“I see. I thought for a moment—"
Miss Withers shook her head. “I won-
der how long it would take a man to
remove his coat and shirt and then
whisk them on again after he had done
—well, whatever it was.”

Lawn’s eyes narrowed. “Still aiming
at Pat? A man, I know, has lots of but-
tons on his shirt, and then there's a
necktie and all that. But—but a woman!
It would be easy enough for a woman,
because women usually wear loose
sleeves that could roll to the shoulder
in a jiffy."”

“You mean, darling, sleeves like the
ones on the dress I wore at the party?”

They both looked up with a start to
see Helen, a symphony in black, stand-
ing in the door of the dining room. Be-
hind her was Thurlow Abbott.

The two young women faced each
other, and for a moment Miss Withers
could see a resemblance between them,
which flickered and was gone.

“Why, yes,” Lawn said slowly.
“Helen, I want to talk to you.”

“It wouldn’t be any use,” Helen said.
“You see, I know what you're up to.
You've failed to pin this mess onto Pat,
and so you’ve decided on me.”

There was a long silence. “You're so
beautiful,” Lawn told her. “And so
good. It's a shame that you couldn’t
have been just a little brighter!” The
girl turned toward Miss Withers.
“Please excuse me. It's getting very,
very stuffy in here. I'm going to change
my clothes, then go down to Mame
Boad's stable. That's where I keep
my horse, you know.” She ran out of
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the room.

“My daughter Lawn,” said Thurlow
Abbott in his croaking voice, ‘‘gets
more difficult every day. By the way,
Miss Withers, may I ask just what it
was you wanted?”

“To find out how and why your son-
in-law was murdered, and who did it!”

“But it wasn’t murder!” Helen cut in.
“Didn’t you know? The police are being
awfully slow and stupid about it all, but
I thought you would see. When they
drained the pool yesterday they found
Huntley’'s wrist watch at the bottom.
He must have missed it when he was
dressing after his swim and rushed out
just as he was. In trying to reach it, he
fell in and was drowned.”

“Huntley was, I'm afraid, a very
weak swimmer,” Thurlow Abbott
chimed in.

“And that watch was his pride and
joy,” Helen added. “He’'d have gone
almost out of his mind if he’d looked at
his wrist and seen that it was missing.”

“Was he so proud of it,” Miss Withers
probed gently, ‘“that he’d have gone
swimming without noticing that he'd
left it on?”

Helen thought he might. “You see,
except in the tub, he never took it off,
not even when he slept. It was water-
proof and shockproof and everything-
proof.”

A%

THE schoolteacher stilled an im-
pulse to ask if the watch had been

-equipped with an outboard motor too—

so that it could travel from the shallow
end of the pool, where a poor swimmer
like Cairns would presumably have been
disporting himself, down to the deep
end, fifty feet or more away. But for
the moment that could wait.

“There is just one other thing I must
ask you now,” she said. “Whatever
became of the book—the book with the
red jacket. ‘Oriental Moments’ was the
title, I believe.”

She had great hopes of that shot in
the dark, but it fizzled out. Either
Helen and her father had never heard
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of the book, or else they were far better
dissemblers than she had given them
credit for being. She shrugged.

“Well, perhaps it will turn up when
we least expect it. Like your white
bathing suit.”

Helen froze. “My what?”

“Your white bathing suit that your
maid found in your laundry bag in
grave danger of mildew.”

“I don’t understand.” Helen was
frowning. “I used the suit Friday, but
I'm sure I left it in the dressing room.”

“Did you really? Well, thank you
very much, anyway. I'm on my way
down to the jail now, in hopes of seeing
the proper authorities and getting
young Montague released. He couldn’t
have drowned your husband, Mrs.
Cairns. The rake wasn’t long enough.
Would you have any message for Pat,
in case I get in to see him?”

Helen looked quickly at her father.
“Why, no.” But she walked with Miss
Withers through the house, almost to
the front door. Making sure that they
were alone, she produced a thin packet
of letters tied neatly with red string.
“Just give these back to him, will you,
before the police find them.” Helen
turned and went back toward the stairs,
half running, and with a handkerchief
pressed to her mouth.

Miss Withers stood stock-still, look-
ing after her. Then she saw Thurlow
Abbott coming toward her, his face
strained and drawn.

“I hope you’ll take anything Lawn
says with a grain of salt,” he said. “And
I hope you’ll make allowances for Helen.
She is the sentimental feminine type.
Not at all like Lawn.”

