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INTRODUCTORY

For many years I was the personal attorney and constant companion of Mr. Philo Vance; and this period covered the four years during which Mr. John F.-X. Markham, Vance’s
closest friend, was District Attorney of New York. As a result it was my privilege to be a spectator of what I believe was the most amazing series of criminal cases that ever passed
before the eyes of a young lawyer. Indeed, the grim dramas I witnessed during that period constitute one of the most astonishing secret documents in American police history.

Of'these dramas Vance was the central character. By an analytical and interpretative process which, as far as T know, has never before been applied to criminal activities, he succeeded
in solving many of the important crimes on which both the police and the District Attorney’s office had hopelessly fallen down.

Duc to my peculiar relations with Vance it happened that not only did I participate in all the cases with which he was connected, but I was also present at most of the informal
discussions conceming them which took place between him and the District Attomey; and, being of methodical temperament, I kept a complete record of them. It is fortunate that I
performed this gratuitous labor of ion and iption, for now that ci have rendered possible my making the cases public, I am able to present them in full
detail and with all their various sidelights and succeeding steps.

In another volume—*“The Benson Murder Case”™—1I have related how Vance happened to become involved in criminal investigation, and have also set forth the unique analytic
methods of crime detection by which he solved the problem of Alvin Benson’s mysterious murder.

The present chronicle has to do with Vance’s solution of the brutal murder of Margaret Odell—a cause célébre which came to be known as the “Canary” murder. The strangeness, the
daring, the seeming impenetrability of the crime marked it as one of the most singular and astonishing cases in New York’s police annals; and had it not been for Philo Vance’s
participation in its solution, I firmly believe it would have remained one of the great unsolved mysteries of this country.

S. S. VAN DINE.
New York.
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CHAPTER I

THE “CANARY”

In the offices of the Homicide Bureau of the Detective Division of the New York Police Department, on the third floor of the Police Headquarters building in Center Street, there is a large steel
filing cabinet; and within it, among thousands of others of its kind, there reposes a small green index-card on which is typed: “ODELL, MARGARET. 184 West 71st Street. Sept. 10. Murder:
Strangled about 11 p.m. Apartment ransacked. Jewelry stolen. Body found by Amy Gibson, maid.”

Here, in a few commonplace words, is the bleak, unadorned statement of one of the most astonishing crimes in the police annals of this country—a crime so contradictory, so baffling, so
ingenious, so unique, that for many days the best minds of the Police Department and the District Attorney’s office were completely at a loss as to even a method of approach. Each line of
investigation only tended to prove that Margaret Odell could not possibly have been murdered. And yet, huddled on the great silken davenport in her living-room lay the girl’s strangled body,
giving the lie to so grotesque a conclusion.

The true story of this crime, as it eventually came to light after a disheartening period of utter darkness and confusion, revealed many strange and bizarre ramifications, many dark recesses of
man’s unexplored nature, and the uncanny subtlety of a human mind sharpened by desperate and tragic despair. And it also revealed a hidden page of passional melodrama which, in its
essence and organisms, was no less romantic and fascinating than that vivid, theatrical section of the Comédie Humaine which deals with the fabulous love of Baron Nucingen for Esther van
Gobseck, and with the unhappy Torpille’s tragic death.

Margaret Odell was a product of the bohemian demi-monde of Broadway—a scintillant figure who seemed somehow to typify the gaudy and spurious romance of transient gaiety. For nearly
two years before her death she had been the most conspicuous and, in a sense, popular figure of the city’s night life. In our grandparents’ day she might have had conferred upon her that
somewhat questionable designation, “the toast of the town™; but to-day there are too many aspirants for this classification, too many cliques and violent schisms in the Lepidoptera of our
café life, to permit of any one competitor being thus singled out. But, for all the darlings of both professional and lay press-agents, Margaret Odell was a character of unquestioned fame in her
little world.

