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CHAPTER ONE
Certain Reflectiongn the Mirror

"HUMPH," SAID H. M., "SO YOU'RE MY NEPHEW, HEY?" HEontinued to peer morosely over the tops of his
glasses, his mouth turned down sourly and his aiglk folded over his big stomach. His swivel chgireaked
behind the desk. He sniffed. 'Well, have a cigant And some whisky. - What's so blasted funny?héou got a
cheek, you have. What're you grinnin' at, curseé?you

The nephew of Sir Henry Merrivale had come vergelt laughing in Sir Henry Merrivale's face. Itsyjanfortu-
nately, the way nearly everybody treated the dredd., including all his subordinates at the Wafi€¥, and this
was a very sore point with him. Mr. James Boynt@miett could not help knowing it. When you are angoman
just arrived from over the water, and you sit fog first time in the office of an eminent uncle wévtce managed
all the sleight-of-hand known as the British Mititdntelligence Department, then some little tadhidicated. H.
M., although largely ornamental in these slack dati worked a few wires. There was sport, antéidanger,
that came out of an unsettled Europe. Bennettiefatvho was H. M.'s brother-in-law and enough sémebody
at Washington to know, had given him some extrailfahints before Bennett sailed.

"Don't," said the elder Bennett, "don't, under amgumstances, use any ceremony with him. He wdulahder-
stand it. He has frequently got into trouble aft@l meetings by making speeches in which he rtbsendedly
refers to their Home Secretary as Boko and theimiar as Horse face. You will probably find himesd,
although he will pretend he is very busy. His faeodelusion is that he is being persecuted, aadrtbbody
appreciates him. His baronetcy is two or three hethgears old, and he is also a fighting Socidtistis a
qualified barrister and physician, and he spea&sbrld's most slovenly grammar. His mind is sdows; he
shocks lady typists, wears white socks, and appegnsblic without his necktie. Don't be deceivedhis looks;
he likes to think he is as expressionless as alBuddd as sour-faced as Scrooge. | may add,"tsaielder
Bennett, "that at criminal investigation he is @galeal of a genius."

What surprised Sir Henry Merrivale's nephew was lilegfulfilled the description exactly. Two hundneolunds of
him were piled into a chair behind the big untigskl, wheezing and grumbling. His big bald head glibagainst
the window of the dingy room, high up and quiet\abthe bustle of the War Office. H. M.'s room, spas in
decayed finery, is in the most ancient part ofdamp old rabbit-warren, once a part of WhitehalbBex it looks
down over a bleak strip of garden, the Victoria Emitment, and the river. A smoky blue twilight thesty
twilight of Christmas week - blurred the window nddennett could see reflections from the lamps @liwe
parapet of the Embankment; he could hear the winadite to the pelting and hooting of buses, ardstir of the
fire under the battered white-marble mantelpieceelt for the fire, there was no light. H. M. sairasely, his
glasses pulled down on his thick nose, blinkingt dwer his head there hung from the chandeliargelred-paper
Christmas bell.

"Ah!" growled H. J., peering at him with sudden giggn. "l see you lookin' at it, young man. Dahink | hang
things like that all around my room. But | neveunbfor anything. That's the way they treat me atbhere.
That's Lollypop's work."

"Lollypop?" said Bennett.

"Secretary," growled H. M. "Good girl, but a peShe's always got me talkin' on the telephone wrggvel her
strict orders I'm busy. I'm always busy. Bah. Ehé puts flowers on my desk, and hangs bells aliabo

"Well, sir," observed Bennett reasonably, "if yant like it, why don't you take it down?"

H. M: s heavy eyelids raised. He began to makeemiahoises like, "Rrrr!" and rumble and glare. Therchanged
the subject abruptly.

"Fine way for a nephew to talk," he said. "HumplouYe like all the others. Let's see-you're Kitsgs, hey? The
one that married the Yank? Yes. Do anything favia'? Yanks are hell on people working."

"l do something," admitted Bennett. "But I'm notteé what it is. Sort of international errand-foy my father:
that's the reason for my crossing the ocean in Dbee"

"Hey?" wheezed H. M., peering up. "Don't tell meytlre got you in this business too? Bad. Keep bitt blug's
game. Dull. And they pester you to death. Homed@ffs always gettin' a scare about protecting éttelships we
haven't got. - Are you in it?"

Bennett took a cigar from the box that was thrausira across the desk. He said:

"No sir. | only wish | were. All | ever do is shakecktails for visiting celebrities to my fathedepartment; or else



carry messages full of platitudes from the old nmathe Foreign Offices of smaller governments. ¥oow the
sort of thing. "The Secretary presents his compiisieand assures His Excellency that the mattagesigd will
receive the fullest attention and so on. It. way arfreak of luck that | came to London at all.& Hesitated,
wondering whether he dared broach the subject®mhid. "It was because of Canifest. A certain LOethifest;
maybe you know of him? He's the one who owns thegsbf newspapers."

H. M. knew everybody. His slovenly figure bumpeemwvhere through the crush; and even Mayfair hestehad
long since ceased to apologize for him. "Canifesy?" he inquired, as though the smoke of the cigae
unpleasant to his nostrils. "Sure | know him. Hieé&one that's whooping for an Anglo-American altia, and
damn the Japanese with their evil eye? Uh, yesfdllig with Prime-Ministerish airs and a mann&elthe world's
grandpappa - buttery voice - likes to talk on eyargsible occasion, hey? Uh huh. Gay dog, too."

Bennett was startled.

"Well," he said feelingly, "I can tell you that'sws to me, sir. 1 wish he had been; it would haenteasier. You
see, he came to the States on a semi-politicaloniskgather. Good-will tour and all that. How atb@n Anglo-
American alliance? Of course nobody could do amgthbut it made a good impression. They gave himetis,"
said Bennett, with dreary recollections of theiplaes that flowed of Canifest standing impressiv#and and
white-haired above a microphone and a table ofstdgend he spoke over the radio and everybody whit a
wonderful thing brotherly love was. Part of my @aberrand-boy was to go with his party and helgloohhim
round New York. But as to his being a gay dog---'

He paused, with a few uncomfortable half-memoties, tmade him wonder. But he saw H. M. regardimg hi
curiously, and went on:

"Il admit you never know quite what to do in tleosircumstances, because you have to know your Titren.
distinguished foreigner says he wants to see Ametife. All right. You arrange a lot of cocktaihies. And
then it turns out that the distinguished foreigwants to see Grant's Tomb and the Statue of LibAttyCanifest
wanted to do was ask a million questions aboustai of America, which nobody can ever answer agyW's
true, though, that when Marcia Tait arrived..”

H. M. took the cigar out of his mouth. He remaiiragassive, but there was a curious disconcertiaige st his
eyes.

"Hey? What's that," he said, "about Marcia TaifQbthing, sir."

"You're tryin'," said H. M., pointing the cigar laim malevolently, "you're tryin' to intrigue my arest, that's what.
You got something on your mind. | mighta known imighta known nobody ever calls on me out of ffipaety or
whatnot. Hah!"

All the baffling images of the past two days crodde on Bennett. He saw the flat above the bleak-gee
brown-paper parcel - Marcia Tait, laughing amid fues, being photographed in the sleek torpedorobaster-
and, finally, the red-haired man suddenly doublipgand sliding sideways from the stool at the kdrad missed
murder. But murder had been intended. He shiftexhsity.

"Not at all, sir. | was only answering your questioAfter Canifest's visit, my father made a gestfrsending me
here to carry a sort of thank-you-for-the-favorsyotir-noblecountryman letter to your Home Offideatts all.
There's nothing to it. | had hoped to be back hantigne for Christmas."

"Christmas? Nonsense!" roared H. M., sitting upigtit. He glared. "Nephew, spend it with us. Caltal

"As a matter of fact, I'd already had an invitati®o a place in Surrey. And I'll admit that there eeasons why |
want to accept.”

"Oh, ah," observed H. M. sourly. "Girl?"

"No. Curiosity-maybe. | don't know." He shifted agdit's true that some very funny things haverbkappening.
There's been an attempted murder. And a lot afig&r@eople have been scrambled together, inclu@amifest
and Marcia Tait. It's all friendly and social, ll, damn it, it worries me, sir."

"Wait," said H. M. Wheezing and growling to himsédi€ hoisted his bulk out of the chair, and switthe a
goosenecked reading lamp at the desk. A pool aéfrgshaded light revealed disarranged papers afialfitamp
sprayed over with tobacco-ash and rumpled wheid.Hhad put his feet on' the desk. Over the whitekiea
mantelpiece Bennett could see the thin, Mephistigheortrait of Fouche. From a tall iron safe H. tdok a
bottle, a syphon, and two glasses. Wherever he, wenitumbering progress seemed to upset things. In
nearsighted batlike waddling between desk and kafepntrived to knock over a set of chessmen witith he
had evidently been working out a problem, and &etablead soldiers arranged for the solution pfiazle in
military tactics. He picked-nothing up. It wasditt It was also the paraphernalia of his weirddiike, deadly
brain. After measuring the drinks he said, "Horgnki' with the utmost solemnity, drained his glasa gulp, and
sat back in wooden moroseness.

"Now, then," said H. M., folding his hands. 'I'migido listen to you. Mind, | got work. The folkewn the way



he inclined his head sideways in a gesture thateetly meant another building, called New Scotlsiadd, a short
distance down the Embankment "they're still onldritks about that fella at Hampstead, the one wdmt'she
heliograph on the hill. Let 'em wonder. Never mi¥du're my nephew, and besides, son, you mentiangdman
I'm rather curious about. Well?'

"Marcia Tait?"

"Marcia Tait," agreed H. M., with a somewhat lechex wink. "Haah. Movies. Sex plus-plus-plus. Alwggsto
see her films." An evil glee stole over his broadd. "My wife don't like it. Why do thin women alysaget
ferocious when you say a good word for the broadrok, hey? | admit she's plump; why not. - Funimygh
about Marcia Tait. | knew her father, the old gahdmew him well. Had a shootin' box near me befte war.
Couple of weeks ago | went to see her in that éibout Lucrezia Borgia, the one that ran for moatithe
Leicester Square. Well, and who did | meet comim'out old Sandival and Lady same? Lady same watsiisn
into her sables. She was gettin' a bit rough onTHie | begged a ride home in their car. | haddiatpout that
Lady S. had better not walk out socially with olgifis daughter. Accordin’ to rules old Tait's daeghlvould go in
to dinner before Lady S. Ho ho. She was nasty abaut' H. M. scowled again, and paused withtiasd on the
whisky-bottle. "Look here, son," he added, peesharply across the desk; "you're not tangled up Miarcia
Tait, are you?"

"Not," said Bennett, "in the way you mean, sirnbkv her. She's in London."

"Do you good if you were," growled H. M. But hisfthmoved again, and the soda-syphon hissed. "Tygach
some thing. No spirit in young 'uns nowadays. Bakll, go on. What's she doing over here?'

H. M.'s small, impassive eyes were disconcertindpdir stare.

"If you know the background," Bennett went on, "yoay know that she was on the stage first in Lotidon

"A flop," said H. M. quietly. His eyes narrowed.

"Yes. | gather that the critics were pretty roughd gently intimated that she couldn't act. Soveéat to
Hollywood. By some sort of miracle a director naniainger got hold of her; they trained her and gred her
and kept her dark for six months; and then theghed off their skyrocket. In six months she becarhat she is
now. It was all Rainger's work, and a press agdetlsew named Emery. But, so far as | can readktig's got only
one ambition, and that's to make London eat its wards. She's over here to take the lead in a hey'p

"Go on," said H. M. "Another queen, hey? She's h@ayin' nothing but queens. Revenge. H'm. Whalslypecing
it?"

"That's the whole story. It's independent. Sh&ertagreat pleasure in sneering hard at a couppeooiucers who
offered terms. She won't touch 'em, because tHagead to back her a second time when she fail¢tei©ld days.
Lot of wild talk. It isn't doing her much good, Ergeells me. What's more, she walked out of thdistin the
middle of a contract. Emergy and Rainger are rabimgthey came along.”

He stared at the pool of light. on the desk, remaing another weird light. That was the last nightlew York,
at the Cavalla Club. He was dancing with Louise wés looking over her shoulder through a smoky mlowith
the grotesque shadows of dancers grown big andimgeagainst faint gleams, towards the table wheaedha
Tait sat. There were scarlet hangings behind téstead with gilt tassels. She wore white, and hae shoulder
with a swashbuckling air against a pillar. She dlask but composed. He saw her teeth as she lapghlidnt
against the faintly swarthy skin. On one side afdat Emery, very drunk and gesticulating; on ttheoside of
her the tubby Rainger, who always seemed to nebde and drank nothing, lifting his shoulderstgligas he
examined a cigar. It was hot in the smoky room, aheéavy drum pounded slowly behind the bandmttsgc.
could hear fans whir. Through the humped shadovigo€ers he saw Tait lift a thin glass; Emery'siggstions
spilled it suddenly across her breast, but she lanighed at it. It was John Bohun who leaned otih@fgloom,
swiftly, with a handkerchief.. .

"The latest," Bennett went on, looking up from bygnotic glow, "is that the Cinearts people hawegiher a
month to get back on the lot. She won't - or s&gsvgon't. The answer, she says, will be this."

He lifted his cigar and traced letters in the aitl@ough he were writing a poster.

"JOHN BOHUN presents
MARCIA TAIT and JERVIS WILLARD
in
‘THE PRIVATE LIFE OF
CHARLES THE SECOND,’

a Play by
MAURICE BOHUN"



H. M frowned. He pushed the shell-rimmed spectagteand down his broad nose.

"Good!" he said abstractedly. "Good! That'd suit $tgle of beauty, son. You know. Big heavy lidages,
swarthy skin, small neck, full lips: exactly like® of those Restoration doxies in the Stuart robtheaNational
Portrait Gallery. Hah! Wonder nobody's thoughttdféfore. | say, son, go round and browse throbgtQallery
sometime. You'll get a lot of surprises. The worttay call Bloody Mary is a baby-faced blonde, wiasr®ary
Queen of Scots is nearly the ugliest wench indheH'm." Again he moved his glasses. "But thaisriestin'
about Tait: She's got nerve. She's not only cagittimstility, but she's challenging competition. ¥ know who
Jervis Willard is? He's the best characteract@rigland. And an independent producer has snafffed/idiard to
play opposite her. She must think she can--"

"She does, sir, said Bennett.

"H'm. Now what about this Bohun-Bohun combinatikeeping it in the family? And how does it affectn@ast?"
"That," said Bennett, "is where the story begimsl the cross-currents too. These Bohuns are beythed they
both seem to be contradictions. | haven't met Maurihe's the elder-and this part of it is goRif.it seems to
strike everybody who knows him, except John, awioilisly funny that he should be the author of phésy. It
would be strange, Marcia says, if he wrote any:pagept possibly in five acts and heroic blankseeBut a light,
bawdy, quick-repartee farce of the smart schadl. .

"Dr. Dryasdust,' " said H. M. suddenly. He raiseslhead "Bohun! Got it! But it can't be the sasm). This
Bohun | was thinkin' of - no. Senior Proctor. OxfollLectures on the Political and Economic Histoiyhe Seven-
teenth Century.' Do you mean to tell me -!'

Bennett nodded.

"It's the same man. | told you I'd been inviteétplace in Surrey for the holidays. It's the Bohpiece called
White Priory, near Epsom. And, for a certain histrreason I'll describe in a minute, the wholewmt is going
down in quest of atmosphere. The doddering schiblseems, has suddenly begun to cut capers om.f@pehe
other hand, there's John Bohun. He has always golayeind with theatrical enterprises; never donehnnever
interested in much else, | understand. Well, JobinuB appeared in America as the close friend aod bo
travelling-companion of Lord Canifest.

"He didn't say much; he rarely does. Bohun is #logturn, umbrella-carrying, British-stamp type. Welked
around, and he looked up at the buildings, andoiteai a polite interest. That was all. Until - fifpgears now it was
a prearranged plan - until Marcia Tait arrived ievNYork from Hollywood."

"So?" said H. M. in a curious voice. "Amatory arjle

This was the thing that puzzled Bennett, amongrstit¢e remembered the echoing gloom at Grand Geatra
flashbulbs popping in ripples over the crowd wheardia Tait posed on the steps of the train. Somehettl her
dog, autograph-books flew, the crowd buckled in amt and, standing some distance off, John Bolused. He
said he couldn't understand American crowds. Bémaestembered him craning and peering over the hefads
smaller men: very lean, with one corded hand jadpbis umbrella at the concrete floor. His face wahade
swarthier than Marcia Tait's. He had not ceaseagflaie by the time he fought his way to where shedst .

"As a lovers' meeting," said Bennett slowly, "nait Bhen you can't describe an atmosphere, any thareyou can
describe a sultry day. And it's atmosphere that daaries with her. For a public face she triebgewhat's the
word? effervescent. She's not. You've hit it exeictlsaying she looks like one of those Restoratiomen on
canvas. Quiet. Speculative. Old-time, if you follave. Patches and languor, and thunder in the distafou
could feel it in the air, again like a sultry daguppose all these fancy words simply mean Sei, shwould say
there's something else too; something," said Bénngh more vehemence than he had intended, fédaly did
make great courtesans in the old days. | can't ritakste clear. ."

"Think not?" said H. M., blinking over his spectl "Oh, | don't know. You're doin' pretty well. Yeseem to
have been a good deal bowled over yourself."

Bennett was honest. "God knows | was - for a wiilerybody is who has the customary number of ced c
puscles. But," he hesitated, "competition asiamri't think I'd care for the emotional strain afyshg bowled over
by that woman. Do you see, sir?"

"Oh, ah," said H. M. "Competition was brisk, then?"

"It was ceaseless. There was even a gleam in G#sitgye, I'm fairly sure. Thinking back on whatiygaid. .

"So. She met Canifest?"

"She'd known him in England, it seems; he wasemétiof her father. Canifest and his daughter-Louise name
is; she was acting as his private secretary - €@ahi#nd his daughter and Bohun were staying @&réeoort. Very
fine and sedate and dignified, you see. So (t@a#tenishment of everybody) the flamboyant Tait @lsts up at
the Brevoort. We drove straight there from Grandt@e. Canifest was photographed shaking handsavith



congratulating the famous British artiste who hatlenher name on the screen: that sort of thingadtas fatherly
and disinterested as though she were shaking heattdSanta Claus. Where | began to wonder was Weeh
Rainger, her director, arrived the next day witin@st as big a public following; and the press ageétit him. It
was none of my affair - | was there to escort GastifBut Bohun had arrived with the script of higtber's play:
Tait made no secret of that. There was a sortroédrtruce between Tait and Bohun on one side, aimbBr and
Emery on the other. Whether we liked it or not,weze all mixed up together. It was explosive mateAnd in
the middle of it was Marcia Tait, as expressionkssgver."

Staring at the lamp on H. M.'s desk, he tried toamber just when he had first been conscious ¢biménous
tension, that uneasiness which scratched at thesér this incongruous company. Sultriness adake that
drum-beat, muffled under the music, at the Cav@lid. It would be, he thought, in Tait's suite ba hight
Rainger arrived. An old-fashioned suite in an amichetel, heavy with guilt and plush and glassmsghat
suggested gaslight: yet with the pale glitter dffFAvenue outside the windows. Tait's sultry bgamas
appropriate to the setting. She wore yellow, atdbaek in an ornate chair under a lamp. Bohun, alays
looked thinner and more high-shouldered in blaak&hite, was manipulating the cocktail-shaker. Gestj
fatherly and heavy-mouthed, was talking intermigatith his usual unction. Nearby Canifest's daugbée on a
chair which somehow seemed lower than the othigesitsefficient, and freckled, Louise was a plgir made
plainer still by her father's wishes; and she wexsnitted only one cocktail. "Our Spartan Englishtineos,"
declared Lord Canifest, evidently scenting a msoahewhere, "knew nothing of it. No." It was sho#fjerwards
that the house-phone buzzed.

John Bohun - Bennett tried to explain it to H. Niohn Bohun straightened up and looked at it shak#ymade a
movement to answer it, but Marcia Tait intercepiad: her face had a faint incurious smile, andhaar under
strong light was brown instead of black. She saig,d'Very well," before she replaced the receiwtit| smiling.
John Bohun asked who it was, in a voice that seaasédcurious as hers. He was answered in no gagytime.
Somebody knocked briefly at the outer door of thitesand threw it open without waiting for an iratibn. There
entered a quiet little man, pudgy but not cominadtiff-jawed anger, with two days' growth of beardhis face.
Paying no attention to the others, he said quigBxactly what the devil do you mean by walking oatus?"
Marcia Tait asked to be allowed to present CarhBei.

"-and that," said Bennett, "was nearly three wesda It was, in a way, the beginning of it. But thestion is
this."

He leaned across and put his finger on H. M.'s .d&8ko in our party would send Marcia Tait a boxpofsoned
chocolates?"

CHAPTER TWO
Weak Poison

"ONE OF YOUR PARTY, EH?" SAID H. M. MEDITATIVELY. EEEN sending her poisoned chocolates. Well.
Did she eat 'em?”

I'm getting ahead of the story. The poisoned-chateslbusiness occurred only yesterday morningitantearly a
month ago that Tait arrived in New York. | nevepegted to come to England, you see; | never thougjtuld
meet the party again once | had gone back to Wgkdrinand it wasn't as though | had made partidtilemds

with any of them. But it was that damned atmospHéesguck in your mind. | don't want to make thing sound
too subtle,

H. M. grunted.

"Bah. Subtlety," he said, "is only statin' a selfeent truth in language nobody can understand. thede's
nothing subtle about trying to poison somebody.eéHanother drink. Then how did you come to be tigdvith
these people later?"

That, Bennett tried to explain, was the curiouaghthe metamorphosis of John Bohun. No sooneth®drrand
boy returned to Washington, than he was despateftbdVashington's platitudinous goodwill letter to
Westminster in the role of dummy diplomat. A dumdiglomat had no job: all he must do was say thewright,
and sensible thing on all occasions. He sailecherBerengaria, on a bitter gray day when the skylias smoky
purple etched out with pin pricks of light, and thied cut raw across a choppy harbor. He had nibticeore than
usual chatter, a more than usual quickened exciteai®ard. They were just out of sight of the handkiefs at
the end of the pier when he came face to face Métcia Tait. She wore smoked glasses, which méaishe
was incognito, and was swathed in unwieldy furglisgn On one side of her walked Bohun, and ondtier side



Canifest. Canifest was already looking pale withtfiotion. He went to his cabin at lunch, and didraturn.
Rainger and Emery seldom left their own cabinsl tmi liner was a day out of Southampton.

"Which," said Bennett, "threw Marcia and Bohun amgself together for the crossing. And - this is tyhazzled
me - Bohun was a different man. It was as thoughdukfelt uneasy and a stranger in New York. Hedctalk,
and he seemed to develop a sense of humor. THeriemas gone while only the three of us were togeth
suddenly discovered that Bohun had wild romant@#about this play he was going to produce. Sasfacan
gather, both he and his brother are steeped imsmth-century lore. And with reason. This houdheirs, the
White Priory, was owned by the Bohuns in the tih€loarles the Second. The contemporary Bohun keetry
house'; he was a friend of the King, and, when [ekarame down to Epsom for the racing, he stay#ueatVhite
Priory."

H. M., who was filling the glasses again, scowled.

"Funny old place, Epsom. "Merry house.' H'm. Aindt where Nell Gwynn and Buckhurst lived beforeaflés
picked her up? And this White Priory - hold on! thinkin' Look here, it seems to me | remember irgdbout
some house there; a pavilion or the like, attadbede White Priory, that they won't let tourisées. ."

"That's it. They call it The Queen's Mirror. Bohsewys that the mania for importing marble into Endland
building imitation temples on ornamental sheetwafer is traceable to the Bohuns who built thegldhat's not
true, by the way. The craze didn't start until adred years later, in eighteenth-century fashiBas.Bohun
violently believes it. Anyhow, it seems that anoe&eorge Bohun built it about 1664 for the coneeace and
splendor of Charles's all-alluring charmer Ladytgasaine. It's a marble pavilion that contains amlg or three
rooms, and stands in the middle of a small aréfitake; hence the name. One of the scenes of basiplay is
laid there.

"John described it to me one afternoon when heMardia and | were sitting on deck. He's a secreton, and-|
should think - nervous. He always says, 'Mauricetha intelligence of the family; | haven't; | wisbould write a
play like that," and then smiling casually whilelbeks at people (especially Marcia) as though beswvaiting for
them to deny it. But he's got a flair for descoptiand an artist's eye for effect. | should thield made a damned
good director. When he got through talking, yould@ee the path going down through lines of evengseand
the clear water with the cypresses round its ealge the ghostly pavilion where Lady Castlemain#scaishions
still keep their color. Then he said, as thoughvhee talking to himself, "By God, I'd like to pléye part of
Charles myself. | could and stopped. Marcia lookpdt him in a queer way; she said, quietly, thaythad got
Jervis Willard, hadn't they? He whirled round apadlked at her. | didn't like that expression, | didlke the soft
way she half-closed her eyes as though she wenihi of something from which he was excluded; asKked La
Tait whether she had ever seen Queen's Mirror.Battin smiled. He put his hand over hers and s@id, yes.
That was where we first met.'

"I tell you, it didn't mean anything, but for a sed it gave me a creepy feeling. We were alonderdeck, with
the sea booming past and the deck-chairs slidimfjtfzose two faces, either of which might have conmeof
canvas in an old gallery, looking at me in theigtit. But the next minute, along came Tim Emergkiag a little
green but determined. He tried to be boisterous canldn't quite manage it. But it closed Bohun&ith. Bohun
detested both Emery and Rainger, and didn't traisbt®nceal it."

"About," observed H. M. in a thoughtful rumble, takh Messrs. Rainger and Emery. . . Do you meaaltoie
that a highly paid director, well known in his owame, threw up a good job to chase across the edgéathis
wench?"

"Oh, no. He's on leave after two years without @atian. But he chose to spend his vacation tryingersuade
Marcia not to be a fool." Bennett hesitated, remenimg the fat expressionless face with its cropgpadk hair,
and the shrewd eyes that missed no detail. "Maybenhett said, "somebody knows what that man thirdiksut. |
don't. He's intelligent, he seems to guess yourghts, and he's as cynical as a taxi-driver."

"But interested in Tait?"

"Well possibly."

"Signs of manifest doubt. You're very innocent,,$said H. M., extinguishing the stump of his cigdt'm. And
this fella Emery?"

"Emery's more willing to talk than the others. Paly, | like him. He buttonholes me continualbgcause the
others like to sit on him and he frankly detegts. 'ele's the hopping, arm-flinging sort who can'ssll; and he's
worried, because his job depends on getting Tak bathe studio. That's why he's there."

"Attitude?"

"He seems to have a wife back in California whaggi@ions he brings into every conversation. No.riesgéed in
Tait as the late Mr. Frankenstein was interestedomething he'd created or helped create. Thetergay -
The poisoned chocolates.” As he began to speakehey gong-voice of Big Ben rose and beat in vibganotes



along the Embankment. It was a reminder. Anothgr wiith its blue dusks and deathly lights whene-tats made
faces look like masks, and where Marcia Tait's w@le had been as tumultuous as in New York. The fiad
docked day before yesterday. In the crush as thethain drew into Waterloo station, he had not tie
opportunity for a leave-taking. But John Bohun ke#xbwed through the corridor for a parting handshdkook
here," he said, scribbling on a card, "here's thlress.” Once in London atmosphere, he was hiragalh; brisk,
efficient, humorous-eyed, because he was at havher.cia will go to the Savoy for one night, as atlishe'll slip
away tomorrow morning to this address. Nobody kfsmvs it. We, shall see you, of course?"

Bennett said of course. He knew that Bohun and idédrad had a sharp battle about that address hbiefoas
given to Rainger and Emery. "But it will go to Lo@hnifest," said Marcia Tait, "of course?" As hadbt his way
to a taxi, Bennett looked back to see Tait leamiaigof a trainwindow in the sooty dimness, smiliregeiving
flowers, and shaking hands with some man who hatbdnik turned. A voice somewhere said, "That'siserv
Willard"; and flashlights flickered. Lord Canifesry benign, was being photographed with his deargin his
arm.

Speeding along Waterloo Bridge in a yellow Decenafarnoon, Bennett wondered whether he would sg@f
them again. Ship's coteries break up immediatelg,aae forgotten. He went to the American Embastygre
there was solemn pomp and handshaking; then tith fuf mission at Whitehall, amid more of the sartevas all
done in a couple of hours. They put a two-seaterriglat his disposal, and he accepted two or timétations
that were his duties. Afterwards he felt lonelyttzes devil.

The next morning he was still more depressed, Milcia Tait haunting his mind. In contrast to tlse
comradeship of the liner, this dun-colored town wasn more bleak. He was hesitating whether toujdool6a
Hamilton Place, the address on the card, and pngvdimlessly round Piccadilly Circus, when the erattas
decided for him. At the mouth of Shaftesbury Avehaéeheard a voice bellow his name, with friendlgfanity,
and he was almost run down by a big yellow carpRewere staring at the car. From its massive lyeadiator-
cap to the streamlined letters CINEARTS STUDIOSCINoainted along the side, it was conspicuous gimewen
for the eye of Tim Emery, who drove it. Emery ydlte him to climb aboard, and Emery was in a baddw
Bennett glanced sideways at the sharp-featured fétteits discontented mouth and sandy eyebrowshay shot
up Piccadilly.

"God," said Emery, "she's batty. The woman's gdear datty, | tell you!" He hammered his fist oe tteering-
wheel, and then swerved sharply to avoid a busever saw her like it before. Soon as she getsisadwn, she
goes high-hat. No publicity, she says. No publjaitynd you." His voice rose to a yelp. He was gealyi
bewildered and worried. "I've just been round te ser English branch. Wardour Street bunch. Swelbi help
they are! Even if she did walk off the lot, I'vélgjot to see she gets the breaks in the papens.you imagine,
now-can you just imagine, | ask you-any woman who .

"Tim," said Bennett, "it's none of my business, Yl must realize by this time she's determingaltoon that
play."

"But why? Why?"

"Well, revenge. Did you see the papers this mor?iing

"Say," observed Emery in an awed voice, "she's gotrd in for these Limey managers, hasn't shest Won't do
her any good. But why bother about what they sakisitown, when she can pull down two thousandakan a
real place? God, that's what burns me up! As thahgid got a...h’'mm," said Emery, muttering to léts
"Woman With A Purpose. That'd make a swell leadl ¥ould get a great publicity story out of it. ifduld shoot
the works on that but | can't. I've got to stop it.

"Short of hitting her over the head and kidnapgieg" said Bennett, "l don't see what you can douaf."

Emery peered sideways. The rims of his eyes wekearal his breath in the sharp air was heavilyhaito.
Bennett saw the signs of an embarrassing and iteatf honest, attack of sentimentality.

“Listen," said Emery, breathing hard. He had gddhe suggestion with the utmost seriousnessndficher?
Man, | wouldn't ruffle a hair of that girl's heddyouldn't hurt her little finger so much as, fareosplit second in
the world; and Lord help the man who tries it, thatl I've got to say. Yes. | love that woman lgétee was my own
Margarette, and | want to see her have everythirtgg world..."

"Watch the road," said Bennett sharply. "Wherevegegoing?"

"Out to reason with her, if she's there." "His whfiercely earnest face turned away again. "Sh# algopping
this morning - in a wig, mind you. A wig. But | wéalling you: if she wants to make a picture oétGharles-the-
Second thing, all right. Why not? It's swell boXicé. Radiant Pictures did one like that last yeaq it got top
rating from Variety. (That's the show you put N@lvynn in, isn't it? Uh-huh. | thought so.) All rigtwe'll fix it
up with Baumann. We'll shoot a million dollars imtmduction. A million-dollars," said Emery, savagithe
words, "Yes, and so everything's right we'll bringer some of these Oxford guys to act as techaibgkers. You



think | don't want an artistic success? Well, | @bat's just what | do want," he said fiercely, #ngl car swerved
again. He meant it. Jerking his neck sharply, hetwe: "If that's what she wants, she'll get itt Bat here. What
kind of a guy is this Bohun, I'm asking you? - whendon't know his own mind from one minute totleet? Soft.
That's Bohun. And here's their trick. To get heagdvom me, in case I'd make her see reason, ¢haking her
down to this place in the country; then we've hust, see? But | won't bother with that end of ite 8an go to the
country. But there may be ways of queering theingaight here in London."

"How?"

"Oh, ways." He wrinkled up his forehead and lowenedvoice. "Look. Keep this under your hat. Do yamow
who's putting up the money for this show? Eh?"

"Well?"

"It's Canifest," said Emery. "This is where we turn

He maneuvered through the traffic at Hyde Park @grand swung into the courtyard of a white-stoipelbof
flats overlooking the brown earth and spiky treethe Park. Emery beat the hall-porter into subioisabout not
announcing their names; then growled and slid &roate into his hand. They went up through a catletimness
to a landing where the door of Number 12 stood ofigke a funeral," said Emery, sniffing the thioklor of
flowers; but he stopped as he heard voices inside.

In a blue drawing-room, bright with wintry sun thigh wide windows, were three men. One of them, lshoed
back in a window-seat smoking a cigarette, wasaager to Bennett. On a table among a litter o§leed orchids
lay a brown-paper parcel unwound from its wrappims®wing gaudy ribbon and a gaudily colored nudms
painted on the lid of a five-pound chocolate bahrJBohun stood on one side of the table, Carl graion the
other. And, as Bennett watched them, he knew ktemetwas danger here. You had only to come intodtns of
Marcia Tait, among her belongings and things thathsad touched, to feel the damnable atmosphdrietitng
again.

"I don't know whether you are aware of it," JohrhBo's voice rose sharply, hornet-like in suggestom lowered
again. "It is customary to allow people to operirtbevn parcels. Manners, we sometimes call it. Y&id ever hear
anything of the sort?"

"Oh, I don't know;" said Rainger stolidly. He hadigar between his teeth, and did not lift his efyem the box.
He reached out and touched the ribbons. "l wasgsrl

"Were you really?" said Bohun without inflectione leaned over the table. "Get away from that boxfriand, or
I'll smash your fat face in. Is that clear?"

The man in the window-seat said, "Look here!" Egtiishing his cigarette with a hurried motion, h¢ go.
Rainger did back away from the table then. He wilscemposed, his eyes motionless.

"It seems to me, John," the third man observed,saort of humorous rumble which might have cooleg a
animosities but these, "that you're kicking updkegil of a row over this thing, aren't you?" He eauop to the
table, a big man of slow movements, and fished antloe wrappings. Then he glanced over his shoualder
Rainger, speculatively. "And yet after all, Mr. MRainger, it's only a box of chocolates. Here'scdrgl. From an
admirer who has no doubts. Does Miss Tait get wopf@sents that you're suspicious of this one9,lysau didn't
think it was a bomb, did you?"

"If that fool," said Rainger, pointing his cigarBohun, "is sane enough to let me explain . . ."

Bohun had taken a step forward when Emery knoclkefiipctorily at the open door and hurried in. Behfad-
lowed him. The others jerked round to look at thstomentarily this interruption broke the tensiont it was as
though the room were full of wasps, and you cowdrithe buzzing.

"Hello, Tim," said Rainger. The malice crept infe tioice, though he tried to keep it out. "Good nilog, Mr.
Bennett. You're in time to hear something intenggti

"By the way, Rainger," Bohun remarked coolly, "wihgn't you get out of here?"

The other raised his black eyebrows. He said: "8hould I? I'm a guest here, too. But | happen tmtezested in
Marcia, and her health. That's why I'm willing tq&in even to you and Mr.," he imitated the othemanner,
"Mr. Willard. There's something wrong with thoseochlates."

John Bohun stopped and looked back at the tabldidsthe man called Willard, his eyes narrowing.hde a
square, shrewd, humorous face, deeply lined rooadniouth, with a jutting forehead and heavy graisin.
"Wrong?" he repeated - slowly.

"It wasn't," Rainger went on, his eyes never movirnje he spoke with sudden sharpness, "it wasy'tumknown
London admirer who sent that. Take a look at trdress. Miss Marcia Tait, Suite 12, The Hertfordyrtiton
Place, W. 1. Only half-a-dozen people know shenihéel to come here. No report could have got arewed
now, and yet this box was mailed last night befire had even come here. One of her - we'll safrirads sent
this. One of us. Why?"



After a silence Bohun said violently: "It lookstme like a joke in damned bad taste. Anybody whongblarcia
would know she never eats sweets. And this chgggenny affair, with a nude on the cover-" he stobpe

"Yes. Do you think," said Willard, and slowly knaak his knuckles on the box, "it might have beeerided as a
warning of some sort?"

"Are you trying to tell me," Bohun snapped, "thadse chocolates are poisoned?"

Rainger was looking at him with a dull stare. "Walkll, well," he said, and mouthed his cigar ipleasant mirth.
"Nobody had mentioned that. Nobody said anythinguélpoison except you. You're either too much fufcd or
you're too discerning. Very well. If you think tle& nothing wrong with them, why don't you eat dne?

"All right," said Bohun, after a pause. "By Godyill!" And he lifted the cover off the box.

"Steady, John," Willard said. He laughed, and thend of that deep, common-sense mockery restoezd for a
moment to sane values. "Now look here, old boy.nd good getting the wind up over nothing at\Wk're acting
like a pack of fools. There's probably nothing vavar wrong with the box. If you think there is, kat/sent to be
analyzed. If you don't, eat all you like.

Bohun nodded. He took a dropsical-looking chocdiatm the box, and there was a curious light indyies when
he looked round the group. He smiled thinly.

"Right," he said. "As a matter of fact, we're alirgg to eat one."

High up in the dingy room at the War Office, Benipetused in his narrative as this time the gongevof Big
Ben clanged out the quarter-hour. He jumped & lifthe remembrance had been almost as real, whieahed at
the hypnotic light on H. M.'s desk as the room h&gain he became aware of H. M.'s sour moon-féio&ibg in
the gloom.

"Well, strike me blind!" boomed H. M., as hoarsal/the clock. He made sputtering noises. "Of alleiernal
scarlet fatheads I've heard about in a long titiis,Xohn Bohun is the worst. ‘We're all goin' tbaee,' eh? Silly
dummy. The idea being, | suppose, that if someladiypoisoned the top layer, and that somebody nveeei
room-which, by the way, hasn't been proved athlll-then that somebody would refuse to takeaglsh Uh-huh.
If every one of the top layer of chocolates waslémh- which would be improbable-you poison the wtmbwd. If
only about half the top layer was loaded - whichulddoe very likely-all you could be sure of wastttiee man
who had doctored the box would be devilish care@ilto take a poisoned one. Crazy idea. Do you rteetell me
Bohun made 'em do it?"

"Well, sir, we were all pretty worked up. And evieogly was looking at everybody else..."

"Gor," said H. M., opening his eyes wide. "Not yo0?"

"I had to. There was nothing else for it. Rainggjeoted; he said he was a sensible man-"

"And so he was. Quite."

"But you could see his own bogey had scared hirterAfointing out several good reasons why he simdulte
nearly flew off the handle at the way Bohun waslisigni Emery, who was drunker than he looked, god iswad
threatened to cram the whole lot down his throbeifefused. Finally he took one. So did Emerydi@d/Nillard,
who was thoroughly amused. So did I. It was th&t fime | ever saw Rainger shaken out of his cyrstdidity. |
admit," said Bennett, feeling a retrospective shitiewas an absurd performance. But it wasn'nfuto me. The
minute | bit into that chocolate it tasted so qubet | could have sworn..."

"Uh. | bet they all did. What happened?"

"Nothing, at the moment. We stood and looked ah edleer: not feeling any too good. The person wdetkested |
don't know why - was Rainger, who was standingethgth a kind of sickly sneer on his face and smgkiard.
But he got his own back. He nodded his head armdl pssasantly, 'l trust the experiment will proaisfactory to
all of you," and then put on his hat and coat aadtwut. A few minutes afterwards Marcia came amfrshopping,
under a fancy incognito, and we felt like a lokafs caught in a jam cupboard. Willard burst ouiglaing, which
restored the balance."

"Did you tell her?"

"No. We didn't believe the yarn, but. You see? Wiverheard her in the hall, Bohun swept up the bk a
wrappings and hid 'em under his overcoat. Thenagkllnch there. -At six o'clock yesterday evenirdn
phoned me at my hotel to come round to a nursingehim South, Audley Street for a council of war.ofibtwo
hours after lunch Tim Emery had collapsed in a &ad, the doctor found strychnine poisoning."

There was a silence.

“No," said Bennett, answering the unspoken questidat death or near death. He hadn't swallowedfficeent
guantity. They pulled him through; but none of ek pleasant about our little experiment: The thivas: what
was to be done? None of us wanted to call in thieggaxcept Emery, and that wasn't on accouniroélf. He
kept babbling that it was the finest publicity bétage, and ought to be in all the papers: he alkkisg like that
this morning. It was Rainger who shut him up. Ramgpinted out at least he didn't crow over ust, tif the



police were called in there'd be an investigatiod they might not get Tait back to the States @nttiiee weeks'
grace allowed by the studio. They're both fandiicst on that."

"And Tait?"

"Didn't turn a hair. In fact," replied Bennett usiéy remembering the faint smile on the small fyds and the
veiled dark eyes under heavy lids, "she seemeémrathased. But she nearly made good old sentitriezuta-
boiled Emery weep by the way she fluttered over. himaidentally, Bohun seems the most flusteredheflot.
There was another council of war this morning deermany cocktails. There was an effort to maKkkpipant, but
everybody realized that someone-maybe someonenpteseé ..." He made a significant gesture.

"H'm, yes. Now wait a bit. D'you have those chotaganalyzed?"

"Bohun did. Two of them on the top layer, includihg one Emery ate, were poisoned. Both togethaaawed
just a little less than enough strychnine to meatan death. One was squashed a bit along ongveideoticed
afterwards, as though the person hadn't known baiw this job quite well. Also, they were set sodpart that
one person, except by an unholy coincidence ofilodd wouldn't be likely to eat both. In other werdir, it must
have been what Willard suggested: a warning of skine . ."

H. M.'s swivel-chair creaked. One hand shadedywgs,eand his big glasses gleamed inscrutably ftershiadow.
He was silent a long time.

"Uh-huh. | see. What was decided at the counciVarf?"

"Maurice Bohun was to be in London this afternootake Marcia down to the White Priory, and incigddlg go
over the script. Willard was to go with them-byitralohn is driving down late tonight in his cag/shgot a
business appointment in town, and won't get hontitlate. They wanted me to go down with the pabyt | can't
get away until late myself; another of those deeptions."

"You goin' down tonight?"

"Yes, if the party doesn't break up too late.gdt my bags packed beforehand to be ready. -Anythaye's the
situation, sir." For a moment Bennett struggledveen a feeling that he was making a fool of himseitl the
feeling that a deadlier thing lay behind this. él}aken up a lot of your time. I've talked interabity. Maybe for
nothing "

"Or maybe not," said H. M. He leaned forward pondsty. "Listen to me, now."

Big Ben struck six-thirty.

CHAPTER THREE
Death at the Mirror

AT SIX-THIRTY ON THE FOLLOWING MORNING, BENNETT WAS
studying a small and complicated map by the lighhe dashboard lamps, and he was shivering. Qirtagn-
mile drive out of the maze of London he had alrelady his way and taken a bewildering variety obmg roads.
Two hours earlier, with the champagne still intésd, it had seemed an excellent idea to drive dowme White
Priory and arrive at dawn of a snowy December nmgrnThe reception was not to blame. But, in thaesoof a
starched evening, he had fallen in with a grougaing England who also felt restive. Long before &lwning
was taken down and the lights put up at Somethiogsk, they had adjourned for a small party. Lagedrove
flamboyantly out of Shepherd's Market on his wath®depths of Surrey; but only the first hour badn
pleasant.
Now he felt drowsy, dispirited, and chilled throygtith that light-headed, unreal sensation whicimes of
watching car-lamps flow along interminably throwgiwhite unreal world.
It would shortly be daylight. The east was gray namd the stars had gone pale. He felt the coldhimg down
his eyelids; and he got out and stamped in the tmadrm himself. Ahead of him, under a thin crefstinbroken
snow, the narrow road ran between bare hawthorgdsed o the right were built up ghostly-looking wisavhere
the sky was still black. To the left, immense ifffight and glimmering with snow, bare fields saakd rose
again into the mysterious Downs. Toy steeplesctogneys, began to show in their folds; but theas wo smoke
yet. For no reason at all, he felt uneasy. The ob#re engine as he shifted into gear again beabva loudly in
this dead world.
There was nothing to be uneasy about. On the agntii@ tried to remember what H.M. had said ongrevious
afternoon years ago-and found that his fuddlechbsaiuld not work. In his wallet he had two telepbarumbers.
One was for H. M.'s private wire at Whitehall. Tdteer was for extension 42 of the celebrated Viat@d00:



which would at any time reach Chief Inspector HureghMasters, recently promoted chief of the C..Ifd his
(and H. M.'s) work on the Plague Court murders. filnmbers were useless. Nothing was wrong.

Rocketing the car along a tricky road, he remenbkkeM.'s heavy inscrutable face and heavy voieehbd
said there was no cause for alarm. He had chuekligtlie, for some obscure reason, over the attemp¥arcia
Tait. Bennett did not understand, but he supposed.Htnew..

Marcia Tait would be asleep now. Crazy idea, wakirgplace up by arriving at this hour. He hopedeaioody
was already astir. If he could only get that dameeatly-box out of his mind; even the ribbon oniafsbnt, last
night, reminded him of the chocolate box ribbond e obese charmer simpering on the cover... Ab&him
now a white signboard rose out of the graynesstlimg with arms. He slewed the car round in a sipgrof snow,
and backed again. This was the road he wantebettett. It was only a narrow lane, gloomy and figgimbered
on either side. The motor ground harshly as heeghifto low.

It was broad daylight when he came in sight ofidte Priory. Lying some distance back from thedrgawas
enclosed by a stone wall patched in snow and pidvgawo iron-railed gates. The nearer gate was opies and
ever-greens stood spiky black against the whitesawnd made a twilight about the house. He sawytgsbles
and a cluster of thin chimneys built up against gray clouds behind; it was long and low, builelithe head of
the letter T with the short wings towards the rcaul] it might once have been painted with a dinbitewash.
Bow-windows looked out dully. Nothing stirred there

Bennett climbed out on numb feet, and fumbled etnidarer gate to push it wide open. The thumpirigeomotor

disturbed a querulous bird. From the gate, a grdnre¢ curved up some distance to what seemed @mqubrte-

cochere on the left-hand side. On either side ®fiifive oaks and maples had grown so thickly ierlatked
branches that only a little snow could get throwagtd glimmered in a dark tunnel. It was then -draembered
later - that the real uneasiness touched him. ldeedup through it, and stopped under the porte-@@chNear him,

a rug over its hood, was parked a Vauxhall sedaefmembered as John Bohun's.

That was when he heard the dog howling.

In utter silence, the unexpectedness of the sowatkernim go hot with something like fear. It wasplaad
hoarse, but it trembled up to end thinly. Thereidl la quiver that was horribly like a human gulpniBett
climbed down, peering round in the gloom. On higtiwas the-covered porch, with a big side dodhé
heavy-timbered house, and steps ascending to anyahalfway up. Ahead and beyond, the drivewayre he
snow-crusted like the lawns - divided into threanwhes. One ran round the back of the house, adeoavn
over a dim slope where he could see faintly an awerf evergreens, and a third curved out to thedefards
the low roofs of what seemed to be stables. Itfnans this direction .. .

Again the dog's howl rose, with a note that was &kguish.

"Down!" came a voice from far away. "Down! Tempestiod dog! Down!"

The next sound Bennett heard he thought for a momaght be the dog again. But it was human. It was
cry such as he had never heard, coming faintly foear the slope of the lawn towards the rear.

