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IN A TELEPHONE CABINET

The Downshire Fill Murder (togive it its nowspaper
name] was discovered about half-past nine on a
Sunday morning of May, 1920, one of those lovely
mornings with which pur climate tries to pretend
that it rcally knows how to make a summer.
apperintendent Henry Wilson of New Scotland Yard
was walking along Downshire Hill, Hampatead, in
cimpany with s frend Dr. Michacl Prendergast.
It was long before the sensational death of Radlett,
the milliorhire,* which, as everyone will remember,
covered England amd America with placards, and
Jrove Wilson, who Bad committed the unpardenable
sin of detecting an ex-Home Secretary in shady
vourses, into the exile of private practice, He was
still a C.L.I). man, linble al any moment to be called
from bed and board to attend to’ public aflairs, and
it was not without some misgivings that he had
obeyed the commands of his sster, with whom he
was staving, to put himsell for one day at least
bevond reach of the telephone.  Howewver, it was a
wonderful morning ; and Michael Prendergast, one
of his few intimatz fricods, who had spent the
Saturday evening and night with him, had added
his entreaties ; and the result was that the two men,
in flannels and tennis shirts, were now walking
Lriskly down the road to the North Londen Statibn,
where they intended to catch a train for Richmond,

1 Gea The Leath of @ Mefacmairs, by G Do H, aad blarg=ret Cule
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" You'd almost ilink you were iu the country
here,” Prendergast said appeeciafivdy, noting the
troes which flled the little [ront gardens and the
yOung proci of thw Heath which closed the end of
the roael, 7 There was an ow! looting outside my
window all night.”

" They cio come close ko the houses here,” Wilson
replied, ™ but T never heard of one actually nesting
in the wall of a house before,”™

“"Nor I. Wiy ?" For answer Wilzon poinged
Lo the ivy-rlad wall of a litthe house about 2 hoyadred
vards ferther down, which was only jnst visilde
through o mass of Wlac and young chicstnut, ™ Sone-
thing flew in and out of the ivy just theic, between
therse Bonghs,”™ he said.

Prendergast stared at him. * * Yon have shary,
cyes, | was looking at the lilac, and I diin't see
anything.  How do vou know it was an ounl, anyway,
at this distanee ¢ "

* Ldon't,” Wilstm said.  * It may not have been,
I couldn™t see it at all clearly.  DBot it was too big,
for any other bind.  Asyway, somebody else appears
o have scen it foo."  They were now approsching
the ivy-clad house, which, though hidden from view
on the west, was quite open in front, and standing
by its gale on the pavement was 2 man Lo whom it
appearcd to be an object of cnormons interest.  As
the two friends passed, e looked up at them with a
dhulaons air, which snggested that he was wondering
wiMiher to open a conversation ; and Prendergast,
who never conld resist conversing with all and
sundry irosponded promptly to the suggestion.
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" Have you seen the owl, too ? ** he asked.

"Owll™ zaid the man. " [ ain’t secn no owl
But I've scen 4 man go in there,” he pointed to the
honse. ** What's he want to go in for, that's what
I want to know."”

" Perbaps it's his howse,” Prondergast suggested,

“ Ho!* said the jnan. ' Then what's he want
tn go in by the window for, that’s what 1 want to
know, Banging on the door fit to wake the dead,
heg was. When he soes me, he says, © Something
wrong hére,” he says, " Can't get no answer,” and
he ouls with a knife and gets in at the window,
And what's bee want fo bang for, if it’s his house, and
whal’s wretg in there, that's whal T want to know,"
He apat smspicinusly.,

in o moment hi% question was answered in a
stflicienily dramatic manner. There was a sonnd
of fect within the hovse ; the front door, which
was only & matter of twenty vards from the gate,
opened  sudcenly, and a littld man, pale and
frightened in appearance, lonked ont and yolied
it & voiee of surprising power to come from a person
al his physique, ** Murder ! "

All three started @ and indeed the ooy had sounded
as il it must reach Camden Town at least, On
seeing Lheir astonished faces the man at the door
Imokedl rather confosed, and coming dm'm to the
gate, =aid in & considerably lower tone, * Will vou
fetch the ]'rrJ-11l:~|:. please, gentlemen # Mr Ca.:rluh, 3
been murdered.”

He then closod the gate, and made as if to return
to the house ; but Prendergast, with a nod from
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Wilson, followed him uwp the path, " Can T da
snything # ** he said pleasantly. ™ I'm a doctor.”

"'Tisn't a doctor he wants, poor fellow,” said the
littlo gman. ™ He's as cold as a fish, He must have
dierd hours agn.” He stopped with bis hand on the
hall door. ™ If wou'll feéch the police, sir, I'll stay
with kim, [ don’t think the house ought to b left
alone. And theres nobody there.™

* Thats all right,”  Wilson, who had stopped o
speak to the man at the gate, now came up to the,
"1 am from Scotland Yard. Here's my gard.”
He produced omc from his cigarette case, arfd
Michael looked on with amuscment, wondering what
usge he had intended to make of his offidal dignity
at Richmond. The little man took it ginserly, as
if it had been a 4.]'|l|:‘l-l‘r and Iooked with obvious
distaste at the owner's clothes. Omite clearly he
thought that policomen cught to dress as policemeon
and not stroll about in flannel tronsars,

* I'vo sent that“man te the Rosshyn Hill station
with a message,” Wilson went on, " They'll be
here in o few minutes.  But, as you say, the plee
oughtn't to be left alone. So, f vou'll show e
where the body iz, [ can start making the preliminary
investigations, and my friend here can see how
he was  murdered. You're certain he was,
Mr. i

* Rarton,” said the little man. ™" Edward Rarton.
He was murdered all right, sir.  Shot mght through
the head. His brains are all over the fioor, iy
fellow. This way, sir.,” He seemed a trifle hurt at
‘he dou®t thrown on his diagnosis,
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Woell, well, we'll sce,'" Wilson sud soothingly.
" Wnere is he 2
* Telephone cabinet,” said Mr. Barton, pointing.
"By dhe stairs on the nght. That glass door,
it"s hin foot that's holding it open. 1 haV%en't
touched him. I just made sure b was dead, poor
fellow."