Her notoriety was due in part to certain legendary tales of her affairs with one or two obscure potentates in the backwashes of Europe. She had spent two years abroad after her first success
in “The Bretonne Maid”—a popular musical comedy in which she had been mysteriously raised from obscurity to the rank of i i
advantage of her absence to circulate vermilion tales of her conquests.

Her appearance went far toward sustaining her somewhat equivocal fame. There was no question that she was beautiful in a hard, slightly flamboyant way. I remember seeing her dancing one
night at the Antlers Club—a famous rend: for post-midnight pl kers, run by the i Red Raegan.!") She impressed me then as a girl of uncommon loveliness, despite the
calculating, predatory cast of her features. She was of medium height, slender, graceful in a leonine way, and, I thought, a trifle aloof and even haughty in manner—a result, perhaps, of her
reputed association with European royalty. She had the traditional courtesan’s full, red lips, and the wide, mongoose eyes of Rossetti’s “Blessed Damozel.” There was in her face that strange
combination of sensual promise and spiritual renunciation with which the painters of all ages have sought to endow their conceptions of the Eternal Magdalene. Hers was the type of face,
voluptuous and with a hint of mystery, which rules man’s emotions and, by subjugating his mind, drives himto desperate deeds.

Margaret Odell had received the sobriquet of Canary as a result of a part she had played in an elaborate omithological ballet of the “Follies,” in which each girl had been gowned to represent a
variety of bird. To her had fallen the role of canary; and her costume of white-and-yellow satin, together with her mass of shining golden hair and pink-and-white complexion, had
distinguished her in the eyes of the spectators as a creature of outstanding charm. Before a fortnight had passed—so eulogistic were her press notices, and so unerringly did the audience
single her out for applause—the “Bird Ballet” was changed to the “Canary Ballet,” and Miss Odell was promoted to the rank of what might charitably be called premiére danseuse, at the same
time having a solo waltzand a song' interpolated for the special display of her charms and talents.

She had quitted the “Follies™ at the close of the season, and during her subsequent spectacular career in the haunts of Broadway’s night life she had been popularly and familiarly called the

Canary. Thus it happened that when her dead body was found, brutally led, in her the crime i i became known, and was always thereafter referred to, as the Canary
murder.

My own participation in the investigation of the Canary murder case—or rather my role of Boswellian spectator—constituted one of the most memorable experiences of my life. At the time of
Margaret Odell’s murder John F.-X. Markham was District Attomey of New York, having taken office the preceding January. I need hardly remind you that during the four years of his
incumbency he distinguished himself by his almost uncanny success as a criminal investigator. The praise which was constantly accorded him, however, was highly distasteful to him; for,
being a man with a keen sense of honor, he instinctively shrank from accepting credit for achievements not wholly his own. The truth is that Markham played only a subsidiary part in the
majority of his most famous criminal cases. The credit for their actual solution belonged to one of Markhany's very close friends, who refused, at the time, to permit the facts to be made public.

This man was a young social aristocrat, whom, for purposes of anonymity, I have chosen to call Philo Vance.

Vance had many amazing gifts and capabilities. He was an art collector in a small way, a fine amateur pianist, and a profound student of @sthetics and psychology. Although an American, he
had largely been educated in Europe, and still retained a slight English accent and intonation. He had a liberal independent income, and spent considerable time fulfilling the social obligations
which devolved on himas a result of family connections; but he was neither an idler nor a dilettante. His manner was cynical and aloof; and those who met him only casually, set him down as
a snob. But knowing Vance, as 1 did, intimately, I was able to glimpse the real man beneath the surface indications; and I knew that his cynicism and aloofness, far from being a pose, sprang
instinctively froma nature which was at once sensitive and solitary.

Vance was not yet thirty-five, and, in a cold, sculptural fashion, was impressively good-looking. His face was slender and mobile; but there was a stern, sardonic expression to his features,
which acted as a barrier between him and his fellows. He was not emotionless, but his emotions were, in the main, intellectual. He was often criticised for his asceticism, yet I have seen him
exhibit rare bursts of enthusiasm over an @sthetic or psychological problem. However, he gave the impression of remaining remote from all mundane matters; and, in truth, he looked upon life
like a di: i and i Isp at a play, secretly amused and debonairly cynical at the meaningless futility of it all. Withal, he had a mind avid for knowledge, and few details of
the human comedy that came within his sphere of vision escaped him.