In his half-drugged stage he had a feeling of atrpbygsical sickness. But he ran to the end of tréep
cochere and peered out. He could see the stabledma cobbled courtyard before them he saw theré of a
man, in a groom's brown gaiters and corduroy aglad, was gripping the bridles of two frightened daed
horses and soothing them as they began to clattdreocobbles. The groom's voice, the same voatehidd
spoken to the dog, rose above the snorting and mihgm

"Sir! Sirl Where are you? Is anything-?'

The other voice answered faintly, as though it saitiething like, "Here!" As he tried to follow tdé@ection
of that sound, Bennett recognized something frafeszription. He recognized the narrow avenue ofgegens
curving down to broaden into a big circular coppéérees, to the pavilion called the Queen's Mirfnd he
thought he recognized the voice of John Bohun. Waatwhen he began to run.

His shoes were already soaked and freezing in asy, @and the crust of snow was only half an inepd@ne
single line of tracks led before him down the slep#e evergreens. They were fresh tracks, helsaé by
their new featheriness, made only a very short tiefere. He followed them along the path, thirty delet
between the evergreens, and emerged into the ragggice. It was impossible to see anything cleaxigept
the dull white of the pavilion, which stood in theddle of a snow-crusted clearing measuring hakiene. In a
square about it, extending out about sixty feehwtie pavilion in the center, ran a low marble ogpiA higher
stone pathway cut through it to the open door efltiiv marble house. The line of tracks went ughad front
door. But no tracks came out.

A figure appeared in that doorway, with such esuédenness that Bennett stopped dead; his heart was
knocking and his throat felt raw. The figure wadaak blur against the gray. It put one arm oveeijtss and
leaned the arm rockily, like a hurt child, agaittgt doorpost. Bennett heard it sob.



As he stepped forward, his foot crackled in thensaad the figure looked up. "Who's there?" saichJoh
Bohun's voice, going suddenly high. "Who-?"

As though he were fiercely straightening himsedf came a little out of the shadow in the doorwaxeriEat
that great distance in the half-light Bennett cadd the narrow rounded outline of riding-breechasthe face
under the low-drawn cap was a blur, although itreskto be shaking. Question and answer echoeq thinbss
the clearing. Far away Bennett could hear the dwgihg again.

"I've just got here," he said. "I -what -'

"Come here," said Bohun.

Bennett ran obliquely across the clearing. He didfollow the footsteps that went up and acrosssthae
path to the door. He saw the sixty feet of flatgrumvered space that surrounded the pavilion, hodght it
was a lawn. His foot had almost touched the lowirmprhen Bohun spoke again.

"Don't step on that!" he cried, his voice breakifigpn't step on that, you damned fool. It's thim i€hat's the
lake. You'll go through ----'

Jerking back, Bennett altered his direction.. Hengtled up the path, breathing hard, and then uthtiee
steps at the end of it which led to the door.

"She's dead," said Bohun.

In the silence they heard roused sparrows shriflimg) bickering, and one fluttered across from utidger
eaves. Bohun's slow-drawn breath turned to smokeeimir; his lips hardly moved. His eyes weredixéth a
dull intensity on Bennett's face, and his cheekkédd sunken.

"Do you hear me?" he cried. He lifted a riding-ceoql slashed it across the doorpost. "l tell, yardid's
dead! I've just found her. What's the matter withy Can't you say something? Dead. Her head-hdrifed-"

He looked at sticky fingers, and his shoulders bieh

"Don't you believe me? Go in and look. My God, lineeliest woman that ever lived, all — all - go aswb.
They killed her, that's what they did! Somebodyekilher. She fought. She would. Dear Marcia. It nagood.
She couldn't live. Nothing of mine-ever stays. Waravto go riding this morning, before anybody waslicame
out here and..."

Bennett was trying to fight down a physical nausea.

"But," he said, "what's she doing here? In thic@ld mean?"

The other looked at him dully. "Oh, no,"," he satidast, as though his vacant mind had found asivadifact.
"You don't know, do you? You weren't there. No. Wghe insisted on sleeping here: all the timevgag with
us. That was like Marcia. Oh, everything was likarbla. But why should she want to stay here? | diwtthave
let her. But | wasn't here to stop it... "

"Sir!" called a low, rather hoarse voice from asrtise clearing. They saw the groom craning his raeck
gesticulating. "Sir. Wot is it? Was it you thatlgel, sir? | saw you go in, and then-"

"Go back," said Bohun. "Go back, | tell you!" headid, as the other hesitated. "l don't need ydonlt need
anybody."

He sat down slowly on the top step, and put hislledis hands.

Bennett moved past him. He knew without self-ikusthat he was afraid to go in there that he falpty and
shaken at facing the dark, but it had to be domeciitsed himself because his right hand trembledihe seized
his own wrist with the other hand, idiotically.

"Are there," he said, "are there any lights?"

"lights?" repeated Bohun, after a pause. "In? -@H.yes. Certainly. Electric lights. Funny. | fotgo turn on
lights; forgot all about it. Funny. Ho ho! | "

The jump in his voice made Bennett hurry inside.

So far as he could tell in almost complete darknessvas in a little anteroom which smelt of oldogtand
musty silks; but there was a newer perfume trailirgugh. It brought the face of Marcia Tait towiglly before
his mind. He did not, of course, believe she wallyelead. That vital loveliness the hand you ladhed, the
mouth you had (if only once) kissed, and then dahirez for making a fool of you - these things did n
suddenly dwindle to the flat lines of a drawingtlwe wax stillness of a dummy in a coffin. Impogsitshe was
here, she was all about, palpable even in absandeso was the flame. But he felt a growing sefisenptiness.
Groping in the wall to the left, hurriedly, he falia door open. Inside that, he groped after anraleswitch,
found one, and hesitated a second before he titrnad.

Nothing. Nothing, when the light went on.

He was in a museum, or a drawing-room - a real iigenoom - of the Stuart times. Nothing had changed
except that the satin had frayed, the colors faaetgone dry. There were the three high archedomimdvith
their square panes. There was the carven fireplibéts blackened stone hood, the floor laid euthequered



squares of black-and-white marble. And it wasyitchndle-flames slowly wavering and shifting indsa
candelabra on the, walls. So subtly had the illusieen managed that for second Bennett doubtenhnisense,
and half-expected not to find an electric switchhia wall when he looked. There was suggestion,itoa
disarranged chair with the Stuart arms worked itstoak filigree, in the ashes of a small fire thatl gone out.
There was a tall door at the rear of the room. Wienpened it on darkness, he hesitated still tnefere the
switch clicked.

Only two candelabra burned here, and the shadowes thiek. He saw a shadow of the tall bedstead itgth
red canopy, the dull gleams in many mirrors of alssguare room, and then he saw her.

In one stumbling rush he blundered over to make.dtwas true. She was dead. She had been deathfor
hours, for she was stone cold: that was what brioligime the shock to him most vividly.

Backing away to the middle of the room, he triett¢ep himself calm and sensible. It was still ingilole.
She lay doubled up on the floor between the firgpkand the foot of the bed. In the same wall abdae and
just across the room from the fireplace, rose amreaus square-paned window through which the dggyy fell
across her body and face. It dealt kindly withfdee, despite the battered forehead and half-opes éle had
felt blood clotted on the forehead, and mattingltimg tumbled hair; but Marcia Tait's last expreasivas less
one of anguish than one of fright and defiance gheith with that assured consciousness of fleshlygpswrhich
made her face almost grotesque in death. That,&etiought vaguely, was the most terrible featirall. She
wore white: a heavy white lace negligee, whichdbagut her in a heap, and was torn down along ¢ ri
shoulder.

Murder. Head beaten in with what? Again trying &g himself calm and sensible, Bennett fixed hagnbr
desperately on details, and looked about him. Utidehood of the stone fireplace were the ashasather
small fire: as though with a sort of horrible tidgs, it was exactly the size of the one in therotiam. Into the
ashes had rolled the end of a heavy poker fromvarturned set of fire-irons. The poker? Possibly.

On the hearth, and strewing the edge of the grepetahe saw smashed fragments of heavy gildegd flas
an ancient decanter and there were dark staingtn@art wine: it still exhaled a stale sweetiston Crushed
fragments of one or two - yes, two-drinking-glassgson the hearthstone. A low tabouret of gildegahese
lacquer had been knocked over, and an oak chdiraniticker back and scarlet cushion. All theseghiwere on
the far side of the fireplace. On the near sidiheffireplace, a similar chair stood facing the trat had been
overturned.

He tried to visualize what had happened. It wagifétult. Marcia Tait had had a visitor, somebadko sat
in the chair that was still upright. The visitotaatked. When he struck, chair, tabouret, decaaket glasses
went over. Marcia Tait ran from him. He struck againd must have beaten her head long after hérisiged
her.

The thick air of the room, heavy with spilled wiaed stale perfume and smoke, made Bennett feel ligh
headed. Air! Air, to cleanse even these images awaste moved round her body, towards the big windand
noticed something else. Strewn over the carpein #fle general direction of the fireplace, layusnber of burnt
matches. He noticed them because of their coldesdss they were the fancy green, red, and bluetgain
matches you buy on the Continent. But it made rréssion on him at the time, although, as he liftsceyes,
he saw on a side-ledge of the fireplace a goldlje®r, open and containing cigarettes, with a bbardinary
safety matches. Stumbling over to the big windoswwinenched at it, and had got it up part way wheen h
remembered that in cases of this kind you weresuapposed to touch anything. Never mind. He still bae
driving-glove on; and the chill air was strengtheniHe breathed it deeply for a moment before oiptie
window again. The curtains had not been drawn th@d/enetian blind was still tied up at the tophe
window.. Staring out blankly, he saw the unbrokeovetouched with bluish shadows. And, beyond tke kEnd
a thin fringe of trees, he saw on higher ground&ae of the line of stables only forty odd yardsag, with a
little green-shuttered house which evidently betmhtp servants. You would never take this for & |ait first
glance, when the snow masked it. It was a goodjthiinn Bohun had warned him not to.

Thin ice, and unbroken snow.

Momentarily he felt a horrible and incredible id@dherever he had been able to see the paviliflasied
back on him, the snow about it had been unbrokeapor the single line of John Bohun's tracksigan. But
the murderer had to go in and out. Even if thereevgéxty feet of solid ice all around the pavilidve could not
have done it without leaving a track. There mustrbeks around at the rear, on another entrancewbare.

This was insane theorizing. Of course Marcia hahliead some hours. The murderer had left whitast
still snowing, and the snow had obliterated presitracks. Why bother with it? Yet he had a vagueréssion
that the snow had stopped fairly early in the magnfrom what he remembered in London. Never mind.

He was startled by a voice rather nervously callisgname from the front room. When he hurried thio



other room, Bohun was standing in the eerie electihdlelight with another gilded decanter, whiethiad
evidently taken from one of the drawing-room catsnin his hand. He lifted it and drank.

"Well?" he said. He was very quiet and composed. fidfve show's over, Bennett. All over. | supposehad
better send for a doctor or something.”

"It's murder. . ."

"Yes," the other agreed, nodding. "It's murder.$ Hilll eyes wandered round the room. "When | firelrhan
who did it," he said quietly, "I'l kill him. | maathat."

"But what happened last night?"

"I don't know. But we're going to wake up everybadyhe house and hammer the truth out of themad w
detained in town-1 would be. So | didn't get hentilthree o'clock this morning or thereabouts. itleng was
dark. | didn't even know in what room they'd putrta. She swore she was going to stay in this plawel
didn't know she meant it." He looked round againg added slowly: "Maurice's work, | fancy. But shelade
me promise to ride with her early. So | got adittla little sleep," he said, looking at Bennett@thaggard eyes,
"and got up and woke Thompson. Butler. He'd beehaljthe night with a toothache anyway. He saiel whs
here. He said she'd fixed it with Locker to brimgmd the horses at seven o'clock. So | came oaf had
Locker hailed me as | was going in just when tlog Have a drink? Or shall we go up to the housegghdome
coffee?"

After a long pause, while he tried to make his nesmmhumanly casual, Bohun broke a little. His eyes
squeezed up.

"She looked pitiful, didn't she?" he asked.

"We'll find him," said Bennett; "at least, | knownzan who will. Sorry, old son. Were you - were yauvery
much-'

"Yes," said Bohun. "Come on."

The other hesitated. He felt like a fool, and yeeasous fear worried at him. "l was only thinkingfore we
go out of here and make more tracks ... There Weaen tracks beside your own coming into this pldc

Bohun whirled round. "What the bell do you mean?"

"Wait a minute - Steady | didn't mean-“ Bennetivshis unintentional implication, and saw it toteldt
startled him as much as it obviously startled JBbhun. "The wise, right, and sensible thing." G@mt,
diplomacy) He went on: "Believe me, that wasn't ilhaeant at all. There was only the possibilitgttthe man
might still be in the house."

"what?"

"Well, is there any other way in except the froabP"

"No."

"And are you sure the ice is thin all around trecpP"

Still Bohun did not grasp the question, though duli way he seemed to sense that it was importhant.
suppose so.

At least, Old Thompson warned me about it befaranhe out. He said some kids had-"

Then he stopped, and his eyes widened.

"You're talking nonsense," he said curtly. "Whag trevil's the good of mucking up the issue whernave'
enough on our hands as it is? Tracks) You're tglkke a fool detective in a play. This is realigts true. I'm
only beginning to realize it's true. You'll be sayinext that | killed her."

"All the same, don't you think we'd better makeesihiere's still nobody hidden here?"

Again after a long pause, Bohun stalked ahead i@ searched the pavilion, muttering to himsetf a
holding the decanter tightly in the crook of himailhe search did not take long. There were only fooms in
the pavilion, excluding a tiny cubicle with a gérigilt-leafed bath at the back of the bedroom. Ama hall or
anteroom ran the depth of the house. On one side dvawing-room and bedroom, on the other a musicar
and an uncanny replica of a seventeenth-centurgtgrsalon set out with rosewood card-tables. fill was
faded; but it was swept and garnished as thougptfosts. Under the dull yellow candle glow it wagtough
somebody had arranged a shrine.

But there was nobody there. And, as they couldgdeoking out of windows on each side of the hguse
nowhere was there any mark in the snow.

"I've had enough of this," said Bohun, when he lballed out the window of the card-room and turned
sharply away. "Let's go up to the house and nothecfool any longer. It snowed again and effacedteacks,
that's all. Don't look so worried, man. Leave tloame. When | find the man who-"

His own nervousness, the jerking of his mouth atskfbrittle sarcasm of his look, was evident. Hieeled
round. Bennett thought that he almost cried outnwdnéaint voice rose outside, faint and insistentte



morning air, calling John Bohun's name.

CHAPTER FOUR
King Charles's Stair

"HULLO, THERE!" THE VOICE CONTINUED, COMING NEARER.

They went out to the front door in time to see@fimure detach itself from the avenue of evergsessme
ninety feet ahead, and stroll towards them at anffied pace. Jervis Willard. He was flicking powgenow
from the bushes with a stick. It was broad mornimg;the light was shadowed by motionless dull-griayds,
so that they saw him only as a dark shape witlpa protruding from under the brim of a rakish blaek

He stopped when he saw the two of them, and ta®lpife out of his mouth.

"Keep back!" Bohun shouted. He felt on the insiflthe door, found a key, and locked it on the adsi
Bennett saw that he was regaining all his old wirglness; that the mask was being adjusted, and thas the
public John Bohun who walked up the path. Thereevas a sort of hard malice in his face as theyWigard.

"You can't go in there, old man," he continuedddte say nobody can, until the police get here."

Willard stood motionless. For a second he hardiyrss to breathe. In the winter light there were ymaore
wrinkles in his face: a face that would have bagged if the hat had not concealed the juttingtfeasl and
heavy grayish hair. The loose mouth, which was tyadin, closed slowly and tightly. His eyes, a ausishade
of yellowish brown, never flickered, never wavefemim Bohun's face.

"Yes, Marcia's dead," said Bohun, as though he wsfeildng blows against this immobility. His shoatd
hunched. "Dead as Babylon, dead as Charles tre Hgr head's smashed in. Do you hear? Somebodienealr
her, and nobody can go in there until the polidehgee."”

"So that's it," said Willard, after a pause.

He looked at the ground for some time; as thougiédre tied there and helpless, and yet with hissarm
moving under a pain he could hardly stand. The dmaubbility was even worse. He fumbled at pulttirng ipe
back into his mouth. Then he began to speak ragidiget your ostler or groom or somebody. He said
something was wrong, but that you wouldn't let kisme out. He said you were going riding.'

He looked up, very white.

"I hope she didn't die painfully, John. She wasagisvafraid of that. Shall we go back to the houmghit was
my fault. After that poison affair, | shouldn't leaallowed her to sleep there. | didn't think she imadanger. But
| shouldn't have allowed-"

"You!" Bohun observed softly. "Who are you to al®vide walked little ahead, and then turned shalplg.
you know what I'm going to do? I'm going to playteigtive. I'll find out who did it. Then?'

"Listen, John." Willard stumbled against a buslha&y turned round to go, and caught Bohun's arimerd's
something | want to know. What is it like, in theremean what does it look like? How did she comiked dead-
| can't make clear what | mean-"

"I think | know. She was entertaining somebody."

They walked on. "The obvious question,” Willard wen heavily, "is one | can't ask, even of a frieBdt |
am afraid the police will. Do you understand mdynjdy

"Scandal?" inquired the other. To Bennett's sugpiohun did not in the least flare out. He seetoduk
weighing something in his mind, and finding it plirzg; there was almost a sardonic expression ofehis face,
but it vanished immediately. "Possibly. By God,rthevould be scandal about Marcia Tait if she dred i
nunnery. Bound to be. It's a queer thing to saylavdi, but that side of it doesn't bother me at@lie was never
jealous of her reputation; neither am "

Jervis Willard nodded. He seemed to be talkingasklf.

"Yes," he said. "And | think | know why. You knewweswas in love with you, and you knew that if yoew
nothing else in this world." As he turned to lodlBahun, he saw Bennett as though for the firsetiend
straightened up. The presence of a stranger clisedouth instantly. "Sorry, John. You-you mustuse us,
Mr. Bennett. Neither of us is at our best this niogri’

They reached the house in silence. Bohun led thetheausteps to the side-entrance, where Bennett'stit
stood in the drive. At the top of the steps, jusinh back from peering out through the door, tlentl
Thompson: not a stately specimen among butlersffiatent as a genie. He was small, bald, and kieih, with
the tolerant eye of one who has known the famitylomg. His utter respectability masked even tloe taat his
eyes were red-rimmed and his jaw swollen.



Bohun said, "Library," and stopped for a conferenwith him while Willard led the way. Bennett found
himself in a maze of narrow passages, dark andisgef old wood, with coconut matting underfoohére
were unexpected steps, and diamond-paned windodeeip embrasures. He did not remember that he was
chilled through until Willard took him to a big roowhere one wall was built of these windows after Tudor
fashion, and the other three walls built of bodksias austere enough, with its stone floor andtas book-
gallery circling the walls; but there were electights in the twisted-iron chandelier, and theetstpy of
upholstered furniture before the fireplace. Boakswtled even over this fireplace; but there wasagimg blaze
of wood. It dazzled Bennett's eyes, it made hinddeuwith a removal of the chill and remember hivadthe
was. He lay back in an overstuffed chair and stateéle groined roof with the red firelight flickeg on it. The
warmth seeped into him; he wanted to close his.@8gesoving his head slightly he could see the ordédss
gray clouds outside the windows, and the browneslayd the Downs rutted with snow. The house wag ver
quiet.

"You saw her?" asked Jervis Willard's voice. Benrmised himself.

"Yes."

Willard was standing with his back to the fire, hands folded behind him. The fire threw a burnisbey
gleam on his hair.

"That was opportune, | should think." His voicewr® shade quicker. "May | ask how you happenedtto b
there?"

"Accident. I'd just driven from town. | heard Bohary out - or call out - something of the sort. Tgheas a
dog howling..."

"I know, said Willard, and passed a hand heavilgrdiis eyes. The rumbling voice grew quicker agsuaf,
and suggestive. "l should think you were coolentbahn. Did you notice anything? Anything that nilghlp
us?"

"Not much. She was —*

He sketched out a picture, briefly. Willard learslarm along the mantelpiece, staring at thevilide the
other spoke. Noting the fine if now rather flabrgfile, Bennett thought: Matinee idol of pre-waegdeur. Had
the sense to move with the times. Something staelyething savored of Shakespeare, in that bearing
Sensible, logical, humorous Friend of the Familydohun had a niece (come to think of it, he hadtioaed a
niece), she would probably call Willard uncle.

"In all probability,” he heard himself going on,s&ntly, "she had been taking a glass of port vathebody.
There was a short fight"

"It is unwise," said Willard, smiling and lookingdsways, "to trust to inferences so far as thataAsatter of
fact, | drank her health myself." He straightenpdhiie began to walk up and down, quickly. "Jokisgla. This
is rather worse. . . You are sure about those matthes?"

He paused as a door closed hollowly across the.rdohm Bohun came up to the fire and spread out his
hands. The heavy riding-crop still dangled on athfvom his wrist. He flung it off; then he looselnthe wool
muffler that was knotted round his throat, and eugkhis tweed jacket. "Thompson," he said to thee fivill be
in in a moment with coffee. James my lad, your Hamee been taken upstairs and your car's in treggaiyou
can get a hot bath and change the white tie." Hesiurned round. "By the way, what's this abounhbur
matches?"

"I was hoping," said Willard quietly, "we couldlstlame it on a burglar.”

"Well?" demanded Bohun. He seemed to hesitate.

"When you looked at Marcia, did you notice a lobafnt matches scattered about?"

"I was not interested," said Bohun, "in burnt mathNo. | didn't turn on the lights. What the keNfong
with you, anyway? Speak up!"

Willard went over and sat down on the other sidtheffireplace. "They were colored matches, it seérhe
kind (I think?) every bedroom in this house hasimplied with, ever since Maurice got the farmythem.
Wait!" He held up his hand. "The police will be amkthese questions, John, and it's ordinary saaitkink of
them. There were no such matches at the paviliofortiinately, | can swear to that. Except for thual
murderer, | must have been the last person to sgeidalive. When they lit those fires for her laight, they
left no matches in the house..."

"That reminds met said Bohun. "Maid! Her maid. @ad! Where has Carlotta been all this time?"
Willard looked at him sharply. "Curious, John. btight you knew that. She left Carlotta behind imdon.
Leave of absence, or something. Never mind. There wo colored matches, none of any kind, at thiiga. |

gave her a box of the ordinary sort before | left.

"Now let's face it. Casual burglars don't strewfther with colored matches; let me give you a higre. But



| don't need to hint very broadly. There were vg@uger things going on in this house itself. At sdime last
night, something scared old Canifest's daughteifigel her nearly out of her wits. | heard her o, and found
her lying on the floor in the passage near therbath. | couldn't get a coherent word out of hecept a
reference to something or somebody walking up a&whdn the passage, and the somebody or somethihg h
seized her wrist. But she spent the rest of thbtnigth Katharine."

Bennett heard the fire crackle. John Bohun, whq badn opening a silver cigarette-box, closed i @isnap
and turned round.

"Louise," he said, "Louise Carewe is here?"

"Why not? She's a friend of Katharine; she's baelnerica for several months, and hasn't seervidiy.
should it surprise you? - | wish to God you wouldhe so jumpy, my lad," he added, rather testilys & good
thing you never did become an actor. You'd havetitience embarrassed for you in five minutes."

"Oh, 1 don't know," observed the other. His longdiecupped the match to his cigarette. The flaroeet a
kind of swaggering, feverish, secret mirth in hig® "I don't know. | might make a better actomntlyau think.
No, it didn't surprise me. Only | was talking torfast himself early last night. At his office. A didn't
mention it. Well, well. Maybe she disturbed a famghost. Have we got any other visitors?"

"Yes. Your good friend Rainger."

Bennett sat up. "Steady, now," Willard went onBatun took the cigarette out of his mouth. "Takesisy,
and listen to me. There's nothing you can do. Heeiig, and in high favor with Maurice. | don't likeemention
it, but before you suggest wringing his neck letnemind you that you're the younger brother. Mauiicfoggy
and absent-minded enough, but he's nasty whenrgss him. . . And don't underestimate the EnemgirTh
business was to keep close to Marcia, and thegwe d."

"So. How did the swine manage?"

Wrinkles of amusement deepened round Willard's.dyeseemed gradually throwing off befuddlement and
shock. He was groping in his pocket after a pigasily. Rainger is a shrewd, intelligent, and awtuyes, don't
snort; cultured-man. He was here before us yestexfiarnoon. When we arrived, out bustled Mauriagipg
Rainger paternally on the shoulder... "

"Maurice didn't go up to London, then?"

"No. Rainger had already sent him too interestimg) suggestive a telegram. It seems that he hadtin@ut
the notion, subject to the proper authorities; thaixteen jewel super-special motion picture mighimade of
Maurice's scholarly researches, with Maurice'srieh advice. It's probably a hoax, but Mauricergy human"”

"I begin to understand. Fully equipped with danajinis and theme-songs, and to be called, "The King
Throws A Party." Bohun's voice grew high. "I s@illard, has my brother gone completely off hiskex?"

"That's where you're wrong. Look here, John; adingtman’s got some good points. His direction&n 'L
Borgia' and "Queen Catherine’ was devilish goodcétaes as close to historical accuracy as it'silpess
come without actually telling the truth."

Bohun took a step forward.

"Thank you," he said, "for whole-hearted admiratiBarhaps you'll admire him still more when | i@l
what the swine's cleverness has done now." Behadth feeling that the man was saying what he acugtib
admit, and would regret; that he knew it; and et tie could not stop himself. "Shall | tell youahbe's
blocked us? If Marcia had lived, there would hagerbno play anyhow. Canifest has refused to ba€k us

Willard's hand jerked. He caught the pipe agaid, rase halfway out of his chair.

"But he said"

"He said to me last night, not a penny. | saw hirtha Globe-Journal office. He was as lordly assta¢ue of
himself over in the comer. After mature consideraijhur-rum), he had decided that for reasons bfyand
discretion it would not be well to lend the nameCainifest to theatrical enterprises. Weight ofriaene! He
wasn't to appear at all, blast him. . . | say, &vd| it shakes you up, doesn't it? Aren't the marsago keen on
your work as they used to be - or as Marcia was? $ou don't get this engagement ..."

He stopped.

"I never pretended to be a great actor, John,"andlkaid quietly. "But | don't think | deservedttha

After a silence Bohun passed his hand across bis d@hen he replied, just as quietly: "I beg yocandpn, old
man. So help me God, | wouldn't have said thathink you must know by now that I'm an egotistiaas who's
usually afraid to talk; and when | do talk | onless things up. | didn't mean it. But the shocklidhase things
together ... Not that it matters now. Rainger naste talked to Canifest, that's all. | didn't thiRR&inger knew. If
only Marcia hadn't been such a fool’

Again he caught himself up, from a different catlg time. By mutual consent both of them ignordthtv
had been just said about Willard, but Willard tdwi up rather sharply on this.



"Knew?" he repeated. "What are you referring togf& "Nothing."

"Not even, for instance, a suggestion that ouirdisished publisher had been considering makingcMar
Lady Canifest?"

Bohun cackled. "That's rot, and you must know iyoD think she'd have him? - Where did you pickhat
idea?"

Willard looked at him, and made a slight satiriewdl fancy it was the penalty of my extreme agd an
decrepitude. | have no particular desire to plalgea-confessor, but young ladies seem to thinloukhhave.
Oh, it's no particular secret. Canifest's daugtatielryour good niece Katharine, and Katharine (ypiehmission,
| believe) told me. The girl seems to be worrietl.| A&ould do was make strange clucking noises sad
nothing. By the Lord, if Canifest marries Marciag tfat will literally be in the fire." He stoppebtraptly. "She's
dead. She's dead-and I'd forgotten it. | can'iged to this, John," he said rather wildly. "I kémpgining she'll
walk in that door at any minute."

It intensified the gray loneliness of the room. Bolmade a move towards a decanter of brandy atea si
table; but he paused, tightened his shoulderslcaked back again.

"Let's hear," he said, "everything that happenstraght."

Willard considered a moment, vaguely. "lt's hargite facts. Marcia was acting. She carried itsbféerly by
force of herself, by that damned force, that hys)aghatever it was, that you couldn't resist; lbuve never
seen her acting - in private - become quite so-fimkn. She said she was “attuning herself," ammilat
absurdities.'

"You think they were absurdities?"

Willard noted his look. "Yes, | know how you twcefeabout the influence of this place. She may have
believed it, but somebody should have given heebéhes to speak. | think | see the abilitiesafinger now:
he's a tamer. If he had been directing that peidoce, he would have molded those powers in thé righ
direction." He looked up briefly, and then wentfiding his pipe.

"Go on."

"At dinner | am willing to admit she was brilliarit.was partly the effect of your dining-hall: thelished oak
and candlelight and big windows with the moon bdhhem. Also, she wore a silver gown and had hier ha
arranged like that portrait of the Duchess of Cliewed over the fireplace. It was a good illusioremher
gestures. Rainger kept a wooden face, but Mauracsealmost dodderingly worshipful. He had put on his
thickest-lensed spectacles in honor of the occagisrior Katharine and Canifest's daughter, | dbbadieve
they were impressed. | should think little Louisedd her. As for Katherine, she had one sharp witbhHer
Ladyship when Marcia uttered some bubbling absyrdit

"Little Kate-" said Bohun, "Gad, | never thoughddn't seem to be able to think of anything. | ethin
London, | didn't come down here after I'd been afeaynonths. | haven't even seen little Kate--"

Willard snorted.

"Little Kate, he said, "be damned. Look here, Jatmyou know anything about her? Do you ever thihk
anything except your own dreams? She's twentygmeruns this house for you, she's rather a beandyshe's
never been farther afield than London in her Between you and Maurice, this whole house is rudreams
and shadows. Of course you haven't seen her. Yoaer even looked at her."

"You were saying?" Bohun prompted politely.

Willard seemed to debate something in his mind.

"This. That you don't even know what Marcia wag Jikr why anybody should want to kill her. And yoay
not feel the devilishness in this house. She iespitevilishness wherever she went. If you didwé lber, she
was just as willing to have you-or anybody elsestradr." He struck the arm of the chair. Momentéhrik/queer
yellow-brown eyes were gleaming. "Oh, yes. | kn8ke would help it along; she would touch and prud a
crack the whip. And as for us, we poor striped éswtent through the paper hoops and climbed upe®n t
perches, and usually she had only to fire a blantktidge when we got unruly. | say usually. .

"Now I'm going to tell you what happened after dinrand why | wasn't surprised at murder.

"Marcia insisted on a tour of the house by mooriliglith only Maurice carrying a candle, and explagnthe
romance of the White Priory. Of course Maurice @alghted. The rest of us went along. Rainger was t
jocose, too attentive to the Honorable Louise; dtie was with me. And Marcia had a word for aluef Oh,
she was vivid enough. She would sometimes takeghdle from Maurice to show her eyes and her swiilen
she dazzled Maurice; she even got a spark outiobBa who was stolid enough, but he snatched silver
cape of hers when it nearly touched the floor. ginis she treated with a kind of motherly sarcaksuppose |
was down in the dumps - | don't know why. She @dhfhe about what a poor Charles the Second | wuoalke.
This mind you, when | was suddenly beginning tdizedor the first time just how the part shouldfdayed. In



those dark rooms, when you had that uncanny seas@éople had just stepped out of them: | gotgat the
feel of a role such as I've never had since | gldBeter Ibbetson! | had even begun to imagine ridighing
success with the audience.’

"Then we came to the Charles-the-Second Room.'avdibeemed to feel his audience even then. Heduone
Bennett.

"This will be gibberish to you, | fear. The Charibe-Second Room is the one our friend Bohun hecegies
now. It is kept much as it was. The feature offilaee is a staircase in the wall, between the iandrouter
walls, which goes down to a door opening on whabig a modern side porch-the porch by which we ciaroe
the house. The door (it's not a secret door, ofsg)uis at the rear end of the porch. It was Isailthat Charles
could go out and down the lawns to the paviliorhwiit being observed leaving by any main entrance."

"Yes, of course," said Bohun impatiently. "Well?"

"Maurice," Willard continued, "was showing us tleeet staircase. | had seen it before, of courseMaircia
dragged me out on the little stone landing wherothers crowded out there. It was draughty, ancetheas only
the light of the candle Maurice was holding ups l& very steep, narrow, and long flight of stégemember
thinking it looked dangerously like a precipice.ehhl don't know, nobody knows, whether it was aigha that
blew out the candle, or whether somebody joggedrMea’s arm, or what happened. But the candle weinti 0
heard somebody giggle in the dark. Not laugh, Imglg, and that was worse. Then | felt somebodghpétgainst
me. | caught Marcia just as she had tripped hegdiionvn those stairs."

"She was," said Bohun rather hoarse, "she was-?"

"Pushed? Yes. Hurled, rather."

Willard got up. He lit his pipe, inhaled a deeptgoafssmoke, and pointed with the pipe-stem. "Whkahore,
she knew it. But when a light was struck again,tsireed round with one of her slowest, most radéanites and
said - oh, | can't mimic her, but | remember heaaéxvords - '‘But what an accident! | should haWled&imyself.'
And she would have, John. Yet she enjoyed it; sii@yed the violence that would admit her power goto
kill her."

Bohun began to pace up and down the hearth-rugcigisette had smoldered down to his lip, and hatbu
his hand as he knocked the stump into the fireu"dfon't," he said, "you don't know who?"

"No idea. We concluded our tour after that: it wasut a quarter past eleven."

"And then?"

Willard hesitated. "Then was when she seemed t@ grarried. Oh, | don't mean nervous about what had
happened; but impatient and abstracted, as thdwglvere expecting something." A curious film hathemver
his eyes. He added softly: "You, perhaps?"

"Possibly. | wasn't feeling like returning. Do ymalize," Bohun demanded, "what I'd just heard from
Canifest? Ruin of all our plans. | was drinkingydu want to know the truth. And driving the stegatondering
what in God's nhame | should say when | got home.bklat his hands together. "Well? What happenet®the

"I should have thought," Willard remarked musinglyer attitude was . . . never mind. At midnighé sh
insisted on going to bed; a little early for Mardiaidn't want her to go there - Maurice offereddt one of the
housemaids sleep there and act as maid - but shiemito We went out there with her. The night hadey
clouded; that was when it started to snow, andcethwars a sharp wind. When we came back to the taftesewe
had," he snapped the word out, "installed her, Mawtragged Rainger off to the library to discusdion
pictures. Maurice had completely forgotten abdwg, filay. Rainger gave me a very strange, almoshtegood-
night when | said | was going to my room." He bla\ilm of ash off the bowl of his pipe. "As a mattd fact, |
walked back to the pavilion."

"Oh."

"l was there," Willard answered, very quietly, "ett§ ten minutes. That was as long as she allowedom
stay. She seemed surprised when | knocked at the slarprised and annoyed, as though she had Bpenting
somebody else. Twice while we were talking - it Wwathe bedroom she went out and looked througHrtre
windows of the drawing-room. And she seemed torbe/img more nervous and upset. We drank a glapsof
and smoked a cigarette. But the more | pointediaitthere was somebody in very cool earnest, vatonade
two attempts to kill her, the more amused she g&ive. said, "You don't understand the chocolatek;amnfor
the other, I'm certainly not afraid of..’

"Who?"

"I don't know. She only stretched her arms up ali@rehead (you know that gesture of hers?) As thaing
were breathing-life, and breathing it in a kindghitted satisfaction. She was not acting theneimninutes she
walked to the outer door with me. She was still ivepthe silver gown, and the snow was growingkéic
outside. That was the last | saw of her."



The snow. Bennett leaned across in the fireligig.rhliddled brain still kept returning to that qi@stof the
snow.

"Do you remember," he said, "exactly what timeghew began, Mr. Willard?"

"Why yes.. Yes, if it matters. It was when we tdd&rcia out to the pavilion, about ten minutes pastve."
‘But | don't suppose you'd know what time it stagipye

The actor wheeled round. He seemed about to arnswaily, when he saw Bennett's expression, aed th
looked with a quick speculative glance at Bohun.

"As it happens, | do. For reasons I'll explainpést a very wakeful night. First there was the datcking. |
was up and at the window any number of times, aljhc although my room isn't at the rear of thegeoand |
couldn't see towards the pavilion. But | noticeavh@ry heavy a fall of snow it was to last for geeba time. It
lasted just about two hours, roughly from a lifikest twelve to a little past two. The number ofetinh looked at
my watch last night" He hesitated. "Why?"

A knocking at the door echoed hollowly across thaam. Wind was rising across the Downs and rumbling
the chimney. Out of the corner of his eye Benreit $hompson come in.

"Excuse me, sir," said Thompson's voice. "Dr. Wyhas just arrived, and the inspector of police gent for.
There's, a definitah of doubtful description, "there's someone elséwiem..."

So Marcia Tait must have been killed before twdock, probably some time before two o'clock, fdr al
footprints of the murderer to have been effacedy VBennett wondered, should it bother him? He atratzsted
when he heard Thompson go on:

"The other ma - the other gentleman asked foréiid t be given to Mr. Bennett. You are Mr. Bennsit®
Thank you "

Bennett took the slip of pasteboard, on which veaibbkled, "Friend of Sir Henry Merrivale. Shoulédito see
you privately." The neat engraving read:

HUMPHREY MASTERS

CHIEF INSPECTOR

CRIMINAL INVESTIGATION DEPT.
NEW SCOTLAND YARD, S. W.

CHAPTER FIVE
Shadows in the Gallery

"TELL DR. WYNNE AND THE INSPECTOR," SAID BOHUN, bexning brisk and alert once more, "that
I'll take them down to the pavilion at once. Likecbme along, Willard?" He looked at Bennett, whas\still
staring at the card in his hand. "You're a veryytapyoung man, Jimmy my lad," he added in a curinice.
"You arrive here at break of day. At (what timé®) at a quarter past eight people have alreadyrbealling on
you. - May | ask who it is?"

Bennett decided to be frank, though he was a littleasy at the wheels he seemed to have set inrmble
put the card into Bohun's hand.

"I don't know the man," he replied, "or how he hampto be here at eight o'clock in the morning.uvigle is"

"I know who he is," said Bohun. His voice was quimit a nerve twitched beside his eyelid.

"I'm sorry. | admit it was sheer impertinence, botentioned the poisoned chocolates to him: inicemice.
And, considering what's happened now, don't yonktthiat maybe it was the best thing ... ?"

"Good Lord, of course it was," snapped Bohun, nathe quickly. "We shall get things done, now. Hejslly
quick worker, | should say, to be here now. Erivately,' he says. Yes, of course. Thompson, shbigfC
Inspector Masters in here. Mr. Willard and | witl down to the pavilion with Dr. Wynne. No, we womeet the
chief inspector yet. Let him have his privacy."

It was a good deal of a relief, Bennett felt, tedn@8ohun and Willard out of the room. The thicknekthe
emotional atmosphere, through which you could lyasde a man for his nerves; all the antagonismdates$
which were Marcia Tait's only legacy; seemed taicfeom the library when they left it. And he wail snore
heartened at the homely, genial appearance of Gtipéctor Masters.

A portly man, Masters, with his bland and shrewakfanis sedate dark overcoat, his bowler hat hgihat
his breast as though he were watching a flag psomego by. He had the eyes of a young man, a hasawyand
grizzled hair carefully brushed to hide the baldtsple came into the library with just the propigrcd being



impressed by it.

"Ah, sirl" said Masters, by way of greeting. Heokdhe extended hand, and returned Bennett's [disndeep
voice fell soothingly on rattled nerves. "You masgtuse such an early morning call. | promised ymale I'd
keep an eye on you."

"On me?"

"Well, well," said Masters, waving a deprecatingiéhd'Manner of speaking, dye see. Manner of spgakin
that's all. Point of fact, he phoned me last niglt,I'm not (exactly) on duty. No. The wife of theeal inspector
of police is a cousin of mine, it happens. I'd beisiting. Just between ourselves,' - he loweradvbice and
peered round,"I'd arranged to officiate as Sansa€ht the Christmas festival of the Methodistdu@hildren's
League. Eh? When Mr. Bohun's message came thrbiggmorning, | took the liberty of coming along kit
Inspector Potter. And | wanted a word with you."

Bennett was rather surprised to find that Thompgsmhwheeled in a tea-table set with a fragrantsiteg
coffee-urn, hot milk, and cups. He became consadbasgnawing in his stomach.

"Sit down," he invited, "by all means. Coffee?"

"Ah!" said Masters appreciatively.

“Er - cigar?"

"Ah!" said Masters voluptuously. The chief inspedtwered himself with careful motions to the eaddé¢he
sofa, and accepted a cup. Bennett felt a bladkeakpnt sanity coming through the miasma. "Nowe'sdrow it
is," Masters went on in a confidential tone. "l iatetain you long, because | must go down tophatlion. But
first | wanted to establish relations. In a manofespeaking. Eh? Exactly. Now | won't conceal frgou," he
proceeded, again as though he were imparting adeonde, "that this case is going to create alssrlikely the
Yard will be asked to take it up. And | want toadsdish relations with somebody Sir Henry said Ilddtust.
Very useful. I'm a very suspicious man, Mr. Benfi@espite his beaming shake of the head, the déftethat
the shrewd eyes were ticketing his appearance &ginmg no detail.

"You've worked with Sir Henry before, haven't you?"

"A lot" the chief inspector murmured, and staretliatcup. "Why, as to that, yes. | should be iregito say
that | did the working and he did the thinking."€Fl was the suggestion of a wink about one eyeu 'fostn't
mind Sir Henry, Mr. Bennett. He grouses and grousetl he forgets his firm belief that he's goigimuse; then
he goes to work on the thing like a kid buildingaaid-house. And before you know it his case is detaand
he's grousing again. Eh? | owe him quite a lot, thatls a fact. But the messes he becomes invalitbcare a
bit too strenuous for me. | don't like these thitig couldn't have happened yet did happen. Likevorth's
murder in the stone house..:*

It was impossible for the man to know what he visking about, but, as he met the small bright tbge was
shifted round on him, Bennett felt his old doubts.

He said: "l only hope you haven't got another stage. Damn it, you can't have! It depends on the &
woman died."

Masters bent forward.

"Just so. Now, there was certain information git@imspector Potter over the phone. It was to ffecethat
you had just driven down from London," he darteglamce at Bennett's crumpled collar and tie, "ama gnd
Mr. John Bohun discovered the body. Eh?"

"Yes, that's right. -Well, more or less. He gotréhevo or three minutes before | did."

"More or less.' Now, suppose you tell me what leaggidl. Tell me in your own words," suggested Masters
rather superfluouly, "what happened. With detaite"lit his cigar carefully, and listened with aaden face
while Bennett spoke. Only towards the end did legrst grow disturbed. "Now, now!" he urged, sharply
"Now, come! Let's be certain. Only one set of teagking in (Mr. John Bohun's), and none coming'but?

"Yes."

"Were they fresh tracks?"

"Yes, I'll swear they were. | noticed by the feayheondition of the snow. They'd been made verytsho
before mine."

Masters studied him. "Fresh tracks, and you saptitly was already cold then. Hurrum. So that theks
couldn't have been made hours before you sawt,.ydung man Tut tut tut! I'm suspecting nobodyhhaaha.
Not Mr. Bohun, of course." His smile looked almgshuine. "But did anybody actually see him go irewhe
said he did? Eh? Eh?"

"Yes. As a matter of fact, a groom or somebody fbrgotten his name."

* See The Plague Court Murders.



"Oh, ah," said Masters, nodding. He sat down hgsand got up urbanely. "Now, | shall want to knograat
deal about the people in this house. Everythinghbppened; eh? Death of Marcia Tait!" said Masters
"Lummy, what a plum! First thing under my nose shweell, since. Excuse me if I'm interested. Mrs.avid | go
often to the pictures, Mr. Bennett." He seemediisasurprised at his good or bad fortune in beingear
Marcia Tait. "And why | came to you, Sir Henry sethe you know all this group? You've travelled wétm,
know what they're like... What? No?'

'I've travelled with them. I'm not at all sure Idm what they're like."

Masters said that was better yet; he shook hardéadly, and said he must go to see how InspeocbttePwas
handling matters. When he had gone, Bennett carsiddasters' suggestion about John Bohun, and Kmesvit
was absurd. But it worried and depressed him. Ripdibell-cord beside the fireplace, he summorfadraed
Thompson and suggested that he would like to fiaddom.

After more crooked passages and one magnificenstaircase, he found himself sitting on the bed oéry
large and very cold room opening off a broad gglter the second floor of the house. The whole plegkthe
usual disconsolate early-morning look. What wassepas they passed along the dusky gallery he tauwiel
sworn he heard somebody sobbing in one of the robhtempson had obviously noticed it, though heerééd
otherwise. He said that there would be breakfakalhan hour. The man's swollen jaw (hadn't Bosaid
something about a toothache?) was paining himftandews of the murder must clearly have tornaiserdags
of his self-possession. When he heard that faisibieg, he began speaking loudly as though to dribwut;
stabbing his finger towards a door at the end efgllery, and repeating, "King Charles's room,sing
Charles's room. Now occupied by Mr. John!" in tashion of a hysterical guide. The gallery ran thdthvof the
house, and King Charles's room was just opposit®tie to which Bennett had been shown.

Sitting now on a bed with a shaky-looking testekimg overhead, Bennett scowled at a pitcher ofvinatier
in a washbowl nearby. Damn their water in pitcteard their asthmatic fires and their open windowhastic
American, eh? Well, why not? At least his bags Iheeh deftly unpacked. He found his shaving-taciae, over
the wash-stand discovered a small mirror hungretck-breaking angle, out of which a hideous Corstand
reflection leered at him from the wavy glass. s worse than waking up with a hangover. Wherethasld
sense of humor? Hunger, loss of sleep, horrorsaaraks the hallway was a room where somebodyrieatitt
throw Marcia Tait down a flight of stone stairs

Then he heard it. He heard the sound, the cry,eviait was, that trembled somewhere along thegall
outside. The razor slipped out of his fingers. &onoment he felt sheer unreasoning terror.

A scuffling noise, and then silence.

He had to do something as an outlet for angemran, br both. Groping after a dressing-gown, hett
himself into it. The thing would squeeze up likeoed umbrella when you tried to jam your hand®stigh the
armholes; you stepped on the trailing end of thistaaord and pulled the whole thing out. He gatver his
shoulders somehow, and opened the door to peethiatgallery.

Nothing at least, nothing of visual fear or dangite.was at the end of the gallery, where thereanaig
latticed window looking down on the roof of the fmcochere. Smoky light showed him the faded reaeu of
carpet stretching away fifty feet to the head efshairs, the line of doors in low oaken walls, giieframes and
claw-footed chairs. He looked across at the damrctliy opposite. There was no reason to supposedise had
come from King Charles's room, except that he aatastit with all the stealth moving in this houllewvas
Bohun's room; but Bohun could not be there. He rd@aaross and knocked. Then the big door creakeérunis
hand.

In a twilight of curtains that were nearly drawnass deep embrasures, he saw its vastness. Heglamnzer
of silver vases, a tall hearse of a bed-canopytladeflection of his own face in a mirror. Thalbeas made,
but Bohun's clothes were flung about on chairstamdau-drawers hung drunkenly open. Instinctivelyas
peering round for that hidden door to the staircadgs room occupied the angles of the houseltioéied down
on the drive and the lawns towards the rear. Tdiecsise, then, would be in the wall at his leftdigirobably,
between those two windows. That was where --.

He heard the noise again. It was behind him; it wadke gallery somewhere; behind one of thosesltiat
locked up the White Priory's secrets. He movettla livay up the gallery, and a door opened alnmrokis face.
It opened as quietly as the girl who came outgaigih she was breathing hard and her hands fumblest a
throat.