II

11 Wwas not a pleasant sight which grocted them
when Wilson pulled open the door of the Little datk
telephone ecabinet ; and it thoroughly justified
Mr. Larton’s confidence in his own verdict.  Omn the
foor, erumpled up, swith one foet half across the sill
of the door, lay what once must have been a hale
van of betwesn Gty and sixty years of age,  His
Ly had fallen in a leap, facing the telephone, and
the fingers of both hands were curved as if he had
died gripping something whicti he had subsequoently
ilropped.  But the cause of death was plain enoagh ;
for the whole front of his face and part of ks head
lad been pierced in a number of places, and the
blood and brains which had oozed out from the
wounds had covered the fioor, Michael Prendergast
had been through the war, and thooght himsel
wied to death ; but the sight of the old man Tyving
shattered in that gloomy, muosty shambles stirmerd
cinotions in bim which he belicved whelly conguozad
2 b hiad to struzgle with a violent foeling of nausea
before he dared step across the threshold,
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“Go carcfully, Michael,"” Wilson warned ; and
Prendergast noted with shame and annoyance that
he scemed wholly unmoved by the sight. "' Don't
tread in more than you can help. We'll want all
the Chies we can get.” He surveyed with dis-
pleasure some unmistakable footprints in the blood
that covered the floor. * Ygu've boen in here,
Mr. Barton #

* OF course I have,” said Mr. Barton in injured
tones. T went to see if I could do anything {or
him, naturally, When I found [ couldn’t; T lpoked
round to see il there was a revolver or anything any-
where, I case he shot himself, you sce—in case
it was suicide.”

“ Tum on the light, will you ? * came Prender-
gast's voice from where be wis bending over the
bedy. * I can't see anything in this coal-hole.”

" It's broken,” said Mr. Barton. [ tried it
when I came in” He was, however, obediently
reaching his handso the switch, o porcelain one of
the old pattern, when Wilson forestalled him.  ‘With
a handkerchic! wrapped round his hand he turned
the switch backwards and forwerds several times,
but without result,

" It's broken all right,” he said. " Probably the
bulb's gone. You must make shilt with my torch,
Michacl. But be as quick as you can. It's pretty
obvious that we can't do anything for this poor
fellow now, except to find his morderer, and I want
to et on with fhat as soon as pessible.”  While
Prendergast finished his examination he stood still
in the decrway, staring at the lttle room as if
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memaorizing ita contents, at the telephone, which
stood unperturbed on a rather high shelf at the far
crd, at a shelf above containing two or three old
directories, and at a baize curtain which fell from
the telephone shelf to the ground.

" What's behind that curtain, do you know
he asked Barton,

" Boots—and some old rubbish, I think,” the
Iatter replied. ™ Mr, Carluke used to shove any
stnff he didn't want there.”

* %o “knew him quite well, then 7

** So-s0," said Mr. Barton. "' As well as anyone
idid, 1 daresay. He hadn't a great many friends ;
hewasabftofa queer old cuss, and didn't mind how
much he was alone.”

Prendergast strafghtencd himself. ™ That's all 1
can do here,” he said. ™ The poor chap's dead, of
course—heen dead about twelve hours, [ should say,
off-hand. He can’t have lived more than a few
seconds after he was shot."

* Bhot from close quarters # " Wilson asked..

" Very cloge. Mot more than a few inches, I
shonld say. And—he was shot by a blunderbuss."

" Blunderbuss | 7 exclaimed the other two.

* Blunderbuss or something with an cnormons
charge of soft-nosed slugs in it. Beastly lLittle
things. Here are two I picked off the floor, and
there are some more in his head. There must have
been dozens in the charge."”

" Extracrdinary ! said Mr. Barton, with a kind
of irritable incredulity, “ Why should anyone want
to shoot poor Carluke with a bluonderboss ? ™
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* That's what we have to find out,” said Wison,
* Perhaps, as you know the house, Mr. Barton,
you'd take us into a room where we can talk."

The little man led the way into a small reom which
was obviously a sort of study or morning-room, and
motioned Wilson and his companion to chairs. In
broad daylight, Prendergast stpdied him with some
interest, but found Eitle to repay his scrutiny, He
looked a wery ordinary type of middie-class clerk
or shopkeeper, about forty-five or fifty years old,
with a bald crown fringed with gravish haig that
had once been ginger, a ragred ginger mounstachye,
and face and features of no particular shape. He
appeared considerably upset and distredsed by the
position in which he found himself, rather more so
than Prendergast would have #xpected, though, of
conrse, it must he very trving for any fnend of the
murdered man. For all his agitation, thoogh, he
answersd Wilson's questions clearly enough.

“ Can you tell ine Mr. Carluke’s full name, and
how you came to be a fricnd of his 7 " Wilson began.

" Harold Carluke,” Mr. Burton replied. " Only
we weren't exactly friends, as I told vou, more kind
of acquaintances. We came together through
working in the same place, and we used to play
chess a bit and go for 2 walk together now and then
and so on.”

* What place was that ? "

" Capital and Counties Bank. Hampstead hranch,
My, Carluke isthe caslier, and I"'m head counter clerk. "

" Had he any relations, do you know ?  Was he
mnarried ¢ "
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Mo, he wasn't married, Mr. Barton said. And he
didn't think he'd any relatives. He'd once or
twice spoken of a nephew, rather a wild young fellow,
who seemed to give him some trouble. But dhat
was all. Mr. Carluke wasn't the man to talk about
his family, nor the kind vou could put questions to.
Not the sort many kpew anything about.