It was as a direct result of this intellectual inquisitiveness that he became actively, though unofficially, interested in Markham’s criminal investigations.

Tkept a fairly complete record of the cases in which Vance participated as a kind of amicus curice, little thinking that I would ever be privileged to make them public; but Markham, after being
defeated, as you remember, on a hopelessly split ticket at the next election, withdrew from politics; and last year Vance went abroad to live, declaring he would never return to America. As a
result, I obtained permission from both of themto publish my notes in full. Vance stipulated only that I should not reveal his name; but otherwise no restrictions were placed upon me.

T have related elsewhere® the peculiar circumstances which led to Vance’s participation in criminal research, and how, in the face of almost insuperable contradictory evidence, he solved the
mysterious shooting of Alvin Benson. The present chronicle deals with his solution of Margaret Odell’s murder, which took place in the early fall of the same year, and which, you will recall,
created an even greater sensation than its predecessor."!

A curious set of circumstances was accountable for the way in which Vance was shouldered with this new investigation. Markham for weeks had been badgered by the anti-administration
newspapers for the signal failures of his office in obtaining convictions against certain underworld offenders whom the police had tuned over to him for prosecution. As a result of prohibition
a new and dangerous, and wholly undesirable, kind of night life had sprung up in New York. A large number of well-financed cabarets, calling themselves night clubs, had made their
appearance along Broadway and in its side streets; and already there had been an appalling number of serious crimes, both passional and monetary, which, it was said, had had their inception
in these unsavory resorts.

At last, when a case of murder accompanying a hold-up and jewel robbery in one of the family hotels up-town was traced directly to plans and preparations made in one of the night clubs, and
when two detectives of the Homicide Bureau investigating the case were found dead one morning in the neighborhood of the club, with bullet wounds in their backs, Markham decided to
pigeonhole the other affairs of his office and take a hand personally in the intolerable criminal conditions that had arisen.”!

w The Antlers Club has since been closed by the police; and Red Raegan is now serving a long termin Sing Sing for grand larceny.
ritten especially for her by B. G. De Sylva.

2 Wril ially for her by B. G. De Syl

JEl “The Benson Murder Case” (Scribner’s, 1926).

= The Loeb-Leopold crime, the Dorothy King case, and the Hall-Mills murder came later; but the Canary murder proved fully as conspicuous a case as the Nan
Patterson-“Caesar” Young affair, Durant’s murder of Blanche Lamont and Minnie Williams in San Francisco, the Moli ing case, and the Carlyle Harris
morphine murder. To find a parallel in point of public interest one must recall the Borden double-murder in Fall River, the Thaw case, the shooting of Elwell, and the
Rosenthal murder.

18]

The case referred to here was that of Mrs. Elinor Quiggly, a wealthy widow living at the Adlon Hotel in West 96th Strect. She was found on the moming of September 5
suffocated by a gag which had been placed on her by robbers who had evidently followed her home from the Club Turque—a small but lusurious all-night café at 89 West
48th Street. The killing of the two detectives, McQuade and Cannison, was, the police believe, duc to the fact that they were in possession of incriminating evidence against
the perpetrators of the crime. Jewellery amounting to over $50,000 was stolen from the Quiggly apartment.






CHAPTER II
FOOTPRINTS IN THE SNOW

(Sunday, September 9)

On the day following his decision, Markham and Vance and I were sitting in a secluded corner of the lounge-room of the Stuyvesant Club. We often came together there, for we were all
members of the club, and Markham frequently used it as a kind of unofficial up-town headquarters

“It’s bad enough to have half the people in this city under the impression that the District Attorney’s office is a kind of high-class collection agency,” he remarked that night, “without being
necessitated to tum detective because 'mnot given sufficient evidence, or the right kind of evidence, with which to secure convictions.”