She did not see him. From the room behind her hedre curious mutter and stir, as of a sick persefgre
she closed the door. She bent her head forwaddagéinst the wall, and then straightened up.

As she took her hands away, just before they loakexhch other in the gloom, he saw the bruisdseon



throat. And he saw Marcia Tait's face.

CHAPTER SIX
"Who Walked, but Left no Footprint"

HE STOOD A LITTLE TO ONE SIDE, LOOSING DOWN AT HERp that the gray light should fall on her
face. Curiously enough, in the first utter blanlsesthe shock, he did not think of ghosts or exka
hallucination whereby he saw Marcia's face everyehide only thought, with a dazed feeling of relibft the
whole farce of a murder was a monstrous joke aftea hoodwinking and a premeditated nightmare; laa
wanted to laugh.

Then he saw that it was not Marcia, which was evemrse shock. In the next moment he wonderedhehat
had seen any resemblance at all in these whiteréssatrossed by the shadow of the lattice. Thisagis smaller
and slighter; her dark hair was caught back cashldehind her ears; and she wore a careless gngygr and
black skirt. Yet for one instant an outline of lobeek, a trick of gesture, a heavy liddednessefitirk eyes - it
had been there.

But he forgot that in the knowledge that she was. Iiie heard her voice, which was not Marcia Tait's

"Jo-" she said, and swallowed hard. She was loolmgagerly. "John? You haven't been to see- Nd ahna
| saying? About Louise. It's all right; really &.ilt was the shock. I've quieted her. She didmdkme. She was
hysterical, after last night. She tried to . . pe8king hurt her. The hands went to her throatrgghie fought
down nausea, and tried to smile. "But | wish yayéd Dr. Wynne to come up and-"

A pause.

"You're not my uncle! Who are you?"

"Steady," Bennett urged, and felt somehow guilltys ‘all right. Word of honor, it's all right! I'a friend of
your uncle. My name's Bennett. Look here, you'nd. uet me..’

"No. I'm all right. It's Louise. . . Oh! Bennettle¥, | know who you are. Louise spoke about you.'rédhe
man who took her father round New York. What are going?" She moved swiftly in front of the dodrsay,
you mustn't go in there! Really you mustn't. Sigesher nightgown on."

"Well, what of it?" said Bennett, so startled thatpulled short. "Anybody who goes berserk and tige
strangle.. that's what she did, wasn't it?"

Impossible to imagine this. He remembered thakfeet; rather dowdy, mechanically-smiling girl whasv
always the background for Lord Canifest; who waigthefficient, who expertly managed his correspemce
and was not permitted a second cocktail.

"Berserk?" repeated Katharine Bohun, althoughiit her to speak. She tried to laugh, weakly. "Le@iShe
can't help it; she's hysterical. After what happklast night oh, please don't be a fool! | dored fespecially well
myself. . "

"I know you don't," said the other grimly, and bérivard as she tried to support herself agaireinall.
"What on earth are you doing now? Let me down!rhetdown, do you hear?"

He carried a rather dazed and somewhat frighteaedgylady, who asked him if he had gone mad, $ttaqg
his own room, and pushed open the door with hit filwen, because it was comfortable and also bedaeis
wanted a look at her in better light, he put hemdon the cushions of the window-seat in its deaprasure.
Without looking at her he rummaged in a suitcaser dlfie bottle of brandy he found it advisabledaogin
England as preparedness against the inexorabieesarof closing-hour. When he returned she wasrgaack
against the comer of the window with an expresgiomhich weariness blurred out even anger or relief

"No," she said, rather quickly. "I'm all right. Mwandy, thanks."

"Drink it! - Why not?"

It was, he thought, probably utter exhaustion thatle her tell the truth then; she spoke involulytaaind in
spite herself.

"Because Uncle Maurice would say | had been driopKilGood old Uncle Maurice! Here..: ' She swallawe
with difficulty and a good deal of pain, while heaked a towel in water, wrung it out, and triecdjust it round
the purplish bruises on her neck. "That's betteat's fine. Like it?"

"Of course | like it."

"Have another? No? Then wait till | get this thfibged around your neck, and then | wish you'd nedl what
makes friends of yours like - like the Honorablailse Carewe," the name sounded fantastic in hisasahe
said it, when applied to that self-effacing girlavh he always pictured as sitting on a chair lowantthat of



anybody else. He tested it again. "Friends of ytikesthe Honorable Louise Carewe go hysterical tapdo kill
you. Sit still!"

"l say, you're making a most awful mess of me. Gigethat towel." She stirred, smiled faintly, aridd to
assume a businesslike briskness. He studied lstredganed back in the window-embrasure. The rdsecd®?
If he had not been prepared for it by some accidetrick of the light, he wondered if he would leavoticed it
at all.

In her quiet, casual, rather nervous way she Hashaty of her own. The face was pale and devoidake-
up; she had thin brows, curving a little upwardthatouter comers, over brown-black eyes of a asho
luminous quality. Her glance was direct, in corttadMarcia's, and of a disturbing intensity; bl $ad the
same heavy eyelids, the same small soft mouthraatl seck.

What then? Another victim of the dreams in the dipabsorption of this house? A background for the
pompous vagaries of the brothers Bohun, as quigiseavas for Lord Canifest? You had the whole matt¢he
tone of John Bohun's voice when he spoke abstigabédittle Kate. He remembered what Willard hadds

"You must forgive me," she said, in her somewhatmes fashion, "if | was upset, or said-silly thingr I'm
always doing that. But I'm very fond of Louise. $tas never had a chance. Her father . . . you Kniowdon't
you?"

"l know his voice."

"Yes. Yes, that's what | meant," she nodded. "Yodeustand. Louise liked you. She's a very diffepanson,
really, when she's among friends. | expect werall a." She stared out of the window for a momant then
turned back. "May | ask you something? Stella s&tklla's the maid who brought my tea up this rimyr
Stella said they were all talking about it downstaand that it was true. About Marcia. Is it tri®t?"

She spoke breathlessly, and he nodded withoutirgply

"Stella said she was hurt, killed, out at the pamiland her head was all - all hurt, and John doer there. Is
that true too?"

"I'm afraid so."

Again she turned away to the window, her shouldgid and her eyes closed. After a pause he saatigu
"Were you fond of her, then?"

"Fond of her? No. | detested her. No, that's nat &ither. But, oh, my God, how | envied her."

There was nothing to say. He felt nervous and urficdable. He got up to fumble among his belongifugsa
cigarette. The disturbing influence of this girlevh nobody ever noticed. She was speaking again:

"Do they know who did it?"

"No. Except they seem to think that it was somekadhis house."

"Of course it was somebody in this house. It wassdime person who was walking in the gallery lagtn

He sat down on the window-seat again; not wantingitce confidences, not wanting to throw out bia&nd
futile offers of help for-what? Yet those were gansations, baffling and complicated, that henfelte fiercely
than he could have explained them. But she must keen it, for she said surprisingly:

"Thanks. Thanks you-don't-know-how much." A steanhle. "Most people would say | can take care of
myself. | can. But it frightened me nearly as masthit frightened

.. Yes, there was somebody in the gallery lasttnlghndering, searching, pacing; | don't know whiaivas
what nearly drove poor Louise out of her wits, amty we shall probably need to have the doctor &t h
Whoever it was took hold of her wrist in the daakd then pushed her away."

"You don't suppose she imagined-?"

"There was blood on her," said Katharine Bohun.

"When did all this happen?"

She shook her head blankly. "I don't rememberithe.tAt close on four o'clock, | should think; blked at
the clock afterwards. That was my room you saw amecout of. Something woke me up; I'm not sure what
But then | heard somebody fumbling at my door asadipg at the knob. Like - like a big dog. | suppbgeep
thinking of dogs because Tempest barked so mudylaat night, and | heard him howling again thisrming.

"But this was at my door. Then | heard a sounddiKall, and somebody running. | didn't dare mail |
heard Jervis Willard's voice speaking out therédHeard some noise, and come out in the hall@med on
the light to see what it was. When | opened my dwowas lifting up Louise in a faint."

Bennett said rather irritably: "Why the devil wdesvandering around in the dark at four o'clocthm
morning?"

"I'm not sure. She hasn't been very coherent sirtbk she was coming to my room; she hadn't lsese@ep
all night, and she was rather hysterical alreadyplpose when she got out of her own room she watse'to
find the light-switch, and got lost and worse fitigied because she couldn't find her way either batk me. |



know she has kept saying, "Lights, lights! " KathaBohun stared straight ahead, her hands clerinhest lap.
"Were you ever awfully frightened by thinking yoeke lost in a maze in the dark, and you'd nevetagetere
you wanted to go? I've been. In dreams, sometimes."

He leaned forward suddenly and took her by the Isleost He said:

"I'm very fond of ghost stories and the morbid kifitiat's because I've never run up against anytieiaity
morbid in my own life. But you're not to get frigimted by a lot of damned shadows and nonsense udioegr?
You've had too much of it."

"l say, what on earth----"

"What you need is to walk out of this forsaken howsth its cold hot water pitchers and its cockeg@dors
and its moth-eaten ghosts. You need to make strisghondon or Paris, preferably Paris, and flyai a
bender that would knock the unholy watch-springsad@nything you'd ever imagined. You need to omlin
dress-makers' shops and red plush hotels; youtodezhr bands and have a dizzy love-affair andggtled in
every bar round the Place de Clichy; you needédtse Chinese lanterns on the lake in the Boisdande at
the Chateau de Madrid in a postage-stamp of a,daadssee the chafing-dishes steam and the coBurgfundy
while you're jammed up in a crazy little room thaterved the best in the world for two hundred s/€éou need
to see the chestnut-trees coming out in sprindnerChamps Elysees, and taste onion soup down mahleets
by the river when it's just getting daylight; yoeed.."

He had pitched diplomacy clear out of the window.l4d got up and was waving one arm in the ainduri
the fervor of the moment. Now the balloon collapaedhe realized he must be making a fool of himgtdfsaw
again the bleak room, the windows looking out covarBut he was surprised at the vividness and sittg of
Katharine Bohun's face. She looked up at him.

"You - you blasted Yank!" cried Katharine Bohuntiwa violence of relief which made her voice quaver
Then she began to laugh, but not in ridicule. énsed difficult for her to stop.

"Er-yes. Exactly."

"You're quite the craziest person | ever met."

"On the contrary, you blasted Limey, | am regarded

"And you mustn't talk like that; at least, you dbat is, of course, | mean - where anybody elsehean you."
"Ho?"

She caught herself up, nervously. "Never mind. &esible again. I've got to be. | mean - Marcian'cthink
of anything else. Marcia could do all those thigga were speaking about. Marcia was herself; stealane;
she was wonderful . . . in her own way." Again slemched her hands. "And maybe - I've been thinkirthis
too-maybe she was satisfied. She's lying down ttieael. But she died when she had everything shieedian
when she had everything a woman ever wanted; wihemvas alone and splendid and not growing old. Who
wouldn't give death for that? And if somebody snealsim her head with the loaded end of a riding-cten
maybe it was worth it."

Even in her rush she stopped suddenly. You coeduiespoken words shut off as at the closing ofar.d
And their import was as palpable as the slam afa ¢ the cold room.

Bennett stared at her. "With a riding-crop?" h& sklie should never have spoken. He realized ibas as

the words were out. That closing door was oneghat him from her.

She rose from the window-seat.

"Wasn't it? | must have got that impression fromll8t" she said, quickly and loudly. In that mom#te
quiet, nervous Katharine Bohun looked dangerous sae was breathing sharply. "I must really gekhiaany
patient now. Thank you so much for everything. Yl better go down to breakfast, hadn't you?"

Before he could move or speak, almost with theteesfs an illusion, she was out of the room. He needa
staring at the closed door, fingering an unshasen Jhen he went over and kicked an empty suitaasess the
room. He followed it with the intention of kickingback; but sat down on the bed instead, lit a@ge, and
blew out smoke violently.

The muddle was growing worse. His hand was shakind,the room was full of a mocking image of Marcia
Tait. If Willard's crackling picture of her charactwere correct, she had never laughed in lifdhasasould laugh
in death. Riding-crop! There was no riding-crophet scene of the crime, or near it, except theJoha@ Bohun
had carried on his wrist. Which was manifestly isgible.

The police would be back from the pavilion now. tHast go downstairs. Keeping his mind grimly awapnir
Katharine Bohun, he shaved in cold water; feltdrdiut a little light-headed; dressed, and wentrostairs.

He had intended to go to the dining-room, but thvezee loud voices from the direction of the librafhe
door was open. Lights had been turned on in tHagesf the dusky room, and a group had gatheredddhe
modem furniture in front of the fire. At a tablehired the couch, flanked by bronze lamps with yelkivades, a



tall man in the uniform of an inspector of polig with his back to the door. He was tapping a peagainst the
side of his head. Beyond him stood a very nervdu@ipson, and beyond them Chief Inspector Mastarsib}
inspecting books on the shelves. The person whdead speaking-with strident positiveness, andstuge like
a semaphore - was a sharp-featured little marshrabby black overcoat and a bowler hat stuck obala& of
his head. He stood with his back to the fire, & pblack-ribboned glasses coming askew on hig naisd
pointed again.

He said: "Don't think you can tell me my busindastter. | regard that as a sheer, out-and-outtintait's
what | do; and when | get you at the inquest, Patten dum-me, | promise you now, I'll make youasingood
and proper!" He leered over the glasses, maleugléiim telling you the exact medical facts. Geuy police
surgeon to check up on me, if you like. Get evdoptly quack in Harley Street. Yah! Then you'll fiadt----?"
His sharp gaze saw Bennett at the door. He stopped.

There was a silence in the tension of the room.tdagame up to the table.

"Ah!" he said quickly. "Come in, Mr. Bennett. Corime if you please. | was just going to send for .ydhis is
Dr. Wynne - here. Inspector Potter - here. Nowya/been hearing some very unusual things in thé&s
hour:"

Dr. Wynne snorted. Masters had lost some of hikeegenial air; there were lines round his mouth &e
looked worried.

"Which need straightening out. Just so. Now, &ig already told these gentlemen what you tolchmdnile ago,
Perhaps you'd better repeat it, as a matter of, friie inspector —*

Inspector Potter looked up from his notebook. He éald-headed giant with a small tuft of moustaeh
reddish face, and an eye like a ruminating cow;ledias dogged if bewildered. He looked at Bemadhier
suspiciously. "Nameanaddress," recited the inspgictgruff positiveness. "If foreigner," more si@pn, "suggest
references. Not under oath but advise for own gmodplete frankness. Now!"

"Now, then, Potter," interposed Masters with sosggesity, "you want my help; is that it? Eh?"

“That," said the inspector, "that | do, sir."

"Well, then-!" said Masters persuasively, and wakidhand. "I'll manage for a bit, if you don't ™irNow, Mr.
Bennett, | want to stress the importance of thigamt you to get it down clear. Thompson]"

Thompson came forward. His reddish-rimmed eyes sldawery definite hostility, but his voice was itkc
and he looked (Bennett thought) the most respextabh in the room.

"You told Inspector Potter," Masters went on sharfihat the snowfall stopped last night at juseafwo
o'clock - no more or less - and you can swearo it

"Yes, sir. I'm afraid | can:'

"Afraid? What do you mean, afraid?"

"Why, sir, only that | shouldn't want to cause amuble," Thompson replied without inflection, "ftire police. |
can swear to it. | didn't close an eye all night."

Masters turned back.

"And Dr. Wynne tells us-"

"I tell you this," snapped the doctor, and 'tapptasters on the shoulder. "Allowing for everythimggluding
temperature, | definitely put the time of that warisadeath as between three o'clock and three-thilly That's
final. You say the snow stopped at two o'clock. Mtkht's your business. What | say is that ifshew stopped at
two o'clock, then that woman didn't die until adean hour afterwards." He leered round. "I demty you your
job, my lads."

Inspector Potter came to life. "But, sir," he shealt'it's not possible! Not sense! Look here; tisei@o sets of
tracks going into that house," he continued witAvyempressiveness, and held up two fingers. "M tells us
they were made by himself and this gentleman. Vie¥. There's two sets coming out, made by the saeople.
And that's all. Each of the four sets of printati®ut equally fresh, so far as we can judge nd.I'se done some
poac-urrr some trapping, | meantersay, in my youdggs. They were made this morning, they were raadeit
the time Mr. Bohun says] And thassalleris.” He sweép arm about, small pencil in massive fist. Therbrought
the fist down on the table. "A hundred straight ffeunmarked snow on every side of the 'ouse.ad\ioge, not a
shrub. And sixty feet of it thin ice on every sithot possible, not sense, and may | never go tpategain if it
is!"

The inspector was breathing heavily through higritesBut so was Masters, who had been tryingaimto
stop a conversational steam-roller. Masters didenttwain merely glare. His attitude towards Inspeetater as
his family relation made him deplorably forgetfiilhis dignity.

"Now, then]" he declared. "Now, then, I'l tell yathat it is, Charley Potter. You keep your ruddgadiehut



when you're told, or I'll report to the Chief Caaige of this county your means of carrying on a&caell a
witness what to say; eh? Makes no difference ikm@w it's truth. Eh? Oh, Lord! You in the CID., fad? |
don't think."

Inspector Potter closed one eye in a highly sinfstghion.

"Urr?" he inquired with dignity. "And ‘00 may be @harge of this case, | should like to know? -Yioat twvas
going to play Santy Claus! Urr! All right. Play SarClaus. Here. Now. | was stating well-known faétad I'll
tell you more. We've got, a witness, Bill Lockeathive known all my life and is honest and trustilvg and 'as
spotted the Derby winner for the last three yedrelvis more than you can do: Bill Locker saw MaoHBin go
in. Eh? And there was nobody in there hidden, whietproved. Now then!" He flung down his penciltbe
table like a gauntlet. "Until you can play Santa@ and explain all that, sir, I'll ask you respélgt---.'

"Sic 'em, my lads," said the little doctor, with ain of refreshed interest. "l think I'll stop orbi. Yes. Nothing
adds zest to a criminal case like a free-for-ghfiamong the police at the outset. But is theyghamg else you
want to know from me?"

With an effort Masters regained his imperturbaypilit

"Ah, ah," he said. "Forgot myself, inspector. BestYou're in charge, for the moment, and you'ieeqight
and within your duties." He folded his arms. "l gltbsuggest, however, that before the doctor goaswyake
some inquiry about the weapon."

Dr. Wynne scowled. "Weapon? Hum. Dunno. That's yausiness. All | can give you is the customary Blun
Instrument. They were hard smashes. From the posifithe wounds, looks as though she'd been sttoak
from the front, and then smashed five or six timeshe lay on her side or face. Hard blows. Yesr Yolice
surgeon will tell you definitely at the pm"

"l don't suppose, sir," observed Potter, as alistgithought seemed to occur to him for the finstet, "I don't
suppose it could have been done by a woman, ctld i

" Might have been. Why not? Given a fairly heavyapen; why not?"

"That poker with its end in the ashes?"

"I should have said something rather thicker, withangle or two to it. But again that's your businé

During these questions, Bennett noticed, Mastacg had assumed a blank and tolerant sadnessdsauther
in an idiot-school, touched now by a satiric grismeHe breathed stertoriously through his nosassettor
Potter asked:

"Ah! Might it 'a’ been that decanter, now; the heawne that was smashed?"

"Hang it, man, it could have been anything! Loolrrd for your fingerprints or your bloodstains or
whateveritis." Dr. Wynne set his hat on jauntilylgricked up a black bag. He squinted at the ingpetdtumph.
Shouldn't think it was the decanter; would you?nSg& me she'd have been soaked in port wine, @ywilssy
the fragments of that bottle weren't near her katdyll. Looks as though it only dropped off a tatlesomething
and got smashed... Lord knows, my boy, I'd likgit@ you a bit of help if | could. Strikes me theth a straight-
out, frank, rounded impossible situation slapromf of you, you need it."

"Exactly," said a new voice from the shadows atdater side of the room, with such suddennessthiestall
jumped. "But would you like me to explain how thenser was committed?"

CHAPTER SEVEN
Design for Hanging

INSPECTOR POTTER CALLED VIOLENTLY ON OMNIPOTENCE,MD almost upset a very heavy table
as he surged to his feet. Even Masters was stafittexry were all standing in the little circle ajtit thrown by the
fire and the two yellow-shaded lamps. Electric Blilorned in a sort of crown high up against théngabroof;
but the big library was still dusky, almost as thlodhe books themselves threw shadows.

Bennett looked towards the line of diamond-panattaivs in the embrasure at one end, a wall of glgasst
which stood a single tall tapestry-armchair withtiack to the room. A head rose over the chairadiiglire
leisurely detached itself. It stood squat and beg&inst windows and gray sky; they heard glas& elhd smelt
the smoke of a cigar. Footsteps, not quite steadg,aasped along the stone floor. There was samd#ering,
something goblin-like in that round little shapagcking and mowing with the cigar; even more so wihgnew
close enough for them to see the short wiry bladk kthe stiff smile on a stiff face, and the sigrlittle
bloodshot eyes.

Bennett realized not only that it was Carl Raingarathed in a flowered silk dressing-gown muchhigpfor



him; but that Carl Rainger was very drunk.

Rainger said, in a steady voice which seemed tedoom deep down in his throat: "I must ask yoexouse
me. In fact, | must tell you to excuse me, in viegfithe help | am prepared to give. | was listeniggntlemen. |
was frankly listening. When you came in, you siggdi me there in the chair with Betsy," he pattedick of a
bottle protruding from the pocket of the dressimmgvg, "Betsy the second, while | communed with ratur
“Straight mine eye had caught new pleasures, Whgléandscape round it measures.' Beautiful couhtayha
ha."

His tubby figure stumped into the circle of liglthere was a rather inhuman quality about the stigklike
smile and the mirth that came from behind shuhtdge nodded and winked both eyes and made a gesftur
theatrical politeness with the cigar. But the retidittle eyes, despite their staring fixednesgenery sharp.

"My name is Rainger; | think it is fairly well knaw Give me that chair, Mr. Masters. The one yostamding
in front of, if you don't mind. Thank you. Ah! Nowood morning, gentlemen."

"Good morning, sir," Masters answered imperturbablter a pause. Behind his back he jerked hisstwanply
at the staring Potter. "You wish to make a statétEh?"

Rainger considered. He was wriggling his bristlglpdackwards and forwards, as children do, whélstared
at the fire.

"Yes, | suppose | do. Yes, in a way. | can expthis impossible situation that's been bothering @ ho
ho."

Masters studied. him. "Naturally, sir, we're alwalad to listen to suggestions. Quite. But onegHilh
suggest, if you don't mind. You're certain youfr&icondition to suggest anything important?"

"Condition?"

"Well, not taken a drop over the line, as | miglgZ3Eh?"

Rainger turned round slowly, pulling the gaudy dieg-gown about him. His face assumed an expression
though he were slyly peering round the cornerwhd; then it lit up with an almost terrifying srail

"God love your innocence, inspector," he said,eatbnderly. "Taken a drop over the line?" He bunt®
choking laughter until his eyes were blurred. "We#kll, let's compose ourselves. Of course I'venak drop
over the line. Very neatly put. As a matter of fdoh drunker than hell, inspector, and we bothvkiito What of
it? In better days, before | was persuaded to beamspectable and give it up, you would never Hawed me in
any other condition. But | lived and moved and hadbeing, and my brain - this," he knocked his kies
against it, "was much the better for it. | only gatvup because | was even too clear-seeing, aydcdiled it
morbid. Hoho!

"Shall | prove it, inspector?" he demanded, poiptime cigar suddenly. "Shall | tell you what youhaking?
You're thinking, "Maybe this is a confession. Mayblebetter jolly this repulsive little baboon atpand get him
to admit something he oughtn't' Uh? That's youogamce again. | am much more talkative than ugeal,But |
didn't kill her. Queerly enough, | have an alibi "

He cackled. Masters only nodded stolidly. "Why, $iyou put it like that, it's quite possible | ghit have been
thinking some such thing."

"And as for you-" He suddenly pointed at Bennetou're thinking, "There's that son of a bitch againen't
you, now; aren't you?" For a second the weird star® as terrifying as his grin; then it grew mudclle
bewildered, and somehow defeated. "Why do you tttiak?" he asked curiously. "Why does everybodyktfit?
All my life I've been trying to find out. I'm CaRainger. | started on a railroad construction gavignt to see my
hands, even now? | can command as high a salamyyestar | ever worked with, because when | getuttin
with that picture, whoever's in it is a star. That'e. That's what | can do. Then why . . " He fuedlat his
forehead and said in a flat voice, "Why, to hethvem. That's all I've got to say." He seemedrssed. "They're
lousy rats, every one of them. I'll trust to thigs. And now - where are you, inspector? Ah!. pithceed to show
you what you've overlooked, and offer you proof."

"Well, sir?"

"Proof," said Rainger, his face lighting up agdthat a Mr. John Bohun killed Marcia Tait."

"Good God!" said Dr. Wynne, and stopped as Mastersed to glare.

"Thank you very much, doctor," observed the chigpiector in a quick, colorless voice. "You've beest
helpful. We needn't detain you any longer... EHd®Thompson? Still here, eh? | thought | told ;yaell, my
mistake. You'd better wait outside, now."

"I know the man's drunk," snapped the little doctbut does he realize who he's talking about? Ruirun,
hah? His host. Well, well, well. Yes, I'm goinghdé& having breakfast. | think | shall just infohim he's needed
here."

Masters - big and urbane, but with a vein beatirfysatemple-edged the doctor away as though he wer



smoothing off crumbs, and spoke in a low voice. Betnering what had happened upstairs, Bennett quickl
suggested a visit to Louise Carewe; and, as herst@tout what had happened, it caught Mastersheeg easily
than the doctor's. Masters said, "Oh, ah?" ancetmnBtt, "Stay here!" as he sent out Thompson agelcedut Dr.
Wynne. When the strident voice was fading downhtalé Masters returned to Rainger, who had got Hebof
gin out of his pocket and was tilting it to hisdigvhile a sardonic eye rolled round at the chigpéctor.

"You want to accuse Mr. John Bohun," said Masteit) another silencing gesture at Potter, "of murtddare
say you realize that's rather a serious mattgpealsof, even when you can back it up?"

"Certainly | can back it up, my friend. Hoho. Y&%u've had statements," replied the director, solyde
becoming cool and sharp-faced, "from both Bohunameéctor named Willard. Now don't put on that pawn
broker-refusing-a-loan look, my friend; | heard yaiscussing it, and | know what they said. Theyegtheir
version of what happened last night. Now I'll giigal mine. Don't you realize why there was only saeeof
tracks in the snow, going in?"

"Be careful, sir. Remember, they were fresh tracks.

"Of course they were fresh tracks." He controllesdiard breathing. "First! Bohun was in London kaight, to
see His Lordship. To see the great Lord Canifeist.He tell you that?"

"Oh, ah?" inquired Masters, his dull eye turningesvays towards Bennett. Bennett remembered thatekéas
had spoken to H. M., and must know a good dedie@&tory. "Mr. Bohun said he had a business appeint;
that was all. You mean the newspaper-owner? Just so

"Now you had better know why Bohun saw him, if yn't know," said Rainger, looking at him queerly,
"already. Canifest intended to put up the moneytHerplay Marcia was to appear in. And last nigahifest
refused. Bohun and Marcia were afraid he was gmingfuse. That was why Bohun got nervous and diskier
to see him last night."

"Well" prompted Masters, after a pause. "Why shadhisl - ah - Lord Canifest refuse?"

"Because somebody had been telling him things. Gadifest was contemplating matrimony. He had diyea
laid his hand and heart," said Rainger, with arrgqmiate gesture, "before our lovely nymph. Hisdsirip, you
may know, is a very upright man, and much too éistto risk anything but marriage. And then somegliotti
his Lordship something. Bohun was afraid there wdnd bad news from Canifest last night, and soMagia."

Masters cleared his throat. "Just so. | dare saynyean, now, he was told something against MissT ai
character, eh?"

"What? Oh, God love us, inspector," said Raingéh @ sort of wild helplessness, "your thrice-blsss
innocence! No! Don't you suppose Canifest had@tchall the rumors of that kind? Her family was d@mough
for that conduct to have seemed just prankish. HatnaWhat somebody told him, | fear, was that Nermight
have been too virtuous."

"Too virtuous?"

"That she had a husband already," said Raingercarided.

"A husband already!" the chief inspector snappédr a pause. "Who-?"

Rainger indulged himself in an elaborate Frenctifierug. He shut one eye, a tubby little Mephistighin a
bright-flowered robe, and the other staring littleodshot eye showed through the smoke of his cigaismiled.

"How should | know? That part, | grant is theoryt i's mine, and it's a good theory. Now who mitatt
husband be? | wonder. Eh?"

Before Masters could voice a suggestion he wersioftty:

“Let's go on. Do you understand now what my goahft Jervis Willard told you about Marcia being eps
distraught, desperately waiting last night?-waitiogBohun to return.’

‘Yes, | think even you understand. If Canifest sefd to back this play, it would never be put oallat

"Now, now," urged Masters, with goading tolerariddiss Tait was a very popular actress, | shouldyan
Surely any number of producers —*

"That's where you're wrong," the other said, nogdieveral times. "Not after what she had said erfnth
separately and individually in the newspapers,asd to their faces." The mechanical smile broadevith
rather horrible effect. "And what she didn't sagubted her as saying. Get it?"

"And this was the news," Masters said slowly, "gay Mr. Bohun was bringing back to her last night?"

"Naturally. She was a very temperamental wenchnltell you. What must Bohun have thought whendtk h
to come back and explain it was all off? They migéit another angel, but. Marcia wasn't too pop&he
certainly wasn't popular in this house. It amusedast night, when Miss Katharine Bohun attemptegite her
a shove that would send her down a flight of stiaés..:'

"What the devil's this?"

Bennett felt his heart pounding, and an empty s&msm his chest. He took a step forward, so Rainhger



caught his eye.

"What's the matter?" asked Rainger harshly. "Frigingburs? Never mind. That's what she did. Come on
flatfoot: let me get back to the subject. Willaidrtt tell you about that little episode, did he@uYcan forget it. |
want to tell you the first step in the case thaglhg John Bohun.. . He told you (didn't he?) bea&irrived back
from London about three A.M. Well, he lied. He gatck here at one-thirty, when it was still snowiragd."

"Did he, now?" inquired Masters in a curious tdWgell. Get this down, Potter. How do you know? il
see him?"

"No."

Masters said heavily: "Then you'll excuse me. liseened, and I've listened for something more tegue ac-
cusations, and I'm admitting to you I've got aditired of it. Now I'll ask you to stop this safttalk and go up to
bed where you belong."

Rainger's arm jerked.

"Oh, you'll listen to me, damn you." His voice wes a moment; it became close to a screech. "@aun'tet
me explain? Can't you give me fair play? Give nmeigute, two minutes, only two minutes! Oh, for Gosglike
let me say what I've got to say! " His desperatihave a man hanged broke his gloss and stoltalitlybriefly;
for he got himself in hand, and there was only @ooitempt in the unshaven face. "Now I'll explairt
midnight last night, after we'd left Marcia in thavilion (what Willard told you about that is truéjr. Bohun
and | - Mr. Maurice Bohun, my host - came to thedry. To this room. We talked of books and othatters you
wouldn't understand. We were here for somethingtiiko hours. Naturally neither of us could see J®bhun
come in: the driveway is clear at the other enthefhouse. And we didn't hear him, for the samsaeaBut we
heard the dog."

"Dog?"

"A big police dog, what you call an Alsatian. Thaign't turn it loose at night, because it fliesmatthing. They
keep it chained to a sort of runway wire, so thain run twenty or thirty feet from the kennelt ba farther. It
barks at anybody, known or unknown - Mr. MauricénBio told me. Are you listening to me now? We were
sitting here last night, when we heard it commdraréing and keep on barking.

"l asked him, | said, "Have we got burglars, or $mmebody gone out?' He said, "Neither. That willbhn
coming home. It's half-past one.' We talked abbetdetective stories (he likes detective storis), the dog that
doesn't bark because it recognizes somebody, tlegenting a clue. That's hogwash. Real dogs bark at
everybody, till you get close enough to speak."

Rainger coughed. His forehead was damp from himg® concentration when his head must be spinheng;
brushed an arm across his face, and his. speectiiyvdégenerated.

"That was at ha' past one. Old Bohun held out kickvand says, “See, it's ha' past one.' He's sifidgety,
and he got even more fidgety and nervous aboutdfse while he was showing me books. Late as fitdsang
for that butler and told him to phone down to ttebke and have 'em lock the dog up. He said it diduve him
crazy. .."

Inspector Potter struck in, heavily and eagerhhdfTpart of it's true anyhow, sir. This butler sa@dused the
telephone at one-thirty to tell them at the stalwsy must lock the dog up-"

Masters waved his hand. "And is that, Mr. Raingke 'said, "all you've got to accuse a man of m@‘der

"No. | am going to tell you what John Bohun did.”

"He arrived here at one-thirty, and left his cattia driveway.. He was wearing evening-clothes|aytd
patentleather evening shoes-"

"How do you know that?"

"l use my brain, you see," nodded Rainger, benftingard. "I got that from the maid who went inte hoom
this morning to light the fire. She saw the clotbeattered. She also told me (eh?) that his bedstiasiade and
had not been slept in last night."

After a pause Masters said, "Take that down, RPbtter

"He walked straight down to the pavilion, as he Btadcia had arranged. (The fool lied to you whershiel he
didn't know Marcia was there, and yet he admittezllgad told him she was going there. He knew Mareiger
changed her mind; you'll see why he lied.) Wek tlog barked for longer than usual. Why? Becausigedime
it took him to walk down. If he'd only gone intaethouse, the dog would have shut up."”

Inspector Potter uttered an exclamation.

"You're suggesting-?" said Masters quickly.

"Oh, he was her lover," said Rainger. "I know thite leaned over suddenly and spat into the fire.

"Now see. He had bad news for her. Marcia didké& &ny bad news well; and not the smash-up of éviegy
she wanted to do. But you don't know Bohun's chiaratyou think he told her straight out. He's teeak. He



put it off, and first told her everything was atitit. There was love-making; the fool thought haldget Marcia
into the right state of mind with that. Kuaa! Afterrds he admitted things. And she told him forfttst time
how she really felt towards him."

Rainger's voice rose. "He smashed her head in a@oolbur and a half after he'd got to the pavilidmen the
fool found that the snow had stopped long ago.féb$prints going out there had been effaced. Theren't a
mark on the snow now, and if he left that placevbeld leave his own footprints to hang him. Well'h&vdid he
do? What did even a nervous fool do?"

Rainger must have seen that he had caught hisrenediEor a moment Bennett thought the man had grown
cold sober; that he had forced himself sober by veence of will; and, but for the twitching dié fingers and
uncertain movements of the head, Bennett would balieved it.

"Use your brains," said Rainger, with that queabdlical grin. "What was the only thing that woskve
him?"

Masters studied him. "If | had been in his plade @h! supposing this to be true!), there was ay eay."

"Think so? What would you have done?"

"Rummy games we're playing! Eh? Well, then, | sdddve left that pavilion, messing up my own trail
thoroughly by shuffling and kicking and scrapingpthe tracks so that nobody'd know whose they welre
have carried that messed-up trail up over the kavthe high-road, or anywhere you like. The hoesen. . .
Time? Oh, ah; I'll admit it would have taken somnest, and in the dark, but there'd be all the tim&l daylight."

Rainger blew out a blast of sour smoke. "Any fobk"said, "would have remembered the dog." Masters
stopped.

"The dog, my flatfoot-friend, that barked like hatid for such a long time-while Bohun was only fimg
down to the pavilion before - that the old man hddcked up. Think that over, will you? Mr. Johemnembered
that dog; it almost gave him away before. Whattaidhink it would be during the fifteen or twentynutes it
would take him to mess up all his tracks? How wasahknow it was locked up? What happens in a hadrsn a
dog keeps on steadily barking at four o'clock mttorning. They'd wake up. They'd look out. And¢hsas
Bohun in the middle of the lawn, caught.”

Bennett went over and sat down on the divan. His were whirling, but he knew the man was rightn st
said:

"But what could he do? He couldn't take up the timmess the trail, and he couldn't hurry out @avé his
tracks to betray him... You've got him in the pavilwith no tracks outside; but he says he wasnglto the
butler in his riding-clothes at close on sevenogklthis morning; and I'll swear on the Bible thahen | got to
the pavilion this morning, there was only one lofdracks going in."

"Just so. Steady, sir," said Masters. "He did wakebutler up in this house at a quarter to seVba.butler
says so."

Rainger savored a triumph. He looked from one éodtther.

"Sure, sure, sure. That was his alibi. He remenbre riding-engagement; but didn't it smell vargriy to
you, eh, that he should have said he got up eatlys morning, put on his riding-clothes, and wenvake the
butler up before he was certain they would ridé tharning? . . . He tried to be clever. He thoughtvas clever.
Riding boots are useful. They're bigger, a good bigger all the way around, than little patentiea dancing-
shoes."

Masters whistled. He made a big gesture as Rasaiér

"He waited till it was nearly daylight, and he cdslee not to bang into anything. | like to thinkhoh sweating
beside that dead woman. Then he walked out of gauition, and he walked backwards. When he'd chaihige
clothes and made his alibi, all he had to do wdk hack again in his own footprints to “discovée tbody. He
couldn't have done it if he'd had on the same ssheés. If he tried to step in the tracks-evenverg thin plaster
of snow - he'd only have blurred the prints. If ¢m@w had been deep instead of a little crust, d(iddhvhave
sloughed the tracks up. But he stamped a freshiih bigger shoes all over the others, and cdeckthe first
outline. The sole-and-heel prints would be messsidié the track, but they always are from the way walk in
snow. No wonder the tracks were fresh. No wondatr stable-hand saw him-from a distance - just goirgg the
door. He'd literally “covered' his tracks. He'd bohself the swellest alibi a man ever had. Butnvizeu got
there, young man," said Rainger, choking with #s effort of keeping his words steady, "didn'skem a little
rattled?"

Rainger looked round for a moment more, holdingy thges.

Then he got shakily to his feet. With the efforeqvhe seemed to shrink like a dough figure; andhi as
though a wheel went round behind his eyes. Dizzytarathing hard, he got the bottle out of his pock

"I've told you how it happened,” .he said. "Now @dmm."



He was fumblingly trying to get the bottle to hissl when he collapsed. He would have fallen if Meshad
not caught him.

CHAPTER EIGHT
Dr. Dryasdust at Breakfast

"GIVE ME A HAND, POTTER," SAID MASTERS BRISKLY. MASERS' stolid, heavy-jawed face was still
imperturbable. "Get him over on the settee. Bettey for the butler and have himno! Wait a bit. eleget hold of
his feet."

They lifted the inert lump, with its features noang smeary and its lips drooling; a bag of dougkrelihere
had been a brain. The breath wheezed through k& #a they put him down on the couch his dresgimgn
slid back. They saw that he was wearing eveningsdiiwusers and a collar less stiff shirt; his,fastsmall as a
woman's, were thrust into red leather slippers.tbtasarefully took the cigar from his fingers ahckw it into
the fire. He picked up the unbroken bottle fromftber; looked at it, and then at his companions.

"Very rummy chap," he said, "very rummy indeed. Nomonder? -Wait a bit, Mr. Bennett. Where are you
going?"

"Breakfast," said the other, with heartfelt weasime'This thing has got me nearly crazy. . ."

"Now, now. Easy, my lad. Just wait a bit and 18l \gith you. | have something to talk about. For ith@ment?’

Bennett regarded him curiously. For some time hteldegen unable to understand why the Chief Inspedtor
the C.1.D. should be so anxious for his compang, @imost eager to make friends with him. He leanuby
soon enough.

“-the question arises," continued Masters, rubhiaghin, "is this man right? Did it happen as hiel & did?
What do you think, now, Potter?"

The county-inspector shifted, chewed his cud, |dakethe notebook for inspiration, and finally seor

"It sounds all right, sir," growled Potter. "In aw And yet-" he stabbed out with the pencil. "Thét | dunno
what half of it's all about. This business of backplays and the like. But the way it was dongwell, ‘ow else
could it have been done? That's the worst."

Masters' pale blue, genial eyes swung over to Bervdn! Always glad to listen to suggestions, Rotand |
are. What do you think?"

Bennett said violently that it was nonsense. "Wbgsense?"

"Well "

"Because Mr. Bohun's your friend? Tosh tosh togavie that out of it. Does you credit, o' course. \Bai shalll
have to admit that it does explain everything. Bifasters' eyes opened wide.

"I know. But do you honestly think he could havélga off that funny business with the footprint§thie first
part of it weren't so plausible, and if it didricaunt for several queer things, you wouldn't giveeminute's
thought. | don't believe he could have done it.ifEs that man," Bennett heard himself talking lguohd
foolishly, "is drunk enough to say anything. Didyou hear all the wild statements he made?"

"Oh, ah. Yes. What statements did you refer to?&lWor instance, about Bohun's niece trying b ki

Marcia Tait by throwing her downstairs..:'

Suddenly he saw that he had fallen into a verydylaary easy trap. Masters said affably: "Yes, @ulé shall
want to hear all about that. | talked to Mr. Witlaand Mr. Bohun both, and yet neither one of theaderany
mention of an attempt to kill Miss Tait. Very rumn§omebody tried to throw her downstairs, eh?"

"Look here, let's go and get some breakfast. ltdmow anything about that; you'll have to ask thesgain.
Besides - you don't want second-hand informatiard An no stool-pigeon.”

"Stool---P Masters had been inspecting the supideflabby figure on the couch, whose jaws moved &k
bellows with its wheezing breath. Masters' big l&teg boomed. "Stool-pigeon, yes. You mean a capperk?
Why, no. But | want any kind of information; d'yee® Any kind. Eh, Potter? This niece of Mr. Bohim'goung,
good-looking, | take it? And Mr. Rainger made amotimteresting statement: about Miss Tait beingriedr We
shall have to check that. | say, | wonder how Mairiger got so dirty? | mean in a literal sensetihig. Look at
him."

He drew back the edge of the dressing-gown. There wowdery streaks of a dead blackish color ddwen t
front of the white shirt, as though dirt had be#ied on him; the shoulders were more grimy anhieker black;
and, as Masters lifted him a little, the arm of sh&t showed in the same condition. And, as Heddiim over
like a dummy, they saw that there were also stainthe back of the shirt.



"Hands new-washed; shiny-washed. Look at them. Naver mind, but | also wonder what he meant by
saying he had an alibi. | suppose we ought to hawetaken upstairs, and yet | think | shall justie him there.
Well, Potter? You said you'd done some trappind,karew about tracks in the snow? Do you think MshBn
could have worked that little trick?"

Potter ruminated, uneasily. "Ere!" he said witkelievance but determination, and stared up. &llliyou what
it is. | don't want this case. You said you weresuperior officer, and so you are. Well, I'm gotngelephone
the Yard, official and all, and say we need hellpoBy little I'm going to mess about with it. There

"That means you don't think he could have dongh®"

"I dunno. That's what beats me. But," said theeasgr, rising and slapping shut his notebook, gamg out
to look at those tracks and see. There might beetdong."

Masters said he had some instructions for him. 8asiccompanied him to the door, speaking in aviniee,
and Potter uttered a pleased snort. His expresgsrone of heavy craftiness as he went out. Thestévia
beckoned to Bennett, and spoke encouragingly @kfast.

The big raftered dining-hall was at the rear oftibese, its windows looking down over the lawnsdmig the
avenue of evergreens and the pavilion. Sprigs by h@re fastened to the chandelier, and roundrkisia
portrait over the mantelpiece. It was a sort ofcéhto see their gaiety; the gaiety of the big érel the gleaming
pewter dish-covers on the sideboard. At the tdbééing back in his chair, staring dull-faced amclirious at the
ceiling, sat John Bohun. A cigarette drooped frasiips, and he had a convalescent's pallor. Adross him,
industriously at work on bacon and eggs, sat a peny fastidious little man who rose in haste asrbwcomers
entered.

"I beg your pardon," the little man said, comingoas in his nervous little strut. "You are ..." Ay
expression was in his eyes, and he still dabblé&disanhouth with a napkin. He had a bony face dotethéy his
very large hooked nose, and a high domed skull gritly hair brushed flat across it. His whole expi@swith
the wrinkles, the fidgety mouth, and the pale grggs in which the small pin-point pupils were dbktk-was
one of vagueness mixed with swift moods which migghbf good-humor or pettishness. He was verydastsly
dressed in black, with a quiet donnish primnesd,has air was that of someone wandering past shéfva
library. ". . you are - how extraordinarily stuméime! | keep forgetting. You will be my guest, ayal will be
the inspector of police." After a limp handshake hustled them towards the table. "Did | introdogeself? | am
Maurice Bohun. This is my brother John. You haveady met him, have you not? Of course. Good Gbd} &
dreadful business all this is! | only learned diatf an hour ago, you understand. But | informelainithat the
best way to keep up his strength in assistinggestias, in brief, to eat. You will take breakfasthvwis?
Excellent. Thompson! More-ah-comestibles. "

As this almost invisible genie moved out from tideboard, Maurice Bohun sat down. Bennett notibed he
limped slightly, and that a stick with a large g&ltbb was propped against his chair. This fusflg lihan to be
the author of a bawdy robust comedy? Masters duttietwo brothers; especially John, who had notado
from sitting back inertly with his hands in his jets.

"I've got to warn you, sir," announced Masterdhimvoice that always seemed to dispel tense atneosg,
"that you take me in at your own risk. I'm not ofidilly connected with this case, although InspeBtatter's a
relative of mine. So that only makes me a sortuafsgj at your pleasure. So if you don't mind sittliogvn to table
with a copper; eh? Just so. . . An! Yes, the kippér/ou please."

John Bohun lowered his head.

"l say, inspector, you may omit the urbanity. Hgee found out anything since you talked to Willard me?"

"I'm afraid not, sir. Matter of fact, I've beenkialg to a gentleman named Rainger," Masters anslyeii¢h his
mouth full.

"Your esteemed friend, Maurice," said John, turriitghead. "The one who's going to make you a feahn
adviser on the films..."

Maurice put down his knife and fork gently. He mebacross the table and said, "Why not?" in a voicich
clear common-sense that Bennett turned to looknat Then Maurice smiled vaguely and went on eating.

"I'm afraid - said Masters, and seemed to hesikditebig grin showed behind a loaded fork. "Mr. iR@gr's a
very interesting gentleman, and | admire his wbtk, I'm afraid he's been drinking this morning?Elust so.
That, and making wild accusations he may not be @mbsupport. Can't support.”

"Accusations?" John Bohun asked sharply.

"Um. Of murder." Masters was deprecating. "Poinfiagt, he accused you. Lot of such rubbish. Ah!IRea
cream!"

John got up from his chair.

"He's been accusing me, has he? What's the swamedaging?"



"Now, now, sir, don't let it bother you. Everythiagasily proved, isn't it? . . . But | wantedatkto you, sir,"
he added, turning to Maurice as though he had diadithe subject, "about this Mr. Rainger. He gaidtwo
had been together most of last evening; and, $iatkedrunk himself a bit over the mark, | was cusias to how
many other-um-hallucinations he might have got."

Maurice pushed back his plate. and meticulouslyddlhis napkin. Then he folded his hands. Agahesgtray
light his big forehead, unwieldy for the frail bodiarew into shadow those curious pale-gray eyéls tlie tiny
black pupils. He looked muddled and mildly depriezat

"An, yes," he said. "Er-where was |? Let me seal & wish me to satisfy you that | did not comrist
murder."

"Sir?"