“ How comes it,” Wilson asked, " that he is
apparently alone in the house? Didn't he keep
any servants 7 "

Bampon ‘explained that he did not. Mr. Carluke,
it would appear, was sometlhing of 2 {ussyv old maid,
and did not like to see servants about the house,
50 he empiyed only a daily woman who came in
after he had left for business in the moming to clean
and leave his suppr laid for him, and departed
before he returncd.  On Sundays she did not come
at all. " You never saw anvone in such a bait as
he was," Mr, Barton added, " if hg found her in tha
house any time after he'd come home."

* What if he were il 7" Michael Prendergast’s
profession suggested to him. Rut it appeared that
the question had not arizen. Mr. Carluke’s health
was excellent @ he had never been known to miss a
day at the bank.

* This charwoman, she must have had a key ¢ ™
YWilson asked.

“ I suppose she must have., But she dosan't
come in on a Sunday. Besides the door was bolted
and chained when I pot in."

" The front door, you mean? "

“Yes: but the back door waslocked and bolted too."
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*Dh!" Wilson took this in, " You had a look
round, then, before giving the alarm ? "

* Oaly the ground floor,” Barton licked his lins and
lookcd at him with a kind of frightened appeal, ™ I
couldn’t see anything I conld do for him, Solthought
T might just see--if there was anyone else about.™

* And was there 7 '

Barton shook his hrad. ™ No. Not asipn. But
I wasn't long at it. Then I opened the door,

“ Through that windew "—pointing,.  Wilton
erosscd and looked at the window, whose citch had
plainly been {orced back.

" Why dicd you break in? "

" Couldn't pet any answer. * U'd called to go fora
walk with Mr. Carluke as we'd arranged. Then 1
knocked and rang and couldn’t make anyone hear.
And I wasa gmd bt behind my time, too, 30 I got
a bit anxious—I thought he might be ill, perhaps.
En 0 pat in™

"I see. When did yoo last see ham ? ™

" Tast might,”

* Whot time ?

" About-—about nine o'clock,” said Mr. Barton,
licking his lips again and Iooking considerally dis-
tresged.  Prendergast gave o start of surprise ;
then, remembering that he was in effect representing
the law, pulled himself together and tried to look as .
impassive as Wilson., No wonder the little man
was showing signs of alarm, His own position was
certainly dubious.
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" Could yoo tell us what happened " Wilson
inquirﬁﬂ': Mr. Barton could, and did, not without
a good many nervous glances at Wilson's face, He
had gone round at Mr, Carluke’s invitation for high
tea and a game of chess, He had had to leave about
nine a‘clock because he had promised to fetch his
wife home from an gvening party at some neigh-
bours' in Hendon ; but the two men had arranged
to go for a country walk on the Sunday, Barton
liad them left, arranging to call at mine o'clock
the mewnifig to fetch his friend, and Carluke had
scen him out of the house and walked with him as
far as the cormner of Willow lload, where they had
parted. Thin Fartonm had gone on to fetch his
wife ; but they had stayed very much longer at the
party than they hall intended and had not got
back to their home in Hendon until nearly one.  As
s000 as he kuew they were going to be late, he had
tried to telephome Mr. Carluke to suggest a less
carly start in the morning ; Dad thowgh he had tried
twice, once from his friend's house and onece feom
hiz own when he returned, he had got no answer.
* I supposed he was out,” Barton said. ** Though
il was a bit odd, though, because he said be was
going straight to bed when be left me,  He liked 1o
keep early hours.  So I tried again ; but there was
atill no answer, so I supposed he waz aslecp, 5ol
came roand this moming as carly as [ could, as he'd

, be wasting.™

"I see,” said Wilson again, " You didn’t meet
anyone as you left, did you ?  When you were with
Mr, Carluke, I mean.”
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" Mot meed, exactly,” said Mr. Barten, looking
very nervous.  * There were a lot of people about—
it was a fine evening—but we didn't meet anyone,
But we stood outside the Dog and Duck, at the
hottom there, & minote or twa. The lindlord was
in the doorway—I saw him—and ke might have
noticed uws. He knows Mr, Carluke quite well
Look here,” he burst out suddenly. ™ I know what
vou're getting at, and I know what it Jooks like |
[f he went straight back and locked up when he
left me 1 was the last to see him alive. But he was
alive and perfectly all right when I left him—I'll
swear he was ! He half rose in his seat, and sat
down again, looking fearfully at the otkers.

" Chiite, quite,” sadd Wilson soothingly, ™ I'm
not trying to cast any suspicich on you, Mr. Barton.
But we must find ocut what happened, vou know.,
Now, if yon two will excuse me, I'll start having a
look at the place. The police ought to be here ina
minute or two, @hd then T want vou, Mr. Barton, to
go along with them to the station, if you will, and
tell the officer in charge what you've just told me™
He rose to his feet. ™ By the way, Michael, did
vou find any signs of a strugele on the body 2

** None whatever,” Prendergast promptly replied,
"1 should say he was shot before he knew what
was happening.”

* That was my impression, too,"” Wilson nodded,
and disappeared into the hall. Prendergast would
have dearly liked to accompany him and see how a
Scotland Yard man handled the scene of a murder
(his association with Wilson having hitherto been
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entirely unprofessional) ; but he was distinctly in
awe of his friend's offical posttion, and felt sure
that if he had been wanted he would have received
.an invitation, 5o he sat with what patience*he
eoubd muster in the uncomfortable little study, while
Mr. Barton, on the other side of the fireplace,
hiddled in his chair and oneasily bit hiz nails,

They had not long to wait, for in less than three
minutes there was a sound as of heavy fect on the
path, and a loud official knock rang threugh the
house.* Barten and Prendergast both sprang to
their feet, but Wilson was before them ; and as they
went inl:n the hall they heard him gi\-rl'ng a rapid
account of the circumstances to an awestruck
sergeant. *

" Constable Wren's got your bag, sir,” the
sergeant explained. I sent him round to Fits-
john's Avenue for it as soom as [ pot vour note.
Lord, sir!1* By this time they had reached the
door of the telephone cabinet. ™ Well, he stopped
onc then, and no mistake, poor chap | the sergeant
saicd. " What was it, sir? Looks almost like o
charge of grape-shot.”