Miss Withers could agree with him
there, at any rate. “Your daughters do
seem rather unlike, for sisters.”

“Half sisters,” he confessed in his
sepulchral voice, and came a little
closer. ‘“You see, Miss Withers, Helen's
mother was a choir singer, a very sweet
and gentle person. After her tragic
death in a motor car accident on Long
Island I traveled for a few seasons, and
there in vaude—I mean, in concert—I
fell in with a very fascinating woman.
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The Princess Zoraida, Egyptian mystic,
she called herself. Her powers were, to
tell the truth, unusual. She was Lawn's
mother.”

“Really! And she abandoned you with
the babe in your arms ? It sounds a little
like ‘Way Down East’ in reverse.”

“It was on Pan-time, in Seattle,”
Abbott corrected her. ‘“Of course the
Princess and I had gone through a
ceremony, but I had reason after she
walked out on me to think that she al-
ready had a husband or two scattered
throughout the theatrical profession.”

“How very unfortunate. It cannot be
easy for a man to try to bring up two
children.”

He bowed. “I had hoped, of course,
that they would carry on the Abbott
name in the theater, but it was not to
be. Helen has the beauty but not the
temperament. And Lawn—I'm afraid
that the consciousness of her dark heri-
tage has embittered her. She has never
felt that she belonged.” Thurlow Abbott
sighed heavily. “You understand, of
course.”

“I think I'm beginning to,” admitted
Miss Withers, and took her departure.

Back in town, Miss Withers visited
the local bookstore. A clerk approached
her, and she asked for a copy of
“Oriental Moments.” The young man
gave it as his opinion that she wouldn’t
be able to buy a copy in Shoreham.

“It came out last year, I believe, but
there wasn’t much call for it,” he told
her. “It’s probably out of print now,
but we could try ordering it for you.
Or there might be a copy in our rental
library if it isn’t out.”

There was, and it wasn't. A moment
later, at the price of library member-
ship and upon her promise to pay three
cents a day for its use, Miss Hildegarde
Withers came into temporary posses-
sion of “Oriental Moments,” red jacket
and all.

HE schoolteacher went out into the
street with her nose buried in the
volume, expecting the worst because of
the provocative Chinese damsel depic-
ted undressed on the cover. But the
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Miss Withers read:

Not all tropical fish can be successfully kept
in a community tank, for it must be remembered
that all fish are naturally cannibalistic. In most
cases, however, the whole problem can be re-
solved to a matter of size, as fish do not ordi-
narily prey upon other fish, of whatever species,
who are of approximately half their own bulk
or more. However, even among the same species,
fish will without hesitation eat or attempt to eat
any other fish of less than half their size, even
in most cases including their own young. Most
tropical fish remain in their desired miniature
size in an aquarium, one exception to this being
the scalare or angelfish, which grow even under
those conditions, and which should be removed
from the tank as soon as they reach the size of
a half dollar.

HE SNIFFED. “That doesn’t apply
—my angelfish are only the size of
quarters.” She read on:

Two male bettas, or Siamese fighting fish, will
of course battle to the death if kept in the same
tank, and the female betta has an unsavory repu-
tation for attacking other females. Likewise the
red-bellied dace and the black-banded miniature
sunfish have been known to transgress. It must
further be remembered that any tropical fish
other than the scavengers or soft-mouthed varie-
ties may become a killer in a community tank,
and having once acquired the habit will continue
until caught and eliminated. Only trial and error
will assist the fish fancier in this matter.

She closed the book.

“It seems to boil down to this—that
all fish, like mankind, were murderers
in the wild state and have a tendency
to revert.” Miss Withers consulted the
gold watch which was pinned to her
bosom. ‘“Dear me, I had no idea that I
had stayed so long. Forgive me, Doctor.
I know you must have more important
problems than mine.”

He accepted a two-dollar fee with
modest reluctance. ‘“Oh, we're not so
busy now,” said Dr. Harvey pleasantly,
“as we were when we had the dog-
poisoning epidemic here. We lost forty-
six dogs here in Shoreham, a pretty good
percentage of the canine population.”

“As many as that? I suppose, Doctor,
that you performed autopsies on the
poisoned animals? What was it—the
usual strychnine?”

He shook his head. “Arsenic, at first.
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then carbon tetrachloride and pyri-
dine. And finally, three or four of the
dogs that I examined showed no traces
of poison at all. The cause of death was
really peritonitis—simple perforation
of the peritoneum.”