"I was, of course, ah, answering the spirit of yquestion rather than the precise words. . ." He aglogetic,
as though there were nothing at all odd in thigl taok the whole thing for granted. "So Mr. Rainbas been
drinking? | do not approve of drinking, becausewlreld has a tendency to use alcohol as a drughapdium.
It is not that | disapprove of a drug against tedibut | prefer that the drug against tedium shdelghurely
intellectual. Do you follow me, sir? . . . I-ah-peive that you do not. | was referring to a stufithe past."

Masters nodded his big head, with a show of detepést.

"Ah," he agreed wisely. "Reading history, sir. @ui¥ery instructive. I'm fond of it myself."

"Surely," said Maurice Bohun, "that is-ah-not quitikat you mean, sir?" A faint crease ruffled hiefead.
"Let me see. You mean that you once read a chapMacaulay or Froude, and were pleased with it ydself
when you discovered it to be a little less dullntlyau had anticipated. You were not inclined talriather, but
at least you felt that your interest in history tedn permanently aroused... But | really meanesioimg deeper
than that. | referred to the process that is noy&dalurringly termed “living in the past.' | fildp live in the
past. It is the only mode of existence in whicindfit possible to skip the dull days."

His smooth, pleasant voice rarely lifted or alteitedone. With his elbow on the table, and thgédirs of a frail
hand shading his eyes, he was still mildly depregaBut Bennett, who had been wolfishly eatingkied up. He
began to feel the power of this vague-looking mpalsonality; the wire and subtle strength of bigg in this
house. Bennett did not like the man, because ha maavous schoolboy sensation, under the lookasfet
disconcerting pin-point eye pupils, of having caimelass unprepared before a gently satiric magtara habit
of calling on you in the last five minutes befone bell.

"Well, sir," said Masters, still imperturbably, $€ems to be rather a good, um, mode of existdieeyoung
lady's death doesn't seem 'to have bothered yoh,rhsbould fancy."

"No," said Maurice Bohun, and smiled. "There will tthers like her. That has always been so. Erwere
discussing ... ?"

"Mr. Rainger."

"Ah yes. Quite so. | was forgetting: a most aborhbiedabit of mine. So Mr. Rainger is drunk? Yes| |
should have imagined that such an unfortunate oeece would have affected him in precisely thahifas. |
found him very interesting and amusing, with stenl@ims to scholarship. For various reasons obwry, | — ah
- what is the term | jollied him along.' John, wibylou mind not tapping your fingers on the tabléark you."

"Masters," said John Bohun violently, "I demandbtow what that swine said. I've got a right to kiibide
came round the table.

Maurice interposed in an almost distressed fastiioh; come, John. Come now. Surely | am not mistake
thinking that - ah," he frowned, "Mr. Masters itseatpting to work you into a nervous frame of mimal?hat
case," explained Maurice, with a gentle bewildergpression, "you must not expect him to tell yoa. B
reasonable, my boy. He has his duties."

Bennett's dislike of Maurice Bohun was growing vwatrery word he uttered. It might have been hislénable
assumption of rightness in everything, especialigmwhe happened to be right; and his old-maidishafia
expressing it. Bennett began even more fiercefytopathize with Katharine. He noticed, too, thasMes had
been feeling the discomfort. Masters, in whoseféig there was a suppressed anger, folded up hisiapkin
and said a surprising thing.

"Do you never get tired, sir," said the stolid pieed Masters, "of playing God?"

For a brief time the muddled expression held Ma&sitace, as though he were on the verge of prdteeh
Bennett saw a look of cool Epicurean pleasure.

"Never," Maurice answered. "You are shrewder thaad thought, Mr. Masters... May | suggest somegthin
Now that you have removed the button from your, filperhaps | should say — ah - the tinfoil froouryclub,
would it not be better to ask me questions in ymst Scotland Yard style? | shall do my best tavans He
looked rather anxious. "Perhaps | can even prevaylou to state your whole problem? | should mymbreciate



it. | have some considerable interest in the sailgecriminology. It is quite possible that | mighe able to help
you."

Masters seemed affable. "Not bad, sir. Maybe ra#chidea. Do you know the situation we're in?"

"Er-yes. My brother has been explaining.”

"Half an inch of unmarked snow all around thatditiouse," said Masters, "and no footprints, noksar
anywhere, except your brother's tracks; innocdraporse. ."

"Of course. | really wish you wouldn't walk abontthat manner, John. | think," said Maurice wittoal
smile, "l can take care of you."

"I rather think you can," returned Masters grimiBut can you explain how that murder was committdn?"

Maurice touched the bridge of his nose as thoughbeent spectacles, and his smile was apolodéfity-
why, yes, inspector," he ventured. "It is quitegibke | can."

"Hell's fire!" cried Masters, suddenly letting atieam. He got up from the table, obviously contestind what
seemed to him the queerest fish that had evereglipgo his net, while Maurice made clucking noidéasters
hesitated, swallowed, and sat down again. All ithfeit was removed from the club now. "Very gooi, s
Everybody seems to have an explanation of it extteppolice. Very neat and stimulating it is. | t&u frankly,
| pity old Charley Potter if he'd bad to fall in ang this crowd without assistance. And | don't waristen to
any rubbish about anybody flying out of that howseyalking on stilts, or vaulting, or hanging teds. There's
not even a shrub within a hundred feet of it, andnmark whatever in the snow. And there was nobadgen
there when we looked. But it's a very queer pldtre Bohun... Why do you keep it all fitted out likeat?"

"A whim of mine. | told you that | lived in the pa$ often spend nights there myself." For thetfirme there
was a sort of hazy animation about Maurice. Thallsrading his eyes opened and shut. "You would not
understand, | fear. | can take the same sheerpléasure in talking to you as | would to a deakpe. Mr.
Masters, | have done a remarkable thing. | havatedemy own ghosts." He laughed softly, and stopfiddy |
offer you more kippers, sir? Thompson, more kipfershe inspector.”

"Were you very much interested," struck in MastérsMiss Tait?"

Maurice looked concerned. "To your question - aler®\ou in love with Miss Tait,' | must answer, si0. At
least | do not think so. | admired her as a soaazidental reincarnation."

"Yet you wrote a play for her, | think?"

"So you have heard," murmured the other, wrinkhrggforehead, "of my modest effort. No. | wrotéoit my
own amusement. | had become rather tired of bealigccDr. Dryasdust. . ." He placed the palms sft@ands
together before him, weirdly as though he were g¢indive, and hesitated. "In my younger days fesefl from
illusions. These lay in a belief that the propdueaof historical study consisted in its econonid @olitical
significance. But | am old enough now to be awhet almost the only gift no historian has ever pssed is any
knowledge whatever of human character. | am ndead, an old satyr. You will be informed (I thinkwy have
been informed?) of my senile ecstasies over Mi$t® vaur expression indicates it. That is only paittue. In
Miss Tait | admired the charms of all the dead tegans with whom | should like to have had loveiedf"

Masters drew his hand across his forehead.

"Don't mix me up, if you please! -You encouraged$/iait to sleep out in that pavilion?"

"Yes."

"Which," Masters went on musingly, "you had gotaieed and restored, and which was used in theajd d
for a king to visit his fancy ladies on the sly...

"Of course, of course, of course,” interposed Mayrhastily and rather as though he were impatiiht
himself for having overlooked something. "l shoblre understood. You were thinking of a secretggess
underground, perhaps, to explain the absence dfsirathe snow? | can reassure you, There is ngibiitthe
kind."

Masters was watching him; and Masters pounced Hé&. might have to take it to pieces, sir. Tearth&
panelling, you know, which you mightn't like... "

"You wouldn't dare do that," said Maurice. His vw&uddenly went high.

"Or take up the floors. If they're the original ok, it would be a bit hard on you, sir; but toisfat
ourselves..."

As Maurice got up from his chair, his frail wristdcked over the walking-stick that was proppedrsgahe
arm, and its heavy gold head struck the floor wittrash. That crash had its echo in Masters' voice.

"Now, sir, let's stop this fiddling and evading dmng so neat and slippery. Let's talk like meth amswer
questions; do you hear me?" He struck the eddgeedfable. "It would be no trouble at all for meget a warrant
to take that beloved little shack of yours apagtpiby piece. And, so help me, I'll get mad endoglo it before
very long! Now, then, will you or won't you givesistance in this thing?"



"Surely-ah-surely | had already promised to do so?"

In the long pause afterwards, that pause when Bekmew that the chief inspector had got his mahnJ
Bohun walked away from the window out of which tallbeen staring. John Bohun's face (when botméia
brother were frightened) had a curious resemblémbéaurice's which you would never ordinarily hanaiced.
It was as though Masters held two men in play, diKencer who conceals his skill under clumsiness.

"Your-your subordinate," said John, and pointedithim. "He's out there on the lawn . . . he'sneixing

.. What's he doing?"

"Only making measurements of your tracks in theasrsir. That doesn't bother you, does it? Won't ibu
down, gentlemen; both of you? ... There, that'tebét

It was not better. John's face had gone white.

"An attempt was made on Miss Tait's life last nilgbfore the time she was smashed over the heac:tfaiyn
tried, | think," Masters went on, turning to Mawjc¢to throw her downstairs. Who was it?"

"l do not know."

"Was it your niece, Miss Bohun?"

Maurice sat down quietly. He was smiling agairstibuld not think so, my friend. If the-ah-culpriasv
anybody, | should say it was the Honorable Louiaee@e, the daughter of my old friend Lord Canifest.
However, if you will look round now, you will seeynmiece just behind you. You have my full permissio
make inquiries."

CHAPTER NINE Casual Alibis

BENNETT PUSHED BACK HIS CHAIR AND TURNED. SHE HADatne in quietly, and was standing not
far from the table. Bennett started to draw outaircfor her, before the imperturbable Thompsoridoove;
but she shook her head.

"Is somebody accusing me," she said, "of tryingiidVlarcia? And that remark about Louise. . ." Sbeked
curiously at Maurice, as though she had never Beetefore. "Don't you think it was rather a fohing to say?"

She had put on what was probably the best drdssriwardrobe, as though in a sort of defianceak &
sombre affair in gray. Momentarily her nervousressmed almost gone, although she was twisting a
handkerchief. Katharine Bohun stood with the figetialong one side of her face; and for the firmetBennett
saw her clearly. She was more mature than he loagyhi. And in the soft, now brilliant face was akas
though she had come to a determination.

Round her neck was wound, as though carelessiuzegscarf that concealed bruises.

"Er-did you speak, Kate?" inquired Maurice. He waslooking at her, and seemed gently surprisearel$
you must be aware that | am not - what shall | say#l in the habit of discussing my assertionh\ainyone?"

She was trembling; biting at her lower lip; and dyes had a hot, hard brightness as she came tbrer she
was beaten, and seemed to know it the moment Mawent on: "Tut! Er - extraordinarily stupid of mdear. It
is, | see, another small mutiny. You were trying#y, - ah -'Go to the devil,' were you not?"

The insufferable pleasure of being right, like slodving of an easy problem, made Maurice regaradnlitbr
gentle satisfaction and concern. Her eyes brimnved o

"I won't make a fool of myself!" she said breatklgs'l won't let you make a fool of me; again agin and -
John! John, what's the. matter?"

They all turned to look. John Bohun said:

"It's all right, Kate. I'm not feeling well, thatdl. Touch of something." He straightened his higach bending
down, bracing himself with one hand on the table.ltbked genuinely ill, and there was sweat orfdrishead.
The tweed coat now seemed too big for his big femme. "Come here, Kate. | haven't seen you sincsince |
got back." He held out his hand, trying to smildotv are you, old girl? You look fit. You look diffent,
somehow. I've got a present for you, only | havewn unpacked my bags yet."

"But what's wrong?"

She ran over to him. He caught her under the alihheeld up her head to study her the better; agghitk the
twitching of the nostrils, he was smiling down aggrdly without a thought except for her. Bennett bhacurious
feeling that he was seeing the real John Bohunrusdember of masks.

"Nothing's wrong, fathead. Don't let 'em frightesuyd'you hear? They've got me in rather a badtéito - but,
you see, no matter what | try to prove, I'm caumiitin one thing or the other. I'm bound to be leahfipr some-



thing."

Masters stepped forward, and John held up his hand.

"Steady, inspector. I'm not admitting anythinguppgose there's no reason for telling or not tellmg-maybe.
later. I'm going up to my room to lie down now. Ctdry to stop me. You said yourself you had nootdf
authority here yet."

There was something so intense in his manner tiaidy spoke. He seemed to realize that (for the onl
second in his life) he was in command of a givesugrof people. He went rather quickly to the ddaor, his step
slowed down as he neared it. He turned, and jdnissdead towards them. He studied them.

"Well, cheer-o," said John Bohun. The door closed.

There was a silence. Bennett looked across atléleedpfaintly amused countenance of Maurice; amdhénd to
crush down a somewhat undiplomatic impulse to Méearice and break him into rather small pieces. The
impulse had been troubling him for some time. Wisildn't do. He looked across at Katharine, andextao
light a cigarette; but his hands trembled.

"But what's wrong with him?" the girl cried. "Thé&resomething. .”

Bennett went over quietly, took her by the showddand made her sit down. He thought that she ¢guldss
hand. Masters had swung round again; and, if rebvisesters' expression correctly, the chief inspetéa much
the same feeling towards the whole wild muddledrass as he had himself.

Masters said heavily: "There are a number of qoesti've got to ask about Mr. Bohun's doings haseright
and this morning. But | think it will be necessamyget things in order. . . Excuse me; you are Miskun? Just
so. Now, to begin with ."

She had been pouring out coffee, her hands tregaliittle among the cups; but she did not onck kxyoss
the table at Maurice.

"To begin with," she insisted, "oh, really, let sey it! This absurd notion-about Louise's trying to That's as
silly and nonsensical as anybody would be who niizitiafter a pause, during which they heard fromuviae a
sound which in anybody else might have been a snicke hesitated as though she had said moreltieatared.
She looked at Bennett, flushing hotly. "May | gix@u some coffee?"

Masters' look said, "Good girl!" Aloud he said:

"I'm bound to tell you, Miss Bohun, that the sarneusation was made against you. Didn't you heasaye
so?" "That? Oh, that's silly too. Because | didmtty on earth should 1? -Who made it? Not-?"

Maurice had been making faint clucking sounds dfl piotest. Again he touched the bridge of his raxse
though puzzled; then he reached out and genthhtmiKatharine's hand as though in reassurance.

"Of course not, my dear; could such a thought lantered your poor little head? My dear, tut - beftd. You
will have that coffee across my hand. And do yoadmiot rattling the cups so much? Thank you. . ." A
benevolent smile. "I must really insist on not lgemisquoted, Mr. Masters. | am not aware of haviragle any
accusation whatsoever. Let me see? What was Igsagi, yes. Since all those present were unlikehave
done what you suggest, it occurred to me thatiewwf Miss Carewe's fairly vehement and not ehtire
unjustified objections to her father's possible nage to Miss Tait, the young lady had a strongeise for
dislike than any others. | may, of course, be rkitd'

"Suppose we hear," said Masters quickly, "exactiatdid happen. You, Miss Bohun; would you mindriv
your account?"

"Not at all. If you'll tell me who it was that salid | shoved her."

"It was Mr. Rainger. Eh? Does that surprise youssMdohun?"

Her hand stopped in lifting the cup. Dull angerraied to a rather hysterical laughter.

"That little - ugh! Did he say that, really? Olsdy, he would! He was the one who was going to make
star in pictures. Yes, | understand now."

"What?"

"Our little Kate," observed Maurice vaguely, "hasisd moral ideas. Sometimes . . ."

She kept her gaze fixed on Masters: a shining athetr hoydenish amusement mixed with the angeuri®&o
moral ideas," said Katharine Bohun, with a violenE®osened breath, "be — be - d-damned! Eee! iizex;
that's all. Ugh! | could no more stand having homah me than ... | don't know what. Listen, I'll f@u about it,
because it's a part of the story you wanted to. Wegatinner last night was where the suggestiorteathat my
uncle should take-you know - Marcia, and the résisp over the house by moonlight, with my unclegag a
candle but no lights turned on.

"Well, all through dinner, you see, this man Ramigept looking at me. He didn't say anything. Brgtfhe'd
look at Marcia, and then he'd look at me for a lingg, and he'd hardly answer when anybody spokénto But
when Marcia suggested going over the house by riginhe said it would be a splendid idea; sometlike



that. He was sitting-"

her eyes wandered over towards Bennett, and a istirled expression crept into them: instantijeekas at
some thought she did not wish seen. "Here. Thatent remember. Anyway, what was | saying? Yes.dida
wouldn't let the men stay at table after we'd kefiil on the way through the passages to the litv@game
behind the others and took my arm." She begarughlagain until she had to put her handkerchiéktoeyes. "I
say, it was so jolly funny because you couldn'tarathnd what the blighter was about for a minutdieacould
do was sort of mutter out of the side of his molitthat about it, baby?' After a minute | knew whatmeant
from the way they always say that in the films; bs&id, "What about what?' And he said, "Comeldt; they
understand it in the States,' in rather a tired.wand | said, “Yes, they understand it over heawe, but you've got
to make your approach in a very different way ifiweant to get anywhere in England."™

Maurice Bohun involuntarily said, "Good God!" andriett, also involuntarily, said, "Great!" Maurieaned
a little forward.

"This, | think," he said, quietly, "is a really ramkable statement from you, in equally remarkadfguage. |
shall have to take measures towards seeing thatnyode of expressing yourself, either to me orupguests”

"Oh, you go to the devil!" she said, whirling omrhand blazing at him at last. "I'll say what | yolell
please!"

"No," said Maurice after a pause, and smiled getifpu will go to your room, | think."

"Now I'll tell you what it is, Mr. Bohun," interpesl Masters, in a voice of very cool sanity. "I'a# go wish to
interfere in, um, domestic matters. Eh? But I'ntiggta bit tired of this too. This isn't a domestiatter. It's a
murder case. And when it comes to ordering witreeabeut. Oh, ah. Sit still, Miss Bohun. Go on, pteavhat
were you saying?"

Maurice got to his feet. "Then perhaps you wouldrifid," he said, his voice slightly shrill, “if mjece gave
me permission to go to my room?"

"I shall want to speak to you presently, sir," delidsters urbanely. "But if your niece sees no neagost so.
Thank you"

Maurice gestured to Thompson, who swiftly pickechigogold-headed stick from the floor. Maurice wéste
with a smiling, deadly, lightly-sweating fury; ahi eyes had the dead look of a wax-work figure's.

He said: "l confess | had never been aware thgbdliee, those sometimes useful servants of thergup
classes, were in the habit of encouraging chiltiealk in the fashion of - ha - sluts. | canndtcourse, allow
this to pass unnoticed, on the part of either dn@o. It has been my habit to enforce implicit diasce in this
house, to the end that my own comfort might be maied, and | should be foolish if | permitted #tightest
imputation of that authority to pass unchallendggttbuld | not?" He smiled delicately. "You will dégpegret
your failure to minister to my comfort, Kate."

He bowed, and the complacency returned to histgas he left them.

Bennett reached over and beamingly shook handsheith

"Now, now!" protested Masters, and stroked his glmhare chin. "None of that, if you please. I'nohce
officer, and I'm here on a definite job. | " Heettito keep impassive, but a grin broke over hig.fReering over
his shoulder, Masters added in a low voice, "Lumyny did put the old man's back up, Miss! Hum. tdart
Just so."

"Nice work, inspector,” said Bennett affably. "Goald C.I.D. If you were a Maypole, we'd both daaceund
you."

Masters pointed out that he was not a Maypole.idéa seemed to make him uncomfortable, and hetéualsis
on Katharine continuing with her story.

"There isn't much, really," she insisted, stilltdd fearfully and with a nervous color in her els as she
seemed to reflect what she had said. "I mean, abatiman Rainger. He said he would put me inithesf and
seemed to think that was all anybody in the woddld want. Then he reached down and-nothing." &Hged in
her chair. "It was a bit dark there, but the othegese close ahead of us; and the only thing | cdolavithout
being noticed was to stamp down hard on his foloat Tvas all the attention he paid to me, becabseried up
and took Jervis Willard's arm. He didn't say amyghinore; he kept talking to Louise. But | didnfnthhe'd be
liar enough to say that | ..."

She went on rapidly to describe the incident orstiiet staircase in King Charles's room, andréeywith
the description Bennett had already heard fromaidll

"because | don't think, really, that the pushing waientional. Marcia said it wasn't; and she wdaidw,
wouldn't she?"

"Um. Possibly. Then there were six of you at thedbthe stairs: yourself, Miss Tait, Miss Carewand the
three men; eh? Just so. How were you standing?Wélsdehind her, for instance?"



"l was. But | don't know about the others; it'stéel space, and everybody was pushing about. Bssitiere was only
that little candle.”

"Oh, ah; the candle. How did it come to go out?"

"The draught. Really it was! There's a strong drdulnfowing through there from the door downstaitew you
open the bedroom door."

"Yes. And afterwards?"

"Well - nothing. The sight-seeing party broke upey all looked rather quiet and queer; but nobadg anything.
That was some little time after eleven o'clock. ditamwas the only one who was as gay as ever. Lanide were
sent to bed by uncle. The rest of them went dovnsstieknow they went out to the pavilion afterwaythecause my
bedroom window was open and | heard them."

"And none of you," said Masters, knocking his figb his palm, "none of you saw anything at all aulthis?"

"No! Why should we? Marcia said ... and she ratHaton't know how to express it ruled us. She s@attractive
that you almost shivered when you looked at hext;, diark skin and bright eyes and the way she diesse

everything. She had on a gown that my uncle woalcetkilled me if I'd worn, but, | say, it was . And she was
being very motherly towards me." The long eyelasbesred a little, speculatively. "l think she heavhat that man
Rainger said to me."

"Yes?"

"Because she turned round. Then she dropped & bilweade cloak she was wearing (lovely thing), bajumped
to pick it up. Then she looked at him in a funnywad said something."

"Did Miss Tait — um - did she seem to mind?"

"Mind? Oh, | see. Why, | fancy she did," Katharmeglied with candor. "She usually did, you know. $#éd, 'Do
you mean it?"

"Beats me ..." said Masters, in dull incredulitgdralf aloud. He scowled. "Now there's nothing allseut that

staircase business; nothing you can remember;ngpttiall? Please think. Everything!"

She passed the back of her hand across her foreéiNeado. Nothing. The only other thing was thatdnt down
to unlock the door at the foot of the stairs for umgle John, so that he'd find it open when hengate. But that was
after the-the accident happened. When he comesente always uses that door; because, you sg®ris on the
side porch and he doesn't have to come up thrdweghduse."

She picked up the cup again and forced herseffité dcalding coffee.

"Everything was wrong. | was going to meet Johhhéght, no matter how late it was, after all thiate he'd
been in America. And yet | didn't, after all. Whiemeard Tempest barking at half-past one, | thoitghtust be
for John coming home. But it wasn't. | got up arehtito his room, and down the staircase to meet hibut
nobody drove in."

Although Masters kept a bland face, his handseigétl on the edge of the table. Shadows of movimgdsl
passed across the dusky room. In the stillnessdbeld hear the falling rattle of the fire.

"Just so. You're sure, now," said Masters suddemig,cleared his throat; "you're positive that itg't come
in at that time? Be careful, Miss. It may provewenportant.”

"Of course I'm sure. | went down and looked outtendrive... Why? What is it? Why are you lookimng s
queer?”

"Ah! Nothing, Miss, nothing; only that somebodydals he got back at one-thirty. He couldn't haweedr
down to the garage, maybe, so that you missed him?"

"No, of course not. | should have seen him. Besikisscar's in the drive this morning. | thoughtvits odd
then, because the light was on in his room; butvden't there.. . It isn't something against hinit?s1 haven't
told something | shouldn't, have I? Tell me!"

"On the contrary, Miss. Don't be uneasy about Bat.you don't know what time he did get here, do3’

"No. | fell asleep. Besides" she hesitated.

"Go on!"

"Well, when | was coming back from his room aftéinkew he hadn't come in, | was going along theeggll
and | saw that man Rainger come upstairs... "

"So?" inquired Masters, pinching at his lip. "A yeummy chap, that gentleman, | repeat. | don'tdmin
informing you, Miss, that he told us this: He stidt after they had gone out to see Miss Tait timopavilion-
which would be at a little past twelve - he and Maurice Bohun returned to the library. He said g& there
talking books or the like for at least two hour® $&id that they heard the dog barking, and bothewh
believed. it to be Mr. John Bohun returning at a6t one. Two hours would mean that they presymabl
stopped in the library until after two o'clock. Yewell. Now you tell us, Miss, that you went dovnyour



uncle's room at half-past one; and, as you wetemelg, how long afterwards...?"

"A few minutes. Not long. But it's true!"

"A few minutes afterwards, you saw Mr. Rainger aogniipstairs. Where was he going?"

"To his room. | saw him go in. You see, | hurrieéchightaway for my room; because | was - well, eath
undressed, and | thought he might be-"

"Exactly. Well?"

"He wasn't. He called out to me, "You can forgeatlhsaid tonight,' in a nasty but rather a triuaapthway;
he said, "I've got better business.' And he slamifmedoor of his room." She brushed Rainger asiith,a
violence of impatience; she pushed the heavy bitwainback behind her ears and leaned forward véth h
hands clenched. "But this other thing. What arethinking about John?'

Masters took a deep breath. "You needn't be sebtis hear, Miss, that among Mr. Rainger's otherar&s
was an accusation of murder. Now, now! Steady, Miste lot of withesses. Rainger's case, a matter o
snowfall, rests on Mr. Bohun's arriving back hea#f an hour before the snow stopped. . . But iforly knew
what time he did get back..."

A pewter dish-cover rattled on the sideboard. Smdglroughed.

"Excuse me, sir," said Thompson's voice. "May la® His expression was worried but determined; he
seemed less hostile towards Masters.

"I know | shouldn't be here," he said. "I hear gEnBut I've been in this house for a long time] toey let
me. | can tell you positively the time Mr. John @ahome last night; and my wife was awake too, &edigell
you the same thing."

"Well?"

"He returned at a little past three o'clock, sirjust the time he told you he did. Tempest wagibgr
because of something else."

CHAPTER TEN
How a Dead Man Spoke on the Phone

"I WISH YOU HAD ASKED ME THAT BEFORE," THOMPSON cdimued. He sucked in on his stiff
swollen jaw. "l can swear to it. My room, and myfels, are on that side of the house, but," he nidihégher
up. Under the eaves. | heard the car come in dby@ubr ten minutes past three. | was going dowrhe&dp him
out with his bags, and see if he wanted anythimgBst | - my wife said - well, that | should onget more
cold in," he touched his jaw, "this. | thought & tvanted me he would ring. When Mr. Maurice saidudld go
to bed, I'd already turned on the light in Mr. Jslhoom and left sandwiches and whisky. But themaftpast
one Mr. Maurice called me out of bed again, toragkto telephone to the stables and have them lock u
Tempest... "

"He would not," said Masters curtly, "he would helephone himself, then?"

"No, sir." Thompson's eyelids flickered slightly.Hat is not Mr. Maurice's way. But | felt I'd doaaough."

"But if you swear the other one didn't come homlead-past one . . . you swear that, eh? Well!t sai
Masters, and bent forward. "Why was the dog barkinen. Eh?"

Thompson's expression grew faintly ugly. "It's nofeny business, sir. But, after all, when it corteea
matter of accusing Mr. John, that's a differemghiTempest barked because somebody left this e
went down towards the pavilion. That's what my wifé tell you. She saw it."

Whenever Masters got himself into an especially afedistate of mind, Bennett noticed, he alwaysedrn
around and soothingly said, "Now, now, to everybele: even though nobody had spoken. The chief
inspector hoisted himself up from his chair, parfed this rite with a grim stare at Katharine, amddred over
the butler.

"You didn't," he said heavily, "tell us this befdre

“I'm sorry, sir. | don't, and didn't, and neverlyitant to make trouble for anybody. Besides, IWwmmw it
couldn't have been-"

Thompson, with nerves frayed out of his profesdiomdulgent calm, faced Masters with a dogged and
reddish eye. He changed his words so swiftly tbhatwere conscious of almost no break or hesitatipti
know it couldn't have been would you like to hearstory, sir?"

"Couldn't have been who?"



"Mr. John.”

"Are you sure," said Masters quietly, "that's what meant?"

"Yes, sir. Do you care to hear about it? When Teshpegan barking, both my wife and | thought it Wrs
John returning, especially when my bell rang fréwe library. | hurried to dress; and - and one rbasfully
dressed, and answer within two minutes accordingeaule, or Mr. Maurice . . ." For a flash, ad ahd very
tired man looked back at them before Thompson faggen to impassiveness. "My wife (the cook, sigked
out of the side window, but the roof of the portesltere is there so she couldn't see anything. liButeticed
something else. Of course it was dark and snovingthere were a few windows lighted at the bacthef
house (those tall windows) and she saw somebodynrgmown towards the pavilion. That's all,

"Oh, yes. Yes, | see. Who was this person?"

"How could she tell, sir? She couldn't! She couldméen tell."

"Whether it was a man or a woman," supplied Masteith a heavy dryness. "Just so. Now, then. Gogaatd
your wife and tell her to come down here."

Thompson turned abruptly. "l swear this is for tiest, Miss Kate! They'd have found it out! And utobn't
have them thinking either Mr. John or----" He clead his hands.

"Yes, | see," said Masters. "Quite. Cut along."tlhe door closed, Masters turned to Katharine witlaia of
heavy geniality. "Now what do you want to bet, Mishun, that what he was going to say wasn't, Mhn or
you?' Eh? | think we'll find Mrs. T. believes it va woman. He heard a good deal. He's foxy enddgtonly
spoke when he was sure it couldn't have been yecalse you were exchanging words with Mr. Rainger
upstairs in the hall by the bedrooms at the same this, um, “person’ was running towards the mavibnd
he doesn't think you'd be fool enough to invertbaydike that. Eh?"

She leaned back in the oak chair, her gray dreebprmoamong shadows, the gauze scarf floating ahheat.
Her rather full breast rose and fell. The pale fagainst the oak, the luminous brown eyes with briawning
up slightly at the outer corners,- that, Bennettdgnly realized, was the weirdly ancient effect ldne of the
gilt-framed portraits in the dining-hall, which gater the resemblance to Marcia Tait. And thatallasle
realized that he was not falling in love with a ghdut that he was falling in love with KathariBehun.

"How do you know," she said suddenly, "that | didmvent the story? If Rainger said | tried to kilarcia
once last night, he wouldn't be likely to suppohiatvl told you, would he? We don't know when Mrs.
Thompson saw somebody out on the lawn, if sheakdsesmebody. The dog was barking a long time. The
person might have left the house just a littlerdfspoke to Rainger... Oh, | know what you're

thinking, and it's absurd! Won't you see it? Thespe you're thinking of wouldn't hurt a fly"

"Nothing like a good friend," said Masters sagéxcuse me, Miss: where did you get those bruisegooir
neck?"

Her hands darted up. After a pause she said:

"Louise was hysterical. She'd had a scare. . ."

"Just so. That is, Miss, from what I've heard @ $ory as it was being described to Dr. Wynne,aafelv
intimations from Mr. Willard, all we can be certaihwas that she was lying senseless near yourwlitiola
bloodstain on her wrist ... What time was it yourfd her?"

"l - | don't know what to say to you." She hesithtstudying him from under heavy eyelids, and satide
added with her own sometimes shattering frankrigéddie to you like a shot, if | knew what time ¥aa had
been killed. But | don't, so I'll tell the truth.Was some time between half-past three and faloak...
Honestly, truthfully, now, you don't really belie®&

Masters chuckled.

"Now, now! You've got to excuse me, you know, dfdn't accuse a young lady of murder before I've eve
even seen her. I'd lie to you like a shot, onlg Bot to have a bit more evidence. It looks quBet.then," he
hammered his fist into his palm, "as neat a cas@@sgver heard at the Old Bailey was put forwagdinst
your uncle. | mean your Uncle John. Lummy, butdsweat! And it was the only thing, you'd thinlatthould
explain an impossible situation. Next thing we knaitnesses come along and blow it sky high. Itstiite
mean he's not guilty because he didn't get back dn&til three o'clock; but it means he's as innbasn
anybody else. Maybe more so. Certainly more dwoi$é tracks of his can be proved honest, butvekas
with an impossible situation again, and what stioksiy craw even worse than that is... Yes?"

He whirled round. Inspector Potter, breathing hhtdried into the dining-room. When he saw the pthe
occupants, he checked himself on the point of edcpeech; but Masters irritably gestured him tomgo

"Shouldn't 've taken so long," Potter said heavihyt the police surgeon's here and the van fobduby; oh,
ah! - and my two men for the fingerprints and plgoaphs. I've phoned the chief constable to phoods8al
Yard, and you may step in any time you like. Bt tlst of it's no good. Won't work! Those footpsint'



Masters expelled his breath hard.

"They're all right?" he demanded.

"Couldn't "ve happened the way that gentleman shéd's al!! Excuse me, Miss." Inspector Potteraeed
his cap and mopped his bald head with a large end@ouldn't. Chap with the fingerprint outfit, a/b
studied such things, says if he'd tried to blotadttracks with new ones, it would have pressedstiow
inside and there'd have been a ridge inside tlk that you could have spotted for a mile. He saighe other
things, too; | don't remember, but | know what thegant. Those tracks are big: number ten bootckazch,
sharp made all around. Clean as a whistle insidep a little blur where the snow sticks to thetép-finger-
print man says that's all right. Anyway," said thgpector, in explosive summing-up, "'e says tedveen no
hanky-panky with those tracks. And there you are.Béhun's off the list. He can take it easy now.-HMy
God, what is it?"

Bennett felt his own stiff arms pushing himselfaug of the chair; his skin suddenly hot with fesand his
heart beating heavily. The big dining-hall, with 8ters black against the light and turning with etayeballs
to stare, had echoed to a certain noise. The sbmek ghostly tinglings from glass on the tablsekmed to
travel along the line of portraits and tremblehia Christmas holly; and they knew by instinct thateant
death. That explosion was muffled by more tharottgimbers of the White Priory. It was muffledtasugh a
heavy pistol had been held against padding befdvad been fired...

In the big vault of the hall Masters spoke invoarily against the silence.

"He can take it easy now----' " Masters repeatsdhough the words were dragged out of him. "Oh, m
God!"

Katharine Bohun screamed. Bennett tried to seizaime as she ran after Masters to the door; bpektsr
Potter's loud-wheezing bulk got in his way. She alasad of Masters, who was shouting something, \egn
plunged through the dingy passages in reply to drom upstairs.

The broad gallery upstairs, with its strip of redpet, stretched away in a dusky tunnel to the ldlthe
window at the far end. They saw a little figurerthea gray figure that hesitated before it reaahgdand
pushed open the door of King Charles's room jerkityyou might prod a dead snake-with the tip gdld-
headed cane. When the door was opened, they amelti smoke. The figure looked inside.

"The fool!" said Maurice Bohun's voice, as thin ahdill as a locust. He slid back and turned higfaway.

Bennett caught the girl towards him as she stadedn again. Willard and Dr. Wynne had appeareithén
hall, and were running towards the room with Mastdter them. They stopped only in a pause of lmgngi
footsteps at the door; then they disappeared.

She could not speak: she only shook with such aldetrembling that he thought he could not qhiet, and
she turned her face away and tried to jerk fremfhis grip.

"Listen!" he said rather hoarsely. "Listen! Lookna¢! | wouldn't lie to, you. | swear | wouldn't lig | go
down there, and look, and then come back anddelitlye truth, will you promise to stay right whem are?
Will you?"

"He's done it," she said, and choked a little. $dmetimes said he would. And now he's done it."

"Will you stay here? Answer me!"

"Yes! Yes, all right. If you hurry - and come baakel you do tell the truth; no, not if it's in thedd. Go on!"
Inspector Potter was close beside him as he madeda@oom at the far end. And, as he passed,wesbof
the corner of his eye Maurice Bohun sitting onuliredow-seat in the embrasure of the gallery: madtiss, the
light along one side of his parchment face andkstaainted gray eye, his shoulders slightly liftegtlaone hand

on his cane.

Light flooded into King Charles's room as Willaattted back the curtain-rings. It showed a big rfégin
brown leather boots folded double on the floor, lrihg straightened out like a dummy by Masters@nd
Wynne. There was a smell of smoke and singed clatinp Bohun's mouth was open, and there was a thamp
metal struck the carpet from his limp fingers.

More curtains billowed on the second window, and\WWynne's low voice struck across the clash ofsing
"Not dead yet. Got a chance. Good thing he didnthte head; never save 'em then. They always thiak
heart's lower down than it is. Hah. Stop fumblingw; leave this to me... Back, dammit!"

"You think," said Willard, stumbling. "You can-?"

"How the devil should | know yet? Shut up. Someghio carry him in? Can't jolt him. Eh? - Dead-wagon
Why not? Best thing of all, if it's here."

"Hop it, Potter," said Masters. "Get the van upeherand a stretcher. Tell 'em it's my orders. Neviad the
dead 'un. Don't stand there goggling; hop it!"

There were four windows in the room: two in the-teind wall by the panelled door to the staircase, two



in the rear wall looking down over the lawns. Ttaoked panes made lattices of shadow acrosstaliig
and chair beside which John Bohun lay; a draugbbped between their loose fittings and the doatt, an
papers flew from the table. One of them rustled &e though with an ugly life of its own and twiktdong the
floor towards the door. Bennett, staring at a diged stiff shirt hanging across a chair, mechalyicat his
foot on the paper.

He remembered now John Bohun's expression, arldgheords he had said before he left the groupen
dininghall. They should have known it. It was ie thir. But why those words, "No matter what | typrove,
I'm caught out in something or other. I'm bounééchanged for something." Why the suspicious beinattie
behavior that would have put a halter about any'snaeck; why the manifest terror with regard to &itar
when he could be proved innocent of ...? The maim avbullet in his chest suddenly moaned and tdiste
Bennett glanced down. His glance met the paperrdriddoot, moved away, and swiftly came back. The
uneasy handwriting, with the long slopes and s@af/ka drunken man, staggered along a first line.

"Sorry to mess up the house. Please forgive mdMeugot to do this. You might as well know noat th
killed Canifest”

At first Bennett's stunned wits refused to takéhim sense of this. He could think of nothing buat ith might
be a slip. Then the implications behind came onlhiea light that was too bright, so that for amed he
could not fit together all the cloudy puzzles ipkined. He bent down and with an unsteady hardegdicp
the sheet of notepaper.

“that | killed Canifest. | didn't mean to do itl Aly life I've been trying to explain to people angself that |
didn't mean to do what I've done, and I'm sick;dfut | wouldn't have struck him if I'd known albtioe heart.
| only followed him home to argue with him."

Pictures of John Bohun flashed through his mindyatfavior and attitudes and mirth: his carefulsiesice
that he had seen Canifest early in the eveningyahtis very late arrival at the White Priory...

"But | swear | didn't kill Marcia, or anything toodwith it, and it's only a horrible accident youroa to think
so. | don't know who killed her. What differenceslid make now? When she's gone, there's no réasare
to stay. God bless you and keep you, Kate. Chagchgirl."

The signature, "John Ashley Bohun," was clear amawfritten.

There was a pungent medicinal smell in the room.dasters was focussing a flashlight down, and B&nn
heard the snip of scissors and the rapid clinkinghfDr. Wynne's black satchel. That draught haevblthe
powder-smoke away. Bennett beckoned fiercely totdtasholding up the sheet of notepaper. The chief
inspector nodded. He gestured towards Willard, stepped over swiftly, with no more than a quickiaws
glance in Bennett's direction, and took the flagttli

"Water," said Dr. Wynne. "Luke-warm. Get it, somdipoNone here. Where the hell's that stretchee'tc
extract the bullet here. Get his head up a litthee hand'll do it. Steady ..."

Masters came over, looking rather wild-eyed. Benthetist the sheet of paper into his hands anddtuout
after water. The door of his own room was openggsbss the way. He went in, got the washbowl, and
overturned a little sheaf of colored matches. KatieeBohun was waiting just where he had left e
seemed more quiet now, although her hands werelaertogether.

"He didn't - quite," said - Bennett, hoping he welling the truth. "They think they can pull hinrdlugh.
Warm water: where's the bathroom?"

She only nodded, and opened a door just behindrhere was an ancient top-heavy geyser-bath iditiggy
oilcloth room. With steady fingers she struck achathe gas lit up with a hollow whoom, and litylellow-
blue flames under the tank flickered on her facehestook the bowl. "Towels," she said. "You'll wHrose.
Sorry to be such a little fool. I'l come back witbu. But . . ."

"Stay here. They'll be bringing him out in a minuEasier not to watch that."

They exchanged a glance, and suddenly she saidea girelevant thing. She said: "I might be a meede
you know."

When he went back to the other room Masters waslistg motionless, the note half crumpled-up in his
hand. He took the bowl of water over, and heldeadily at Dr. Wynne's direction. "They'll pull hithrough."
Did he hope that? Better for him to die. Bettett tha nervous, restless, tortured man now beginuirgist



and gasp on the floor should go out under Dr. Wimfilegers than live to step into a dock for therdeu of
Lord Canifest. He would be cleanly dead, and biksselamned, before the law could go fumbling vitith
greasy rope and splashing mud on names. Benregttttrimagine what had happened last night " feid
him home to argue with him" - after Bohun had s€anifest at the newspaper office. But all he cadd was
the water turning slowly red in the washbowl.

When at last he was instructed to put it down, ¢erth Masters' voice.

"That's it, then," said the chief inspector heavilyhat's why. But how could we be expected to kadve
came up here, got that revolver out of the draivere," Masters pointed; "and sat down. It took hifong
time to write that note. Look at the long and slspdces between the sentences. | suppose thiswsiting?"
Masters rubbed his forehead. "Well. Then what didrfean by this? He had it in one hand-used twoshand
put the gun against his chest and it fell out wiverpicked him up."

He extended in his palm what resembled a smalidgtikar piece of silver, cracked along one sidéhaggh it
had been broken off. Masters held it out brieflyd #hen clenched his fist.

"May | ask," said a thin cool voice just behind Mas, "whether there is any hope?"

"I don't know, sir."

"Whether it was a pity or not," said Maurice Bohtin just that voice of sane, unanswerable comnenss
which at certain wrong times and places can benth&t infuriating - "whether it was a pity or nofahcy,
depends on what he wrote in that note | observedading. May | ask its contents?"

"I'll ask you, sir," said Masters, heavily but jast quietly, "to look at this note and tell met's iyour brother's
handwriting. I'd also like to ask, Is that all ttiisng means to you?"

"l detest stupidity,” Maurice pointed out. He gaaeh syllable its complete emphasis, - but a litdvork of
veins showed in his forehead. "And | fear he wasgé a fool. Yes, this is his writing. Now, thefi ..

"So he killed Canifest? Then it is to be hoped ttewill not live. If he does, he will hang." Macei snapped
the note back to Masters just as he snapped olaghe/ord.

As though taking up the sound, a babble of voicesmded downstairs; and the clumping of heavy fdlstfa
Dr. Wynne got up with an exclamation, and Bennettibd out into the gallery. He looked round for
Katharine, but she had gone: a thing he noticel antinexplicable sense of shock and uneasinessnfairs,
as though echoing in his mind a summons to find &églephone-bell was ringing shrilly. The hallsafall of
alien figures as the stretcher was brought along séill the telephone bell kept on shrilling.

"l do not know," said Maurice's voice, "what isal@hg Thompson. He has orders, most definite ordleas
a telephone is in this house for the purpose afgpanswered immediately, if at all. - You spokespiector?"

"l want to know, if you don't mind, where you artithe others were when you heard the shot?"

Maurice moved out into the hall to let two unifornfiggures pass. Then he turned. "Surely-ah-it cahave
occurred even to your mind, inspector," he inquifdtat this is another murder? It really is natyself was
first on the scene of the unfortunate businesadlrather feared something of the sort, and | wasus to
speak to my brother and understand the kinks taighown into his mind."

There was a shuffling inside the room.

"Easy, boys," barked Dr. Wynne's voice; "take hamye

Through Bennett's brain went the words scribbletherpaper: "God bless you and keep you, Kate. €hee
ho, old girl." Behind a blue-uniformed figure shalweow a brown leather boot.

"It is another murder, | think," said Maurice, gtgrat the body, "that you need to concern younsdH.

Lord Canifest ... Yes, Thompson? Yes? What is it?"

For a second Thompson, who had almost run alongahery, could not keep his eyes off the figurettom
stretcher. His face was wrinkled up, and he opamedshut his hands spasmodically. Then, as Masigesitle
satiric voice flowed smoothly on in asking the saqnestion, he pulled himself together.

"Yes, sir. It was only ... yes, sir. What | wishedell you, there is a gentleman downstairs asfondvr.
Bennett. It's Sir Henry Merrivale, Mr. Maurice, and

Both Bennett and Masters whipped round. ThrougHdheer went suddenly a surge and exultation tret w
like a shout of triumph..

"-and another thing, sir ..."

"Yes?"

Thompson quieted his breathing. His voice was cldaen he said:

"Lord Canifest would like to speak with you on teéephone.”

CHAPTER ELEVEN



The Hunting Crop

ALTHOUGH HE WAS NOW IN A STATE OF BEING ABLE TO bave almost anything, Bennett thought
that this last was a trifle too much. The face&émbunreal and masklike. And, in addition, H. M.sveere.
However he had contrived to get here, his presemsethe one thing that lifted a burden and madefgelu
inexplicably that matters would be all right nowth@rs besides Bennett had known this feeling. lhet t
impossibilities go on; that didn't matter. Aftespace of silence Maurice Bohun moved forward, aagtists
laid a heavy hand on his arm.

"Oh, no," he said. "Better stay just where you Hiteanswer that 'phone."

Maurice stiffened. He murmured: "If Lord Canifesispector, had expressed the slightest desiregakspith

You —*

"l said," repeated Masters without inflection,|"#hswer that telephone." He pushed Maurice witeasy
motion which almost threw Maurice across the ggildren Bennett found his own arm seized, and Maste
was hurrying him along the hall as though in aestrr*'What | wanted to tell you ... come along, fhpson;
we'll see Sir Henry . . what | wanted to tell ydaoat H. M.," Masters continued in a low heavy voiteas
this. You sent him a telegram.”

"l sent him a telegram?"

"Now, now; there's no time for argument. It's thiesy. He was off today for the Christmas holida§$dl
tried to get in touch with him, he'd only have exr really roared; not his usual kind that doréam anything
- and refused to have anything to do with it. Befstsentimental about a lot of things, though heldder you
if you accused him of it; and one thing is Familésu're his nephew. If you were in trouble, heddhere. . .
Here's how it was. He'd phoned about you last nigfiten this case broke this morning, | knew it vadooi the
biggest thing that ever happened to me, and teeuirder my direction after | was promoted. I'vétganake a
go of it, and it's not my kind of case. So firsaime up here to - to see what sort of a youngviejilou were."
Masters was breathing hard. He was trying to keegignity, not very successfully. "You looked likee sort
who'd back me up - umwell! If | stretched the trirthihe interests of justice. That's it. Justioe, \Bhen you
went upstairs after | first saw you ... Eh?" proaetbMasters, with a pantomime leer.

Bennett whistled. He said: "l begin to see-- Yontdem a telegram signed with my name, saying | inas
trouble? What kind of trouble am | supposed tortfeGood God, you didn't tell him | was accused ofder,
did you?"

"Ah! No; | couldn't say that, now, could 1? Or héave found out as soon as he got here. | didadifspthe
trouble. At the time | couldn't think of anythingut afterwards, excuse me," Masters peered roursdw you
looking at Miss Bohun... Well, now! Eh? So I've gomewhat of an explanation; that is, provided. .."

An explanation, then, of the chief inspector's laiffey towards a stranger; his willingness, beyatidules, to
talk to the stranger about the case; his discretioiards Katharine, and his -.

"Provided you'll say you want to help her out, thla¢'s worried about all this, and wants help. &fi?you
back me up?"