" Tir. Prendergast says it was a blunderbass”
said Wilzon. " But you'd best get him along to the
siation at once, Iz the ambulance liere P Goodd.
et your man in and tell the divisiopal sorgeon to
examine him as quickly as possible. They can take
-Mr. Barton along with them too, and got hiz state-
ment down, Is Inspector Catling there 7

" Just coming, sir,”" thesergeant said. “"Werang him
up, FAPMETHE M INE timie the me gekack
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* Good. Then they might as well be getting on.
You stay with me, and we'll go over the house.
Put a constable to watch the door. T'm sorry,
Mighael "—he turned to Prendorgast—" but ['m
afraid poor Carluke has rather put a stop to our
expedition.  Will you go without me, or would you
rather stay /"

“ T rather stay, if T can be of any use,” sawd
Prendlergast, as eager as a schoolboy © and Wilson
smiled a hitle, and podded. ™ I'd hke you to o
o the station with the constables iff viom  wall,
gir. Barton," he zai to the meorose little fipure that
howvered in the background, ™ and give your account
to the inspector. But first thero ard® one or twe
more Elungs T want to koow,  Thd Mr, Carluke over
have charge of money or vfluables in his homae,
do you know ?  For the bank, T mean ¢ "

" Mot that T know of,” Barton said. " Dut he
wouldn't have told me if he had. He was as cloge
g5 an oyster on Bank business,”

. Thank you., Now, this nephew that yon spoke
of. Do you know his name, or address, or anything
abont him 7 ™

Barton thonght. * Edgar Carluke, his name is.
I think hc's & ship's purscr, and I delieve he's ashore
just now. But 1 don't know his address."

* He didn’t stay here, then, when he was ashore."

" He sl once,” Barton gaid, " But they had a
row about money, and he wasn't asked again. .
That's how [ happen to know about the once,
because T came to call in the middle of it."

“ How do you mean—ahout money ? s
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* (h, Edgor Carluke wanted some ; and his uncle
wouldnt let him bhave it. [ don't know—I didn't
hear any more than that, Buat perhaps Mr. Carluke
would have something about him in his pap#rs,
il you want to know."

" Dha wou kEnow where he kept his papers ¢

" Upstairs, in & safe in his bedroom. It's the
room above this,"

" Thank you. What iz the bank munager’s
namie—ihe branch manager §

" Mt. Warren. He lives in Belsize Park, but
he's away.”

" Thank you. Dy the way, we shall want a light
in that telephone cabinet, and the bulb appears to
he broken. Ido wou happen to know where Mr.
Carluke kept his spares ? ™

“Yes, in a cupboard in the kitchen, loft of the
gas-stove.”

" Would yen mind finding me oge, as vou koow
where they are # Medium strength, please.” Wilson
went to the door of the kitchen, and stood wailing
whila Mr. Barton groped in a cupboard and ex-
tracted on electric bulb.

" This do? ™ he said, onwrapping it. " It's a
forty.™

* Thank you.”" Wilson took it from him. " Now,
sergeant, call your men in and tell them to disturb
things as little as possible in getting him out.
Lonstable | He called to the man standing on
guard at the hall door, ™ Take Mr. Barton up to
Inspector Catling at once and let him make his
statement. Tell the inspector the sergeant and |
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are going over the house and will ket him know as
soon as possible how things are going, And,
comnstable,”” he drew the man aside a little, und the
conversation dropped to a whisper. Meanwhile the
ambulance men had come in and were taking out
their melancholy burden.  Prondergast, who shud-
dered afresh as the remains of Mr. Carluke came out
of the telephone cabinet, could mot but marvel at
the cool calm with which the police officers did their
business, When it was finished, Wil:on dismissed
the other constable, who strode firmly off, a dejected
tir, Barton following in los woke,

1L

* This is a shocking affair, sir,” the sergeant began
is thee door closed on them.

" Bhocking,” Wilson agreed, beginning to open
the case whicl) the constable had bronght, and
which appeared to contain principally a oumbser of
little bottles of varipus kinds, "' Dhd you know this
Mr. Carluke, sergeant 7 Any idea why be should be
murdered ? ™

“ Mot an earthly, sir,” the serpeant said. ** As
quiet-gpoken and nice an old gentlensan as you could
wish. Bit unsociable, they said, but nothing to
matter. I shouldn't have said he'd an enemy in
the world,"”

" 50 Mr. Barton seemed to think,” said Wilson,
extracting & thin pair of gloves and putting them
en. " Well, we'd better get on.  I've a feeling that
we've no time to loge in this affair, if we want to
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catch the murderer. Will you go round the house,
sergeant, and look at the doors and windows and see
if you can find how he got away ?  Michael, could you
look in that copboard and see if you can find mé a
sixty lamp ? T think T won't use this one after
all." He laid it on a shelf as he gpoke ; and the
sergeant looked up suddenly as if he were going to
speak, but apparently thought better of it.  Prender-
gast found the required lamp without moch diffi-
calty, sa.ud was taking it into the telephone cabinet to
rt'pl.‘l.-l:e the old ane, when Wilson stopped him,

* Let me do that,” he said ; and unscrewed the old
lamp carcfolly from the tu]:r with his gloved hands,
The sergeant gave a chuckle.

* Looking for finger;prints, sir ? ** he said. * The
murderer’s not very hkely to have held on to the
hmp. is he ? Fspmﬂ]y a5 it was broken.”

' Oh, you never know," said Wilson, " Come in,
Michael, and tell me what vou thénk of it. You
needn't mind treading there now, T looked at the
footprints carefully before the men came in. Tell
me how vou think the man died.”™ As he spoke, he
was dusting the broken lamp and a card which he
hield im his hands with powder from his little bottles.

Prendergast stared round the little cabinet,
which measured about seven foet by three. * He
was shot here,” he said. " He couldn't have moved
after he had been hit, and he couldn't have bled
dike that if he'd been cartied from anywhere else.”’