“By a sliver of bamboo?”

“Now how did you find that out?” he
demanded. “Either somebody has been
talking that had no business to talk, or
else—"

“Oh, I get around,” Miss Withers told
him, and hastily got out of the place.

The particular avenue which opened
up in front of her might be, she realized
all too well, only a blind alley. But it
was one of the smoothest, straightest
alleys, and downbhill all the way.

“Now’s the time,” she said to herself,
“to send a monkey to pull the chestnuts
out of the fire.”

Or was it a cat that burned its paws
in the fabled operation? She had never
got it quite straight. At any rate, she
needed help in baiting a certain little
trap that she had worked out in her
mind. . . .

The phone rang three times and
then was answered by “Miz Cyains’
res’dence,” spoken in a chocolate-
syrupy voice. There was a brief pause,
then a giggle, and Lawn Abbott dropped
into her own voice.

“Speaking,” she said. “Oh, don’t
mind me, Miss Withers—I was only
clowning. What’s up? Did you get into
—I mean, did you see him?”

“I—er—thought it better not to try.
There’s something I'd like you to do for
me though. Are you ... I mean, can
you speak freely?”

Lawn’s answer came promptly. “Free
as the breeze. Helen is in her room tak-
ing a beauty sleep, and Father has re-
tired with a bottle and a book of his
old press clippings. What is it? Do
you want me to come into town? Be-
cause if you do, I can catch a ride in
with Searles.” Then the girl listened
for a while. Finally she said, ‘“Yes, but
Idon’t get it.”

“Just call all of them,” came the
schoolteacher’s clipped Bostonian ac-
cents. “The Benningtons, Dr. Rade-
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The Inspector looked surprised. ‘“But
I thought you knew it and that you'd
rushed down here to congratulate me!
It was all announced on the radio around
eight o’clock—a little prematurely, but
Sheriff Vinge likes to stand in well with
the press and the radio newscasters, so
he handed it out.”

“What I actually came down here for,
Oscar, was to ask you to rearrest Joe
Searles.”

“The Cairns’ gardener?’ Piper
thought that was funny. “When did
you get that bee in your bonnet?”

“Never mind. I've been thinking
things over, that’s all. If you won't
arrest Searles, won't you at least assign
a detective to watch him?”

“Relax, Hildegarde! We’ve got a con-
fession.”

“And you think it will hold up?”

He hesitated only a moment. ‘“Hon-
estly, Hildegarde, I don't see why not.
The district attorney is in there with
Sheriff Vinge now, and we're going to
give Montague a lie-detector test based
on his confession.”

“And is the prisoner willing to do
that?”

“He’s willing to do anything and
everything. I never saw a man bust up
into so many pieces under a load of
guilt. Take it easy, Hildegarde, and
don’t talk yourself into thinking that
this is necessarily one of those twisted,
complex cases. Remember that Pat
Montague had a motive to kill Huntley
Cairns, and so far nobody else did. Not
even your friend the gardener. Now,
I've got to run along. We've got to
work out a list of questions to throw at
Pat Montague when he’s hooked up to
the lie detector.”

“Then ask him one for me,” suggested
the schoolteacher tartly. ‘“Ask him if
he thinks a gentleman is in honor bound
to confess himself right into the electric
chair for the sake of a lady he used to
be in love with!”

She stalked out of the place, slam-
ming the screen door behind her, and
was morose all the way back to the hotel.
Arriving at her cottage, she turned on
all the lights, including the fluorescent
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lamp over the tank of tropical fish, but
for once that watery wonder world had
no power to distract or inspire her. An-
other fish or two seemed to be missing,
but she was past caring about that.

“It must be that I have lost my grip,”
she said out loud, and on a sudden im-
pulse picked up the local telephone book.

Sure enough, there was the name—
“Searles, Joseph—Lndscpg—24 Pier
Lane—4439.” Evidently he needed a
phone in his business. She could, she
thought, find out if the man was at
home, explaining the call by saying that
she needed some rosebushes pruned.

ISS WITHERS gave the number to

the hotel operator and waited. But

the lie about the rosebushes was not to
yet rest upon her conscience.

“They don’t answer,” the operator
said. “You want me to keep on trying ?”’

“Never mind,” said the schoolteacher,
but an hour later she tried again.

“Hold on until somebody answers,”
she asked the operator, and counted as
she heard the ringing sounds—eleven—
twelve—thirteen. . .