They had reached the top of the broad, low, hedélystraded stairs. Thompson had gone on ahead tow
the landing, where the stairs turned at right anglto the lower hall, and he was holding the nezreof a
telephone. From the lower hall ascended now theyhgiwl of H. M.'s voice.

"You don't know, hey?" boomed H. M. "Well, why doydu know? Stand away, there, and gimme a look at
him. Ahhh. Um. Yes..."

"And may | ask, sir," squeaked Dr. Wynne, "who deil you are and what you mean by this? Do you
happen to be a doctor?"

"H'm. I like the color of that blood. No froth andio - ahh. Edges. Lemme see, now." A pause. gttty
son, you can take him on. Bullet missed every wipait. I'll tell you that gratis. You look sharpdayou'll bring
him round without a mite of trouble. Good thingviasn't soft-nose. Look for it high up. Humph. Whkiaid of,
a house is this, hey? You walk in the door andddgm stretcher comes downstairs... "

There was a bitter exchange of remarks, which Hsiuted down by bellowing, "Phooeyl" Masters gealsp
Bennett's arm inquiringly.

"Well?" he insisted.

"Certainly I'll back you up," said the other. "Bydu've got to go down and do the pacifying. I'lldas when
you've explained everything. He sounds as thoughdmethe warpath. Look here, Masters is the oldrbally
S0--S0-"

"Valuable at police work?" supplied Masters. "Walbim!"



Masters hurried down to the landing to take thepiebne. receiver. Bennett leaned over the banistets
tried to make out Masters' end of the conversatiitin Lord Canifest. A Lord Canifest, evidently, wihas
very much alive. But Masters had the newspaperntigcksof talking almost at a mumble into the safdhe
telephone, and the listener was no wiser. Heaootsfeps in the gallery behind him, Bennett puliadk and
turned with a guilty start. Jervis Willard and MigrBohun were looking at him.

"It would seem," Maurice observed, "that my guestsas strange as my telephone-calls. It is anpauesd
honor to receive a visit from Sir Henry Merrivaleis an even more signal honor to receive a telaptcall
from a dead man... Exactly what is the latest newsis affair, may | inquire?" Maurice's thin fee¢s were
impassive, but his voice shook.

"Good news, sir. | think you may call it pretty tzn that your brother will recover."

"Thank God for that," said Willard. "Why did he dpMaurice? Why should he?"

For a second there was almost a deformity of radédurice's face, a pale and rather hideous kirfthofe.
"My brother has a very curious sort of consciem@d-suppose | may be permitted to see visitorayrown
house? Thank you so much. | will go downstairs."

He twisted his shoulder when he walked. His stiglnped against the balustrade on the way down.

"What happened?" Bennett asked the actor in a lwaev"l mean about Bohun? Did he just come up,here
walk to his room, and .?"

"So far as | can gather, yes." Willard rubbed lyisse "l don't exactly know what did happen. The fiase |
saw him he said he was going to breakfast. | cgustairs, and met Kate Bohun. She asked me whéthsit |
with Miss Carewe in her room while she went dowera$ome coffee. She went somewhere else to dreds,
that's the last | saw of her until-well, you alhoa upstairs. Come over here a minute."

Peering round, he drew Bennett down an angle ofdlfiery: a side-passage that led to a big oriataiv.
Willard was no longer the easy, faintly amusedrégwith the assured bearing. He looked old. Agaérhand
fumbled with his eyes as though he should havesgtas

"Tell me," he said, "did you summon-assistance Hidbhp?"

"No! | swear | didn't. | only seem to be a kinddofmmy they're using for their own purposes... "

"This Merrivale is your uncle, | understand? Do ymow him well?"

"I met him yesterday for the first time in my lif&/hy?"

"Do you think," asked Willard quietly, "a man codie to him and get away with it? ... I'll tell yauhy | ask.
I've been sitting at Louise Carewe's bedside. $ieea babbling about murdering Marcia Tait."

Bennett whirled round. Something strange in Wilkekpression caught him like a hypnosis. He tiged
think of what that expression reminded him. Anchthecloudy memory returned to him, of words thaliakd
had spoken that morning; words echoing and clangitigdull cynicism. "We poor striped brutes went
through the paper hoops and climbed up on the peremd usually she had only to fire a blank ag&iwhen
we got unruly." Then he knew what it was, at I#shf those queer yellow-brown eyes of Willard's iretad
him of. It was of something prowling inside a cage.

"You don't mean," Bennett heard himself sayinge"atimitted she-?"

"l don't know. It was a kind of delirium. | thougland later found, she'd taken an overdose of dimaeof
sleeping drug-but I'll tell you about that in a memh | was sitting there wondering when Dr. Wynaene in.
He said you'd mentioned something about her bding/hile he was looking at her | came close tobled,
and my foot kicked something under it: a huntingpcwith a heavy silver end, loaded with lead arapshl
like a dog's head..."

"That's nonsense! It wasn't her room; it was-"

"Kate's? Yes, | know." Willard regarded him witlil@sh of curiosity. "But Louise had the thing wtikr
when she screamed in the gallery last night, gidided her up in a faint. This is what | didn't tblt
detective. | - quite frankly - how can | expressaityway?" He floundered among words, and madetigeas
though to clear them away.

"Quite frankly, | don't want to run my own neckard halter. But Louise . . . she's so harmless] Maat's
all. I don't want to mention it. When | picked hgr, she was wearing a sort of long outdoor coat ave
nightgown and dressing-gown, and that hunting-evap stuffed into the pocket.”

"And Kate knew this?" demanded Bennett. He wasrregg to remember things. He remembered the girl's
own slip of the tongue, instantly denied and regdcthat Marcia Tait had been killed with a hugtarop.
"She knew it?"

"Yes. | didn't see the coat when | went into themnahis morning, but Kate seemed to regard mekasdaof
fellow-conspirator. Anyway, | was telling you thaty foot struck the hunting-crop under the beddhdidare
risk Wynne's attention-so | kicked it farther unttez bed. But, while Wynne was there, Louise cadiet



something to the effect that she had tried to sivdarcia downstairs last night:.. Yes, | know it ksdbad.
Whereupon Wynne never said a word, but went ahigirtggher some kind of emetic. Afterwards, when she
seemed to be resting easier, he said he'd got bimget tell me. There was rather a strange loaughim.

He took me out in the hall. When we came out, wihy . . ." Willard frowned. He snapped his firggas
after an elusive memory. "Somebody's voice wasrgl& bit loudly on the telephone down on the stair
landing, now that | remember it. It kept sayingt tihe pavilion, at the pavilion, I tell you.' | remmber because
he was making so much noise | intended to go dhbite to shut up. But Wynne said, “It's that s@&@o
Rainger. | left him talking to the inspector in titerary, and now | suppose he's got loose agadr's Erazy
drunk."

"When was this?" demanded Bennett. "We left himdyon the couch in the library when we went to the
dining-room. I'll swear he'd passed out cold."

"I don't know. Possibly fifteen minutes or so afféynne had come up to look at Louise. Anyhow, Wynne
said he had something important to tell me. Theyrsto regard me," said Willard, wrinkling his brewd
staring out of the window "as the guardian anddiattonfessor of everybody. The voice on the telapho
stopped then. Wynne took me round to where wearedgtg now. He had just begun to talk, and wakén t
preparatory stage of saying nothing in an acuteicabdiay (or so it seemed to me) when we heardliot...

"My God, man, that was a horrible feeling! | thinke both had Louise on our minds. We looked at each
other, and then we both ran to Louise's room. Sieall right; she was sitting up in bed as thougtids
recovered herself: shaking a bit, perhaps, but gargt and apologetic as she always is. That fef/eorts
she'd had seemed to have gone. She said, "Whdhatasise?' and then, "What am | doing in thisn®@o
Then was when we heard the rest of you runnindnegstairs.

"You know the rest."

Willard sat down in the embrasure of the window.déemed shaken, as though he had got throughyahgtor
was determined to tell; but he assumed unconsgieusiage gesture with one fist on his hip andbad
lowered. Bennett heard his breathing.

"If," he added after a moment, "the police get sieps of her - steady!"

He jerked his head round. Katharine Bohun was cgmown the passage.

"l saw them," she said, "take John out in thatt thing they carry dead bodies in. And | heardrthalking.
They said, at least from what | could hear at th&tairs window, somebody had said definitely he ldiotidie.
Is it true?"

Bennett took her hands, and saw the fear graddadlgut of her eyes as he spoke with slow emph8his.
gave a little shudder, as of one who grows accustioim warmth after coming in out of cold.

"It's a funny thing," she said meditatively, "bumh Irather glad of one thing about it. Glad he tlichia way..:"'

"Glad?" said Willard.

"Because he'll never try it again. Don't you sesf®' demanded. "When he wakes up out of that sthptr,
begin to realize things. He did it for - for hemd\he'll suddenly realize that it wasn't wortH don't suppose |
can explain what | mean, but just that act of," stneck her hands against her breast, wincingeattthught
rather than the movement, "just that, do you sdehawve done away with it for good."

Willard stared through the window at the austesityhe snow. He spoke absently, in a low voice dawly
gathered resonance: “-or cleanse the stuffed bostime perilous stuff that weighs upon the heafor a
moment it rose with terrible power.

His hand dropped flatly to the window-seat. He ¢&ahnsmiling.

"The cure is drastic, Kate. What about Louise’héslzetter?”

"She is going downstairs presently. That is whaant to ask you both about." A pause. "I suppasbéédtter
tell her what the police think?"

"Yes, in any case. . . Has she told you anythirityd!"

"But don't you think it's possible-"

She looked at Bennett. "Let's go downstairs agaid,speak to Mr. Masters. | - I'd like you to beréh You
were there when Thompson told about a woman leatisdhouse last night; and Mrs. Thompson is probab
swearing to it now. | was a fool for not thinkinfjibbefore. | can prove it wasn't Louise. Will ygome
along?"

She bad turned without waiting for a reply. He &efthock of fear that kept him there staring wsité was out
of sight; but he caught up with her at the heathefstairs. There was still a rank scent of povaeoke in the
dim gallery. It lent an even uglier suggestiontte dak and the frayed red carpet. He took holde@fiewel-
post and barred her way down. Then he asked quietly

"It wasn't you, was it?"



He felt his own arm shaking with a pulse just bdttime elbow. He had been staring at the bruisdgeon
throat, only partly concealed by the scarf. Sheoalnaried out the answer.

"Oh, suppose it had been? What difference wouttbke?" "None at all, except that we've got to dueso
high-class lying.."

"Lie to the police?"

"If necessary, lie to Je-" He checked himself fratking louder, checked the violence that made Wwant to
shout. She tried to pass him, pulling at his arnthennewel-post. As he bent over to tighten higl hioé felt the
soft cheek brush his face: a thing from which theth moved back as though they had been stung. asde
saw the slight opening of the small full lips, ledt fhis heart pounding more heavily when he went"éfhat
the hell difference does it make what you did?l/dl trying to tell you, sensibly, is that we've dgotinvent a
good story and stick to it."

"I don't mean that | killed her. But | might hav&8he shuddered. "l envied her enough to wish sothebo
would kill her. And that's a nice thing to say,'ist? That's almost as bad as though I'd done winatught
about. Let me go clown. It makes no difference what

"There's something I've got to tell you first. Dastairs Masters has got a man with him, an unctaingé,
who's got an unholy reputation of being able toteemugh a brick wall. Masters got him here throngh He
used my name, and said it was because | was itadrigsyou..."

"What are you talking about?"

"Interested.' Is that the word they use over h@tefight; take it as the word. Say I'm “interedtan you. Say
anything you like. Just how interested' | carlltyl@eu now; because there's murder here, and ttieniouse is
poisoned, and down there's the room where someymdgt known all your life tried to kill himself iyour
own home not an hour ago. | can smell that smaka the gun too, and neither of us would dare tatkua
Interests here. But the house won't stay poisaedithen maybe by God you'll know why | think yeuie
loveliest thing | ever saw in the world!-so if sdmogv you've got yourself into any false positiongd avhatever
it is you did that never mattered and never wouddten, don't do any such fool thing as admittiny it

"I know," she said, after a long silence. "All Igtad of is that you said what you did," her eyambred
over, "you —you - !"

"Exactly," he said. "Steady, now. Let's go downstai

CHAPTER TWELVE
H. M. Argues the Case

A CLOCK IN THE PASSAGE WAS STRIKING ELEVEN-THIRTY ten they reached the library.

“-full reports," Inspector Potter was intoning.d&ment of police surgeon, post-mortem order fortgosign.
Here's plaster-of-Paris casts of two sets of faotgrMr. Bohun's and Mr. Bennett's: only trackfobe we got
there. Plan showing exact line of footprints, meegduo scale. | thought that was wise; it's begigro snow
again. Here's the fingerprint reports. Photogragilidoe developed and sent back this afternoon. Gdaty's
still there, but it's been moved up on the bed."

Potter was laying out articles in an orderly limetbe table under the yellow-shaded lamps. It rad/gy
darker outside, and dead tendrils of vine whippedwindows as the wind rose. There was a growtirtge
chimney, a draught in which one high sheet of flamaeked like thorns and flicked out spurts ofyfiembers.
Masters, his heavy face showing more wrinkles utitetamp, sat at the table with an open notebllakirice
Bohun, looking interested and pleased with hisHirimwinking eyes fixed on a corner of the fireglaglso sat
at the table. Over at one side, in silhouette agaihe firelight like two Dutch dolls, stood Thonopsand a
gray-haired sturdy woman in black. Bennett coultse® H. M. But there was a big mass of shadowarfar
corner of the fireplace, where he thought he couddte out a gleam on enormous glasses and a pairitef
socks.

"Thanks, Potter," said Masters. "Here's your nabté&baack. I've been reading Sir Henry all, the teetiy
we've accumulated to date. And now ... any insonst sir?'

"Uh?"

Masters moved a little to one side, so that sorime fight penetrated towards the corner of thepliaee. Now
Bennett could see H. M. start a little and operelyiss. The corners of his broad mouth were turoeddas
though he were smelling a bad breakfast-egg, amtblseruffling the two tufts of hair on either sidhis big



bald head.

"Any instructions, sir?"

"l wasn't asleep, damn you," said H. M. He put addgipe into his mouth and puffed at it. He added
guerulously: "l was concentratin'. Now don't rusé! don't rush me, will you? You fire a lot of undigjed
stuff at me and expect me to make sense of igstraiff. Also, | see | got to go out to that pamilibefore it
snows again; and that's more work. | don't like thlittle bit, Masters. It's ugly - devilish ughZhat were you
askin'? Oh. Reports. No, save 'em for a minutd Lgét something straight. Stand over a little bdn," he
gestured to Potter, "and lemme talk to Mr. and Mieompson."

There was something in H. M.'s presence, desgstefforts to glare, which seemed to put the Thompsd
their ease.

"Howdy, folks," said H." M., lifting his pipe. "l& heard what you told the chief inspector, ancgiyim' to
use both of you as a check on the others in thisepllf any of 'em lied, you tell the old man. Nthen." He
squinted at Thompson. "Were you on this little p#nat went explorin' the house by candlelight raght?"

"No, sir. My wife and | were preparing the pavilitor Miss Tait. Bedclothing, seeing the chimneysave
clear and the fires lit, water-taps working; attlsort of thing. My wife had charge of Miss Taefethes -"

"Such lovely clothes!" said Mrs. Thompson, holdiuggher hands and looking at the ceiling. "She wa'tild
‘ave one of the 'ousemaids do it. Only me."

"Uh-huh. What time d'you leave the pavilion?"

"At just a little past twelve, sir, when Mr. Mauei@nd the two other gentlemen brought Miss Taitloerte."

"Sure you didn't leave any matches there, hey?"

Bennett, from where he stood unnoticed with Kati@in the shadows by the doorway, could only see
Thompson's back. But he thought that there wasonsness for the first time in the man's mannernifgnn
glanced at Maurice, who sat impassive and pledasartl, a complete host.

"I'm sorry, sir. It was an oversight."

"And after you came back to the house, what didda®!'

"That," said Mrs. Thompson, with an air of excitechembrance, "was when | went to bed, Mr. T."

"That, sir, as my wife says, was when she weneth bpolished some silver, according to Mr. Maglsc
orders, and waited for the others to return froeyghvilion. They returned about a quarter pastgyedo |
locked up the house then."

"And they didn't go out afterwards?"

"Well, sir, Mr. Willard went out after Mr. Mauricand the other-person had gone to the library. But M
Willard stayed only about ten or fifteen minuteg &kked me if | would be up and would let him i@;daid he
would go out the back door of the house, whicheigrnrmy pantry, and tap on the window when he retlirn
That's what he did, sir."

H. M. looked down his nose, as though he were-lvethby an invisible fly. He growled to himself.

"Uh-huh. It's a funny thing about that, a questiobody seems to have bothered to ask. And, bunit'me,
important! Look here. Between midnight and halftpa#i kinds of people were wanderin' up and dogown
and back, all over the place from the house tgthdion - and that dog Tempest never barked. Bt merson
left the house at half-past one, and the dog kickeduch a row that they hadda put him inside. Kow did
that happen, hey?"

Masters swore softly. He looked at his notebook].d¥l., and back to his notebook again.

"Why, sir," said Thompson, "that's easily explainekhow, because | spoke to Locker on the telepton
the stable. Sorry, sir; | almost forgot to tell yddiss Tait had asked me to see that two horses weady in the
morning for her and Mr. John. It slipped my own chimtil Mr. Willard came back from the pavilion;dthat
made me wonder (excuse me) why Tempest hadn'tdhaBkel thought Tempest must be inside with Locker
Locker likes him, and often keeps him in the haus# late. And that made me remember | hadn't pldon
Locker about the horses. So | did, about twentyuteis past twelve, and he told me he was just takargpest
out to the kennel. . ."

He was an old man, and he seemed bewildered ndwjways his eye moved furtively towards Maurice. H
had half turned about now, the better to look atemployer.

"l fear you forget many things," said Maurice,Istdguely pleasant. Then Maurice literally showésitbeth.
But he looked at H. M., because in his elephantiag H. M. seemed almost excited.

"Now take it easy, son," H. M. urged blandly. "Talkthe time you want about it, but be certaine Aou
tellin' me that the dog wasn't loose all last engnup until maybe half-past twelve?"

"Yes, sir."

"Well, strike me pink!" muttered H. M. He put thipe back in his mouth and drew at it almost adrgisin



"Ho ho. That's the best news I've heard in thisitmigire yet. | had a sort of hazy idea workin' abothe back
of my mind; nothing serious, d'ye see, or any sympof acute thought; but | thought | might as virglize-
somebody quash it straight off. And they didn'tdAram cheerin'."

Masters hammered his fist on the table.

"I admit we overlooked it, sir!" he said. "But wisathe importance of it? | don't see it's necelysanportant
just because we overlooked it. . . The importaimtlis that the dog was locked up after one-tHirty.

"Uh-huh. We're goin' on to examine the possibgitié that. Well, let's take it rapidly, Comrade fimson.
Now you went to bed - when?"

"After | had finished polishing the silver, sir. Abt one o'clock. Mr. Maurice gave me permissideftithe
sandwiches for Mr. John, as | told the inspectod kdid not come downstairs again until one-thityen
Tempest barked and Mr. Maurice rang." He swallogadidenly, as though he had made a slip of speedh, a
peered again at his employer.

"More of Thompson's associations-of-ideas, | fahbaurice observed. "And this is when your goodylad
saw the mysterious figure leaving the house? Eitheniece Katharine or the Honorable Louise Caréwe?
Thompson swiftly touched his wife's arm. But sheised to be checked. She fluttered like a blackkem,

and verbal gravel flew.

She cried: "Sir, and you too, sir, and you, | canas | keep telling you, be pinned down and harmethat
statement! Sir, | do not know if it was a lady. Thas a Impression, sir, and | will not be ‘anged pinned
down by a Impression. Which as for saying it welied\Kate, | would die sooner, and that is all £'a4w say."

"Quite right, ma'am, quite right, rumbled H. M. tkvi voice and stolid bearing which somehow suggest
the elder Weller. He sniffed. "Um, yes. You toldalisthat, didn't you? Well, | think that's all. ¥@an go."

When they had gone out, treading softly, H. M.fsasom time ruffling his hands across his head.

"Now, sir-r, prompted Masters.

"You," said H. M., peering over towards Maurice axtiending one finger with a malevolent expression.
"Suppose you do some talkin' now, hey?"

"l am entirely at your service, Sir Henry. And éfesure you will have no reason to complain of my
frankness."

H. M. blinked. "Uh-huh. | was afraid of that. Sdrankness is a virtue only when you're talkin' abou
yourself, and then it's a nuisance. Besides,ntisnpossibility. There's only one kind of personoghever
really willing to tell the truth about himself, atight's the kind they certify and shove in the bogse. And
when a person says he intends to be frank aboet ptople, all it means is that he's goin' to ¢we a kick in
the eye... Lemme see now. After you and Willard Bathger came back from the pavilion last night) god
Rainger sat here in the library. How long did ytayshere?"

"Until just after | summoned Thompson and told karhave them lock up the dog."

"l see. Half-past one. Why did you break up then?"

Maurice was watching him warily, like a duellisytbH. M. seemed uninterested. Maurice went onwels
Mr. Rainger's wish. | thought it was my brother dobturning then, and said so. | confess | waaosrto see
the effect of a meeting between Mr. Rainger anchJoino did not know (I think you were told that?)\dr.
Rainger's presence. They had been having troumad,|say?"

"Well, say something. Your mean you thought ithedgood fun to see whether John took a swing at
Rainger's jaw? What they call a Psychological Stuigd Rainger wasn't having any, and made his escios
get away. Why'd you let him go, then?"

Maurice rubbed his palms slowly together. His fehwas ruffled.

"I should have been most unwise, sir, to take ¢lstlchance of incurring Mr. Rainger's ill-willWas
therefore politic to accept as genuine his somewluatsy excuses, and let him go upstairs."

"You didn't go up to bed yourself, then?"

Maurice's smile glittered. "You jump at conclusiphtear. | went to bed. But my room is on the grdu
floor."

"Now here's another thing that strikes me. Thistrbesa very rummy family you got here, ain't it?uyo
thought it was your brother returnin' at half-paisé after a long stay in America; and yet you diewen go
out to say howdy-do-welcome-home to him?"

The other seemed puzzled. "I see nothing very géramy dear sir, in all that. | am what is knowrtteshead
of the house. If my brother had anything to saptg | am always happy to hear it; but | really canput
myself out or be expected to bother my head ovar My habit has always been, Sir Henry," he liftésleyes
blandly, "to let people come to me. Hence | ameesgd. Ah - where was 1? Oh, yes. | was awarehthdnew
where | was. Hence ..."



"That's all | wanted to hear," said H. M., closlimig eyes.

"l beg your pardon?"

"Go ‘way, will you?" said H. M. irritably.

Maurice began to speak in a rapid monotone. "l ggllaway with the utmost pleasure, if | receivechite
assurance from you that the Queen's Mirror willaeminviolate. | have been very patient, sir. | @andured
much that is against my physical comfort and egairesst my peace of mind. But when your insulting
subordinate suggested that such a desecration hagbtto be performed - tearing to pieces an alsased
edifice in search for a nonexistent secret pastzaye-.. then ..."

"Then you got the wind up," agreed H. M. composeti right. You can hop it. | promise; there'lelno
search."

Maurice was so intent that he never saw the twardig standing by the door when he hurried outak the
first time he had hurried; Bennett saw that theas aweat on his forehead and that he seemed todiegsto
himself. Bennett's own suspicions seemed to behtaymin Masters' voice.

"Excuse me, sir," the chief inspector growled, "tiat the devil did you want to make a promise that
for? Not search for a secret passage?"

"Because there ain't any," said H. M. He addedwaesly: "Shut up, will you? That finicky old mais
scared green that you'll lay a finger on his béalugihost-house. If there'd been a secret pasba{have told
you about it in a second rather than let you samalpanel lookin’ for it. Yah!"

"I'm not so sure of that, sir," returned Mastek§hat if the secret passage led to his own room?"

"Uh-huh. | thought of that too. Well, if it doesewstill got him in a corner. But | think that seepassage
idea is o-u-t." H. M. scratched his head. For th& fime something like a grin disturbed the Ckimémage
austerity of his face as he rolled round to looMasters. "That locked-room situation has got yothered as
hell, ain't it? Your sole and particular hobgobBeems as though murderers take an especial pdaagyivin’
Chief Inspector Humphrey Masters the fits-and-gibliiy refusin' to keep to the rules of cricket. ythiis time
it's a little bit worse. If you had only the lockeabm situation, you could carry on with a cheelfahrt.
Everybody knows several trick ways of locking a dfsom the outside. Bolts can be shot with a little
mechanism of pins and thread. Key-stems can bedusith a pair of pliers. Hinges can be taken loff door
and replaced so that you don't disturb the locdlaBut when your locked-room consists of the damplain,
insane problem of half-an-inch of unmarked snoweftiundred feet round ... well, never mind. Themesse
than that, Masters."

"Worse?

"l was thinkin' about something to do with John Bio's attempt to kill Lord Canifest, when he didnitceed
but thought he had..."

In the gloom beside him, Bennett felt the girlfstif. She stared up at him uncomprehendingly; but he
gestured her fiercely to be silent. They were ednagmpers, but he was afraid to speak up-afraiddeenmow.
He regretted coming down here, when something ih#tie's restless brain seemed impelling herlko it
pressed her arm. .

"But we'll skip all that for a minute," continued M. drowsily, "and look at this impossible situmti The first thing
is to determine the murderer's motive. | don't mi@ammotive for murder, but for creating an impb#sisituation.
That's very important, son, because it's the hiagtdf clue to the motive for murder. Why'd he tibobody but a
loony is goin' to indulge in a lot of unreasonatdeus-pocus just to have some fun with the policel there are
enough motives for Tait's murder flyin' about atheavithout our needin' to explain the mess by singalying that
the murderer is crazy. Well, then, what reasonddcinere have been?"

"First, there's the motive of a fake suicide. Their enough. | go to your house, shoot you thiatg head, and
shove the gun into your hand. Say it's a housetlilseone, with little panes in the windows. Uh-hulock and bolt
the door of the room on the inside. I've got with anbag containing a piece of glass cut just righ,got tools and
putty. | remove one of the panes of glass in thedaiv nearest the catch. Then | climb out the windeach
through, and lock it on the inside. Afterwardspleee the old pane with my new little one; | puttsound, smear it
with dust so nothing shows, and walk away. Andrgorbom's all locked up, and they'll think you symarself."

Masters peered at him uncertainly.

"It strikes me, sir," he said, "that you know evdodge-"

"Sure | know every dodge," H. M. grunted sourly. $tared at the fire. "I've seen so many things, @t | don't
like to think of 'em at Christmas. I'd like to berhe at my place drinkin' hot punch and trimmin'rai€mas tree.
But let's sorta poke and prod at this thing. $f&'new wrinkle in the art of homicide, | want twkv all about it.



First, the suicidefake is barred. Nobody triestége a fake suicide by beatin' a woman's head.

"Second, there's the ghost-fake, where somebaelyttsimake it look like a supernatural killing. Thappens
seldom; it's a tricky business at best, and. engaibng careful build-up of atmosphere and cirdantes. And
obviously that's out of the question in this muriber, since nobody's ever tried to foist any sutigesf the kind or
so much as intimated that the pavilion's haunted byrderous spook.

"Finally, there's accident. There's the murderes wieates an impossible situation in spite of hiadéthout
wantin' to. Say you and Inspector Potter are ste@piconnectin' rooms, and the only outside datich is to his
room, is barred on the inside. | want to kill ymdahrow suspicion on him. | come in during thehjgvorkin' my
pane-and-putty trick on the window; | stab youha tlark, and get out after replacin' the pane. Wéwat | forget or
don't observe is that the door connecting your ragti his is also locked on your side - and I'vé go impossible
situation again. Ayagh!

"Now that's the last and final refuge. But burn'hsajd H. M., suddenly turning round the glare i3f $mall
eyes, "can you see how that last and final refagebe applied to this mess? Accident, hey? What &fn
accident is it where a person DON'T make trackbénsnow?"

Masters scowled. "Well, sir, I'd call that last gust about, the only reasonable assumption. lhie X,
the murderer, goes out to the pavilion while it snowing..."

"Uh-huh. Still thinking about Canifest's daughter?"

The chief inspector had the grim and concentragedibg of a man trying to hold his ideas steady &lkpail
of water on his head; and he went on doggedly:

"Wait a bit, sirl Now just wait. We were on the ¢atent' side of the theory. Well, X goes out theefore it
stops snowing. Eh? Then, after X kills Miss Tdile sliscovers-"

"Gal?" inquired H. M. "Yes, you're gettin' deviliglefinite now."

"Well, why not? If Miss Bohun's telling the truth@ut seeing Rainger upstairs in the gallery atthiréy,
when Rainger was leaving the library, that elim@sater. But I'm thinking of the one woman with atirre
Miss Carewe goes down there; there's a row; stethié other woman, and afterwards discovers beashow
has stopped and she's trapped in the place! -e8e'shyour accident, sir. She didn't intend to reave
impossible situation, but there it was.”

H. M. rubbed his forehead. "Uh-huh. And how did gbéback to the house again without leaving any
tracks? Also by accident?"

"You're not," said Masters, with several adjectjvesry helpful. This young lady, by the testimdmead
you, was lying out in the gallery in a faint, whtood on her wrist, at close to four o'clock in therning. . ."

H. M. nodded and scowled at his pipe.

"I know. That's another thing | wanted to ask. Heas she dressed?"

Bennett saw the net begin to close. He saw it a embimefore Katharine loosed her arm from his geasp
walked quickly towards the group about the fire.

"May | tell you how she was dressed?" she demandgdg to keep her voice steady. "She had on a
nightgown and dressing-gown, with an outdoor cear d."

Masters got up from the table. He blocked the lighhe direction of the fireplace, so that Benettld
not see H. M.

"But no shoes," said Katharine. She opened andmgnitands. "Don't you see, Mr. Masters? No shoes;
only mules. She couldn't have gone out there witebaes - overshoes something. And if she took thiém
afterwards they must have been wet, and theyldstilvet. Wouldn't they? Well, | went to her rodmist
morning..:'

"Steady, Miss," said Masters quietly. "You didell tis this before."

"I never thought of it before! But this morning emt to her room after the smelling-salts. She asway
carries smelling-salts; that's the-well, that's Hawise is. And | noticed all the shoes and thislgs'd brought
down with her: I'm sure of it, because yesterdaystowed me all the new things she got in the §tgtel
see? And none of them were even damp; becauselbwking for a pair of warm slippers for her... You
believe me, don't you?"

The fire crackled and popped during a silence,Bemhett could see flakes of snow sifting past ttag g
windows.

"I believe you, Miss," said Masters quietly. "It wid be easy enough to hide away - a pair of gaksey.
And | think it would be just as easy to find 'emaig Thanks, Miss, for calling it to my attentid?otted"

"Sir?"

"Got a couple of men here? Good! You heard it; koow what to look for. Any kind of damp shoes, any



pair of overshoes or galoshes, in any room: Noatigje to looking in your room, Miss?"

"Of course not. But don't disturb-"

"Hop it, Potter," said Masters. When the inspestb€avy footfalls had died away he gestured towards
chair and stared at the girl again. "Will you sitvh, Miss? I've made a good many fool omissiorthigcase,
and | admit it, but this comes pretty close tolthmit. Miss Carewe didn't go out at all last nigtiigl she?
Neither did you. Finding men's damp boots won'tmeaything. But if we find anything else. . ."

There was a growl from behind him. "Stand out eflight, will you?" protested H. M. "Don't obstrubie
witness, dammit. Every time a man asks a rationastjon around here, you go up in the air. Humphl .
say, look here! You are a good-looking-nymph, bmmif you're not!"

He lumbered to his feet as Masters moved asideaamhuine admiration showed in his dull face. B#inn
noticed now that he was wearing a vast overcodt avinoth-eaten fur collar, its pockets stuffed with
Christmas packages tied in gaudy ribbon.

"Oh, and you're here too?" he added, his express$ianging as he saw Bennett. "It seems like yatesta
hare, son. And now all you want me to do is catdbriyou.”

Now, now, there's no need to be upset, Miss Bobwst. wait till the old man gets to work. Point isdters
there hasn't got any tact. Sit down, everybody,@domfortable.”

"It occurs to me," said Masters, "that ... whatdkeeil's the matter with you, Potter?"

The chief inspector's own nerves were growing juntfat he had reason for it. Potter had not meant to
bang the door when he came back into the roomitBaghoed with a dull crash across the vault oflithrary,
where the fire was dying now.

"Excuse me, sir," said Potter heavily, "but willyoome here a moment?"

"Well?" demanded Masters. For a moment he seencegh@ble of getting up. "Not more-?"

"I don't know, sir! It's reporters. Dozens of 'eand there's one | thought was a reporter; onlgtasy,, sir,
or something. Says he killed Miss Tait, or someghike that.

"What?"

"Yes, sir. Says he sent her a box of poisoned dateso His name's Emery, sir; Tim Emery."

CHAPTER THIRTEEN
Circe's Husband

A LONG AND SATISFIED GRUNT ISSUED FROM THE CHIMNEY¥orner.

"Aha!" said H. M., flourishing his dead pipe inumph. "Now we got it. | been expectin’ this, Masteéfes,
| rather thought he did. Let him come in, Potten. say, though, son: you better go out and kbhepptess at
bay until | can get a look at that pavilion.

"You mean, sir," said Masters, "that this man - \wbe? | remember hearing his name - killed Miai, T
and ..."

H. M. snorted. "That's just what | don't mean, éaith. Oh, on the contrary, on the contrary, I'midfitde's
one of two or three | can think of who never warttzdill her. He sent her poisoned chocolates, Bes.she
wasn't intended to eat 'em. He knew she neverhaieotates. Y'know, son, | thought it was rathemfythat
poisoned chocolates were sent to somebody thattibke gang knew never touched sweets. He neveredant
to kill anybody. Only two of the things were loadeadd there wasn't a lethal dose in both togethed.even
then the poor fathead got a fit of conscience. &mhshed one with his finger when the box was edfé&im,
so's nobody else would eat it, and swallowed therdtimself. Ho ho. You'll understand why in a nt@u
Masters... Get him in here."

They brought Emery in a moment later. If, when Behhad last seen him two days ago, he had seemed
restless and discontented - with his jerking mobithsharp-featured narrow face and red-rimmed ehes
now looked ill with more than the physical illnesfshaving swallowed half a grain of strychnine. Taee
was waxy, and you could see the ridges of the cheeks; so dead a face that the sandy hair, shaaplgd,
looked like a wig. He wore a big camel's-hair owatocon which snow had turned to water, and he was
twisting his cap round and round in his fingersefheard his whistling, rather adenoidal breathing.

"Who - who's the boss here?" he asked, in a santoak.

Masters shoved out a chair for him, and H. M. lferward.

"Easy there," grunted the latter. "Look here, semat's the idea of crashing in here and shoutit'¢hndy-
box business all over the place? Wanta get throvatink?"

"Only way the saps would let me in," said EmeryHilys'They thought | was a reporter. Might as wgdit



pinched. What's the difference now anyway? Mindcceitch a drink?" He fumbled in his inside pocket.

H. M. studied him. "Your little press-agent sturitwthat chocolate box went pretty sour, didnt it?

"Whoa there!" said Emery. His hand jerked. "I dichaly "

"Well, now, you might as well have. Don't be a Gotsaken fathead. She'd forbidden you to tell tyegps
where she was, or let you splash out with any pitplyarn. That's what you were grousin' abouty&o
thought you'd provide a little news she couldnipheithout endangerin’ her life. Or anybody elsefdess it
was necessary. You were goin' to spot that poisbogaf chocolates, only Rainger got in ahead aof, &ig
story in the papers, "Attempt on Marcia Tait's Liféne publicity, hey? Send the box to the cherfiisd it
was poisoned. Then John Bohun insisted on everytigtg eatin' one of 'em, and you got a fit of leecon-
science. . . Bah." H. M. peered at him sourly tiglothe big spectacles. He puffed his cheeks ané&mad
bubbling noises; then he looked at Bennett. "Ane lyeginnin’ to understand now why | told you in affjce
yesterday that there was nothin' to be afraidmd, that Tait wasn't in any danger, hey? She waularieen -
if we'd had only this feller Emery to deal with.tBue didn't. We had somebody who really meant o ki
her..."

"Ho ho," said H. M. in hollow parody, and withoutrth. "Fine work. All a sedulous press-agent gatHis
ingenuity was a good stiff dose of strychnine, aatleven the satisfaction of breakin' the storycd@se our
sensible friend Rainger pointed out somethin' herlovked: that there'd be a police investigatioml they
might not get Tait back to America in time to behin her contract. Very sensible feller, Rainger."

Masters picked up his notebook and nodded grimly.

"There's still room," he said, "for a police invgation. We're not very fond of that sort of jouisia over
here. After all, when you send poison to somebtitht, constitutes an act of attempted murder. Isdgreou
knew that, Mr. Emery?"

Emery's red-rimmed eyes were puzzled. He made @evgesture as though he would whisk away a
troublesome fly.

"Yes, but-oh, what the hell'" he said. "It was adatory. It . . . what difference does that makgnay?
There's something else now. I'll say there's somgtise!"

"You know somethin' about it?" inquired H. M. caéyia

"Carl 'phoned me. He was cockeyed drunk. Can h- e her?"

He shuddered when he said that, and turned hieviedl eyes slowly towards H. M. "He was cockeyed
drunk. He said something about her being at aipayitidn't know what he was talking about or sdrirgj,
and in a marble casket. The-the poor softie wasgrLarl Rainger. | don't know about that, butlggt her
the best casket there is in London, unless wealanher across the ocean. He said they were goiaigest
Bohun. They hang 'em over here, don't they? Thatdl."

The words rattled, but there was no force in hiseroHe worked his fingers up and down the armhef
chair. Some thought tortured him, and, like thealiswist of his conscience, he could not rest urgihad
spoken it.

"I've got to come clean now. You'll know it soomedater. If Bohun killed her, like Rainger saitl imy
fault. Because | told Canifest ..: Told him yessgradfternoon; sneaked out of the hospital to déat! only
found out two days ago, and he said it was thewagtof stopping it. Yeah. | mean, he found out ifeesh
was their angel, so..." he gestured.

"Easy there, son. Take your drink," said H. M. hwdtdrowsy wave of his hand, "and let's get thisrder.
You told Canifest what?"

"That she was married already."

Masters interposed heavily: "It's only fair to waou, Mr. Emery, that you must be careful what gay.
Of your own volition you've admitted something thakes you liable to a criminal charge, a wilfutlan
malicious attempt to kill her"

"Kill her?" said Emery, in a sort of yelp. He junapm the chair. "My God, I'd never have hurt hedute
got a crazy lot of ideas about justice over heoéwhy do you have to keep harping on that? Lisyen, poor
sap, she was my wife."

In the abrupt silence somebody whistled. Emerydalo&lowly round the group, and a kind of cynical
despair came into his expression.

"Yeah. | know what you're thinking. Monkey-face MéNobody. Not fit to get invited to swell housédl.
right! Now I'll tell you something. | made Marciaif a star." He spoke quietly, and with a sortiefde
triumph. "Ask anybody who put her where she wa%k '‘Am, and see what they tell you. | built her upew
she was nobody. There's lots of good directorslimangdood actresses; but if you think that meanghing
you're nuts. That don't make 'em stars. You needkigipface - Me for things like that.



'I'd have done anything she wanted. | always dite 6f her conditions was that nobody should knoausb
the marriage, in case it'd hurt her career. Walljgpose she was right. Fine thing to have it knshenwas
tied up to me, uh? All | could do - now you're garthink I'm the world's worst sap; | can't helf itou do,
and you'll find it out anyway; but that's the wafelt all | could do was invent a wife of mine tHatould talk
about, and bring into the conversation when | mééantcia. It was a sort of consolation. | called her
"Margarette,' because I'd always liked that name...

The husky voice trailed off. This last admissioarsed to wrench him more with an uneasy sense ofisha
than anything else. He looked round defiantly. liad, still in his breast pocket, produced an eooglat
silver flask, which he automatically made a feihholding out to everybody before he tilted it wpdrink. At
the end of a long pull he released his breathshuamider.

"Oh, what the hell?" said Tim Emery with sudden sesss, and sat back.

"You mean," Masters boomed incredulously, "that sthawed ... Now, come!"

"Marriage new-style. Uh-huh. | begin to see," 4didM. He blinked drowsily, the glasses sliding doem
his nose; but he sat motionless as a great Budeitd the tired cynicism of his mouth. "Don't mihé
feller who's talkin', son. That's Chief Inspectoad¥ers, who's just about on the verge of apopkexg.he's
gettin' suspicious of you already. | know it's easy to talk; but if you feel like goin' on - wdllje had too
much experience with a crazy world to feel very maarprised at anything | hear. You'd still hit mehe
eye if | called her a leech, wouldn't you?"

"So far as I'm concerned," said Masters, "and weatehappen to think about that side of it, I"at gnly
one duty. And that's to find out who killed MissifT&o I'll ask Mr. Emery whether he knew, as hesthand,
that Miss Tait and Mr. Joh -"

H. M.'s grunt drowned it out. "You know what hesrg to say, son. You got brains enough to answer
unspoken questions. And it always makes everybedptfetter to pretend that not callin' a spadeadep
makes it invisible. Well?"

"Oh, cut it, will you?" said Emery, without openihg eyes. His body shook. "Yes, | knew it. Doeat th
satisfy you? | knew it from the beginning. She tald long ago."

"l see," growled Masters. "And you didn't-?"

"If it made her any happier," said Emery dully, Wias all right with me. Now for the lova Judas witlu, let
me alone?" His voice rose. H. M., whose eyes wigeslfon him, raised a hand sharply for Masterseto b
silent. H. M. seemed to know that Emery would gaoprompted...

"l wanted her to go on," he added abruptly, "an@beat. Great: that's what | mean. To tell youhtbeest
truth, 1 honestly didn't care so much whether sbatwack to the States or put on this play ovee;H&t have
backed her up whatever she did. It's hard to red#fiat she's dead, that's all... There's only loing that hurts
like poison. | want to get out of this country.dver realized what people must think of me. It tesway that
old guy, Canifest, looked at me when | told himdsamarried to her. As though | was a louse. Whad's
matter' with me? - Listen, I'll tell you what I'done already.” Some eagerness returned to hire.Hlhed the
finest Rolls Royce in London; closed car with segisning out into a bed inside, to take her bactoup
London in. Listen, I've got it here now, with a sia chauffeur dressed in black. We'll fill the ithes of the car
with flowers, and she'll go up to London in a fualgarocession that'll be the biggest thing thisntpuhas
seen since-since-"

The man was absolutely serious. He was catchitigedast tribute he could make, in his own way.
"Well, there'll be a few formalities to go throufiist,” interposed H. M. Slowly and wheezingly het ¢o
his feet. "Inspector Masters and | are goin' dowthe pavilion to look it over. You can come alaftgr a bit,

if you like. You say you told all this to Canifegisterday afternoon. Was it your own idea?"

"Yeah, partly - wait a minute; yeah, | think saldn't remember. It just got started when Carl awere
talking. Carl came to see me at the hospital jeftde he started down for here." Emery tried tohgebwn
ideas straight, and had recourse to the flask agjdasaid it would be the thing to do. He saida@s coming
down here to butter up Bohun's brother, and promigeall kinds of crazy stuff to get into the hou&md, it's
funny! He was gonna offer old Bohun fifty thousangear to act as technical adviser. .

"Uh-huh. Serious proposition, was it?"

"Don't be a sap!"

H. M., whether intentionally or unintentionally, dhaaised his voice, and Emery had adopted the tamee
without knowing it.

"Then Rainger knew you were married to Tait, héy® guessed it. Anyhow, | admitted it when he said
we had to work fast."

"Did John Bohun know it?"



"No."

"Now be careful, son: sure you got a grip on yoliiPsEake it easy. Didn't John Bohun know it?"

"She told me herself he didn't! She swore to mé&lstever told him."

H. M. straightened up. "All right,” he said in dadess voice. "You might find your friend Raingand see
if you can sober him up. We're goin' down to theilgn now. . ." He peered round, the corners af fmouth
turning down. "Where's my nephew, hey? Where's d&8n8ennett? Ah! Humph. You come along. | want to
know just how she was lyin' on the floor when yourfd her. And some other things. Come on."

Bennett looked down at Katharine, who had not spakeuttered a murmur since Emery's arrival. Ske di
not even speak when she motioned him to go.

With H. M. lumbering ahead and Masters making ssgfatches in his notebook, he followed them thinoug
the passages to the side-door, where InspectagrPottght with the, Press. Bennett hurriedly picked
somebody's overcoat, not his own. "Stay behind)ivigd H. M. to Masters, "and give 'em a statemehén
come down. Nothing to say! Nothing to say!" He agbthe door. "Get inside, boys, and talk to thee€hi
Inspector.” He elbowed through the scramble, jestyoand with sulphurous murmurs guarding an ancient
rusty top-hat in the crook of his arm. Then therddlammed.

They stood for a time on the side-porch, breathiegoitter cold air. To their left the gravel dnivaey sloped
and curved down, under the interlocking branchak@baks, towards the highway some two hundredsyar
away. To their right the lawns sloped down agaml the sky was a moving flicker of snow. There was
something insistent, something healing, about tisdeat flakes, that would efface all tracks in tinarld.
They were a symbol and a portent, like one canéndriveway. Although the drive was now crowdechwit
cars, the long Rolls with its drawn blinds stooddil against the thickening snow: as though Deatted#o
take Marcia Tait away. Its presence was an absutalit it was not absurd. It looked all the morenbee by
reason of Emery's gaudy yellow car, with CINEARTBJBIO sprawled in shouting letters across it arel th
thin bronze stork above a smoking radiator: dwakigthe black car, Life and Death waiting side laes
Bennett found himself thinking of symbols as clurasylife, a stork or a sable canopy, and along enigats
roads the black car always overtaking the yellout iBost of all there rose in his mind the imag&afcia
Tait.

He tried to shake it off as he tramped down thenlaeside H. M. Looking at his watch, he saw thatas
nearly half-past one. At this time last night, algoen the snow was falling.

"Yes, that's right," he heard H. M.'s voice. Hengled round to see the uncanny little eyes fixetion
Dark in the mist of snow, with his unwieldy top-fzatd moth-eaten fur collar, H. M. looked like aicature
of an old actor. "It was this time last night tkia® whole business started to happen. - What's td@ar about
you and the girl?"

"l only met her this morning."

"Uh-huh. She looks like Marcia Tait. Is that thasen?"

'‘No. "

"Well, | got no objection. Only thing to make susdahat she's not a murderer, or," H. M. scratdhiedthin,
"related to a murderer. Very uncomfortable in tingt tase, and a bit embarrassin' in the seconly@a look
at it from that view-point? No, | don't suppose y@n. You wouldn't be worth your salt if you could.
Anyhow, you can set your mind at rest about oregthShe didn't come down here last night to inteemiLa
Tait. . . No, no, son. She was much too anxioygdwe that Canifest's daughter didn't. She thirdsifest's
daughter did."

"Do you think so?"

"You've all got your mind set on a woman, haveai¥' inquired H. M. "That Mrs. Thompson didn't swea
it was a woman. No, no. She wouldn't. Widen youizom a bit. Imagine it wasn't. '.. Besides, thesxiother
reason why it sticks in the old man's throat todwel this Louise Carewe came down and bashed Taid
in. I'll pass over the girl's remarkable ingenuitybein' able to fly over a hundred feet of sndlwohly ask
you, What took her so long to do it?"

"How do you mean?"