" That's ae. And where was he shot from ?
Where did his murderer stand 7

" There, at the far end of the cabinet. You can
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see by the direction of the slugs. There's one gone
into the wall facing the telephone.™

* Aml Carluke was standing—where ? ™

= Just by the telephone, I should think, from the
way he fell. At the far end, anyway."

* Tlien where was the man whe shot him standing?
There doesn't appear to be any room for him,  And
do you suggest Carluke walked up to a blunderbuoss
and stood right in front of it ?

“ It was dark, The light was brokey. "

“ True, O Miclael. But when it's on in the hall
there is plenty light enough to see anyone inside the
cabinct. I don't suppose Mr. Carluke kept his
houso in comnplete darkness,  Try it vourself.”

Preaedergast went out into, the hall to make the
experiment, which resulted as Wilson had said,
Whea he returned he found hiz [ricnd blowins
powder over the telephone. ™ He must have been
behind the curtpin,” Prendergast zaid,

" Behind the curtain! My dear fellow, there
isn't room ! It's full of boots, and even if he'd
removed the boots, the whole shelf is enly a foot
wide, A man couldn’t got underneath it. Yoo try.
No, not this minute, Come and look at the tele-
phone, This is rather intoresting.”

* Are those finger-prints ¢ asked Prendergast,
Iooking at the instrument, to which little Luts of
vellow powder were adhering.  * They don't look to
ine like anything.™ ‘

" Mo, they arcn't. The telephone's been rubbed
clean, That's rather intercsting in itself. People's
charwomen aren’t usually so particular. Bat that
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wasn't what I meunt. Look at the shell just

r jtlll

" There's a Dloadstain on it,"” siid Preadergast,
* 1 suppose it's Carloke’s.  But why shouldn't there
b 2 ™

" Because,” said Wilson, " that bloodstain was
right wnder the telophone,”

“What | Then he was actunlly telephoning when
hie was killed, and managed to put the telephone
back | I shouldn’t have thought he would have
been dhle to™

“ Meither should 1" szaid Wilson., * What's
more, 1 doa't think he did,"”

* Then his"murderer did. Jove, thut was protty
cool, By the way, Harey, at that rmate, couldn't you
fix the time of his death, anyway ? The telaphone
people kecp records of calls, don't they ¢ If you
asked for the last call he had that woubd fix the time
almest exactly.”™ :

“ Perhops," sud Wilson, ™ Jf he was teleplioning.
Fut we don’t know that he was, yet. And wvon
haven't told me where the murderer stood.™

“Well, damn it 1" Prendergast cried after a
pause, which Wilson utilised to powder the electric
light switch. * If he wasn't behind the curtain, 1
don't kowow where he stood | Could he have been at
the other end of the cabinct—no, that’s impossible,
the shots are all the wrong way. [ suppose he must
have speaked in while Carluke was telephoning and
come right up to him and shot him {rom just by his
ear. But it seems an insane thing to do.”

* It does,” said Wilson. " Quite insane.”
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* Wll, do you know where he stood ! And why
he used a blunderbuss It seems an extraordinary
sort of weapon. Why not a revolver ? They're
peentiful enough, ™

“ 1 think I've an iden where he stood —or rather,
where he didn't stand,” Wilson replied, ™ thongh it's
only an idea : and at present [ haven't the ghost of
a notion how to prove it, And I'm pretty sure I
know wlhy he used a blunderbuss. Think of the
specific characteristics of blunderbusses, and wou'll
be able to answer that question for yourself, * Hullo,
what's this? " He was standing close by the
telephone, peering at the shelf above it. " God be
praised, the charwoman isn't as thordugh as might
have been gathered from the telephone. Look
there." Prendergast stared 4t the shell, which was
fuirly thick with an accumulation of London dust,
At one end, the end to which Wilson was pointing,
there was a roynd depression in the dust aboot six
inches across, " Something round has stood there,”
he said ; and felt he was being a little obvious,

" 1t has,"” said Wilson, " And it has only recently
been taken down, and it hadn't been standing there
Iong, The dust on the mark is practically as thick
as that on the rest of the shelf—it's only been com-
pressed, Now look arcound, Michael, and tell me
what made that mark."

" The telephone,” Prendergast said prempily.
Iudl:c-:l it was the only possible object in sight.

"Bo it would appear. But we'd better ma:l-:u
sure,” said Wilson, proceeding carefully to measure
the diameter of both telephone and mark. ™ Now
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perhaps you can tell me why the late Mr. Carluke
kept his telephone in so inconvenient a position ?
| can hardly reach it, and [ should say I'm as tall
as he was,"”

" Taller,” said the man of science mechanically ;
and racked his brains to think why the telephone
should have been rempved to that distant shelf.
To make room for the murderer, scomed the only
poszible answer ;. vet what could it possibly avail a
murderer to have the telephone cleared out of the
way ? " Prtnl:ll:t'ga:.t s mind, as he told Wilson,
conild only mnjurc up the wision of a murderous
gnome the size of a telephone, sitting on the shelf
with a blundirbuss in his arms. He was rather
surprised that Wilson smiled at him encouragingly.

" That's better,” Wilson said. “ You're be-
ginning to use your brains,”

“ It the enly result of using them is to produce
hobgobling,” Prendergast grumblrd "1 think they
might as well be unused.” At T_hat moment he
nearly jumped out of his skin, for the bell of the
tel&phﬂne ghrilled suddenly through the silent
house.

" Somebody ringing up Mr. Carloke ? * he said,
as Wilson lifted the receiver,

" Mo, it's the station,” the latter said. ™ Yes,
inspector, Yes, Wilson speaking. . . .7 Prender-
gast wandered out into the hall, where the sergeant
was just coming downstairs after a careful official
search of the house.

" %Well, whoever did that poor fellow in's got
wings,"” he said, " Theres nowhere for him to have



z4 SUPERINTENDENT WILSON'S HOLIDAY

got out at. Back doot's locked and bolted ;
windows all fastenod and the snibs as tight as any-
thing with this weather, You couldn't possibly
push any of them back from outside. There's ons
window open on the top floor, but no signs of
anyone getting in or aut.  And the window's ton
small to climb through without leaving marks."