Vance looked up with a slow smile, and regarded him quizzically.

1 dat d

“The difficulty would seem to be,” he returned, with an indolent drawl, “that the police, being d in the exquisite of legal p labor under the notion that evidence
which would convince a man of ordin’ry intelligence, would also convince a court of law. A silly notion, don’t y” know. Lawyers don’t really want evidence: they want erudite technicalities.
And the average policeman’s brain is too forthright to cope with the pedantic demands of jurisprudence.”

“It’s not as bad as that,” Markham retorted, with an attempt at good nature, although the strain of the past few weeks had tended to upset his habitual equanimity. “If there weren’t rules of
evidence, grave injustice would too often be done innocent persons. And even a criminal is entitled to protection in our courts.”

Vance yawned mildly.

“Markham, you should have been a pedagogue. It’s positively amazin’ how you’ve mastered all the standard oratorical replies to criticism. And yet, I'm unconvinced. You remember the
Wisconsin case of the kidnapped man whom the courts declared presumably dead. Even when he reappeared, hale and hearty, among his former neighbors, his status of being presumably
dead was not legally altered. The visible and demonstrable fact that he was actually alive was regarded by the court as an immaterial and impertinent side-issue.”” ... Then there’s the touchin’
situation—so prevalent in this fair country—of a man being insane in one State and sane in another. . . . Really, y’ know, you can’t expect a mere lay intelligence, unskilled in the benign
processes of legal logic, to perceive such subtle nuances. Your layman, swaddled in the darkness of ordin’ry common sense, would say that a person who is a lunatic on one bank of a river
would still be a lunatic if he was on the opposite bank. And he’d also hold—erroneously, no doubt—that if a man was living, he would presumably be alive.”

“Why this academic dissertation?” asked Markham, this time a bit irritably.

“It seems to touch rather vitally on the source of your present predicament,” Vance explained equably. “The police, not being lawyers, have apparently got you into hot water, what? . .. Why
not start an agitation to send all detectives to law school?”

“You’re a great help,” retorted Markham.

Vance raised his eyebrows slightly.

“Why disparage my suggestion? Surely you must perceive that it has merit. A man without legal training, when he knows a thing to be true, ignores all incompetent testimony to the contr’ry,
and clings to the facts. A court of law listens solemnly to a mass of worthless testimony, and renders a decision not on the facts but according to a complicated set of rules. The result, d’ ye
see, is that a court often acquits a prisoner, realizing full well that he is guilty. Many a judge has said, in effect, to a culprit: ‘I know, and the jury knows, that you committed the crime, but in
view of the legally admissible evidence, I declare you innocent. Go and sin again.” ”

Markham grunted. “I’d hardly endear myselfto the people of this county if I answered the current strictures against me by recommending law courses for the Police Department.”

“Permit me, then, to suggest the alternative of Shakespeare’s butcher: ‘Let’s kill all the lawyers.” ™

“Unfortunately, it’s a situation, not a utopian theory, that has to be met.”

“And just how,” asked Vance lazily, “do you propose to reconcile the sensible conclusions of the police with what you touchingly call correctness of legal procedure?”

“To begin with,” Markham informed him, “I've decided henceforth to do my own investigating of all important night-club criminal cases. I called a conference of the heads of my departments
yesterday, and fromnow on there’s going to be some real activity radiating direct frommy office. I intend to produce the kind of evidence I need for convictions.”

Vance slowly took a cigarette from his case and tapped it on the arm of his chair.

“Ah! So you are going to substitute the conviction of the innocent for the acquittal of the guilty?”

Markham was nettled; turning in his chair he frowned at Vance.

“I won’t pretend not to understand your remark,” he said acidulously. “You’re back again on your favorite theme of the i
psychological theorics and wsthetic hypotheses.”

y of ial evidence as with your
“Quite s0,” agreed Vance carelessly. “Y’ know, Markham, your sweet and charmin’ faith in circumstantial evidence is positively disarming. Before it, the ordin’ry powers of ratiocination are
benumbed. I tremble for the innocent victims you are about to gather into your legal net. You’ll eventually make the mere attendance at any cabaret a frightful hazard.”