"She cane down here at half-past one. Accordiwhat Masters says, Tait wasn't killed until sonnesti
after three. 'She came down to argue and expastudal/s you, 'and when that wouldn't work shedadte
took nearly two hours. | can't imagine anybody argwith Tait for two hours without being chuckedtoBut
disregard that, and look at the big point. Tait wggecting a visitor - John Bohun. If you've goy @oubts of
that, root 'en out of your mind. She was expedtimgprtant news about Canifest. Well, can you peflait
wantin' anybody there on the premises whercher amandropped in during the night, especially the
daughter of the man she had on the string for meponatrimony? She got rid of Willard fast enoumit,



we're supposed to imagine she allowed the Careiviogitop there for two hours when she expecteauRo
any minute. And two hours can be an awful long tiswa."

"But look here, sir! Are you coming back to Rairigédea that Bohun night have come down here aesom
time during the night? Because we know John dght'tback here until three o'clock. . ."

H. M. had stopped. They had followed fading linéracks down towards the entrance to the avenue of
evergreens. H. M. pushed his hat forward as heegesdyout. He glanced back towards the house, some
hundred yards back up the slope. His eye seemtgl teeasuring distances.

"At the moment | won't say anything, my lad, exceégatt Rainger's notion of hocussed tracks was even
sillier than you thought. John Bohun went down ¢h&hen he said he did, and no flummery there; afioké
he got there, there was no tracks. . . No, no.'§ hat the part of the feller's behavior that brghme. The part
that does bother me to blazes is his behavior imdba: that attack on Canifest, when he thought kikéet
him. . ."

Then Bennett remembered what had almost beemldiséitwists and terrors of development. He asked
what had happened, and what Canifest had said stelkéaon the telephone. H. M., who seemed to be
inspecting the end of the evergreen-avenue, scowad heavily.

"I dunno, son. Except what Masters told me. It sedfasters tried to imitate Maurice's voice, and sai
'Yes?' Then Canifest said sonethin' like, 'l wantespeak to you, Bohun, but | hope it won't beassary to
explain my reasons for asking that my daughterebe lsome at once.' Like that. Masters said he sxind
weak and very shaky. Then Masters said: 'Why? Becadahn landed one on your chin and thought yoa wer
a goner when you keeled over with a heart-atta@k@ourse the feller tumbled to its not being Maals
voice, and kept gabbling; 'Who is this, who is thiBhen Masters said he was a police-officer, aanif€st
had better cone out here and give us a spot ofitledpdidn't want to get into an unholy mess. edit on, |
understand. Said Caifest's daughter was accusedrofer, and so on. All Masters could gather was tha
Bohun had followed the old boy hone last night; igad side entrance or something and tried to netgmene
business subject’; and there was a row during wlobim cut up rough. Naturally Canifest ain't likedybe
garrulous about the subject. Masters said to camhéeare, heart-attack or no heart-attack; and hwmghile
Canifest was still digestin' the gruesome resutiudflicity if he refused to play fair with the podi."

"That seems straightforward enough..."

H. M. grunted. "Does it? Come on out to the pawificAs he waddled on he was slapping irritablyhat t
trees with his gloved hand. "Look here, didn't teay they'd left the body out here and used thd-daa to
haul Bohun to the doctor's? H'm, yes. | was hdpirthat. Got a handkerchief? My glasses get alivad up.
What's botherin' you?"

"But, hang it all, sir, if there were no footprimsatever, and. here's a woman murdered 1"

"Oh, that? You're like Masters. Funny thing, buttththe easiest part of it. Mind, I'm not sayikhodw how
the trick was worked before | even have a lookatgavilion. But | got a strong hunch; oh, a vergrsg
hunch. And if | find what | expect to find out heré

"You'll know the murderer?"

"NO!" said H. M. "Burn me, that's just it. All | ctd tell you right now is the two or three peoplési't.
And that's not accordin' to rule either. As a gaheile, these sleight-of-hand tricks are a dead-giway to
the murderer once you've tumbled to the means dfimdhe illusion. A special sort of crime indieata
special set of circumstances, and those circumssamarrow down to fit one person like a hangmaays ¢
when you know what they are. Well, this is the @tiom. Even if I'm right | may not be any closeechuse..."

"Because?"

They had come out into the vast, dusky open spefoeebthe frozen lake, churned now with many lioes
tracks. The pavilion was unlighted now; it lookeatkker against the spectral whiteness of snow. 8 quas
this muffled world that they could hear the snowdla ticking and rustling in the evergreen-branches.

"When | was raggin' Masters," said H. M., "l thotigtl be very neat and unanswerable. | asked, W&s i
accident that the murderer went to and from theernivithout leavin' a footprint? And | chuckled irym
fatheaded way. But that's it, son; and it's thele/ddfficulty. That's exactly what happened.”

Bennett stared round. He was beginning to expegitime same eerie sensation he had felt when he firs
came into this clearing at dawn: a feeling of beshgt away into a twilight place where the preshdinot
exist, and where Marcia Tait dead among the Sfimaty was no less alive than the beribboned ladiéh’
their paint and their wired ringlets, who smileceoplumed fans at the card-tables of the merry mudma

He glanced up sharply.

A light had appeared in the pavilion.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN
Ashes at the Pavilion

LEVEL SLITS OF LIGHT SHOWED YELLOW THROUGH THE Vetian blinds in the windows of the
room on the left hand side of the door: a lonebwmgin the midst of the lake. H. M., who had put tead pipe
into his mouth, rattled it against his teeth.

"It might be one of Potter's men still there," lagds "Or it might not. Strike a match and see érthare any
fresh tracks..."

"The snow's covering them," Bennett answered, wieehad wasted several matches; "but they look like
fresh ones. Big shoes. Shall we — 1 -'

H. M. lumbered ahead, as quietly as his own squsehkgs would permit. The causeway was again muffled
in snow, but they need not have used any secrdwyfront door of the pavilion was opened just &yth
reached it.

"l rather imagined," said Jervis Willard's voicei of the gloom in the doorway, "that | saw someone
there. | must make my deepest apologies if | capvenchere without permission. But the police hadeg@nd
the door was open."

He stood courteously, his head a little inclinéa, ¢glow from the drawing-room shining down one sifle
his handsome face where none of the wrinkles shawed The light brought out rich hues and shadaws;
brocade curtain behind his stiff black clotheshadow-trick whereby he seemed to be wearing a black
periwig.

"You are Sir Henry Merrivale," he stated. "I'll gow. | hope | didn't intrude. She is still in thedooom."

If H. M. caught a curious undercurrent in the maoige, he paid no attention. He only looked byief
Willard, and stumped up the steps.

"Point of fact, you're the man | wanted to talk t.e announced, with a sort of grudging absent-gtimess.
"Don't go. Come on in here. H'm. Yes. So this?s Rushing back the brocade curtain over the dotra
drawing-room, he studied the room a moment beferkitmbered in. "Bahl" he added.

The electric candles were fluttering again overtilaekand-white marble floor, the hammered braseva
on cabinets of Japanese lacquers, the whole Eifkland white and dull red color of that fadingmo
Willard, following Bennett into the room, stood gtly with his back to the fireplace.

H. M. said: "I saw you in "The Bells.' You werelmting, but you were devilish good. And your Otleellas
the best thing you ever did. . . Mind tellin' meymfou're playin' around in polite drawing-room caty@e"

"Thanks, probably," Willard answered, and lookexh$y round, "because it's this sort of drawing-room
and had that sort of occupant.”

"I mean, | was only wonderin' if you were anoth&leon who walked into her parlor.”

"Only into the parlor."

"Uh-huh. That's what | thought. | want to get thght about last night, because you must 'a’ bieefeaist
person to see her before the murderer got here, Wben you and Bohun and Rainger came out here with
her, where did you make yourselves comfortabldehe?"

"No. In the bedroom. But we didn't make ourselvasiortable; we didn't even sit down. We left ater
very few minutes."

"And when you came back here, as they tell me yduwhere were you two?"

"Also in the bedroom. | drank a glass of port wigr."

"Right," grunted H. M. absently. "Got a match?"

There was a faint flicker of amusement in Willareh®s. "Sorry. | gave away my last box to Marcst la
night, and | don't carry about that colored kineytlsupply at the house. Will a lighter do?"

"Just as well," nodded H. M. The corners of his thdurned down again. He advised gently: "Don'treve
get the notion that I'm tryin' to be clever. Itadipolicy to advertise suspicion. Either on my paryours. If
I'd had any doubts, I'd have asked for a lightdreigin with. Point of fact, | wanted to look attfieeplace..."

Snapping on the lighter Willard handed him, he Esbkarefully at the fluffy gray wood-ashes andftwe
stumps of charred wood. He put his hand under tbadoflue, and craned his neck to peer up under it.

"Pretty strong draught. Notice that? That chimnag'big as a house. H'm, yes. They got iron staphé
sweep. Still, | don't suppose. . ."

His dull eye wandered out over the hearth and dge ef the carpet.



"Other room now. I'll keep this lighter for a mieut

Willard went ahead, reached to the left of the bedr door, and switched on the lights. Although Behn
nerved himself to keep steady, the sight was les$griing than he had feared. There was a busikedsbk
about the little room with the many mirrors and kigh red-canopied bedstead. A stale reek of figistil
powder still hung in the air; white grains from tivggerprint dust, clung to most surfaces wheratgrinight
have been found. Except for the fact that the bwaly now laid out on the bed and covered with atshee
Potter's men had replaced the other objects justegshad been when Bennett first saw them. Thgnfeats
of the decanter lay at the edge of the carpet befar fireplace; fragments and crushed pieceseofldsses
were still on the hearth; the poker had been pck lath its tip in the little heap of ashes; theearhair
upright, the other overturned to the right of tiieglace, the overturned tabouret and the scattarau
matches - these things again played the dumb-showaler.

"H'mm" said H. M.

He blundered in his near-sighted fashion over édfileplace, where he examined the ashes carefully.
peering up the chimney with the aid of the lighter,endangered his tall hat, and growled curshsself.
Next he picked up the poker, snorted, and putwirdagain. With infinite labor he got down to blinkthe
crushed fragments of glass, which seemed to puirharlittle better humor. The match-ends, neadgnied
down to the end of the stem, engaged his attentah He moved over to examine a curtained recess
containing wearing-apparel, and pawed over itsarastuntil he found a silver gown. After one glaite
the primitive bathroom, he came back to the middléne room, where he lifted one finger and pointed
malevolently at his two companions in the doorway.

"Dummies!" roared H. M.

The dummies looked at each other.

"Yes, | mean you," amplified H. M., still stabbihig finger at them. "You and Masters and everybeldg
who's been out here. Ain't anybody got any braowadays? To mention only one item in a whole cbfrt
clues especially provided for you, don't a sintgetin' glance at that fireplace tell you anythihg?

"Well, sir," said Bennett, "if you mean that the naerer made his entrance and exit by crawling up an
down the chimney, it seems entirely feasible. Bahiduldn't think it would do him much good. Thelgem is
how he came to and left the pavilion. | mean, afiee got up to the roof he'd still have to crossuadred
feet of snow. So far as the Santa-Claus businesmizerned, he'd have found it less complicatesifply
walking to the front door."

H. M. swelled.

"So you're givin' the old man sauce, are you? Ttgisauce me, hey? That's gratitude for you,ighatl|
right. All right! Now just for that, young man, lom't tell you what | did mean. Haa. Haa, thattlyou! -
Point o' fact, | wasn't thinking about the chimmveyy much at all.”

"Exactly what," said Willard, "does “very much #tmean, Sir Henry?"

H. M. nodded malevolently. 'I'll tell you what iteans. It means what my old friend Richter said winen
was conductin' the London orchestra, and the seftatedplayed the same sour note twice over instimae
place at rehearsal. And Richter he slammed hisddawn on the floor, and he said, “You, secgondievl
can stand your damma nonsense occasionally thenamdout sometimes, always, by God nevairl' That's
what | feel about this, and I'm goin' to tell Mastseo when he gets here. | didn't come here tingelted.
Now I'm goin' to ask some questions..."

He waddled over to the bed, lifted a comer of theet and made a brief examination. The merediftih
the sheet brought another atmosphere into thisrooleh. A little light from the big window at theds of the
bed, and flickering with the shadow of snowflaked,across a face they had sponged off with wated,
whose dark hair had been arranged behind her bead..

Bennett, who had turned away, looked back to séd.ld.small eyes fixed sharply on him from his wika
like stoop over that still beauty.

"A quarter past three o'clock," said H. M., "is abthe time she died... Now, when you came in bage
morning, was the blind on this window up or dowr?rik back, and make sure."

"It was up. | definitely remember that, becauseeldtto put up the window to let some air in, and
remembered that you weren't supposed to touch iagyitih cases of this kind."

H. M. replaced the sheet and peered out of theawnd

“The windows of somebody's livin'-quarters overdtables are in a direct line with this. You naticthat,
hey?

.. All right. Now go over there and show me how slaes lyin' on the floor when you first saw herniokv
you'll feel like a fool, but get down and do itdh-huh. All right; you can get up. That would meagood



many of those burnt matches must have been sahttkree to her. As though they'd been aimed at the
fireplace... Now, then: when you came in, did dkas though she'd gone to bed? Was the bed dist?ith

"l don't think so."

"Excuse me for butting in," said Willard ratherttessly, "but it seems to me that there's beervi diea
fuss about those burnt matches when they may nwtaing at all.”

"Think so, hey?" inquired H. M., stiffening. "Yowgan idea somebody sat here lightin' innumerable
cigarettes and then tossin' the match-ends orldbe?fOne match burned nearly down to a stumpyen e
two, | might admit as rather a lengthy light focigarette; but twelve or fifteen of 'em argued g@nebody
was strikin' ‘em in the dark:'

"But put it this way," urged Willard. "Suppose iagvinnocent. Suppose that when Bohun discovered the
body, coming on it all of a sudden in half lighg bent over and struck a match to make sure..:'

H. M. puffed his cheeks in and out. "Why, asidarfrine fact that he said he didn't, and there s¢eins no
earthly reason why he should have denied it, a doart need a dozen matches to make sure someloiedyls
Besides, | rather imagine it was light enough at titme to see without 'em ... wasn't it?' He swsingrply.
Bennett felt that there was an underlying purpagheé question aside from what it seemed.

"Yes," he said, "just. | remember noticing how light from the window fell directly on her."

"But, damn it," snapped Willard, "she wasn't kiliedhe dark!"

H. M., for some reason, was suddenly imbued winéastic jollity. He set his hat on the side &f head;
he was almost affable.

"Oh; it's a funny business, son. An exceedinglymynbusiness. Why does the Visitor strike matchdhén
dark? Why are the two fires exactly the same? Wigsdhe Visitor get mad and put two drinking-glasse
down on the hearth and stamp on 'em? - By the yaydidn't do that, did you?"

"What?"

"Uh-huh. I'd better point that out to you. Comemlrere and look. You see that decanter? Notice how
heavy it is? Notice where it is? - not on the Hesidne, but on the carpet. | defy you to smashdbeanter
merely by upsettin' a low tabouret and havin'titié floor. The Visitor busted it, son... Now loakthose
smashed glasses. Did you ever see any parts aésa glushed by fallin' on the floor? I'll lay yotiveer you
didn't. They're on the stone, where the Visitor'pat and deliberately mashed 'em."

"But in a struggle--'

"Ho ho," said H. M., settling his coat over his glirs. "Try the experiment some time. Put a round
drinking-glass on the floor, imitate somebody sta@y over the room in a struggle, and see if yduland a
bull's-eye on one glass. They roll, son. They'rsligpery as eels. And when you discover the prititiab of
your breakin' not one glass, but two at the same,tl think you'll find that the old man's rightidd hear
somebody say we're not any better off than we Wefere. Now, about these chimneys..."

They had not heard the door to the drawing-roommppeany steps there. But they felt a cold curofrtir,
which stirred the ashes in the fireplace, and @sBtt could see from the corner of his eye) tleetsbver
Marcia Tait's body. There was something so eermaiibthat for a moment nobody turned round. Iswike
the thin voice which spoke across the room.

"So," said the voice, "somebody has thought ottiimmney at last? | must congratulate him."

Maurice Bohun, his throat swathed round in a woofflar, and a raffish-looking tweed cap pulled oeee
eye, stood leaning on his stick in the doorway. ¢fézed stare wandered over to the figure on tdetben he
removed the cap with a gently satiric gesture, lza@ame all deprecation. Behind him towered a benéd
and savage-looking Masters, who was making signads his shoulder.

"But even if it has already occurred to you, whiglsurprising," said Maurice, with a curious snépie
jaws, "l think | can supply more complete detdilart anyone. Do you mind coming into the other rolon.
cannot stand the sight of death!"

He backed away suddenly.

"Mind, sir," Masters said over his shoulder, angegding violently to H. M. "l don't say | believkis. |
don't say it's true. But if you'll listen to whatrMBohun has to say ..." "My humblest thanks, icspe"

" then there may be something in it. At least plains a lot of things that've been putting thedviip us.
And in a way | should think was rather tit-for-tatd sauce for the goose..."

"Don't gibber, Masters," said H. M. austerely. étekt gibbering. What the devil is all this, anyf?dBan't a
man have any peace without somebody rushin’ irgab8lin' nonsense?"

Maurice leaned forward a little.

"You must excuse the chief inspector,” he protestadchis somewhat unliterary fashion, he is rafagito
what is known as poetic justice. | agree. Mr. Galinger, from the depths of sheer spite, attemjhied



morning to fasten Marcia Tait's murder on my brothehn. He provided for this impossible situatiotilansy
explanation which would not stand scrutiny for fimnutes."

He paused, still backing away with his dead-glaagss fixed on the quiet figure. Then he snapped:

"If you will come into the other room, Sir Henrywill undertake to show you exactly how this Mr.rlCa
Rainger himself killed Miss Tait, and attemptedabglumsy subterfuge to escape my notice. | didvisth to
speak to you in the house, in case it should entgileasantness. . . You will accompany me? | thyak | —
cannot endure the sight of death."

He backed so swiftly out of the room that he stwedbhnd supported himself only by clinging to tterfe
of the door.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN
Second Design for Hanging

AT HALF-PAST SIX THAT EVENING, BENNETT WAS SITTINGn a lumpy arm-chair before the fire in
his own room, without energy to finish dressingdorner. His brainfelt literally heavy from wearsse
draughts played in the creaky room; and Katharaekrot yet returned from Dr. Wynne's, although rshg
telephoned that John would definitely pull througlblephone messages: "This is Lord Canifest's t&egre
speaking. His Lordship will be quite unable to unalee a motor-journey at this moment, due to athessaick
experienced last night, and is confined to his ro8hould there be any doubt of this in the minthef
policeman who had occasion to '‘phone, it is suggebtat he communicate with His Lordship's physicia”
Blaah, blaah, blaah.”

Bennett looked up at a murky painting hung ovemtiamtelpiece, and down at the studless shirt itabis
Murder, suicide, or holocaust, the business ofredand black ties must go on as usual. Mauriceiwaery
high feather tonight; he had even issued ordetsstirae special sherry was to be served, in placedtails,
for the benefit of Sir Henry Merrivale. Sir Henryeitivale had consented to spend the night at thigeWh
Priory. In other words (Bennett thought) what ie trevil's name was on H. M.'s mind?

Which brought up the worst and most insistent qoestvas Maurice right about the murder? While
Bennett and Masters and H. M. were walking backnftbe pavilion, with Bohun and Willard a little thsice
behind, H. M. had relieved his mind with a few satbce comments about Maurice, Maurice's character
Maurice's habits, which sizzled the ear of thefistr with their force and sulphurousness. Butwlzs all. He
had only grunted when Maurice expounded his thebtlie murder. He had sat back with a wooden face,
under the spurious candlelight in the drawing-ragithe pavilion, while Maurice deftly wove a halfer
Carl Rainger. Masters had been impressed. So,mlfdbad Willard. Bennett was willing to admit thze
himself was more than impressed. But H. M. had lmedther one thing nor the other.

"You say," he growled, "Rainger's still dead to #t@rld and in his room? Right-ho. Let him keeppbse
you're not afraid to face him with this story?"

Well, then? That H. M. believed this explanatiomBett doubted. But the thing was so ingenious,sand
plausible, that it appealed all the more for itsibative effect. When Rainger flung out an accigsabn the
strength of John Bohun's tracks, he had touchealkeshat could sting in return. Again Bennett tear
Maurice speaking quietly, levelly, with somethitigela similar warning whir in his voice.

"I knew this morning that this man Rainger waslimpeobability guilty, and | could have told you Wdche
had done it." Here his little head had turned dgakivards Masters. "You may recall, inspectort tha
intimated a possibility of explaining the problehat troubled you? Ah yes. | fancy you do rememér.
course it will be obvious why | could not speak?"

Masters blurted: "I don't know what to make of ysu, and that's a fact. Yes, | know why. You warde
whether this man Rainger's business propositiononghke level. And if he did mean to offer you some
fantastic job at some fantastic salary, you meaajoyou were willing to cover him up in a murder?"

Maurice had only looked mildly puzzled and troubled

"Surely it was the logical thing, was it not?"

"And you believe in this very fishy offer of Raing"

"Admitting," said Maurice with sudden harshneskattl was for a moment taken in! What would anyone
have thought? These Americans are all notoriouslisfabout money. The brethren of the cinema arsavo
than any. Besides, if you will allow me to say kam not unaware of my own worth. But when | hagl glood



fortune to overhear a conversation between yous&iry, and this offensive person named Emery, then
whatever doubts | had were destroyed. He had beldredately making a fool of me I" Maurice conquithés
tone before his words made a fool of him therebeleame cool again. "I am only wondering whether Sir
Henry deliberately spoke in a loud tone to this reamery.."

H. M. blinked sleepily. A sound came from somewhdep in his chest.

"Oh, maybe. Maybe. My sight ain't as good as ithlge, but | noticed somethin' gray and ghostytiiiba
around outside the door; and | thought you mightvel$ know. Well?"

Trying to force these images to the back of hisdnBennett got up and stalked about the room as he
continued dressing. He would put that problem asid# he could discuss it with somebody: 'preféyab
Katharine, since the tangle involved Louise CardweM. had insisted that Louise should not be qaestd
until this evening, and Maurice (even afire with thieory) had been content to let it rest.

The trouble was . . . He had adjusted his tie,vemsl getting into his coat, when somebody knockedHeat
door.

"May | come in?" said Katharine's voice. "I knovg ithe wrong time, but | had to see you. Everytsiad
right; I've just left John. He's still unconsciobsit he's in no danger."

She was hatless, and wore a heavy tweed cogtetliered with snow. The cold had brought brilliealor
into her cheeks.

"In fact, I've got good news all around; surprisiveys. I've looked in on Louise. She's up and glzoa
she'll come down to dinner. It's a funny thing, bigtel better than | have for years." She camupe fire,
spreading out her hands, and tossed her hair lsasikealooked over her shoulder. "By the way, whihé
matter with Uncle Maurice?"

"Matter?"

"High spirits. That's what | don't like. When | caiim, Thompson said there'd been some sort of muta
that man Rainger; and that the other one, thearieg Emery, had been here all afternoon tryingpb®shim
up. Only he wouldn't be sobered, and from what T said he'd been raving and singing about theeho
and that's what Uncle Maurice hates. But when lecamthis Mr. Emery was coming downstairs, andlenc
Maurice came out, and slapped him on the shouldary, it's unbelieveablel That is, if you knew Maa.
And he said, "Where are you going?' Emery looKetiiihean really ill. | wanted to stop him and akk
couldn't do something, only | didn't know him. B said he'd got a room in a hotel at Epsom neahlgye
they were keeping her. . ."

"Steady! No Price Terrors now. Go on."

"It was only that Uncle Maurice said, "Are you ifid of Mr. Rainger?" Emery said, "Certainly; whabut
it? And Uncle Maurice said, "Then you've got toygtadinner. You'll hear something very interestilgmery
looked at him in a queer sort of way; and theretrhassomething on his mind, because he said, “Youitk
Me to dinner? You don't think what Canifest doés2y, he was upset! Something about people thinken
was a — a - well, he used the word 'louse." Andli&JRtaurice said, 'If you're a friend of Mr. Raingaobody
will be more welcome.' It simply doesn't sound Ik, that's all."

"It sounds more like him than you think."

She dropped her hands and turned round to lookrafuily.

"I know what you mean," she said, "but | don't ustend."

He told her. He told her only of the accusatiord added: "Sit down and let me explain it, because -
concerns you. It also concerns Louise. Will youraek with me now?"

"Yes. That is, except about one thing, and thasdbeoncern murders."

That sharp directness of hers had come througigltd have come through, even if she had tried to
prevent it. She was looking up at him, her head laschough defiantly, but he could see her shesilde
guivering and the rise and fall of her breast.

"No!" she said suddenly and almost hystericallyh@asook a step forward. "That's what | meant whesid
| wouldn't be frank. Not now! Not now, do you sd@&? a nasty little-little-1 don't know! But I'm “rh even
postponing my feelings, until there's nothing &geept them to think about or worry about; whemrgve
single thing that | think and care can all be sebpe. . . Quick! Tell me what you were going tg ahout
Maurice. That's only fair."

"Maurice," he replied, and took almost a pleasaorsnapping out a name he detested, "accused Raihger
Marcia's murder. | told you that already. And | vggsng to ask if you really believed Louise had g@own
to the pavilion. Because, according to Maurice,dile Sit down. In a way it concerns you."

"Do you really think that Rainger - ? What doesyman-who-can-see-through-the-brick-wall thinktaf'i

"That's what | don't understand. The only commentitade to me, and he was serious, was that Rainger



could have done it. | mean, that he could be guilty | don't think he believes ...”

"Well, here's the situation. Rainger made a playéu last night, and Marcia noticed it. She ditik# it.
She liked to keep her men dancing on the string,ssooped down immediately if one of them lookedgw
you admitted that yourself. Do you remember tellisghat Marcia spoke to him, and he replied, 'Do y
mean it?' And that, Maurice says, was an invitatothe pavilion last night."

Her eyes widened, and then narrowed again. Shieeitus

"Then," she said abruptly, "when | saw Rainger camipstairs at half-past one, and he said, 'You can
forget what | asked you tonight; | have better bess,' what he actually meant was that he was goihtp
the pavilion later. Is that it?"

"Yes. And Maurice carries it farther, because tpgp#ias a reason for everything! She wasn't inviting
Rainger out there for any business of love-makipuite to the contrary, although Rainger didn't knbvéhe
was inviting him out there so that she and yourl&Jdohn - steady, now; | don't mean anything agéiins-
could corner Rainger and, if necessary, wring kiskn."

"But why?"

"Because Rainger had been the whole motivatingfbehind Emery's telling Lord Canifest about the
marriage. She knew she could handle Emery; buivheh Rainger played on Emery's nerves and uneasines
and sent him to Canifest to tell the whole thirttg Rainger's fine Italian hand that you can sdwnoethe
whole business, whether or not you accuse him aflexuMarcia had heard rumors that the beans were
spilled. That was why John had gone to see Canitdsthesitated, but she gestured fiercely for targo on.
"Well, frankly, John may or may not have known abodarcia's marriage to Emery. Emery thinks he djdn’
but, whether he did or not, the shock of heariogifiCanifest that his great dream about the playjoae to
smash was bad enough in itself. And John knew veltbpnompted Emery to tell. This morning, when he wa
talking to Willard and me, he flared out about Rginbeing behind it

"You see? Both he and Marcia had had rumors éinitl Marcia invited Rainger down to the paviliontlas
night because she was expecting John back witméad, and both she and John were going to facegRain
with it."

"But they didn't! They couldn't have, because-"

“No. That's just it." He wondered whether she kadowut John's trouble with Canifest, and decidetittiea
best thing was to suppress it. "Because John wagetkin town, and, after she tried to stall Ramgféin the
hope that John would return, she was forced tolfiaoealone.

"Blast it, the thing fits together almost too actety!

Even to Louise's part in it. Louise entered unititerally into the scheme. The mysterious woman Mrs.
Thompson saw going down over the lawn at one-thilny person who started the dog barking, was keouis
She had gone down to the pavilion to make a lgsta@po Marcia. If Marcia wouldn't listen to reasehe
wasn't going to Kill her; but that little quietdnd of yours was going to slash Marcia's face @pehdisfigure
her with the lash of a hunting-crop.."

Katharine had gone pale. He felt a sickening sarsat knowledge that he was right. Biting at les,|
Katharine hesitated, wavered...

"How," she burst out, "did Uncle Maurice know that@body's said anything about that crop! | haviehd
anybody. | tried to conceal ?'

"Yes, | know you did. It's Maurice's quaint habitistening at doors. He's overheard everything'sHzeen
said in this house. | shouldn't be at all surpriéée could hear us right now."

Everywhere Bennett seemed to see that gently kperool, pale face with its big forehead and black-
pointed eyes. So strong was the impression theteime over, opened the door, and peered out. A littl
reassured that the gallery was empty, he turnekl bac

"And he pointed out one thing we had overlookedt tio woman would use the loaded end of a crop as a
weapon to kill. It had another meaning. It's cleadaylight when you think of it as a weapon likeal or a
horsewnhip: to disfigure. Very well, she went dowrthie pavilion at one-thirty. Rainger, on the othand,
thought the dog barking meant that John was cotmimge. He went to his room, and waited for some tagwu
so that John could go to his room and get out®fthy. You see?"

"Yes, but!"

"Wait a minute. About twenty minutes to two, Raingame downstairs (still in his evening clothes3. let
himself out the back door and went down to thelpavin high feather for a nuit d'amour.

"And when he got there, still during a heavy sndlwfe heard the row. It was a furious row. Louisel
nerved herself up in some way, and she went fan#ith the crop. Somebody got hit, and there whsla
blood; but Tait was the stronger either physicaliynentally, and she got Louise out of there beRa@nger



showed himself to interfere. You see, Tait stillrmt know' Louise's father had refused to back thialy, and
she wanted to keep down as much trouble as poskilése, still with the crop in her hand, stumbtad of
there, crying, with all her emotional nerve gonag dait only laughed. She enjoyed it."

As he refashioned Maurice's words, Bennett undedstow why the man could have written a brilliant
play. He could not hope to reproduce the vividneigls which Maurice's dry, precise inflection prokatb
brains and reshaped the anguish of a hurt womaainAwe saw Maurice bending forward, hands clasped o
his stick, gently smiling.

"What happened to Louise, according to him," saddrtt, "you can guess. Her worked-up nerve was
gone. She came back to the house in a hysterioditamn at not later than a quarter to two. Sherditl
remove her coat, or anything except her wet stlas lay in the dark and brooded until she was yearl
insane. Then she determined, in the night, to donyeu and tell you. Can you think of a more liketptive
for waking up somebody at that time of the morni@gPthe way to your room, she lost her way in thekd
something that may have been only a shadow shatterdast shred of reason - she cried out, anchwhe
opened her eyes both you and Willard were bendieg loer. She would have told you, but she coutefi't
Willard. She was again the prim, nervous Miss CareBut she saw the blood on her, and she instaridg
out the first thing that a girl of her type wouldtarally think of, a “mysterious man' beloved & #pinsters,
who had accosted her. . ."

Katharine said quietly:

"It can't be. But that doesn't matter. It doesaitehany connection with Rainger out there at thdipa. |
know now all about the “impossible situation.' Dfynne carefully explained it to me. If Rainger &l her,
how did he do it?"

"It's the simplest damned trick ever worked, & ttue. Did Dr. Wynne tell you about the conditians
there? How everything looked?"

"Yes. Carry on. | want to know!"

"All right. Rainger, when it's snowing most heavyitjpes out jubilantly to his tryst. She apprecidbes
baboon now... Well, Tait doesn't want to pitch ihtm until John returns with definite news; maybe elt
Rainger might still be a valuable friend, or maghe was a little afraid of Rainger's brains andimess. She
was very gracious and alluring to him, while Jorasw!t there to take her part when she did pitcBu-time
went on, things got more strained; two o'clockf-pakt two, still no John. .

"The blow-up must have come about three, when Rawnwgs gradually getting suspicious, and Marcialsnty
realized that if the news had been good John wioaNé returned by that time. In other words, theglaad crashed
and John was afraid to come and tell her. And & Rainger's fault. It was the fault of the tublifdiman pawing

at her... "

"Don't!" said Katharine, and shuddered.

"I'm afraid," said Bennett uneasily, "you're onlpping Maurice's point. Then can you imagine wire began to
tell him? It's a funny thing, but when Rainger hatfisvas telling us this morning of an imaginaryeiniew between
Marcia and John just before he said John killed Ramger used the words, “She told him for th&t fime what
she really thought of him.'

“Lord, it comes back at him with a smash, doesh'Everything he said about John might have beéisimind
about himself. Furious as he was (says Mauricekepéthat little kink of reason in his mind; ttratning he's
always got. He realized that, if he killed Marciadmashing her head in, the blame would probablgtgoght to
Louise who he knew had made an attack on her.

"But in any event, he didn't check himself. Heddllher with one of those heavy silvered-steel asbrases that
are all over the house, those vases with sharpseggieh would make exactly the kind of wounds thiate on her
head. Afterwards he washed it off and put it batlone of the Japanese cabinets - so that Loudsaded crop
should be blamed.

"And there, my girl," snapped Bennett, "there'sotlyavhere Maurice's theory is reasonable. Therehig he
says he knew Louise's story about being grabb#tkidark by a bloody-handed man was pure fabricathy
should the fool murderer come all the way back ftbmpavilion without washing his hands? There'sewdown
there. Even if he wasn't acquainted with the pawilit's the first thing he'd have looked for."

After a pause the girl rubbed her hand dazedlysscher forehead.

"And that little stain of blood," she muttered, tioa from Louise's attempt to . . . But Rainger? He to get
back from the pavilion, didn't he? And the snow kmpped! And aside from how he could have doriElig
knew Louise would be suspected, why did he trhtow the blame on John?"



"Because, don't you see, he had to! He suddenlycheldange his plans, for the same reason we've fingéng
up against everybody who's been accused: The sadwthpped, and he hadn't calculated on it. It inaxge been
a hellish shock, when he was all ready with a pediuation at hand, to discover that the snowtey an hour
before had wrecked the entire scheme. If his fautipalone were seen leaving that pavilion, thesis mo chance
to accuse anybody. That's why a less clever manRlaanger would never have had the strength of nargkt
himself out of it. He did, brilliantly. You see .".

She protested: "Wait a bit! Dr. Wynne told me altbat accusation he made against John. . . Batifdnted to
blame Louise, couldn't he still have done it? Sopdgtasked why a person trapped in the pavilion digtimake
tracks and simply mess them up so they couldmebegnized. And Rainger answered that it would takemuch
time; the dog would bark and rouse the house. lBattwouldn't apply to Rainger. He knew Tempest lbeeh tied
up inside; he heard Uncle Maurice give the orddiesssed-up tracks would have been blamed on LoaigkEhe
had all the time he wanted, didn't he?"

Bennett fumbled after a cigarette and lit it hastil

He said: "Good girl! That's exactly what Masterisi¢a your uncle. But by the devilish arrangement o
circumstances, Rainger was in an even worse poshie couldn't afford to take the time-risk eithde knew
there was nothing to fear from the dog, but ..:'

"Yes?"

"He expected John back from town at any time! UKty Marcia, when she flew out at him, would haokel
him she expected John. She had told him John wasigadown to the pavilion, whenever he got homenger
knew John hadn't got back, or he would have hderdar. So, if he tries the long process of meagniis
tracks, and meets John halfway up the lawn ...sgm?"

"l say, this is-the perverseness of things ...\t did he do? What could he do?"

Bennett drew a deep breath. "Here we go. Now thisarrival of John, according to Maurice, suppRainger
with his inspiration. He knew that, at some timeimiy that night, or very early in the morning, Johould come
down to the pavilion. He'd either go down thers@sn as he got back from London, or turn up folyear
horseback-riding according to Tait's orders. Raimgight have to wait a long time, but the probdiei§i were
overwhelming that John would be the first persohait's side in the morning. And if not John, sooddpelse
might do as well.

"He heard John's car come in about quarter-pas thr

John didn't come down at the moment, but that neaght mean he had gone into the house for a simoet t
Rainger was always in danger if he tried to ventureof the pavilion, not knowing what John wastapSo his
inspiration grew until he worked out the whole soleento a perfect alibi for himself. . . Did youesRainger this
morning?"

She looked at him queerly. "Yes. About half-pagheiHe was standing in the door of his room pgttn a
ghastly-looking dressing-gown. | think he was paftone of the maids - yes, it was Beryl!-he wasimgher on
the head and saying, "Good girl, good girl." | danbw whether he was drunk then."

"Yes! We come back to Maurice's theory again. Beas the girl who told him John's bed hadn't béeipt $n
last night. It wasn't slept in because John dgimto bed at all. He paced the floor all night iafte got in, with the
light on, wondering whether he had the nerve tamw face Tait with the bad news! Do you see it? stiltl
Rainger as | told you, didn't dare venture ouhafpavilion ... because he saw the light on in 3ofmom.

"Maurice asked the very significant question: "Haiek Rainger, at the very beginning of the casepieefny of
us knew the 'circumstances, come to inquire whathaot John's bed had been slept in? What madéhiiik of
it?' And Maurice answered, ‘Because Rainger sawgheon all night in that room, and he was workiout his
scheme to throw the blame on John.' -Now, then,sgau Rainger this morning. He was still in his @rgn
clothes, wasn't he? At least the shirt and tro@sers

"Y-yes, I, think so. | don't remember.

"He was when he spoke to us in the library. Did gotice certain very black grimy stains on his dtiets, and
powdered down his shirt?"

"Yes, | did notice that, because | thought he rbestven nastier than I'd thought, to let ... "

Bennett got up. He put his hand slowly under thedhaf the fireplace, touched lightly, and withdristained
in soot.

"Like this?" he asked. "Yes. | saw the marks my3a#éll, the fires were out down at the pavilioneTh
chimneys are enormous, and have iron steps farhineney-sweep on the inside. Rainger took off bist dor
greater freedom when he tested whether he coul@gesaih He found it could be done. So he waiteepty
until John should come down there. He had to tuitrttee light a long time before daylight, in casengbody over
at the stables should see an all-night light, anevgurious. But he had to keep striking matchehéndark,



match after match, to look at his watch. He let ftont door of the pavilion open. It would be titoeact when he
heard John's footsteps.

"You still don't see it? When John discovered thdyh Rainger was in the chimney. He knew that he faaly
safe when the inevitable search of the house aaduitrdid occur. John and | undertook it. While were in the
back part of the house ..."

"But he still had to leave the pavilion!"

And now Bennett remembered the terrible subduedhish of Maurice's face when Maurice suddenly pdinte
his stick at H. M. and put the last touch on hisusation.

"Have you forgotten," said Bennett, hearing thedsagcho back, "that Rainger's foot is as smallasraan's?
We noticed it this morning in the library. Have yalgo forgotten that your uncle John wears thesktrgize in
men's shoes? -Don't you think that you, for insaould walk back to the house in his tracks, euttevery
touching the outside edges, while two dunderheass wearching the other side of the pavilion? Haxe
forgotten that, once you were across the lakectinge of the evergreen avenue would screen you ftiem?
With a number six shoe in a number ten, you cowdtkwtraight in your normal way; let yourself baoto the
house through the door John had left open to camieand, since there might be some question abblutran
those tracks, you could explain it later exactlytia way Rainger did; to throw the blame on JohhuBo"

There was a long pause. Bennett's cigarette hamturrookedly down one side, and he flung it ineftre.

He added thoughtfully:

"I won't call it a conspiracy of the perverse faimsa choice example of the innate ornerinessiofdn
happenings. All I'll say is that in the future Kgning to be very careful when | serve on a juryreHare two
perfectly good and convincing cases, each builbbeixactly the same material, each pointing tifferént
person, and each the only apparent way of explgiamimpossible situation. But if in this nightmaifea muddle
we get still a third way of explaining it, I'll ie¢ to a padded cell. The case against John cellbpkthe case
against Rainger likewise collapses ... What dotink?"

"But that's what | was going to tell you!" she saiatitedly. "l got so wrapped up in this that | knt. You
remember | said | had good news? It hasn't gothamytto do with Rainger being guilty or not, it do& concern
Rainger, but —“

She whirled round, in hex overwrought state of aemearly crying out. Outside in the driveway, urtte
portecochere, had burst a churning and back-fofngpld motors as the last protesting newspapenverg
shooed down towards the highroad before the bedfolspector Potter. But that was not what theyrdhélaat
brought them up highstrung and staring.

"It sounded” said Katharine, and could not go on.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN
The Silver Triangle

FOR A PART OF THAT NOISE THERE WAS NO NAME: A RATHEhorrible gobbling sound that might
have been a strangled cry, a choke, or even suggatesirth. You could not tell whether it came fragar or far
away, but a sort of muffled bump followed it. Bettrfelt his skin go hot despite the chill room.

Motor-gears ground under the porte-cochere, buagt no part of that. He went to the door and thteygen.

"Was it-?" said Katharine. "Don't go out!"

The gallery was dark now. He saw it with the saemeesense of close tragedy growing again.

"Shouldn't be dark," he said. "There were lightsaanoment ago. | had a crazy idea that somebodykiyow
who, might be standing outside listening to usl Boked out... What do you mean, don't go outaThiyour
own home, isn't it? Nothing to be afraid of in yawn home."

No movement, no creaking, in the dense shadovwiagh the gallery itself were holding its breathwilidow-
frame rattled in the rising wind. Somebody had égrthose lights out very recently. He had thatifigelvhich
sometimes comes to those who sit in old housesdaitkness beyond the door: a feeling that the dskshut
him off from human kind, and that he must not veatoeyond the light of his own fire lest there dtidae things
he would not like to see. And always, irrationallis mind would go back to the door of King Chadd®oom just
across the way. He had been standing here, isplois almost in this attitude, when he heard thosming the
sound that had brought about his first meeting Waltharine Bohun. This morning, when Louise Carawieer
delirium had tried to strangle ...



It was something like that sound, yet with a diferquality. Somebody's words came back to his k-
scribing the scene last night when X had triedushpMarcia Tait down the steep dangerous staimaflsang
Charles's Room: "A sound like a giggle," when thedie went out. You had only to think of the insgadury
with which the murderer had smashed in Marcia § akull to walk warily when unexpected darknessearor
there grew on him an irrational conviction that therderer was prowling now. Who was it? Who ...?

He stepped across the gallery, touched the datedfing's Room, and almost jumped out of a cragviikin
when heavy footsteps creaked far down the gallery.

"Wha's been turnin' all the lights out?" soundedvHs reassuring growl. "Man can't see the eddaoflasses
in front of his, face. Hey! See if you can findwaiteh, Masters."

Something clicked, and a dull glow sprang up. Hald the chief inspector stopped as they saw him.

"Hullo!" said H. M. He lumbered down and blinkedusly on his nephew. "What's the matter with yowe
Burn me, you got a funny look on your face!" Herad his neck round and saw Katharine in the doarigu
and the little gal playin' games? Evenin', Miss."

"Did you hear anything?"

"Hear anything? You got the wind up, son. I've bkeearin' queer noises all day, and most of ‘em doome my
own head. I'm tired and | want a large brandy astabdy under the Almighty's canopy could get me tatls
tonight even if | had 'em along. But there's sonngtltve got to do. ."

"We'll see," said Bennett. He opened the door efrttom, reached quickly round to switch on thetighnd
braced himself as he stepped inside.

Nothing. King Charles's Room, John Bohun's roomhkzavy and swept clean now: the clothes put athay,
gray carpet significantly scrubbed at one spot ttfeabig center table. The heavy black velvet ciieapavere
drawn back from the windows, and moved slightlgistrong draught.

"Thanks. No bogies? That's where | was goin'," ntdared H. M. "I got to see something, and | wanssue a
couple of orders if | see what | think | will. Mas$ here has been holdin' out on me. Why don'tgbme about
all the evidence? You find John Bohun with a buhehis chest and a funny-lookin' little piece d¥er held tight
in his hand; but nobody bothers to tell me aboat ghece of silver. Where'd you put it, Masters?"

Masters shifted from one foot to the other. He hiachat and overcoat on, and was presumably owdyshack
to Inspector Potter's for a much belated tea.

"But we don't know it's important, sir!" he protedt "Some keepsake, perhaps. He'd got nothing tattiahe
murder, and it wasn' likely he'd be holding in h&nd a clue to something he didn't do-especiallyed just
written a suicide note saying he didn't do it.dtllsome sentimental value, probably. . . | put the drawer of the
table."

"Sentimental value, hey? Well, we'll find out. Mindmin' in, Miss Bohun? Shut the door, Jimmy my.boy

H. M. pulled out a large oak chair and lowered Hgthisito it. He pulled open the drawer of the table

Now, as any poker-player at the Diogenes Club chalg told him, Bennett had discovered that argngtt to
read H. M.'s thoughts was a highly unprofitableupation. His face retained the same massivelyedyitession.
From the table drawer he fished the same smatigrikar bit of silver, with its curious scrollwonkihich Bennett
had last seen when Masters held it out for inspedhiat morning. H. M. did not scowl or start ovegany sign.
But there was a perceptible pause before he spskbough he had heard rather than seen something.

He weighed the silver in his hand.

"Humph. No. Looks as though it's busted off sommeghirhis mean anything to you, Miss Bohun? Anytiofig
sentimental value, that he'd be likely to wantisibiand when he took the Interestin' Step? Now,, mma't worry;
I know he's goin' to be all right."

She shook her head. "N - no. | never saw it befdreere was a clink as H. M. dropped the bit ofesilback
into the drawer.

"I'll tell you what, Masters. I'm goin' up to Londdomorrow mornin'. | know a silversmith, felledid a good
turn for once, lives in a funny shop back of Limgslinn Fields. He'll tell me what this thing isarsecond. I'll
pick it up tomorrow and take it to show him. That if it's necessary. May be, may not be. Depelndas
thinkin' of somethin' else." He hauled out his vaaand blinked at it. "It is now seven o'clock. VEegoin' to dine
at half-past... Miss Bohun, what time was it laghtiwhen you went on your sight-seein' tour by miagt, and
you came to this room, and somebody tried to shav&ait down those stairs over there?"

"Close to eleven o'clock, as | remember it."

"Oh, make it earlier,” said H. M. in a plaintivenea "Burn me, | got to get some sleep! I'd likestiok to the
poetic rules, but | got to think of my constitutid®ay-well, all right. Eleven o'clock it is. Itdiive Masters time to
eat and take a nap before he comes back. Andeadliter eleven it's just possible | may be abletwduce you to
the murderer... We're goin' to have another mobntigur of this room. We're goin' to reproduce shene of the



attempted pushin' down the stairs. I've got higbdsoof my little playlet."

Masters, who had been shifting meditatively frone oot to the other, stiffened. H. M. had spokerasually
that it was a second before they reaized the mgariihis words.

"Is this another joke, sir?" said the Chief Inspecjuickly. "Or do you really mean-'

"Sure | mean it."

"And the person who finally killed Miss Tait is op&that group of five who went with her to lookthe
staircase last night?"

"Uh-huh. That's what | mean."

Bennett, who was enumerating the group in his owrdrwith a greater sense of uneasiness than hgdiddlt,
looked round at Katharine. She made a gestureoaglihto protest. They all jumped a little as ttst &f the
newspaper-men's cars ground into gear with a ghogesquawk, and Inspector Potter's parting beownded
from the drive below. H. M., who was scowlingly pipg one finger against the end of his nose, se¢mbéd
struck with an idea. He got up and lumbered td@hevindow in the side wall, which overlooked thedeof the
porte-cochere. A blast of freezing air rattled papm the table as H. M. unlocked the leaves ofimelow and
pushed them open.

"Hey!" said H. M.

Inspector Potter appeared dimly in the drivewaypWwel

"We're up in the show-room. Hop into the housel yal, son, and get that feller Thompson? Senduprhere
fast. I've just thought of somethin'. Thanks."