" What aosout the chimneys? ™ Prendergast
soggested. ' T suppose a murderer could climb up a
chimney ¢ ™

* Not up a gas- -flue he couldn't, doctor,” faid the
sergeant, ‘It's gas all over the house, and fhe
flues quite tightly fastened in.  No, he flew, that's
what he did, Unless he chopped himsclf up and
put himself away in pieces. ['ve looked evory-
where a man conld possibl{y hide himscll in this
house, and there's no one there,™

At this point the telephone bell linkled to indicate
the cnd of the conversation, and Wilson came out
into the hall. ™ You've some very efficient men at

stadion, sorgeant,” he said ; and the sergeant
blusheod with pleagure. ™ They've checked Bartow's
statements already. His story's all right. The
londlord of the Ddog and Duck remembers him
and Carluke passing the door last night, and actoally
watched Carluke back to his own house, Then
they've got on to his hosts at Hendon, who say he
arrived at nine-thirty and didn’t leave till nearly
one, and his wife and son say he came straight home."

" Sounds all right,” said the sergeant, " Unless
he came back after one.™

" That would make it nearly two when he got
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back,” said Wilson. ™ Buses and tubes would have
siopped running by then, and he hasn't got a car.”
He looked at Prendergast with a question in his

(=8 -
ﬁl"I don't think so,”" the latter answered. * I'm
pretty sure be was dead long belore midnight. OIF
course, one can't fell to an hour or se—but I'in
pretty certain.  IHd ydu think Barton's alibi was
wrong then 7 7

* Mo, said Wilkon, “ I didn"t. Bat we had to
check ie"  *

" And in any case,” said the serpeant, ™ if he did
come back, how'd he get out again?" He ex-
plained to Wason the difficulties. " 'What are we
to do now, sir P

“ Search the houscsthoroughly,” Wilson said.
" And his papers, I've got his keys. I'll help you.
Only we must be quick.”

* Anything you're looking for particular, sir #**

"Oh, as for papers—anything Bearing on the
cnme—ar suggesting that anybody else has been at
‘em. And for the rest—the weapon.™

" Blunderbuss, sir ?

* That, or something like it. But it may have

been taken to pieces. Look for anything that
could conceivably be part of a hlunderbuss, It
ought to be somewhere in the howse, I'm pretty
certain, but I've no idea where,""
- "It's my belief, doctor,” the sergeant said
admiringly, as they began their search, " thast
Mr. Wilson's got the whaole thing solved already.”

"Only half solved, scrpeant,” =aid  Wilson,
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turning a rather anxious face on him. * I haven't
pot the motive, and T haven't got the weapon,
And if we don't find one of them quickly 'we ofraid
1 shan't get the murderer aither.”

v

It was a long and depressing search that they
conduocted through the dead man's eficcts, while the
minutes wore on, and Wilson'’s face gt mere and
more tense.  Prendergast felt that he had newver
till that morning known what a careful search really
was, Wilson made them grope in Svery crevice,
shake out every cushion and every piece of fabric;
he felt along the scams ofr mattresses and chair
seats ; he made them turn eut the dustbin and the
sink and look under the traps ; they even went into
the litthe garden and searched the gravel path that
encircled the héuse, and all its adjoining Hower beds;
but all in vain. There was no blunderbuss, nor any
Tezs unusual firearm to be seen o there was not even
anything that might have been part of a blunder-
buss. At length, after more than two hours'
searching, they came fo the safe, which Wilson
unlocked with the dead man's keys.

" Doeen’t look as if there was much to be found
here, sir,” said the sergeant, looking at the neat
bundles of documents.

" Well, we can but try,” said Wilzon, beginning
to examune the first packet.

" You know,” he said after a few minuates, " I'm



IN A TELEFHONE CABINET

iachined fo thinlk that somcbody's been through
these papers before v, They're just a Litthe hit out
of order—as if somebody il tried fo put them
back ticdily v ho dide't ceally know whal the unln..r
wat, Like ome's library alter someognc's Liscdl
dusling it.  But for the life of me 1 can't make ot
what the somchody was after,  Whatever it was,
if be took it away it"s leff no traces, What on
varth could he have wanted ¥ There's not moch
sign of the mysterious nq-ph-m.v anyway. Mr. Car-
luke segm tos E‘l-.’l."h} h::-"n in the habit of destroying
his private paper-.

U Wour dide's" Prendergast, having no answer to.
the last gquestion, sugpostid, ™ voo didn't think
anyibing of my iden that the teleplone people
might be alle to give you ithe time of his dewtl ?
That would settle poople’s alilds, anyvway.”

¥ koo sakd Wilson, ' The difficulty is, tlat
I'm preity certain ho wasn’t telephoning when bo
I

But be was!" Prendergast cried. " You're
lorgetting s bands—his fingers, I mean.  Lon't
vou remember the way they were curved ¥ T can
just see thom.  They were exactly at the angle one
nsed to bold a tolephone "—Jw illostrated with his
own hands—" only a Int wider—as if it had been
dragged out of them, and the rigor Lad lixed them
in that pusition. T remember noticing at the time,
ind wondering what he conld possibly  have
aeen holding. 1 thought i might have becn the
Hunderbuss—bul if it had been, of course, he'd be

wlding it still. But ihé telephons’s ml.:"h maore
BV L,
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Fkely™  He stoppasd with a feeling of triumph, for
Wilson hid dropjed the jpupers and was losking at
Lo widle eal tespect,

* By George, Michacl, I beliewe wou"ve pot it 1"
he sed, " T'd quite ferguiten his hands, foc! that
am, Sorgeant, do vou happen to know if the
Fost Office have lost an instrument Jately 7 ™

“ An instrument 7 I'my ffraid T den't, e the
sergeant clmeklod, while Prendesgast paped ot this
unexpected rosult of has sogpestion. © The Post
Oifice attend to their own lost pronsrie”

“ Then mag them up aml find out, as oick as
you can,” was the reply, ™ Huosy up, man, the
whele thing may depesd on g,

"Why ever shoubl wvou think they've lost a
tolephone ¢ Premilergast oshod,

“ It's only o puess,” Wilen answered. ™ But
if it's right, it makes the thing (aeity cordzin,™

The sergeant was away a long time, while Wilson
and Prendecgast patiently scarched through a auict
old pentlonan's meost unintercsting priviaie papers.
When ho came back, he gazed at Wilson with an
Cxpression abmest of reverence on his face.