Then, miraculously, there came a click
at the other end of the line and a gruff
“What?”

“Is this Mr. Searles?
Withers speaking.
bushes—"

The voice at the other end of the line
said briefly what she could do with her
rosebushes, and the instrument was
hung up with a crash.

“Well!” said Miss Hildegarde Withers
to herself. “That nasty old man ought
to have his mouth washed out with
green soap!” She stalked across the
room and back again. “I certainly
never in my life—"

Then she sat down suddenly in a chair
and drew a deep breath. What if her
bombshell dropped among the group at
the Benningtons’ had not proved to be a
dud after all? What if it had bounced
right into her own lap? Her accusation
of Joe Searles had been almost purely
rhetorical, to prove her point. But gar-
deners did have access to all sorts of
poisons, and Searles was a dirty old man

This is Miss
I have some rose-
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cuse me—" Mumbling quietly to him-
self, Dr. Farney hurried off toward his
car.

“Just a minute, Hildegarde,” the In-
spector said. “I'll see if Vinge has or-
dered the ambulance yet. Then I'll see
you back to the hotel. I want to talk to
you.”

He was back in a moment, and they
started off together.

“How’d you know Searles was going
to be killed?” Piper demanded.

“But I didn’t! I thought he was the
murderer, and I was going to surprise
him into a confession.” She smiled.
“Don’t look so glum and disgusted, Os-
car. Because this second murder proves
one thing anyway. Pat Montague is
" innocent.”

They came out of the alleyway, away
from the slow hushing sound of the
breakers on the shore. The Inspector
laughed bitterly. “You may as well
know all,” he said. ‘“We let Montague
loose a little after eleven o’clock.”

Miss Withers gasped again. “But,
Oscar!”

“We had to. The confession was no
good. As soon as we put him under the
lie detector it all fell to pieces. Not one
thing in the confession was on the level,
except that he hated Cairns and wanted
him dead. Of course, he may have been
tricking the machine, but that’s awfully
roundabout. Anyway, we were up a
tree. Then finally Loomis, the D. A,
suggested that we forget the lie detector
and try a truth serum, or whatever you
call it.”

“Not that scopolamine stuff again?”

“No, twilight sleep is out of date. We
were talking about that new drug they
developed in the Army medical corps
to loosen up the subconscious of bad
cases of battle fatigue. When anybody'’s
had enough sodium betapentalin he'll
answer questions truthfully. He can't
help it. Only—"

“Only Pat Montague refused his per-
niission ?” ’

“Permission, hell. There's a new type
of the drug you can give through the
mouth, in coffee or anything. Taste’s
faintly salty, that’s all. We were going
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to try it on Montague first and ask his
permission later. By that time maybe
we’d better have had a real confession
instead of a fake one like he gave us
earlier.”

“But even so, could you use it ?”

“Not in court. But we figured we’d
have enough of the real facts so we
could prove our case anyway. I even
had the chief medical examiner send me
out some of the stuff”’—Piper showed
her a small blue glass bottle—“but we
never got to use it.”

“Still insisting that Montague is
guilty ?”’ she interrupted. “Can’t you
ever forget that blessed triangle of
yours?”’

He smiled. “There are new angles to
the triangle now. And Searles’ death
doesn’t make things any simpler, either.
On the contrary, as a mater of fact.”
They both turned to watch the ambu-
lance as it sped along on its mission to
pick up what was left of the unhappy
gardener.

“But if you were so convinced of
Montague’s guilt—"

“Listen a minute,” Piper said. “We
never held Montague for murder, but
just for investigation, see? But what
do you think Mrs. Helen Cairns up and
does yesterday? She telegraphs to Chi-
cago for a hot-shot criminal lawyer,
meets him at the airport, and rushes him
over to the station, stopping to see a
judge on the way. So all of a sudden
we had this stew-bum of a wild Irish-
man on our hands—some guy named
Malone or Mahoney. Before we even
knew he was in town he'd got wise to
the betapentalin gag, uncovered the
sheriff’s private bottle of rye, dated up
the D.A’s big blond secretary, and
slapped a writ of habeas corpus in our
faces.”

They walked on in silence.
worker,” Miss Withers said.

“Jim the Penman crossed with Cap-
tain Kidd,” remarked the Inspector bit-
terly. “Anyway, he sprung his client
about eleven, which gave Montague
plenty of time to kill Searles, who was
the only real witness against him.”

“But if Montague went off in the com-
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