The window closed with a bang. Masters said:

"But look here, sir, let's get back to the subjéctbn't understand this at all. You suddenly aaldity say that
you expect to show us the murderer at eleven &choied that you'll do it by reproducing that attenhpshove
Miss Tait down the steps..:'

"That's right."

"I'm not going to question your ideas. I'd be tinst to admit, sir, that they've been pretty gooé®in the past.
But what sort of spectacular stunt have you ggbimr mind, and what good will it do? You can't exiphe
murderer to obligingly up and shove somebody elar,you? And it's no good trying to catch anybodiyio a lie
about how he or she was standing out there; I"estipned them all, and they were so confused with the one
candle burning that nobody remembers where anybtsdywas. Well, then! What else-?"

Masters stopped. His dubious gaze wandered owbetbig narrow door of the staircase, with its ibamding
and long iron bolt above a big disused keyholeMH.who watched him out of those small shrewd ungaayes,
was imbued with a sort of wooden mirth.

"Ho ho. | know what you're thinkin'!" he voluntedréMasters, you got a mind that just naturallystm
melodrama. | must 'uv read a dozen stories likg #ra they were funnier than watchin' somebodgrsia silk
hat. | know, | know... We dress up somebody liké;Bay Miss Bohun here. We put her at the bottdéthe
stairs. Lights are turned out; group of people mtdes on landing; light of candle is held up; myistes ghostly
figure is seen returned from her gibberin' gravieo$lly figure lifts her arm and points upstairgéomn' in a tomb-
like voice, '"You done it!' Conscience-stricken menat instantly screams and collapses. Burn me,dviadiut
wouldn't police work be a bed of soft rose-peththé whole business were as easy as that?"

He meditated, ruffling his hands across his head.

"That's a funny thing, too, Masters. In nine cas&sof ten the murderer would only look bored agitius to
take off our false whiskers... But | can't helpliféghat this is the tenth case; and that - wdlyeeould give X one
hell of a shock if we worked a fungus-grown tridkelthat. It's the imagination that counts: the gimation
workin' on a person of this particular type. Brailos't count. Besides, X has plenty of brain righdugh, but it
didn't help greatly in committing the murder. Icsaiefore, and | say again, that the real beauttylay in the
luckiest accident that ever answered a murderexigep..”.

"But we're not workin' any stale tricks like thbecause it'll do no good to scare him if we camve anything.
| got other ideas. | was just sittin' and thinkanid all of a sudden | got an idea that'll hangghér than Judas if it
works. If, if, if! | dunno that it will. Burn me, Msters, it worries me..:"'

"l suppose, sir," the Chief Inspector growleds"itb good asking you-'

"No. Except for instructions. | want Potter andoaigle of men here, placed where I'll tell you; &ngon't do
any harm to have 'em armed. Then I'm expectinhawer to a telegram, and I've got to have thatoay look
foolish. Above all, I've got to ask that feller Thpson a question that's just about the most impbiieng in my
whole case. Assemblin' my five characters on thditey of that staircase, with me playin' the p&itlarcia Tait
to make it six, won't mean a blasted thing anldail'lbe wasted effort if | get the wrong answer."

"From Thompson?" demanded Masters. "A question talvshat?"



"About his tooth," said H. M.

"All right!" snapped Masters grimly, after a silen¢| know this mood, and | know you're seriousmatter
how you sound. We'll do what you say. But therais thing I've got to get straight and understood, & least
you can tell me that. This story of Maurice Bohwati®ut Rainger committing the murder - do you lveliig, or
don't you? You've scouted every other suggestiotydu didn't shout him down when he spoke. Isigigt? The
thing's got me fair insane, sir; and | swear | tlmbw the truth of it.

"l do," said Katharine.

Her voice fell with quiet assurance into the cadm. She stood just in front of the table, herdirsgtouching it
lightly. The light of the electric candles gleanmdthe dark hair; her breast rose and fell rapidigier the old
tweed coat, but it was the only sign of nervousness

"You insist," she said, "on going through with thiis scheme of yours for tonight, whatever'is

"Well, now!" said H. M. He shifted. One hand shatiézieyes. "I think we'd better, somehow. You doniftd,
do you?"

"No. But before you start you can rule out one perdlaybe two."

"That's interestin'. Why, Miss Bohun?"

"Just before you came in here, | heard all abowiéJMaurice's theory. | heard every bit of it. @ls, clever. It
sounds like him. | don't know whether that man Baircommitted the murder. But | do know that thelstcase
against him, so far as | can see it, is built umoe person. Without that one person, it may namibat the case
goes tosmash .. ."

"You mean-'

"Louise." She brought her fingers down sharplylmmtable. Then she began to speak more rapidlyat"Th
Louise went to the pavilion. That afterwards theraly wasn't anybody walking in the gallery; whoesared
blood on her wrist, and that she invented it allow I'll tell you. | heard it all from Dr. Wynn@nd he'll swear to
it. This morning, after he'd examined Louise, haktdervis Willard out in the gallery and was gofodell him
something. That was when they heard the shotHer'eyes darted to the scrubbed space on thecgrpgt; and
she could not continue. "That was when they hdafhd Dr. Wynne was so busy taking care of Jolan ke
didn't mention it again then.

"But it's this. Some time late last night, he shgaise must have taken a terrific overdose of ssleeping-
drug like veronal. You may be able to guess whyllVEbe took so much that it had exactly the opjeosffect:
that is, it kept her mind awake and wild, but itthaparalyzed her body. She might have had tha @feyoing
down to that pavilion; she might get hallucinatiamsl even try to go. That may have been where slsegaing
when she collapsed outside my room. But Dr. Wysneilling to swear after his examination that shektthe
drug not later than one o'clock, and that for texet fiour or five hours it would have been absolutgipossible to
have walked more than twenty or thirty feet fromn tn room. It simply couldn't have been done. Tarthest
she could get was where she did get. She bumpehiistperson in the dark because she was sturdlioger
the gallery; and there was a person, and she diaadine it, and, finally, it proves you can't pibsgaccuse her
of murder."

Masters, who had got out his notebook, lowered ihé table and swore. He stared at H. M. "Is plaasible,
sir?"

"Uh-huh. Quite possible. Depends on the dose, apérntls on the person even more. Bit reckless tulkgie
without knowin' a patient's nerve status, but lgine have his way. He may be right, he may be wrbragher
imagine he's wrong, but suit yourself." A sluggisin crept over H. M.'s face. "Well, Masters?"

"You mean, sir, that you believe in Mr. Bohun's lexyation?"

H. M. shifted uncomfortably.

"Look here, Masters, | don't want to mix you up amgre than's necessary for a very definite purpbisis.
business is black enough, and tangled enoughjsasiill | can tell you is that I'm not wavin' myhds over the
crystal and makin' mysterious noises out of pussedness. But there's somethin' you can see fosgluMiss
Bohun's right about one thing. If you accept thpdtliesis that Rainger is guilty, then you can'etakly the parts
of it that appeal to you: you've got to accepbélt or none of it. And the keystone arch of ttieory is the girl
who says somebody smeared her wrist with bloogbufbelieve that prowler-in-thegallery was a myhyight.
But, if you believe he was a real person, thenwogbt to discard the theory of Rainger's guiltc®ese why?
Because it would be too staggerin' and monstrausreidence to imagine two people with bloodstaihadds
wanderin' about these grounds. And, at the timegdinlasays she bumped into her man in this hobgehe very
basis of Maurice Bohun's theory Rainger must haanlat the pavilion. He never left the pavilionilume walked
back in John's tracks. Right you are, then. Eithemprowler-in-the-gallery is a myth, or else h&taBut if he ain't
a myth, then you've shaken the theory and done son@ds establishin' Rainger's innocence."



Masters took a few lumbering paces, as though e measuring spots in the carpet. Then he turnaddny
uneasiness.

"Just so. Just so, sir. And that's what jars meiajaur orders. You've refused to let me questiossMCarewe,
or question her yourself .?'

"Ho ho! You're jolly well right | have, son."

"And you don't seem to want to question RaingéregitEh? Barring, | mean, your going into a confeeswith
Emery and telling him to get Rainger sober as smopossible. "

H. M. opened one eye. "l don't think you quite ustied what | said, Masters. My instructions, toeEynwere
to keep Rainger as sodden drunk as possible. UhThwsit by his bedside with a wary eye out, anaveha drink
under his nose the moment he showed signs ofhstiinery thinks I'm off my onion. Like you. Buptomised to
introduce him to the murderer of his wife, and loddsying orders. Like you."

A slow, weird expression began to dawn across Maldteee, and H. M. nodded with malevolent glee.

"At last! | knew sooner or later you'd see it. UhhAnd you're exactly right. That's it. | don'tiwdo question
either the Carewe girl or Rainger, especially Raingtell you frankly, son, that if once Raingetgthe oppor-
tunity of replyin' to the accusation against hihent I'm licked... All | need is a couple of hoursd, but | need 'em
badly. And this is by way of prelude to requestiu, Miss Bohun, whatever else you do in the nesdd hours,
for God's sake don't mention Dr. Wynne's reporualgour friend. Got it?"

His voice was very low, lower than the wind thatl ieegun to rumble in the chimney, but it seemegttwm in
the cold room. He was bending forward with his gdmstld head under the light; but it was as thouglgtew to
enormous size against massive gray-and-black fuings. Snowflakes ticked and flew against the wimsloT he
nightmare sensation had come back to Bennett. iWthshift in the wind, he thought he could distiisty in its
blast an echo of something he had heard that ngrnin

"Do you," said Katharine suddenly, "do you heaog tHowling?"

They all heard it; but nobody spoke until Katharineed round and nodded briefly. "You'll have xcese
me," she said in a colorless voice. "It's lateukirdress."

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
Concerning Murder on a Lamp Shade

"RUMMY, SIR," SAID MASTERS WITH GENIAL UNEASINESS,THE ideas you get, eh?" He clucked his
tongue and tried to smile. "lI've been interviewdggvants, you know. They all said that Alsatian tvawling this
morning just before - I'm very fond of dogs. Nowat/'

H. M. pinched the side of his jaw. His dull eye wared round the room; and his stolid bulk conveyed
somehow an impression of restlessness.

"Hey? Oh! Now! Well, I'll tell you what. You andehyoung un go down and look in on Rainger. Make $ige's
sleepin' the sleep of the just. Dammit, where do suppose Potter's got to with that butler? | vianalk with
him, and then | want a look round this room. Ah! htelded almost affably when there was a knockeatitior.
Inspector Potter towered behind a rather frightéfteampson.

"Enfin!" growled H. M. "You're the man | want toeseTut, now, | ain't goin' to hurt you! You mayst&otter.
Cut along, you other chaps. Come back here whewgdinished. Rrrum! Now, then. | want to know jinstw
bad that jaw of yours was last night, Thompson.thache's the devil, ain't it? | know. | was wondeifiit let you
get any sleep at all last night? If, for instang®) might have dozed off a bit towards the enchefriight, about
four or five o'clock..:'

That was all Masters and Bennett heard, for Mastesed the door. Then the stolid Chief Inspedftad a big
fist and shook it with violent pantomime in the dijrtighted gallery. Bennett said:

"What's on his mind? Have you got the cloudiestomoivhat's on his mind?"

"Yes," said Masters, and let his hand fall. "Yest,B tell you straight, | don't like to think whatmeans. Or -
no. 'Tisn't exactly that | don't like to think of if he's got his eye on the man | think he has. IRlon't see how
he's going to prove it. There's gentlemen thatptdo be a bit too canny even for him. Abovelalipn't see what
he hopes to gain by reconstructing that attemghenady's life last night. Blast it, that seemgémportant! It's not
as though the thing succeeded, you know."

"Yes. That's it. Can you hear that dog howling, Alow

"All dogs howl," said Masters curtly. "It seems wegot a job of work. Let's go to the chap's roamd ke his
pulse. Great work for the CID. Eh? If he's notfatitorily in a stupor, we shall probably catcfraim Sir Henry.



This way."

Rainger's room was near the head of the stairfteseat the turn of the gallery in the comparatiyelodem part
of the house. A light shone out over the transord,the door was partly open. Almost instinctivelpdters
jerked back as he heard voices. One was a womathi eéhoked something between sobs. The other was
Emery's, shrill with a sort of wild patience.

"Now listen!" Emery urged. "I've been trying toltgbu for five minutes-stop bawling, will you? Yea' got me
so jittery | can't sit still. Quit it! If you've danything to tell me, go on and tell it. I'm listeg. Here, for God's
sake have some of this-have a drink of gin, huh® Nisten, Miss Umm - what'd you say your name was?

"Beryl, sir. Beryl Symonds."

"All right! Now take it easy. What were you trying say?"

The choking voice controlled itself. "I tried, sipnestly | tried to tell the gentleman this aftan, really | did,
but he was so awful blued that all he did was nege grab for me. And | was going to tell him uén't tell the
master, because of course the master w-wouldnératathd and | should simply get the s-sack"

"Look," said Emery. "Are you trying to tell me Camlade a pass at you? Is that it?"

"They said you were a friend of his, sir, and yaaniwmake me tell! You mustn't. He told me this ning
when | brought him his tea, “You was right'’; thattgat 'e said; "you was right!' | mean, for turnthg key last
night. And | told him what they was saying abowt thurder being done, and he turned a funny calsirtie was
already getting blued, you see-and he come rurafieg me, truly he did, pulling on a bathrobe aagrsg, "Good
girl, good girl; well, if | come into this, you kmowhere | was last night, don't you?' And | saiésYBut ----'

Masters knocked at the door and pushed it openaditiost the same gesture.

Something that was probably sheer terror prevehiedirl from screaming out. She jerked back andl, $&h
my God, it's the police!" It was Emory, white-facaad dishevelled, who leaped up from his chaitlisgia lurid-
covered magazine out of his lap; and he choked aawvous yelp just in time.

He had been sitting beside a tumbled bed, emptynaar him on the table burned a lamp with a nepeapided
round its shade. There were several bottles, twihasfi empty, on the table; it was sticky with lerp@el, soda-
water, and sugar; and even the filled ashtrays danep. Stale smoke hung against the dull lamplayhd, the air
was nauseously

"Quite right," said Masters. "It's the police. Ah the one who wants to hear your story, Miss."

"Look," said Emery. He sat down again. He tookgtuenp of a cigarette from a comer of the ashtrag, ds
hand shook when he put it to his lips. "What kifidrazy business is going on in this place? Somgliadcks at
the door, and you open it and there's nobody tierd.the lights are out. And somebody ducks araucdrner of
the hall. "

"What's this?"

"I'm not kidding you! Ask her. It was a little whilago; | don't know when. It can't be Carl beingnfyy because
he never gets that kind of a drunk. Never hasgsifwe known him I'm telling you, it scared the aaff me for a
second. Like somebody was calling my attentiorotmething. | don't know. Crazy, like."

Masters' glance darted to the bed. "Where," he Saidir. Rainger?"

"Oh, he's all right. He went out to-" Emery glane@édhe girl, checked himself, and said: "He werthie bath.
They feel better when you let 'em alone. But I'tfing you, Cap, that man can't hold much more liquo you're
gonna have a case of acute alcoholism on your hated%

"Yes," said Masters. "The young lady."

Beryl Symonds had backed away. She was a smaletieiwith a pretty if rather heavy face, a somewduanpy
figure, and earnest brown eyes swollen with weefitg wore a maid's cap and apron, which she seeynegl
to arrange.

She burst out suddenly: "l seen all his pictures!ditects 'em. His name's in as big letters as/Aaerd | couldn't
see the harm in talking, but | don't want the s&t&ase | don't want the sack!"

"l talked to you," said Masters with slow deadlingkhis afternoon. You said you knew nothing abehbiat had
happened last night. That'l tell against you, know. Were you ever up before a magistrate?"

By degrees they got the story. Bennett, always thightwisted, despairing, and rather ludicrousrigof
Rainger in his mind, wondered why he had not guditeid it. Psychologically, it was a!most inevitabii¢h
Rainger. He might even have anticipated the twiatatiludicrous sequel. Beryl Symonds had beertodight
the fire and prepare Rainger's room when he artivecfternoon before. He had seen her then; bhatelone
nothing but give her a certain jocose pinch ("wtgome gentlemen does, and some gentlemen doeand"),
mutter arch incomprehensibilities as she lefttleftroom. She had been All of a Flutter, reallydAlattered. She
had not seen him until late last night, at elevetook, when she was going up to bed. The Mastéhéguests



had been coming back from looking at King CharlBglem. Rainger was some little distance behinddkt
seeming "upset, and mad, and very funny." All sidden he stopped and looked at her, waitinghélidthers
were out of sight.

Inevitable? Well, the idea had been that she wasrme down to his room at two o‘clock when the vase
asleep and he should tell her all about Hollywdae said that he had a bottle of gin. He said tbwvaigth
everything. And she was so much All of a Fluttethvthe romantic adventure, "just like the filmsrhakes, and
think of me in them," that she had said maybe.\&mm upstairs with the flutter growing; she whiskit to
Stella, who had the same room with her, and Steltha fit and said, "Holy Mother, don't be a défy;s
suppose the master sees you?"

"Never mind that," said Masters. "Did you come datitwo o'clock?

But both he and Bennett were beginning to realizenieaning of Rainger's last satiric snarl at i&atbun
when he went upstairs at half-past one. Beryl anigitland kept repeating over and over, that @lrsid meant
was to come down and look at him. She seemed teedgirength from this notion of coming down foiaat
look, and reconnoitering, and making up her minérnvkhe saw him then..

"But when | did go down, | knew | oughtn't to stéyg minute | got inside the door. Because Mr. Rainvgas
a-drinking already, and walking about, and mutgtinings to himself. Then he turned round and s&whie
started to laugh. For a minute when | saw his fagas so clear awful frightened | couldn't moveatth when |
knew it was wrong to come down... "

"Yes, yes; never mind that. What did you do?"

"E started over after me, sir. And then | sawkég was in the outside of the door, so | got out jpulled the
door shut and turned the key in the lock."

Masters looked at Bennett, and slowly rubbed higlracross his forehead.

"But you opened it again, | daresay?" he demanded.

“No, sir! | even held on to the knob outside, addybt such a scare | didn't move. And then hedatot
very loud, so | could hear him through the transensaid, "What's the idea of this?' That's whahid. And
then started to get mad and said, "Better opertdthat if you don't want me to smash it and rolge'ause, and
then where'll you be?' And | couldn't think of dniyig to say, except | said, “You'd better notditls 'because if
you do you'll look an awful silly ass, sir, wondy?"

Beryl swallowed hard. She stared from one to therodf them.

"It was all | could think of to say!" she cried dekively. "And, anyway, it usually stops the gemite."

"Quite," said Masters, with noncommittal heaviné¥gell?"

"Then | didn't know what to do, sir, because | whsaid to unlock it, and | didn't want to stay thén the
gallery for fear the master might come along likeoes. So | backed away and stood at the ene aftery.
And he didn't say anything, or make any more naisal, till 'e tried to climb out through the tiom."

"Through the transom," repeated Masters. "Whatheawearing then?"

"Wearing? | won't stand," cried Beryl, "for thermts! | won't! I'd rather get the s-sack. 'E wassdeal! 'E
was in shirt-sleeves. But | knew he couldn't gatlputhe transom, because it opens the other wayalh he
did was get himself mucky on the shoulders a-tryingqueeze through. So he stopped. And | hearsiim
“You're still there, I'll bet. Never mind. I'm adigg to get drunk." And he laughed a little. Anddsiso
frightened at the way he said that . sir, | rarupstairs, and that's the truth so help me, andr'diet 'im out
till morning."

Masters lowered his head.

"Sunk," he said. "Second explanation shot to bla&ed Sir Henry knew it would be, somehow. So that'
what the chap meant by saying he had an alibi'turdged fiercely to Beryl. "Well? What about this
morning?"

"Why, | opened the door. And in the meantime thveas this awful talk about murder. So | thought,
"Aaoow! If 'e tries to say anything to me, andread, I'll stop him by telling him first off Missait's gone,
poor lady" For a moment Beryl's tears nearly owevéld again. "And it w -worked. So help me, | thouigd
kill 'im. And right away he grabbed my arm and saRbhun did it, didn't he? Where's Bohun now?' And
said, "The Master?' And 'e said you know, a wortih't say----'No! the other one.' And | said | didmow
what could ‘ave 'append to Mr. John, because ldisMasn't slept in but his things was scattered tlaod |
told him what I'd 'eard downstairs. Then he wamtedto tell them, in case there was trouble for abgut
being locked in the room. And | said | would, jtsiget away from him then. But now Stella's sayhng



Master says 'e did do it, and | was trying totieis gentleman. ."

"Get out," said Masters.

"Sir?"

"Go on, Miss. Hop it! That's all. Now, now, dondrae grabbing my arm, Miss; I'll see what can beedon
about you. I'm a copper, blast it! That's all | cay, but I'll do what | can.”

When she had been urged out of the door, Mastarediback again and shook his fist.

Masters said bitterly: "Very fine and revealinga beginning to see through Rainger to the core. |
understand now what's been on his mind; | undedstarry word he said to us this morning; and | aks®
why he wasn't anxious to explain what his alibi west it don't help us! Eh?"

"He's taking," said Bennett, "a devil of a long¢in® come back here."

He was startled at his own words. Staring at thptgmnd tumbled bed, at the mess of bottles onathie,
he found himself half hypnotized by the glow of thmp with the newspaper round its shade. The light
gleamed through smeary print, and a part of a headlas traced out on it. He could make out only on
word, shaky on the crumpled paper, but it grew notear in black letters as he looked...

"A long time," he repeated, "to come back. Oughte't’

"Nonsense!" said Masters. "There's somebody coming"

It was not Rainger. It was H. M., alone. He stoaabsive in the doorway; still inscrutable, but huthpe
and dangerous. He came in, closed the door afikirig round outside, and stood against it.

Masters wearily took out his notebook. "We've gatrenevidence, sir. | don't know whether you susmbct
it or not, but Rainger's got an alibi. There'srh.gi'll read it to you. Rainger hasn't come bgek, but it
clears him absolutely."

"You don't need it, son," replied H. M. slowly. "denever comin' back."

The terrible deadness and force of those wordslstntio the room as sharply as a cry. Outside timel w
had fallen nearly to silence; the whole house veay still. Bennett glanced at H. M., who stood wiik
arms outspread against the tall door, and then again to the dullglowing newspaper round the lafie
word that stood out was murder.

After a silence H. M. lumbered up to the table.dtinced at Masters and then Bennett and then Emery.

"We four," he said, "are goin' to have a councilaafr about tonight. My scheme still holds, y'se®] the
insane part of all this is that the scheme's bétger ever, if we've got the nerve and the callessrto put it
through. D'you believe in the Devil, Masters? Do y&lieve in the devil as a human entity, thaehistat
keyholes and taps at doors and moves people'slikeea set of dominoes'. .. Steady, now. Raingkrad.
He was strangled and thrown down those stairs g Kharles's Room. Poor swine! He was too drunk to
defend himself, but not too drunk to think. Thindikilled him. What's that you got in the bottleh®&i hate
gin, but I'll take one neat. He wasn't very prdéttiife, and he's even less pretty when he's dezah rather
sympathize with him now.

"But," Emery shrilled, "he went out to-"

"Uh-huh. That's what you thought. Ever know thaiwhen he was too far gone to keep some parsof hi
brain still clickin'? He went out, and surprisech&dody down in that room at the end of the gallery.
Somebody strangled him and chucked him downstdire.a pompous ass, ain't 1?" inquired H. M., apgn
and shutting his hands. He peered at Bennett.pti jeerin' at your bogies and noises. And, allvtte |
was sittin' in that room, that poor frustrated svirf a Rainger was lying at the foot of the stefik his face
blue and fingermarks on his throat. But how was Kriow it? | only suspected one thing. | didn'tpsct
murder. We only saw it when Potter and | lookethatstairs. -Easy, Masters! Where are you goin'?"

The Chief Inspector's voice shook a little. "Whesauld | be going, sir?" he demanded. "This putslithe
on it I'm going to find out where everybody in thisuse ..."

"No you're not, son. Not if | can prevent you. Ndpelse in this house is to know he's dead."

"What?"

"That's what | said. Potter's guardin' him, anddtaton't let anybody in. What can we do for hinwno
except piously take off our hats? He's dead. Wine' to leave him exactly where he is, Masterspiaybe
a few hours. It may be a brutal trick; it may bsutin' the clay to turn it into a dummy for a shdwt the
show's goin' to go on according to program. Whaniitile group goes to that staircase in the darld the
candle's held up, they'll see him down there jastafell. All right. Il have that drink now."

He took bottle and glass from Emery's unsteady $aamtl then looked at Emery, who had sat down on
the bed.

"l got some instructions for you, son. | want youisten carefully, and for God's sake don't devfadm



what | tell you. You're the only one who can catmyff to convince 'em, because you're Raingeiesf.
You're not to go down to dinner. You're to stayehevith that door locked on the inside. If anybadynes
to the door, no matter who it is or on whatevetexg you're not to open it. You're to tell 'emahgh the
door that Rainger is waking up from his stupor, that he's a pretty unsightly object and you wsinéw
him until he's presentable. Got that?"

"Yes, but----?'

"All right. As soon after dinner as we can mandge,whole crowd of us will come up here for adittl
experiment in King Charles's Room. Never mind dyaghat it is. If anybody tries to rout Rainger dat
make him take part in it, use the same excusefasshdim Bennett here will take Rainger's placthi
experiment, and I'm goin' to be Marcia Tait. | daldre have Masters directly on the scene; andgbaisto
be, for a certain very good reason, at the fodhefstaircase. When we've gone into King CharlRg@m, so
that they still think you're back here, sneak duiths room; go down there; stand in the doorwang watch.
They probably won't notice you. They'll be on taeding, and there'll be no lights but a candle. ié\ex
you see or hear that you don't expect, don't sgihery until | give you the word. Is that clear?"

Masters struck his fist on the table.

"But look here, sir! Can't you give us some intimatas to what you do expect? I'll fall in withghi
lunacy, if you like. But you're not mad enoughrmagine that the murderer will give himself away wie
sees Rainger's body down there, are you? The naurkleows it's there."

H. M. regarded him curiously. With a shark-like guand without apparent effort, he swallowed three
fingers of neat gin. Then he stared at the glass.

"You still don't see it, do you? Well, never mimgjot some instructions for you too. Better com&do
with me and take a look at Rainger. I'm afraid Diil hasn't left much of a signature; but we'lliground
a bit and see. Hey!" He shook Emery's shoulded] YBurself together, son. Yes, and you too. Fiephrew
| got, lookin' pale around the gills! When you gmaeh to dinner, act natural! Understand?"

"I'm all right," said Bennett. "But | was just woerihg how much dinner you expect a person to sahdt
included, with your little scheme in front of us8dk here, sir, it's not on the level! It's a damdaty trick!
Pull all the games you like on us, but what abbasé women? What are they going to feel like whery t
look down? Louise has had about enough shockdsgisaitd you know she's not guilty. You know Kae't
guilty either. Then what's the use in dangling addman in front of them, like a kid with a rubbpider on a
wire?"

H. M. set down the glass. He lumbered to the damad, turned only when he beckoned to Masters.

"It's a conjurin’ trick," he said, "that | can'tm@ain now. But I've got to do it. And my rubber dgi's goin’
to bite somebody, son, unless I'm very much mistaké I've got to tell you is that you'll let meodin
badly, and you'll do something that won't be plaa&ar you to remember when you see the conseqaeiice
you give a hint to anybody as to what's goin' ondérstand? Anybody. Come on, Masters. "

He opened the door. Mellow and deep through thedydout with something in its note at once of terro
and finality, quivered the stroke of the dinner-gon

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
Gambits Replayed

"I THINK," SAID MAURICE BOHUN, SLOWLY BRUSHING ONEhand across the palm of the other,
as though he were wiping a slate, "l think we dngoat ready to proceed with the curious experingnt
Henry has suggested?" He looked up from contermpldtis hands. "I may say that it will not, of caairs
lead us to anything that concerns the actual mardgrMiss Tait. Although at Sir Henry's expresshwi
have refrained from telling all of you the facttlg until such time as a certain gentleman dhain a
condition to defend himself - nevertheless we duesechave little doubt. But . . ."

How Bennett got through that dinner he could naferwards remember. Against his own inclination
and even against his own will, something had colegdiim to go to the King's Room before he went
downstairs. He could not be content, with his nfudtlof troubled horrors as to what the thing midgk
like, until he had looked at it and curbed his imatjon. Afterwards he wished he had not. It wasiee.
Inspector Potter stood guard at the door to thieryalthere were no lights on in the room, and anbijckly
moonlight had begun to penetrate through the wirsd®ut the door to, the secret staircase was apan i
strong draught, and flashlights moved at the bottdrare H. M. talked in low tones to Masters. He abv
over to this door. He had not realized how high steeép and dangerous this staircase was: how theenn



stone steps, between narrow walls that smelleddligellar, seemed to plunge down into a pit. Mastight
flashed up into his face so suddenly that he alhogshis balance. Then the beam turned down agathe
other face, the face that was twisted back overoftiee treads, and did not blink its eyes befbrelight.

Dinner, to which Bennett presently sat down witlkefothers - H.M., Maurice, Willard, Katharine, and
Louise was turned by Maurice into a hideous fortpahfterwards Bennett liked to forget it. Everyhyod
except the host was conscious of a new straimagyh they felt without being told that death hathe to
the house again. When he went down to the libtagysaw Louise for the first time since landing imgE&and.
She sat near the fire, wearing dark blue, withrheuse-colored hair flat and parted in the middie. |
whatever cloudy mental picture he had already fokrhe had always remembered her as short and éljcks
her freckles predominating and her age as vaguealstiy-eight. He was surprised how thin she seermgd n
her eyes dark-rimmed but surprisingly fine. Ematiostrain had made a ghost of her, and yet a dan fr
dowdy ghost. Her age might have been forty.

He mumbled a platitude or two. There was nothinggty and he would not make the mistake of trying t
say it. She smiled mechanically when she extendetidind; then clasped it about a handkerchief tamdds
into the fire, seeming to forget the rest of théaurice-burnished out in prim elegance-was vergigss,
and extolled the sherry he offered them "to reptheadetestable fashion of cocktails.” His thinglawang
under the roof. Jervis Willard was quiet and caaute but he had begun to pace about the libraty tivat
caged stride of his, and you saw that he needbdwawesWhen H. M. lumbered in, blinking and mumbling
amiably at everybody; Bennett thought that thetatted a little. He could not tell whether thejeat of
the night's experiment had yet been mentioned. aaté came down last of all. She was in plain black
without jewelry or ornament, but her shoulders gled against the dark panelling.

For Bennett, her presence suddenly intensifiedetrer that was on this group. She was reality,veae
the warmth and beauty he knew; any of the otheghtiiave been goblins behind a mask, and one of the
was. That was the evil uncertainty which made gipie this business of walking in to dinner, andréep
of eating it. Of course they stumbled on the subjehich might have been accident, as soon aswieey
into the dim and draughty dining-hall.

"I have ordered," said Maurice, nodding in the delight, "an extra chair for the table..."

The scraping of footfalls seemed to change and wave

"An extra place?" said Katharine.

"For Mr. Rainger, of course," her uncle pointed saitly, "in case he should feel well enough to eom
down. You did not misunderstand, Kate?" He noddebthiompson, and he was smiling as he turned in mild
surprise. "Mr. Emery tells me that he is not irpadition to sit down with us tonight.

"You spoke, Sir Henry?" he added quickly.

"Did I" grunted H. M. "Well, there, now! | must &en thinkin' of something else. | was only thimki
wonderful constitution that feller Rainger must @av

Chairs scraped. "Most extraordinary," Maurice adréele would struggle to the end. Even to a rope's
end, | should fancy." His ghoulish high spirits seel to whip him on. Somewhere at the table a spoon
rattled against a plate. "Come, Kate! You reallysheat. | can recommend this soup. If you insistaming
undressed to the table, you must have somethikgep you warm. Or perhaps that element has already
been supplied? Our young friend from America seams evince a similar lack of appetite, from which
seem to deduce material conclusions, may | say?Bdst is not flattering to a host. Surely-ah, boy,
you do not think you are dining with the Borgia?"

"No, sir," said Bennett. He felt a small and undiphtic hammer beginning to beat in his temple. He
looked up. "With the Borgia, you at least knew witaéxpect."

"But surely," said Maurice in a remonstrating tofseirely American — ah - 'push’ and inventivenesalds
have found a quick way in matters culinary as wslamatory? Would you really have been afraid &fqm
or would you not have found a way of giving thesomi to the Borgia himself?"

"No, sir," said Bennett. "Only castor oil."

"Do have some of your own soup, Uncle Maurice,'edratharine. She suddenly leaned back and began
to laugh hysterically. It had a thin sound in tlg flmom; and it was as though the draught thatqzheser
the candle-flames symbolized a new presence thereis Willard's heavy and sardonic gaze moveddoun
the table.

"l say, Maurice," he observed; "l don't want taeimtipt all this pleasant theorizing about soup widon.
But let's be sensible for a while, shall we? Infth& place, all this can't be very pleasant hegafor-" He
stopped. He seemed again heavy and bewilderea, laachbeen that afternoon; and now it was as thbagh
were cursing himself for saying something he hadmtended.



"I don't mind," said Louise, in a thin but clearia® She looked up from studying the table. "l wiasn
trying to poison myself, you know. Only to sleefs & curious thing, but | don't mind anything néw.|
want is to get a train back to town, and see tithief's all right, and isn't upset.”

They had not told her about the trouble with Jolohi even yet: so much was clear from her tone. But
Bennett, glancing swiftly at Maurice, thought heilcbfollow at least a part of the thought that teis
behind those flickering dead-gray eyes. Mauricegived surgical knives, wondering which to apply. He
chose the second knife.

"A train back to town?" he repeated. "l feel sue=all applaud your solicitude, and so would my lheot
John if he were here. But | fear the police woubtl lre so obliging. Perhaps nobody has heard? AHil We
we are to act our parts as of last night; we areeéoact the attempted murder of poor Marcia orstaiecase
in King Charles's Room. Sir Henry thinks it shobklhelpful: For the moment | will say no more. dsld
be deeply regretful if | were to spoil anyone'sngin”

A start went round the table; more, it seemedugbrsse than any other feeling. Thompson moved in
deftly, and, as though everybody became awaresqgfrigisence, there was a silence for a long time. Th
moving of the dishes seemed unnaturally loud. AlgfoBennett did not look up, he found himself watgh
hands. Hands against the dark polished oak ofittie,tmoving, idle, shifting against the silver. Wiae's
slender hands, with shadows hollowed along thedydmkished together with a washing motion. Louise's
pink-tinted nails making a faint scraping noisetlom oak. Willard's big spatulate fingers, the forgér
tapping slowly on the line of spoons. Katharinglads, as white as the laced linen circles for thleed,
clenched and motionless. Then Bennett glancediagBa empty chair, and remembered a scene at the
bottom of the stairs where somebody's hands hau linesy.. .

"What's this nonsense?" demanded Willard.

"l trust," said Maurice, "nobody has any objectidin®ould look exceedingly odd to Sir Henry, you
know."

Katharine said in a clear voice: "l think it's rathnorrible. But if we must go on with it, we mustill, |
shouldn't think you would take much interest inoregtructing the scene of any attempt, Uncle Mauiice
Mr. Rainger couldn't be there."

"I have my reasons," Maurice answered, nodding tataly. "It is most interesting, even if Mr.
Rainger's place must be taken by somebody elsmtlurke to assert that our young friend from Ameviila
have considerably more success in the part thafREinger. Let us say no more about it"

The dinner dragged on. It was, he supposed, a dioogr, but to Bennett the very steam was nauseous,
and the bursts of conversation worse. Maurice lied@ver every course, descanting. A clock strughte
thirty. When Katharine and Louise tried to withdriram the table as Thompson set out the decanters,
Maurice's thin voice forbade them. H.M., who hatispmken throughout, sat back wooden and motionless
The sharp noise of Maurice cracking nuts soundieditthe big room. Now the firelight had begundie
down, and the moon was high beyond one wall of oive] . .

Crack. A faint thump as the nut-cracker was putmid@ennett suddenly pushed his cold coffee away.. .

"I think," said Maurice, "that we are almost readyroceed with the curious experiment Sir Henry ha
suggested. | may say that it will not, of coursad us to anything that concerns the actual murdéidiss
Tait. Although at Sir Henry's express wish | hagfeained from telling all of you the facts, nevetttss we
ourselves have little doubt. But this reconstrutgbould be most interesting to some of us, pdatity-
crack! the little steel jaws snapped again- "myrdeaing friend Louise. Ha ha ha. Besides, | am gbva
willing to lecture on the beauties of the WhitedPyi as | did last night. Sir Henry, do you wish todake
all of you on a full round of the house, as laght?"

"No," said H. M. They seemed a trifle startledémember that he was there. "Nothin' so elaboratieads
We'll start from here, and go up to the room. Humgwot no objection to your lecturin', if you likBesides,
| shouldn't be much good in Tait's part, shoul&i&€y? No. We'll simply imagine she's here. Itlldasier, in
the dark. Imagine she's walkin' between you andWell go on ahead, and the others can follow & th
order they did last night."

Maurice rose. "Quite so. Louise with my friend Jertittle Kate with Mr. Bennett in the role of oather
absent guest. | should earnestly recommend thatgzson act as he or she did last night. As faetfiyl
have so often fancied | walked and talked with dedies in this house that it will scarcely beraiston my
imagination to see the latest of them walking besié. . . Thompson, you may blow out all the candle
except one."

As each candle puffed out, it was like the drividi@ nail into a door that shut them back intopbst:
even though it were only the equally irrevocablstjd last night. The moonlight probed down throtigg



wall of windows, touching silhouettes and the sidEfaces turned the color of skim milk. Feet shadf The
little yellow flame from the candle in Maurice'srubflickered as he raised it aloft. It touched anait, a
darkened and paint-cracked portrait of a womanyiallww gown, the semblance of whose inscrutabésey
they recognized an instant before the light lowexgdin.

"This way," said Maurice.

Again the footsteps rasped on stone. The pin-gigimte moved ahead. ' Bennett felt Katharine's arm
trembling against his own. It was just when theywatbout into the maze of passages that Maurice's th
voice began to speak smoothly and pleasantly.

"It is an interesting thing concerning this flesklyarmer," he said, smirking down at an empty space
under the candle-flame, "that, aside from the dfaéravith a monarch which may be only likened in
analogy to a tolerant Providence protecting harlifeewas chiefly distinguished by the love of fanen.
One was a famous actor. One was a playwright. Grseandashing captain whose first name was John. One
of course, was her complacent husband.

"I refer-ah - to Barbara Villiers Palmer, first la@astlemaine and later Duchess of Cleveland. Tter a
was Charles Hart, the grand-nephew of ShakespadrBrury Lane's great tragedian; who, they saidldco
teach any king how to comport himself. The playWtigzas William Wycherley, a witty dog, ha ha, who
complimented her Grace on “understanding nothitigibhan obliging all the world after the best andst
proper fashion.' The dashing captain was John @iilydater to become famous (for his love of monayg
the Duke of Marlborough. The husband was little &dgalmer, who never mattered at all.. .

"There were others, of course. There was a grubpgdancer of low beginnings, named Jacob Hall, who
sometimes directed the Punch-and-Judy shows Bag&holomew's fair. Late in her career, there wasld
white-haired rake called Beau Fielding, who wisteecharry her, and did marry her. Beau Fieldingthsy
way, had a grown daughter. It has occurred to meotader that if the course of capricious time weraed
and altered ..:"

Dimly ahead Bennett could see the silhouettes afdsand Willard. From her strained tensity he doul
guess that Louise was staring ahead as thoughistiéd make out something in the gloom. She stamok
though she were cold, and Willard gently touchedanm. Bennett could have sworn that a board cbake
the staircase before either Maurice or H. M. set ém it. He looked round. He and Katharine hadéabfar
behind the others. He could see her eyes distinctlye gloom as she looked up.

"This," she said, "is where. .."

"Yes. And I'm Rainger."

His hands touched her shoulders and tightenechdtam insane business, but the crazy fates were
decreeing it as inevitably as they drew that grimuiding Charles's Room. It may have lasted a seoond
two minutes, a hot blankness while he felt her bivéybling; then he felt her lips move round andrkle
above the enormous pounding of his heart some ehli, "-join Willard, you with Louise." She tore
away before he could blurt out, "When you get it toom, don't look downstairs"; and he thoughbriuest
have said them aloud. But he could be sure of ngtini the shaken darkness of that moment, excaphth
wits were bewildered and that he had forgotteraforoment where the real Rainger was.

Love and death, love and death, and Kathariness Tipe candle-flame moved on ahead up the stairs,
touching tall gilt framed portraits; and anothestpie of the damned woman leaped out of gloom. &arb
Villiers or Marcia Tait, the portrait was smilingHe glanced down, and was surprised to find thaas
Louise who walked beside him now. She did not labkim; her hands were gripped together, a knuckle-
joint cracked and Maurice's voice flowed on thiahead:

"-along this gallery. You will notice the chairslasing of royal property; the king's arms, a crown
supported by two lions rampant and enwoven witHdtters C.R., have been worked into the top of the
chair-back. . "

Bennett stammered something to Louise without kngwvhat it was, but he was startled to see thedier
fixity of her look ahead. The light approached doer of the King's Room.

"And here-" said Maurice. He stopped. "This dobe"snapped, "this door is locked!"

"Uh, yes. Yes, so it is," said H. M. "Well, neveirah. | got the key. Wait till | open it, now."

A lock clicked. Bennett thought, "Here we go!" witke feeling of a man who leaps from an unknown
height with his eyes bandaged.

"Over to the staircase-door," boomed H. M.'s voiiging suddenly along the gallery, "in exactly gzene
positions you had last night. Don't anybody hesitkeep on goin’; that's it."

The candle moved into the room. They could seeydihdt the staircase-door was ajar, and feel the
draught. Bennett caught up in a press of more pabph he had imagined were there, and he heard



somebody breathing hard. Maurice went out on thdifa first, shielding the candle with his hand.
Katharine followed him. Bennett, not knowing wh&ainger had been or what to do, followed her with t
vague hope of shutting off her view downwards. Bldfpthe glow of the candle could not penetratéaso
he hoped so. Willard went in next, and H. M. hadrge Louise by the elbow. Darting a glance ovser hi
shoulder, Bennett could as yet make out nothingerdark at the foot of the stairs. He had a viildtional
fancy of being jammed into a crowded subway tratheut lights, a train that was roaring througtuartel
as dark as itself; and the fancy was strengthegédl .'s big and deadly figure at the door.

"Now then," said H. M., "I'm goin' to close thisatmn you for a second. I'll come in with you asugh |
were standin' where she stood, and then somebodydit the candle. Then I'll flash a light on yohile
you move as you moved then, and I'll flash it daains so you can imagine exactly what she'd haokdd
like if she had fallen when somebody pushed hed, Anyou should happen to see anything at theohotf
the steps —“. . .He opened the door a little widée draught caught the candle-flame, and it leapedwent
out. They heard the door close, so that they wawegp in the dark.

The unseen height was worse than the seen; it svlmagh the darkness were contracting to forom the
plunging down from the height. Bennett thought: &0ittle shove from anybody----' He felt a movement
tremble through the group, and a gasp, just asdoevkred that his own heel was on the edge oflthem.

Far below in the pit, something stirred.

"l can't stand this," said a voice behind Benrwtietly and quickly. "Let me out.

First the voice, which belonged to Louise Carewekd and trembled into a hysterical key. Then gdre
with a rising moan like a woman under an anesthetic

"You shan't force me," she said. "You won't makejungp over. | know that's what you want to make me
do, but I won't.  won't, do you hear? Let me duirn on a light.

“I'm not sorry. I'd push her again. Oh, for Godikea turn on a light and let me out, let me outereh
before---'

Something gave a wild and blind rush. BennettHitheel slip off into nowhere, his hand go outrave
bottomless gulf. His stomach seemed to rush ugdslhhimself falling; but even in that secondkdmew he
must not clutch at anybody or there would be twakbn necks. The heel met gritty stone; his hipteds
and then he crashed backwards into the side afiaile

He was still there. He had not fallen, for he wallipg himself up with shoulder and leg muscles
quivering like jangled strings even as the prebsweéd back into the King's Room.

“Lights!" he heard H. M. shout. "You, over by theod! Emery! Turn those lightson . . ."

A glare sprang up and filtered out on to the lagdBhaken and still unsteady, Bennett pulled himsel
upright from a crab-like position against the wadleral treads down. Kate Bohun was helping thdray T
got through into King Charles's Room. The group $eattered back as though they surrounded a bomb.
H.M. had just made a fierce gesture to Emery, whodsat the light-switch with a rather more staftle
expression on his face than the sound of a confe$ésm Louise Carewe would seem to warrant. Thihoug
Bennett's mind flashed H. M.'s instructions to Em&N/hatever you see or hear, don't speak until-"

What? What was the damned game, and what wastthbeeseen?

Bennett stared at Louise, who stood in the midféilb@room with the others round her. Maurice was
smiling, and Willard passing a hand over his facevident bewilderment.

"Don't look at me," said Louise in a low voice. Stas panting, and her hair had been disarranged. Sh
seemed to hold her head low as she looked switipd the group. "Don't you know anything besidesagh
tricks? Isn't it cheap and cheap and more chepp8Hed her. What of it? I'd do it again."

Maurice held up the brass candlestick as thoughaliite. "Thank you, my dear girl," he said gertihat
was all Sir Henry and | wished to know. It was yaluo attempted the murder. We know you didn't kils#
Tait, and that Rainger did. We simply wished to ptate the picture. That was all Sir Henry and kdaio
know."

"Was it?" inquired H. M.

He raised his voice only a little, but it echoed.

"So you told me, | think," said Maurice. "It haselmea success. She admits having attempted to Kill
Marcia. Do you doubt it? No. You will be hintingxte¢hat she did not go down to the pavilion andimet
before the snowfall stopped.”

"Quite right," said H. M. "She didn't. | tried arperiment, but you don't seem to understand even no
what it was. It succeeded, but you don't underskenvd | want everybody here to sit down. Un-hulat'git.
Sit down. Lock that door. After we're all nice azwimfortable, | intend to tell you what did happen.

"I'll take the girl's word for it that she did whsite said. But she never went down to that pavikeen



though she intended to. | don't say she killed Marfait, | don't say she didn't. All I'll say isathshe
collapsed in the gallery, with too much veronaldes and didn't go down."

During the silence Willard said: "Look here, ar@iynad? You say she didn't go down to the pavikom
still you say Louise might be guilty. Good Lordktaense) If she didn't go down there, she cestagm't
guilty."

"Oh, | dunno. That's what | wanted to tell you. .

Y'see, fatheads, Marcia Tait was murdered in thigr."

CHAPTER NINETEEN
The Reflection of the Murderer

"HO HO," SAID H. M., LOOKING ROUND HIM WITH sometlmig like a leer. "You think the old man's
a ravin' lunatic, hey? His lunacy's goin' to caaamurderer, though, before any one of you leaviegdiom.
Don't anybody move. | suggest you sorta get comifdet though, because you'll feel better whiletéitin'
you about it."

Blinking in his nearsighted way, he wandered oweht big chair behind the table and sat down. Teen
took out his black pipe.

"That's it, get chairs 'for the ladies, Jimmy. M&@rewe needs one. Now, ma'am, take it easy. -You
others, shut up!" He turned savagely as Mauriceecfomwvard in a cold rage.

"What I'm doin'," he continued almost affably, bisoadening the whole field again after you'd nagdwt
down. I'll let you sorta guess for yourselves, befgprove it, which person in the house came thi® room
and smashed in Tait's head with . . . Humph. Noywe't mention the weapon just yet.