" 1ow did you know, sir 7" he said, " They
fave lost one,  Thete was one pisched out of an
empty fint in Golders Green within the last week or
two ; but they can't say exactly when, and they've
ne idea whe took it.  IHow did you know # "

" Well, it was a fairly elwious conclusion, wasn't
it 7Y sabd Wilsen, "' 1 wish it was as obvious wheré
it had got to. Come, we mrst find thas thing. 10

o't iave It the bouse ; there was't time,  And
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there's nowhere he can have dropped it—Cood
Lord!™ He sprang to his fect, and made for the
door. " The owli®

" What's the matter ? 7 Prendergast said, follovw-
ing him breathlessly as he rushed down the stairs,

" What afool ! The owl, of course ' was all the
apswoer he got. ™ No, wait a moment. ['ll be back
dircctly.™ "

FPrendergast and the sergeant stood at the Ball
door, gaping, while Wilson ran out inte the road
and abput & hundred yards op the hill. There he
stood for five sceonds of so, starng up al the trees
which all but screened the house from view - aned
then ho reiugacd at the same pace. ' I3 the
barthroom window, T think," ke satd a5 he regained
the howse ; and =hot pp the stairs, the otler two
following,  Arived at the bathroom he Aung wide
the window, which was the same that the scrgeant
had already found open, and leaned out az far as
prossible to the left, groping with bes boand in the
tiick ivy that cowvercil the wall,  Alter two or thres
seconds’ searching he gave an exclamation of
trivenph.

“ ot it 7 he eand. ™ At least, T think s, Wil
vou both please look carcfully ¢ 1 want to have a
wilness to this.” He brought his hand back, with
a fat envclope in it marked Capital and Counties
Bank. This he hamded to the scrgeant. ™ The
weapon, sit ¢ * the latter said, pozeled. ™ There's
more coming,” said Wilson ; and dived again into
the fvy,

" This wants careful handling,'” he said as he
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returmed for e sicoed time,  In his hamd was
what at first sight looked like an ordinary telephone
receiver. But on looking eloscly, it was apparent
that the mouthpiece and the top of the telephone
had Teen removed, and in their place was a fat
muzzle of metal.  Preodergast came close to it and
sturcel down the black mouth of the tlung.

My God, it"s the Blunderbuass 1™ he said,

"It seems to be,"” snid Wilson. ™ We'll have to
take it to pieces to find ont how it worked.  Buot it
svems (uite clear what the murderer dig. The
inside of this instrument has been taken out to make
room for the charge, anid the hook for the earpiece
15 fastened o the trgrer. A man powee to answer a
tebephone ring in the dark—remember that hroken
light, sergeont, which was grobably broken by the
mutderer—wenhl take hold of the earpiece and et
the pun off. You sec now the peint of having a
lihnderbuss - -and a blunderiness, as Dr. Prendergast
noticed, chargal with a prenfiorly nasty type of
expanding stug, lite soft-nosed lmllets.  You can't
make quite certain where a man’s hrad will be when
he's answering the telephone, and the biunderbuss
was pretty aafe to hit him wherever be was,  There
are some finger-prints on both the recciver and the
carpicce "—he had been dusting it with powder as
he spoke—" I'm pretty certain they are Carluke's,
hut we can venpare them downstnirs for certain.
I took his prints on a cand before e was taken away,
Mow, Michael, T think T can abswer the question |
asked you a while back—where did the murderer
stand when he killed his victim 7 The answer 15—
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at a private telephone in Hendon.  Sergeant, will
v send duvwn to the station and tell then to detain
Jobwand Barton on suspicien of beivgy concermed in
the murder of Horold Carluke 2 I think yon'Tl fiml
Le's still there”

" Good God, sir,” the secrgeant sabd, 7 What a
diabelical thing | Do you mean be fived up (his
affoar and then went off and left the poor old
Loy to be shot next time he went to the tole-
jpiome F Y

* A then rang him up to make surce he id go,”
siid Wilson,  * Twice, you remember, in case he
should have been out the first time.  The telephone
people will be able to trace those abortive calls for
ui, lot, of course, he wus dead long before the
second ene was made™

"Good God!'" aaid the scrgeant again. " The
cold-blousded deval ! Why did be moncder him, sir 7
He gpoke as theugh he regarded Wilsen as an cye-
witness of the whole thing,

“ 1 duni't know that, yet,” spid Wilson. ™ But.1
shouldn't = surprised il the emvelope vou have in
vour hand throws some light on it 1l tore it
open, and a small bundle of chegues drawp on the
Capital and Counties Bank fell out. Drawing a
lens from his pocket, he mode o rapid examination
of the signatures,

*“ Of course, I don't know the Hlampstead clionts
of the Capital and Countics Bank," he said, ™ But
I should say there's no doubt that some of those
are forgerics.  Look at the waviness of that line in
the glass. That's no true signature.” He handed
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cheyue and glass to the sergeant, whe nodded agree-
ment. ™ I presume [riend Barton had cither writion
than or helped to poss them throuzh ; and that
Carluke had found it eut, I we pet into touch with
ihe bank manoger, we'll probably get the whele
story. Buot you'd better gn and make sure of your
prisoner. T doubt wheiber Catling's finding it casy
1o detain lim, "

L

“You gave my eyesght better credit than it
ibezeovel,. Whal [ tuek for an owl wis Barton's
bl puTtim'r tho jupers Ay, " osand Wilsom, " My
ouhy excuse in Liat 1 weasn't leoking at the piace ad all,
I ondy ol o Gint mpaession at the elge of the retina,
and when I focussed on i, it was gome,  There is
only one spot in L road In:lm wiz'u:h that particular
bit of ivy is yisible at all--and that spot's not
visilde from the window. Harton must have thought
Limself quitc unobscrved. Bot I nearly lust the
clug, all the same, through ot following wp my
impression guickly cnough.”

“What | don't see,” Premdergast said, ' 1s why
you were looking for a weapon at all—why you
thought it hadn't been taken away.” They were
discus=ing the case again after Barton's cxecution,
Faced with the forged cheques and the ineriminating
telephone, his nerve had gone and he had confessed
everything—incidentally  giving away the actual
forgers of the choques which he had paid over the
counter. The bank manager on his return had
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gupplied the information that investigations had
been taking place into one of the forged cheques,
which bad been detected, and that the dead man
hod asked him for an interview as soon as he carme
hack on that wery subject. Hence the necossity
for his murder.  The rest of the crime wis as Wilson
had indicated—even to thc stealing of the telephone
from L empty Nat in Golders Groen and the carceful
breaking of the electric light boll,

* Well," ?l"ilmn sad. " I didn't sce what else hie
comtld Bave done with it.  He hocd ooly boen in the
Iowse a Jew minntes, the man at the gate said—nn
time to take it anywhore clse.  Of course, he might
have had it 8n Bim ; but I didn't think he'd risk
tikat, a5 he knew he would have 1o go to the police
staticn.  If I hodn't Tound it in the house, I was
going to have him scarched, as a last resort.  But
I didn't want to do that, becanse we should have
Lad to let him go, alter lis complete alibi ; and that
would have given kim plenty of time to find and
desiroy bis weapon, or o feave the country.”

“Then wwu I-:m"u.r all al-:mg he was g‘..tll}r?”
Prendergast acsked. Y How ? '

* Well. | began to suspect him as soon as 1'd hadd
6 looke at the toephons cahinet,  You see, it was so
nbwimss, from the dimensions of 1le cabinet and the
dircetion of the shots, that the murderer hadn’t been
in the cabinct at all. You saw that yoursclf, only
.you were convinced that he must have been.  Bot
there was no room for him to bave DLeen, and no
signa of his departure. There were only Barton's
footprmts vizible, and no one could have got ont
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across the bocly aoul across that pool of blood without
steppang in it. I tried mwself, That sugpested
that the man was alone when he was killed, and that
h: was killed by some mechanical means or other ;
anrd the fact that the bulb—a practically new one,
as I daresay wou noticed—was broken, was sos-
picipusly convenient for a trap. 1 got Barton to
puat his finger-prints on ancther bulb for me so as tn
have a record of them, and later [ discovered that
the broken one bore prints of the same hand., Of
course, that wasn't conclusive : but it wos smg-
gestive,  The bulb's well out of Barton’s reach ; he
wonldn't have been changing it in the ordinary
course of events. That was his principal slip, by
the way ; he wiped everything else clean—the real
telephone rather suspiciously so—bat he forgot the
bl

" Well, if the man was alone when he met his
death, obvicusly hizs murderer could liave a cast-
iron alibi, so that any alibiz could be lcft out of
apcount in the preliminary investigations.  Actually,
it made Mr, Barton's own alibi a little sugpicious—it
almost suggested careful proparation.  So when I'd
got all T wanted ouwt of him, I left veu to look after
him and went back to make a further study. Then
I found, as T showed you, that there was blood snder
the telophone, showing that it had been put down
after the crime.  Carluke himself couldn’t possibly
hawe put it back, as you said ; he must have fallen
as soon as he was hit ; and as additional evidence
of that, 1 found, when I examined the telephone,
that Carluke had apparently never touched it at all.
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That meant that somebody clse nust have put it
back after his death, and cleansd it afler moving,
But, 5o far as we knew, only Mr. Barton had been
in the cabinet after his death. 5o | tried & littke
more investization of Mr, Barton's movements
and when I found, first that the telephone had appar-
cntly stood wery recently for a few bours en an
exceedingly inacccusill® shelf, and seeomdly, prints
of somebody’s bloodstained toe-tips just below the
place where it had stow], and a smudge on the
shelf Below ‘which looked uncommonly like the mark
of a knee resting there, I was pretty certain that it
wars he who had moved it—aned mowved it back again
when he * diftovered * the corpae.

“But why ¢ As you wvery pertinently said, 1o
make room for the mederer. At this point, T st
udmit, I was criminally slew. 1 ought to have
henaghd of the dummy telephone at once. "But I
was still looking for an -r.-r:linar];. blunderluess—
probably fixed to the upper shell, wiid fired by some
mechanical arrangement—when your lucky recol-
lection of the corpsc’s hands gave me the chie.
Then it was plain sailing ;. we had only to hond the
dumrmy."

" Why didn't lie want a litike longer, and take the
thing to pieces, instead of giving the alarm at
once 2 Prendergast wonderod.

" Probably becanse he didn't dare delay for fear
of cxciting the suspicion of the man at the gate,”
Wilson said. ™ Of course he dido’t expect to find us
there too. He thousht he would be allc to send
the maa to the police station, and have a quiet
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twenty minutcs to clear up.  Our turning up was

just a bit of bad Inck for him. 5o was that tiny

gap in the trees.  Otherwise, except for the over-

seght in regard to the bulb, which might very easily .
never have been found, T think he showed remark-

able intelligence. His acting of innocent appre-

hensiveness was very natural indeed, and his alibd,

if I hadn't suspected him dbeady, was just rght,

ind not too crcomstantial ™

* Did you deduce the motive, too ? " Prendergast
incpuived. :

“ Not really. 1 only noted that, as both men
worked in a bank, there was one obvious possibility.
But there might have been 2 hundred'others,  Anc
you see, of course, the paramount necessity of haste,
T we bhad slayed to look for 'the motive, we should
ever have pot the woan”
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