"Now we've already heard two very interestin' thiemabout how the murderer worked. Both of ‘em
happened to be wrong. But the interest lay in tteasional glimmer of reason and truth that appeiared
each and had just sufficient plausibility to lebd guesser in the wrong direction. | been sittid' inkin'
about this thing, and, burn me, the longer | sit #ink the more it occurs to me as a miracle tivdtody
thought of an obvious explanation which would haveided all the hocus-pocus and camel-swallowin' of
the other two.

"So here's what | mean to do. I'm goin' to holdtkeIclass in what I'll call Imaginative Commonrfse. |
got another witness besides myself to a certaimgttiiat happened a few minutes ago; so | neednywo
about bein' able to hang the murderer, and | caertias killer squirm a little while | ask my class
questions. Ho ho. First, then, I'm goin' simplstate a few clear facts which everybody knows and
everybody admits. Second, in case you haven't gl it by that time, 'l state my suggested arption.
Third, nil support if by plagiarizin' the few goedld words of truth from the other two explanatipasd
complete the pie with a little deduction of my own.

"Um. Now lemme see." With the pipe upside downigm mouth, he drowsily held up his blunt fingers
and checked them off. "Quite a little time beforiglmight last night, Tait began to get nervous angatient,
and began to ask to be taken out to the pavilibat'$ admitted, ain't it? She was taken out thieaditile
past midnight, and was even more impatient. WhetaWliwent out for a sociable chat a bit afterwasdse
shooed him out. Point o' fact, as Masters repattiedme, Willard said that she went several tinms the
drawin'-room of the pavilion and looked out thentravindows. Hey?"

"Quite," said Willard dryly. "But don't you thinkis restating of facts has become a bit monotobgus
this time?"

"Uh-huh. Burn me, that's what makes me despaioaf intellects) | think that at one place John Bohu
said his appointment with Canifest was early inaghening, and at another place he said it washat'téock.
Now, we won't argue about that. We'll say the appeént (at the newspaper office) was at the rdtter
instance of ten o'clock. You still don't seem tbigehrough your heads that, even if it was as & that, by
all rights he should have been back here by midragthe latest! We're lookin' at it from Tait'ewipoint,
who never has been kept waitin' by anybody and dtehd to start it now. We're lookin' at it fraime
viewpoint of a woman whose life-and-death interestscentered in the news Bohun'll bring back from,
town, and who ain't likely to be in a patient motidiou'll admit she was restless at half past efeand at
midnight, how restless do you think she would Hagen at half-past twelve? And another half-housgss
until one o'clock, and still he's not appeared. Vghzer state of mind then?

"But | won't diverge yet from statin' facts. We kmadon't we, that you, can see the windows of rihisn-



the back windows of this room--?' he pointed wiithfhipe, "from the pavilion? Uh-huh. We also kndatt
several times, while Willard was with her, she irsto the front room of the pavilion to look out? i€gu
Finally, we know that at one o'clock, when she naidteen a bit furious with impatience, a lighintven in
this room."

Maurice, who was sitting bolt upright in a narroa@, jabbed his stick against the floor. He saiditly:
"Most extraordinary. Surely you know that it hassignificance? Surely you know that the light wased
on only by Thompson, who put it on for John's netwhen he set out sandwiches and prepared the foom?

"Sure | know it," agreed H. M. "Thompson told meitBow was Tait goin' to know that? Here's a man
she's waitin' for, who is already an hour overdubght goes on in his room. But does he come dtwsee
her, as he's supposed to do as soon as he reNon&h the contrary, my lad, this light continuedtirn
strongly and brightly; and for another half-houw@man who's already got the wind up pretty thordyigh
still required to wait while nobody shows”

"Now | ain't stretchin' the roseate limits of probily when | picture Tait's mental workings. Sheekv
John wouldn't simply have come home and forgaalatiut her, when their joint futures rested on taea
he was to bring from London. She'd decide it wabably bad news, and John hadn't the nerve to come
down and tell her. But whatever she decided, Iktlywu'll agree she had to know.

"And, gettin' back to obvious facts, we come tortbevery surprisin' information that at half-pase the
dog begins barkin' and a mysterious woman is sgemm' round the lawn.

"As | say, | was sittin' and thinkin', and it stkume that under the circumstances the likeliesdqreto be
goin' on a visit that night was Tait herself. Trtautvas, all you lads stared myopically from the $®to the
pavilion, and refused to look the other way. Yoerevefused to look the other way when all the stisjpke
women in this house had an alibi. | don't ask yohdlieve this for a minute, till | offer you prqdifut that
was the possibility that struck me first off. Besaut was a matter of tolerable simplicity, d'ye si®r her to
visit this room absolutely unobserved. She couldeap the lawn. She could go through the lowercstae
door (which she knew was unlocked, because shefdidess Bohun unlock it for John while they werk al
here lookin' at the stairs earlier in the nightie sould walk up here and confront John. How digllstow,"
inquired H. M., raising his voice a little, "thadhh wasn't here?"

Nobody moved or spoke. H. M. ruffled his hands ssrois head; scowled, and settled deeper in the cha
just after his dull eyes flickered round the moléss group.

"That's simple enough, ain't it? Get out of youadsethe collected rubbish of people who were makin'
theories merely to hang other people; and consitiet the most natural course of events must hage. e
began to see Tait, crazy with fear or waiting athbpulling on a fur coat over her negligee - ybaught
quickly enough of how Miss Carewe could 'a' doreegame thing-getting into a pair of galoshes, &pgis'
up there secretly for news. But | said to mysElére! Would she have wanted to raise a row and mggb
people curious? What about that dog?' Then | de®al; not only that the dog wasn't out at its kenhen
she first went to the pavilion, but that it hadréen loose all afternoon and in fact she knew ngthbout
any dog at all. Why should she? She and the wtaoty prent down there; no dog barked. The rest went
back up; Willard, a stranger, came down again ahgrmed; but still no dog barked. Why should shagime
there'd be a rumpus if she sneaked quietly upadsbn?

"So | saw her startin' up, and gettin' the frighadifetime when halfway up she suddenly hearggaahd
dangerous Alsatian bust out after her! Childrenatwiould you think if you heard a thing like thathen
you didn't know the dog was chained on a runwag &ird couldn't get loose, but simply heard it cgmin
after you? That woman must 'a’ been petrified, iseashe don't know which way to go. She don't know
whether to run back, or run forward, or stand.d8tobably she did a little of all three. And iatidon't
correspond exactly to the movements of the shae Mrompson saw, it'll surprise me a whole lot. Wel
she still hesitates. Nothin' happens, but she diané run back to the pavilion, because the bakimghind
her. Then she sees Miss Bohun open the little tintbre porch, look out, and go back again. Shet #oow
what that means, but she's got to have sanctuarsh&risks a run up the lawn, while the snowilisfaliin'
thickly, gets inside the door, and creeps up ttetcase.”

He pointed. A horrible suspicion was beginningtiois Bennett's mind; but he forced it back. Sowddp
in the group jumped a little, because just theretheas a sound of somebody's footstep down ontéirs.s

"Who's down there now?" Jervis Willard asked qyietl

"There's a dead man down there," said H. M., "fur thing. | don't have to tell one of you that. Yaow
who it is? It's Rainger, Carl Rainger. No, donytardy move! - You're all afraid to, because theoirant
ones are thinkin' I'll think them guilty if they d8it quiet, and remember that Rainger was strdrigldere
this afternoon.



“Last night Tait sneaked up those stairs (thisystmeory); like that footstep you hear now, onlgtth the
police waitin' for somebody like Jack Ketch in Parand-Judy. She came into this room, and found dpbo
here. Then she didn't know what to think, and bdgaealize John mightn't have returned aftervakll,
what was she goin' to do? She didn't want anybodyow of her presence here; she was too crafty to
advertise any hanky-panky with John. And if sheisfl in John's room in a fetchin' state of undet$slf
past one in the morning ... hey?

“But this is what | want to emphasize--she didatiedgo back. Would you go back if you thought aman
eatin' dog was ready to fly out after you; wouldiyealk into that danger again when you'd just g@trdhe
shock of encounterin' it a minute ago and thougltd/achieved a miraculous escape? This place was
safety; John was bound to come here sometime. &&dne precaution. | want you to think of whett
precaution might be while | go on.”

"While | go on to prove that she stayed here," shitWl., suddenly bringing the palm of his big hand
down on the table.

"You've had a look at that pavilion. You've had iattention called to the fires. There were twedjrone
in the drawin'-room and one in the bedroom, mad&Hmympson before twelve o'clock. Everybody agrees,
so there'll be no fightin' or dark glares whengeat it, that she never used the drawin'-rooml &stl night:
each person was entertained in the other room.déalt keep the fire goin' strong in a room you tlogé.
Admittin’, then, that she used the bedroom, we ktiat'she hadn't turned in and gone to sleep. Sise w
killed about a quarter past three.

"So what have we got? We got two very small firelsich we can prove by the quantity of ash you saw
yourself, burnin' exactly the same length of tineergaw that they were the same. We're asked teveeli
that for three and a half hours a very small firéhie bedroom was sufficient to keep comfortable a
pampered hot-house orchid like Tait in a literatimuse of a pavilion on a snowy December nightenihi
was never replenished, but stayed the same asi¢hie the other room. We're asked to believe thates
snugly drinkin' port with the murderer at a quapast three, sittin' at her ease in negligee baf@dlaze of
a fire which actually must have been ashes an iefore that time.

"It don't require much brain-rackin' to see thatsth fires stayed the same, and went out aboutithe s
time, because she wasn't in the pavilion at all.”

"Whereat, before examin' other things in the robfaund myself hoppin' back to another fact I'ccally
heard. This piece of evidence screamed at yowgustiyf that some fathead did notice it and promptly
proceeded to put a farfetched meanin' to it whenrélal one was much handier. | mean the mystefiguie
in the gallery at some time after three o'clockpwmeared Miss Carewe's hand with blood. The tbewas
quite right in propoundin’ the question, "Why, girthere was water at the pavilion, did the fool deuer
come all the way up to the house before washimaigls?'

"Then the theorist goes star-gazin' for his answih some complicated tommyrot about the figurabe
a myth and an even more intricate tale, wholly bstantiated, about an attack on Tait with a huctiop.
Whereas the real answer was, "The murderer didmedack from the pavilion. He killed Tait here hidh
is simple, and true. | said to myself, "Sure, he gain' out to the bathroom after water; becalisejd to
myself, “didn't Masters tell me that there wasnit ater in this room, and they hadda send oua foowl
when John Bohun shot himself here this morning?' "

Silence. The vivid memory returned to Bennett. Balrice was sitting forward now; his shoulders
hunched up, and his voice going into a batlike ague

"I thank you," he said, "for your graceful complimg. But | think | begin to see what you are driyat.
You are still accusing - you come back round indinele, don't you? You accuse my brother Johrhisf t
murder?"

He struggled to his feet and stood shaking. H.ednéd forward.

“No," rumbled H. M., "I don't. Not necessarily. Brdu're gettin' warm, Bohun. You're skirtin' neta t
truth of the impossible situation at last. SpeakBypGod, it's almost penetrated now. What happ@hed

The little man moved forward and leaned on theetabls, eyes seemed to narrow and contract. Maurice
said:

"John returned with his bad news, and found hénisiroom. He thought he had killed Canifest; hes wa
a fury and desperate; he did not care what happersich; and, when she flew out at him as she wdugd
went fully amok and killed her.”

"Then," Bohun went on, "he began to realize histjpss Nobody had seen him kill Canifest; he might
escape that. But if Marcia's body were found inrb@mn, he knew that he had no chance whatever of
escaping the rope. The only chance for safetyrlayaiting until daylight, in carrying her body aatthe



pavilion, in setting up false evidence at the pawito indicate that she had been murdered thackim
finding her body himself... That's it! That's iteHlid kill her after all!"

Slowly H. M. pulled himself up out of his chair.

"l said, son, that you were gettin' warm," he smappgand in that last part of it you ring a crashiml's-
eye. There, fatheads, is the explanation partafftihe impossible situation. Are you beginninsee it?

"Do you understand now why John's nerve compldtsdke this morning, and he came up here and shot
himself? What broke his nerve? Think back, like destold me. John was in the dinin-room with twvo
three of you. And he went over to the window. Araaivdid he see? Speak up!"

Again the memory smashed back on Bennett.

"He saw," said Bennett, in a voice he did not reizg "he saw Potter examining and measuring those
tracks of his in the snow, because Rainger had.sald

"Because of Rainger's explanation. Uh-huh. Andske@ Masters what Potter was doin'. So Masters, wit
a sinister leer whose effectiveness Masters diahotv even then replied, "Only making measuremeits o
your tracks in the snow.' Why did that break Joheive? Not because of Rainger's elaborate bunkam o
theory. But because John had carried a dead woman t that pavilion in early morning, and he thoug
they were on to him! There you are. No fancy clpiof playin' pranks with hocussed tracks, thaténb
makin' your brains dizzy all along. Merely a bigdgsowerful man carryin' a body down to the pavilion
through snow that was too shallow to show the diegpint of two weights. Rainger said one true thikig
said it couldn't have been done without discovetlye snow had been deeper. It couldn't; the traaksd
have sunk in too deeply. But with a little plastésnow ... are you beginnin' to see why thosekagere so
sharply and heavily printed, like Potter said, atsdb why they'd dragged a good deal at the toes?"

H. M. had lost his woodenness. His voice smashsukacthe silent room.

"Didn't I tell you that somebody had smashed a wecaand a couple of glasses on the hearthstone;
deliberately smashed ‘em, to make it look likeeltebeen a struggle there? Well, didn't you womdey? It
was to offer proof she'd been killed at the panilio

"Now I'm very slowly and painstakingly goin' toltgbu what he did. He didn't kill the woman. He ol
her dead when he got here. And in this tale ypodbably see the dead glarin' evidence that'liyll who
did kill her. Go back to the beginning of it all.

"She left that pavilion, turnin' off the lights; eslsame up here, as I've told you, and was afraig toack
because of the dog. Now in the tale I'll leavenglsi cloud of blackness straight in the middle;dloaid of
blackness that hides the murderer who finds her &ied beats her head in. The murderer leaves rer he
maybe on that bed," he pointed: "maybe anywherep#igs the cloud of blackness to the end of the,stor
when John Bohun comes into it.”

"He's driven back from town. He thinks he's killednifest, and the only thing that will save hintddie
about the time he reached home. That is, if hesoarehow prove that he did reach home at the sanee fi
he must have killed Canifest in London; if he caove an alibi by having somebody swear he was &ede
not in London when Canifest died; that'll save hithat's simple, ain't it? He's got to get thatialits
burnin' in his mind all the time he rides hell-leather out here. Fix it! Fix it, somehow! So thaid,
nervous, irresolute feller who don't know his owimafrom one minute to the next he comes home, svalk
up here, and finds Marcia Tait dead in his room!

"Look here, do you wonder much at his behavior thignin'? Here he was, caught between two hangmen
as neat as you please. Now if he fakes an alidisags he couldn't have been with Canifest bedaeiseas
here, he's got a dead woman in his room to acdounf he admits the time he got home, they mayga
him for Canifest's death. Whichever way he lookeré's a hemp collar swingin' at the end of itdide't
know who killed Tait. He don't even know how she lgere, or anything about it. What he does knothias
he's in a hell of a mess, and he's got to see awutaso that he won't swing for either crime.

"Could he, for instance, carry her back to her o@om and pretend she'd been murdered there? Then he
could swear to a faked time at which he got homd;raaybe get somebody to back him up. Where was she
supposed to sleep? He remembers: the pavilionsiiédyo out there? He's got to find out, and there's
nobody awake to tell him. He also remembers: agidingagement for this morning.

"The thing to do is find out. Now here's where g¢inain of truth in Rainger's theory enters. He desss
riding-clothes, so that if she really has sleghatpavilion (as he believes), he'll have a goarisa for
“finding' her early in the morning. He wakes up ltiéler, who tells him she's out there and thasé®iare
ordered for seven o'clock. Good God! There's whtezdicklish, dangerous skatin' on ice comes ire Th
stables are in sight of the pavilion and even thar @f the pavilion! If he delays until quite daghtit,
somebody bringin' those horses out may see himogm avith the body... On the other hand, if he cdwt



her in there a few minutes, just a few minutes tadfand; if he can put her in the bedroom, and tedk
back to the front door of the pavilion; then stdimere until he sees somebody at the stables, wiedhhail
as though he were just goin' in for the first titn€find’ her - then he's safe.”

H. M. stabbed out with his finger. "Do you undenstahe burnt matches now? He carried her in thede a
put her on the floor a few minutes before Jim Bétnimeexpectedly arrived on the scene: so few mititat
his tracks were still fresh. It was growing daytighut not quite daylight (I carefully asked thaphew of
mine about it) and Bohun had to be able to seelgl&maset his stage for the fake murder! Got ivAde
didn't dare switch on a light in the room. A lasg|edow faced directly towards the stables, wherapfe
were already up. If a light flashed on in that rosarta sudden and inexplicable-like, a few minbiefere
Bohun claimed he walked into the pavilion for tirstftime . . . why, somebody would have seendt an
wondered why."

"Hold on, sir!" said Bennett. "There was a blindtbat window - a Venetian blind. Couldn't he simply
have lowered the blind?"

H. M. blinked at him.

"Do you think, my amiable dotard," he growled, ‘theouldn't have seen the light just the same? Didn'
you and me ourselves see a light, through thoteislthe Venetian blind, when Willard turned ometbis
afternoon in the drawin'-room? Y'know, it's a furthing how every one of the answers to all thesstjons
had been repeated before our eyes to sorta hallpng. Quit interruptin’, will you? Dammit, I'm fall
stride and enjoyin' myself.. .

"He struck matches while he tipped things over,dmed glasses, took off the woman's fur coat and
stowed away her galoshes in the closet where | l@ekin' for 'em. He didn't have anything to sintala
weapon with, although he tried to make it seemftliteepoker. | could tell it wasn't; no blood orm#ie put
her on the floor after a couple of minutes of cramyk. Then he went to the door, saw Locker oveoss
the way; hailed him; strolled back, uttered a rathrmecessary yell which didn't sound like Bohualband
made me suspicious to begin with. Rushin' backéadbor, he meets Jim Bennett comin' down the lawn.

"By the way, | hear he had blood on his hands tBén't that seem fishy to you, son - sticky blood,
although the woman had been murdered some howreBdt didn't mean he'd killed her. It meant he'd
heavily yanked or disturbed the body somehow, sische wouldn't have done merely by examinin' i he
disturbed clots and released something, althoughdéart had stopped pumpin' and it wasn't fresh-"

Somebody cried out. H. M. glanced at them as thdnggheld a whip.

"Then," he went on heavily, "he was ready. TheefeNas clever in everything but one. He forgot dbou
the snow. Do you wonder he was shaken up when ginm&t pointed it out; and he yelled out thatdndi
mean anything? Do you see why he could affordughavhen Willard suggested Tait's murder at the
pavilion meant an assignation there last nightagsignation, lads, yet the blind wasn't even pud@gn on
a towerin' window! hadn't that feature struck argyie boarding-house mind? Never mind. He thouglat he
covered everything up. Now he could announce toybeely that he'd arrived home here a good deaikearl
than he actually had. He could say he didn't kilhifest because he was here before the time 'Gamites
knocked off . . ."

Maurice Bohun began to laugh; a thin, maliciougtaar that convulsed his shoulders.

"Quite, Sir Henry," he said. "But | should fancin-fact | do fancy - that's exactly where your theo
comes crashing down. Most interesting! You procltimspotless innocence of my brother. You sayidie d
all these things for one express purpose. Thatgserpad two parts: the first, which | concede yeadily,
was to shift Marcia's body so that he would notHmeight guilty by having it found in his room. Bihe
second part-to lie about the time he had actuatlyed home - utterly destroys your whole case didienot
lie about the time he arrived home. In fact, whai flave done is to build up a brilliant and almost
unanswerable case against my poor brother as thdenaew. He arrived at shortly after three o'clahikst a
few minutes afterwards, by medical testimony, Mamas murdered. Well?"

"Exactly," said H. M. "That's what makes me abssljutertain, son, that he didn't commit the mutder.

"What? | do not think, Sir Henry," said Mauriceddenly checking his rage, "this is precisely tinestifor
talking nonsense. . ."

"Oh, it ain't nonsense. Just look at it for a minddere's a man whose double motive is to proviehtha
didn't kill Canifest and he didn't kill Tait? Hey#e wants to do the one by makin' his arrival hemrdier than
it actually was, and the other by movin' the bddyn. All right. If he really did kill Tait, then hienew when
she died: that's not a very far-fetched assumpliben why the blazes does he want to make thetane
says he arrived here so nearly coincide with tine tthe woman was murdered? - carefully makin'sit §u
little earlier than she was killed? That's an idivky fatheaded way of bringin' suspicion back imh



especially as after a car-drive from London a mattéwenty minutes or half-an-hour won't mattemsoch!
Why did he say roughly three o'clock? Why didn'ntneke it earlier, and provide an alibi for bothtirits? -
You instantly reply, '‘Because Thompson heard himet, and he couldn't lie." That won't wash. Hd to
his story long before he knew that, by a chancedglin the world could anticipate, Thompson was keva
with the toothache and could check up on him. Hibttzat story deliberately, because ...”

"Shall | read you a telegram?" inquired H. M.

"A telegram? What telegram?"

"From Canifest. | got it just before dinner. Ifgarestin' And this is what it says." H. M. dreve tfiolded
paper from his inside pocket. "l asked him, as #enaf fact, what time John Bohun had called an ht
his home last night.

"WENT HOME," said Canifest, ' JUST AFTER MORNING BDON OF GLOBE-JOURNAL WENT
TO PRESS, PRECISELY TWO FORTY-FIVE A.M. FOUND CALEEIN QUESTION WAITING AT
SIDE DOOR AND TOOK HIM TO MY DEN. DO NOT KNOW WHATTIME HE LEFT DUE TO
HEART ATTACK YOU MAY UNDERSTAND, BUT AM CERTAIN NOTEARLIER THAN THREE-
THIRTY.""

H. M. tossed the slip of paper on the table.

"He said three o'clock," snapped H. M., "becausthbeght it was a safe time to admit he'd arriveceh
As a matter of fact he didn't get here until anrfmuwo afterwards.:'

"But somebody got here!" shouted Willard. "Somebddyve in at ten minutes past three! Who was it?"

"The murderer," said H. M. "He's played in everydfiluck on the globe; he's been shielded by every
trick of luck that nature and fate and crazinessctovent; he's fooled us in front of our very sybut grab
him, Masters!"

The voice ripped across the room as somebody fpeq the door to the gallery. The door to the chsie
banged open at the same time, and Inspector Pditeged through at the same time that Masters apgea
in the other. Masters said with quiet and deadtgnidity:

"Herbert Timmons Emery, | arrest you for the muraeMarcia Tait and Carl Rainger. | have to warm yo
that anything"

The lank sandy haired figure stared only for a sddmefore it dodged under the hand that had desdend
on its shoulder. It whirled a chair at Potter'ssteducked again, while still crying something, @hahged
down the staircase door. Potter caught a piececoband then a leg. He should not have trippedhtan
up. They heard the cry out of the dark, and thercthsh. Then there was silence while a white-fé&uster
got up shakily on the landing, and they saw hinripgedown into the dark.

CHAPTER TWENTY
June Over Whitehall

ABOVE THE SMALL SEVERE NAME-PLATE READING, "Sir Hety Merrivale," the door was
inscribed with staggering letters, splashed in evpaint, "Busy! No Admittance! Keep Out! " And beloin
an even angrier script, it added, "This means Ydb¥ old hallway was musty and warm at the top of
Whitehall's ancient rabbit-warren; through a crabigndow on the stairs they could see the movirgqr
of trees.

Katharine looked at the door and hesitated. "Bsyis " she protested.

"Nonsense," said Bennett. He pushed open the door.

Both windows were open to the lazy June air; theae a smell of old wood and paper in the dusky room
and a hum of traffic from the Embankment belowMd's big feet were on the desk and entangled wiigh t
telephone. His big bald head was hung forward abttie glasses slid down his nose, and his eyes wer
closed.

Bennett rapped on the inside of the door. "I'mystarinterrupt, sir,” he said, in the middle of &istling
snore, "but we thought..”

H. M. opened one eye. He seemed to be galvani@m'vay! Out! | won't be disturbed, dammit! | sent
you that report on the accordion-player yesterdegyr@oon; and if you wanta know why the key of Glha
anything to do with Robrett's dyin', then you ,Kan there and you'll see. I'm busy! | - who's thdrey?" He
sat up a little, and then scowled savagely. "Ohyitu two, hey? | might 'a' known it. | mightka'own



somebody like you would interrupt when I'm engaged very serious business. What are you grinhin' a
curse you? It is seriousl It's the Dardanelles enatinly | forget the chief part of it now. It'smethin’ to do
with the peace of the world." He sniffed, and ladbke them in a disgruntled fashion. "Humph. Youloo
sorta happy, and that's bad . . ."

"Happy?" roared Bennett, with an explosive affapiliSir, let me tell you '

"Sh-hh!" said Katharine. "Be dignified. Whee!"

H. M. looked sourly from one to the other. "Yougieally light up this office. Gives me a pain, tha
what it does. Well, | suppose you'd better com&u two are goin' to get married, ain't you? Hadaist
wait till you do; that'll fix you. You see if it dtt. Haaah!"

"Are you telling me," said Bennett, "that you dar'member we were married a month ago today? |
suppose you've also forgotten you gave the brideyawind that Kate stayed with your daughter afterdy
old Uncle Maurice tossed her out of the house?"

"Old Maurice," grunted H. M. His eye twinkled. "Si remember now. Ho ho. Well, now that you're
here | suppose you'd better sit down and havenk.dtio ho. Look here, | certainly put the wind wuytwo,
didn't I? | bet you thought old Uncle Maurice waslty of that funny business down at the White Brio
How's Paris?"

They sat down on the other side of the desk. Bemhesitated.

"It's about the funny business," he admitted, "thatwvanted to talk to you-in a way. That is . ellw
we're sailing for New York in a couple of days, amelve got to take back some complete account pbit
know. We've never had the details on account dhalluproar and fuss that happened after Emengstar
We know he died in the hospital two days afterdiedr threw himself - down those stairs..."

H. M. inspected his fingers.

"Uh-huh. | was hopin' he'd do somethin' like thét. wasn't a very bad sort, Emery wasn't. Poirdat, f
might 'a’ been inclined to let him go after allyds a bit hesitant about the thing until he murdé&ainger
just because Rainger had spotted him. That was yniitie whole thing was mucky. | didn't hold it much
against him for killin' Tait in hot blood. | didnkant to see him hang for that. But the nastinassecout in
the other thing... "

"Anyhow, sir, what everybody seems to know is tiakilled her with that heavy silvered-steel fighee
had on the radiator-cap of his fancy automobilat ik, the one he did have there the first timaw the car.
When he drove out to the White Priory next dayd lsk'anged it for a bronze stork. | remember nagicirat
at the time, although it didn't register fully. Bmhat's got everybody up in the air is how you kradthis,
how you got on to him in the first place-"

"And," said Katharine, "why you put on that lit8eow with us reconstructing the attempted murdagrw
all the time you actually suspected him?"

H. M. blinked. His dull eyes took in a flushed amadiant couple who had, after all, no tremendoter&st
in the affairs of the dead.

"So," said H. M., "you still don't see it, hey?ddda trap him, and it was the only way | could pridwon
him. | don't like to talk about this kind of thingpuch. Funny. Wait a minute. | got Emery's stateirbe
statement he made before he died, here in thesdes&where."

Wheezing, he bent over and ransacked drawers, mmgtte himself. Then he produced a blue-bound
sheaf of paper; he brushed off some tobacco-askwaigted it in his hand.

"That's human tragedy. | mean, son, it was hurregetty. Now it's File Number Umpty-Umph, so many
lines of type, so much “I-did-and-I-suffered' stalchvn so formally on a piece of paper that you lcamly
believe anybody did suffer. | got stacks of 'emehiarthe desk. But this man Emery did suffer. Liled.
There were a couple of nights when | kept seeinfdie. And | like the chase and the chess-ganthitd;
don't like to see anybody take the three-minutdew@the rope when that man might 'a’ been me. thatis
the last and only argument against capital punistiryeu'll ever hear. Emery's trouble was that vedbthat
empty good-lookin' leech Tait far too much."

He stared blankly at the blue-bound sheets, amdgbshed them away.

"What were you askin'? | get kind of absent-minthexte days, when it's summer again.

"Oh, yes. I'll let you have the thing as | saw didn't suspect him at first: not at all. I'd hasleosen him,
when | got to the house at the beginning, as orleeofew who didn't kill her. Y'see, I'd heard abthat box
of poisoned chocolates - | knew he hadn't any tiderof killin' her when he sent 'em. He hadn'twéts a
press-agent's stunt, exactly what he said and Mthatight. That threw me off. | figured him as thervous,
hopping type who, if he had committed a crime, wlotilrest till he'd told about it and got it ofshihest. |
was right in that; | figured him to break down ineoway or another, and he did. He never meantltbék



(that's what he says, and | believe it) even whedrbve to the White Priory that night, until - tiittell
you that in a minute.

"All the same, | was sittin' and thinkin' about #angédence, and there was two or three things tbidtened
me.

"I told you, didn't I, my idea about Tait comin'dkaup to the house to John's room? Uh-huh. And when
outlined that idea, did | say to you that, if skaene up and planted herself in John's room, shiesdasae
precaution? Uh, | thought | had. | asked you takhivhat that would be. Y'see, there | had no evideat
all; not a limpin' ghost of proof; but, if I'd delgid she'd dole the rest of it, | had to follow rmga through to
its psychological conclusion. She's alone in tbaht, now; John ain't back; but she don't want adybo
walkin' in there and findin' her. Well, what woudte be likely to do?"

"Lock the door on the inside. | mean, lock the dwmathe gallery,” said Katharine, after a pauséadts
what I'd have done."

"Yes. And that bothered me. She probably wouldmsinger that door, or sing out, or let anybody in, no
matter who tried to get in from the gallery. Wéllshe did lock the door on the inside, you indtahtdda
rule out as possible suspects everybody who cauttedrom that direction.- That's a sweepin' soitieg,
you see. | couldn't do it just yet. It would fonte back on the theory that John had come homeilied k
her, because apparently he was the only one wiled fite facts. Every fact fitted; but, burn me dubdn't
accept John's guilt!

"There were several reasons why | wouldn't, agidie tthe pretty thin one | told you when | was skétt
the theory before. To begin with, the idea thataamwho's rushin' home with a murder already on his
conscience; puzzlin' frantic plans to escape ari@sbf terror at what he's already done, anckatian
every joint for fear they'll catch him; - well, iislikely that such a man, near on nervous prastnawill do
the murderous job that was done on Tait?

"l doubted that. | also doubted it from this factitbiat the murder occurred too soon after the tloten had
apparently got back. Y'see what | mean? He's natnurderous rage with Tait. On the contrary, Ik
she'll be in a murderous rage with him, and he'saus about that. Well, the car is heard coming the
drive at ten minutes past three. The murder taleemt fifteen minutes past. Is it reasonablaifgpese that
he'll rush up and kill her (especially as he hagutithe slightest idea she's in his room) simfishand, with
no reason, instantly after he returns? Neithegrofc¢ould have had much of a chance to say anything
whatever. Does any part of that sound like the aohdf John Bohun, who confessedly thought he bsd |
killed Canifest?"

"Steady, sir," interposed Bennett. "Suppose he‘hkdawn Marcia was married. And Canifest, who had
been told by Emery, in turn told him. Mightn't heve been exactly in that rage when he returned?"

H. M. took away the hand with which he was shadiiisgglasses.

"Now!" he said. "Now you're hittin' on a point tHaggan to strike me pretty strongly. Point is, whypuld he? He
was the woman's lover. There was no talk of magrtagtween them; never had been. Not only did hepatbat
status, dye see, but he helped her jolly Canifesigain the hope of marriage. If he'd really hag abjections to the
idea, and didn't know she was already married, érduhe have said in either case, 'Look here, domyean
business by Canifest?' And if any jealousy of aenersband came into it, he'd have had a devilgdit shore
jealousy of a wealthy, powerful man like Canifd&trt some inconspicuous figure who was always coiteteep
in the background. Not havin' any aspirations talsdrein' her husband, and content to be the peefstock, why
should he flare into a wild fury about a husbandligt | thought to myself, 'Rage, hey? This thimg'tdsound like
the rage of a lover who finds his mistress is nearthat's rather thin stuff. It does sound delvilike a husband
who's suddenly discovered his wife has a genuiverld

"You mean Emery really didn't know-?"

"Wait a bit, son. We're only lookin' at the evideras yet. That's what struck me. As | say, | wiisi'sand
thinkin', and there jumped up another thing | ditiké. What about this mysterious figure with bibon its hand,
blunderin' round in the gallery and runnin' intauis®e Carewe. How did they happen to run into edlcérd You
know by this time that little Louise, with too muoha sleeping-drug turned wrongways, had put dihurop into
her pocket and was goin' down to the pavilion tesngp Tait's face (you could tell it was drug-fegause she
intended to walk straight out through that snowhin slippers) - she was goin' out there when sflagsed. How
did this killer run into her? Surely , he could balucked back somewhere, and would have donevlitatthat
damnin' evidence in his hands; if - if he had knavrere he was goin'. If, in other words, he halkeén blunderin'
around in the dark in search of a place to washduigls, and didn't know the house at all.

"That wasn't evidence either, but suddenly | remenenh something that was. Emery was the only pdrstive
whole lot who wouldn't believe Tait had been muedeeait the pavillion. Don't you remember? Rainget toayell at



him over the 'phone, insistently repeatin’: “At gailion, at the pavilion, | tell you.' Even thiae thought Rainger
was only drunk. And, when he spoke to us, hesilll it was nonsense! -In a blindin' afterthouglctime to me
that of all the dead give-aways I've ever heard biathout by a guilty person, that was one of thetazin'.

"So | thought, "Here, now! What have you got? Yeuwwet a lot of indications, and things you think ar
indications.

You've got a theoretical locked door leadin' todgh#ery, so that the murderer came from anothexction. But
you don't believe it was Bohun. You've got a thdocaé man who don't know the house, who came fraoitside,
who had a car. You've got a practical flesh-anayblman who fulfills these requirements and alsdades the
woman was not murdered at the pavilion.'

"Now, what are the objections to that? First oligagtwhich seemed so strong as to put the whotethut of
court, is this: How could Emery, rushing down ie thiddle of the night to a house he didn't knovertingly pick
out the room where this woman was - especialljhashaidn't intended to be in that room at all?

"For a second, that was a poser. And then it stnoekhat this apparent difficulty might, just mighe the
answer to the riddle of the whole murder! Here's, Tiaitin' for Bohun up in that room, not daria'go back to the
pavilion. But John had been told to go down topheilion when he came back; she supposed he wantt,
wanted to head him off. Suppose he went down tligsepvered she'd disappeared, and maybe raised. a r
Well? If you were in her position, what would yoave done?

After a long silence Katharine said:

"l suppose | should have waited at the window urtiard his car come in. Then | might have gonerdim the
side door and called to him that | was in his radm.

She stopped.

"Uh-huh," said H. M., nodding sombrely. "And, Itkiyou've noticed, the roof of the porte-cochedehithe
whole drive except the end of it leadin' down te #tables. | tested that out and looked for mysetim King
Charles's Room, you can't see any except a véeyditthe drive. Hey? You hear a car come in. ¥gexpectin' a
car, and you don't suppose that in a lonely commuanithree o'clock in the mornin' any car will a@in but the
one you're expectin'. Right. So in your very fet¢hiegligee you either lean out the window and pdrisor sneak
down to the staircase-door and whisper to a supdsien Bohun that you're not at the pavilion gtyalli're in his
room. Listen!'

He flicked open the blue sheets.

"On my oath here, and as | hope to answer forfareeGod, | never meant to kill her. | never thou@larl was
right. 1 only thought | had to go down to that maand see for myself, or I'd go crazy. It happdikedthis. When |
was in that hospital after | had ate (sic) thatdyanith the poison in it, Carl came to me and saidell, I've
proved to you Canifest is their angel, so now ifi gt any guts at all you'll walk over and tell hyjou're married
to her. Great Christ, he says, is everybody gangake a sucker out of you? Are you ever goingtdile a man?
This guy Bohun,' he said, and then he told me\adt again what he'd told me before, only | didelidve it. She
swore it wasn't true; she always swore it wasn4.tEhe said, if | let her alone to have her cagder'd never in the
world look at another man except me.

"And Carl said, 'Do you know why he's taking hewddo this place in the country?' And he said, Wl
didn't believe it, all | had to do was go down &ee for myself.' He said to go down there lateséld to surprise
everybody. He said she'd be in that marble housatdbe back, and all | had to do would be watiuad the
grounds, and I'd see it. Then he said to go doerettfand they'd be there; both of them would besthe

"And | couldn't rest, | couldn't do anything uritidlid. But | was having a lot of trouble with myrcaecause the
fan-belt was loose and the engine would get sodmat;| think the radiator leaked or something tikat..."

"Did you notice," said H. M., looking up sharplyy\dw the bonnet of that car was smoking when weisathe
drive next day?"

"So | came in the drive, and | noticed my car didréke any tracks afterwards, because there'sdoeesse
over it that there wasn't much snow at all. Antbpped the car in that driveway under the roof. Amés won-
dering where this marble-house place was thatwesg talking about, and | saw the engine shootmgtaam
again. So | thought I'd get out and stick some simoiw cool it. And | got out and took off that bigavy silver-
thing that's on top of the radiator cap. It wagdrahan hell, but | had my gloves on. And it waskothere, but all
of a sudden | heard somebody whisper out behindumen the porch..'

"Now use a little imagination," said H. M. rathentty.



"Even then she didn't know who it was. | kept mgdheown. And | didn't know where | was going, bjudt
followed her. And we went up some steps with heraah and everything was dark and she kept talkini), we

got up to the bedroom and she turned around andvbaw was.

"l didn't know what | was doing. | hit her, and h#r again with that thing in my hand. | don't knloaw many
times | hit her.

"I don't remember much what | did, because rigtdrafhe was all quiet and didn't move | knew | dtiotihave
done it. | tried to revive her, and talked to Hmrt she didn't move. And | had to take my glovdsmbee what was
wrong with her, so when | saw my hands were all é®eod | knew she was dead.

"And | don't remember what | did after that, excepad sense enough to see if | could wash my hamess
afraid that when | drove back to London some Liroey would stop the car and maybe ask me for mysieer
something like that, and I'd have blood on me. @ert out and tried to find a bathroom, but | cactithecause it
was dark. And | ran into somebody, and that scared

"I think this was a long time afterwards,, becajuse after | hit her all those times | sat dowdl avhispered to
her for a while. But after | ran into somebodytie dark | got scared and came back. | had sensgglerto stick
the gloves and that radiator-cap in my pocket. &ante back and went down those steps to the pgaih.aAnd |
knew if they heard the engine on the car they'decoat maybe, because | thought that woman I'dmtawiould
set up a yell. But the drive slopes down to thelfbam there, so all | had to do was give her ehpardd let her
coast backwards out of gear till | got to the nraiad."

"Which was why," said H. M., "a car was heard tamgaand none come out, which confirmed Thompsiole'a
that it was John Bohun. As a matter of fact, Jakn'tdget back you know that now - until five o'ckp when
Thompson had dropped off to sleep. You may rementlaesked him about that.. .

"But we'll go back again. You've realized by nowttthe little piece of silver, the little triangleat's the key to
the whole affair, was broken off that radiator-capament when Emery used it. John found it; he'tdisthow what
it was, but it was the only clue he had. When lok fBait's body out to the pavilion, he thought heswgafe. Then
he got the wind up when he saw Potter measuringdlcks, and---"

"He's well enough now," said Katharine quietly.

"Uh-huh. Well, he still wasn't willing to admit whhe'd done; but in that insane, nervous way ohhigut it in
his own hand before he pulled the trigger. D'ye?dde heard the great Chief Inspector Masters, |tiseaing eye
of Scotland Yard, was there; and he hoped Mastetddasee through the brick wall and understand \ihveds
and who had left it.

"Now, then! | had already, when Maurice spun ostyrn for us, a faint glimmer of suspicion abomtidgy. But
| didn't know what weapon he'd used; Masters haaict anything about the piece of metal yet. Haabgpolutely
nothing in the way of evidence against Emery, dygs $couldn't say Boo to him. All | wanted to dasakeep him
under my eye as long as | could. He was in theénfusthe moment - but as Rainger's friend, hedbdjty be shot
out of the house by Maurice unless Maurice weré kea good humor. And then we'd lost him. He wiaaven on
the scene of the crime, apparently, when it wasnoitied; and | couldn't even keep him as a witnesste
inquest!

"The only thing to do was to intimate to Mauric&jve Rainger and Rainger's friend a treat. Keephere, be
poisonously pleasant to 'em, and see how theydmittvhen you release your bomb.' That struck Mawa& one of
the more delectable ideas. | had to pretend teb®diéve his theory. Also, | didn't dare risk hawRainger get
sober again. Because, if he really had an alibieasaid he had, both Rainger and Emery would hagse thrown
out when Maurice found he couldn't have the pleasfihangin' Rainger. And in the meantime, sorad to have
a lead; | had to work fast, and either prove opmige my lurkin' idea about Emery. Son, | was bleedin' sweat,
and that's a fact; until Masters popped out witlt thformation about the bit of metal."

H. M. took a deep breath. He reached after Emstgtement again.

"I noticed right away that there was a big pieaskbn off the radiator-cap, and | knew where it mhestThen
when | learned they thought she'd been killed éngéavilion | figured if they found that | might lseink or | might
not be, depending on whether they got wise to dwdtyr being killed in that funny room.

"But | figured | better have a look for it if | ctdy only | didn't know how | could until that funrold guy comes
out and asks me to take care of Carl and saysget¢that Miss Nancy Bohun to invite me to eat dirthere. |
knew something was phony about it, but | didn'twmwhat and he said he didn't have any suspicionefAnd
when he says to keep Carl drunk | didn't know wthathell, but | said I'd do it because | was af@idl had got
wise to me. | gave myself away to him when | talketiim on the phone, because | didn't' know thdveen funny
work about taking her some place else. But | thouaggybe Carl was too drunk to remember and | hdgedas.



"But he wasn't, because when | thought he'd pamsgdfter it was dark, | sneaked down to thatrbigm and
tried to look around after the piece off the radliatap. And Carl followed me. And | turned aroumd seen him,
and he says, "What are you doing here?' And | Sdmthing.' He said, “You're a liar,’ and startedliout out that
I'd killed her, so | grabbed him by the neck.. .”

"And just after I'd pitched him down the steps thémost got me. They couldn't hear anything, bezdusre
was a lot of reporters coming out of the houserantbrs back-firing just then. But in comes the faldguy, and
the other cop named Masters, and young Jim Beandtthat good-looking girl. And they come in on@dwhile
| was behind the door to the stairs. But | couldm't down and out the lower door and in the hogséna because
there was cops and reporters there, and | thoughs Icaught..."

"And," growled H. M., suddenly bringing his fistwa on the table, "if I'd had any sense, I'd haugbahim
then!"

"Caught him? But you didn't know "

"Oh, yes | did. Now we're comin' to the last ofdid here's what happened. | sat down in that,dnarened the
drawer. . . And | knew what that piece of silverswAnd | was sittin' and thinkin'-hot engine thatoked; | saw his
car that afternoon-and it began to sort of swimtavist round in my mind what might have happendtemwas
when | saw him."

"Saw him?"

"His eye at that keyhole. Ain't you noticed how thigt keyhole was? | was afraid | gave away thsaw him.
How was | to know he'd killed Rainger, or that loelld be caught then with his victim? Al! | saw wssnebody
behind that door. If I'd opened it and said, 'HEglhave had him in a bad position, only | didkmbw it. It'd have
looked suspicious, his conduct would (I thought)riferely found him hanging about on the other sifithe door,
but what would it have proved? Not a blinkin' tHing

"But all of a sudden | got my plan. He was probabtitought, in that room huntin' the bit of methlad in my
hand. Maybe, maybe not. It was worth a risk. Anyweheld it up carefully so's he could see it; Igmasized that |
was puttin' it back in the drawer. Meanwhile, | knlee couldn't get away, because Potter and thevesst down
on the porch. Even if he left that door, he cowdgdrime because of the big space under the dooewhedraught
comes through.

"Well, | said | didn't know what the metal was. Bugaid I'd put it back in the drawer and takeptta London
tomorrow for a silversmith to tell me. Son, it dadrblazin' in the old man's mind that that littianigle was the
one piece of evidence | could use against him-btitinless | could bring it home to him by his oveméssion. He
could have said it came off anybody's radiator &ap, if | could maneuver him into stealin' thagépé of silver out
of the drawer; so he had it on his person wheratggd him with it ... how was he goin' to deny #at

Katharine sat up straight.

"Then the whole business," she said, "wasn't dickat us? You didn't need to reproduce that busimeshe
stairs?"

H. M. grinned. "You got it, my dear. Exactly. Alhkeded was an excuse to get everybody into tbat,rehove
'em where their attention would be occupied, emghae Emery that their attention would be occupaat
pretend to let him into my scheme. He had to fallif, or it wouldn't work. And, with Rainger's bpdt the foot of
those stairs, he'd figure that in the confusionaalybwould see him. That was what | wanted. Aftez attempt to
find that silver, he wouldn't try another until was certain he could do it safely. And | pretentgteplay straight
into his hands.

"l outlined a part of my plot while he was listetirehind the door; pretended | thought the silvas wf no
importance; and when he'd got some idea of my seHeateliberately opened the window and yelled ttidPdo
come upstairs - so he could escape safely.

"He went down, through the side-door, and up thiailng house again. Beryl Symonds dropped in on him
immediately .... but, Lord, wasn't the man wild whdasters walked into that room! Notice his expi@ssson?
Notice how he acted then? Actually, I'd sent yod klasters down to see whether Emery was thereRaioiger.
He burst out, | understand, with some sort of wtloly about somebody tappin' at his door. Thatetmséously
hogwash, because he said the gallery was darkyetridasters and | had turned on the lights whercavee up.
He was thinkin' about himself turnin' out the lighthen he went down to King Charles's Room, anginze him
away. He called on the girl to support him, knovgetfectly well she was so hysterical she wouldehagreed to
anything.

"l could have cut my own throat," said H. M. saggéwhen | found Rainger's body. If I'd had sees@ugh to
challenge him then! But | thought, by God, | wiltchim now. . . So | came back and deliberatelygmaed to take
him into my scheme. It destroyed his last suspiditewalked into the trap as neat as you pleasstdvia- I'd told



him Masters was to be downstairs. - Masters wasalygtin the gallery behind, and saw him sneak aret take
the silver from the table-drawer when the lightseveut. | knew | had him at any time | wanted hino.| called an
end to my experiment, and ..."

H. M. made a dull gesture. He stared at the blugiisheets and put them away in the desk. The dicdosed
with a snap.

"That's all," he said.

For a long time nobody spoke. The honking of teaftibated up in a lazy afternoon. Then H. M. haltiedself
to his feet. He waddled over to the iron safe aod but of it a bottle, a syphon, and glasses bitjsslovenly bulk
showed against the window, high above the greendBikthent, the glittering river, and the mighty cuofe
London.

"So now," said H. M., "you can forget it. You'vechsome nasty times and hours with that family afrgo
ma'am; but you're free now, and your husband ainalf bad feller. If ever you need the old mabreak any
more curses, sing out. In the meantime ..."

"In the meantime?"

H. M. peered at the glasses. He looked round atnthint room with its stuffings of crazy books andoked
pictures; of dust and the trophies of one man'digidaain. He glanced down at the scattered leddless on one
table where a problem of human beings was beingedoout.. .

"Oh, | dunno," he said, and made a vague gestliteyd' on, | suppose. Sittin' and thinkin' ..."