Markham smoked a while in silence. Despite the seeming bitterness at times in the discussions of these two men, there was at bottom no animosity in their attitude toward each other. Their
friendship was of long standing, and, despite the dissimilarity of their temperaments and the marked difference in their points of view, a profound mutual respect formed the basis of their
intimate relationship.

At length Markham spoke.

“Why this ping d ion of cit ial evidence? I admit that at times it may be misleading; but it often forms powerful presumptive proof of guilt. Indeed, Vance, one of our
greatest legal authorities has demonstrated that it is the most powerful actual evidence in existence. Direct evidence, in the very nature of crime, is almost always unavailable. If the courts had
to depend on it, the great majority of criminals would still be at large.”

“I was under the impression that this precious majority had always enjoyed its untrammelled freedom.”
Markham ignored the interruption.

“Take this example: A dozen adults see an animal running across the snow, and testify that it was a chicken; whereas a child sees the same animal, and declares it was a duck. They thereupon
examine the animal’s footprints and find them to be the web-footed tracks made by a duck. Is it not conclusive, then, that the animal was a duck and not a chicken, despite the preponderance
of direct evidence?”

“I’ll grant you your duck,” acceded Vance indifferently.

“And having gratefully accepted the gift,” pursued Markham, “I propound a corollary: A dozen adults see a human figure crossing the snow, and take oath it was a woman; whereas a child
asserts that the figure was a man. Now, will you not also grant that the circumstantial evidence of a man’s footprints in the snow would supply incontrovertible proof that it was, in fact, a man,
and not a woman?”

“Not at all, my dear Justinian,” replied Vance, stretching his legs languidly in front of him; “unless, of course, you could show that a human being possesses no higher order of brains than a
duck.”

“What have brains to do with it?” Markham asked impatiently. “Brains don’t affect one’s footprints.”

“Not those of a duck, certainly. But brains might very well—and, no doubt, often do—affect the footprints of a human being.”

“Am1 having a lesson in anthropology, Darwinian ility, or merely metaphysical speculation?”
“In none of those abstruse subjects,” Vance assured him. “I’'m merely stating a simple fact culled from observation.”

“Well, according to your highly and peculiarly developed p of ing, would the ci ial evidence of those masculine footprints indicate a man or a woman?”

“Not necessarily either,” Vance answered; “or, rather, a possibility of each. Such evidence, when applied to a human being—to a creature, that is, with a reasoning mind—would merely mean to
me that the figure crossing the snow was either a man in his own shoes, or a woman in man’s shoes; or perhaps, even, a long-legged child. In short, it would convey to my purely unlegal
intelligence only that the tracks were made by some descendant of the Pithecanthropus erectus wearing men’s shoes on his nether limbs—sex and age unknown. A duck’s spoors, on the
other hand, I might be tempted to take at their face value.”

“I'mdelighted to observe,” said Markham, “that, at least, you repudiate the possibility of a duck dressing itself up in the gardener’s boots.”
Vance was silent for a moment; then he said:

“The trouble with you modem Solons, d’ ye see, is that you attempt to reduce human nature to a formula; whereas the truth is that man, like life, is infinitely complex He’s shrewd and tricky—
skilled for centuries in all the most diabolical chicaneries. He is a creature of low cunning, who, even in the normal course of his vain and idiotic struggle for existence, instinctively and
deliberately tells ninety-nine lies to one truth. A duck, not having had the heaven-kissing advantages of human civilization, is a straightforward and eminently honest bird.”



“How,” asked Markham, “since you jettison all the ordinary means of arriving at a conclusion, would you decide the sex or species of this person who left the masculine footprints in the
snow?”

Vance blew a spiral of smoke toward the ceiling.

“First, I'd repudiate all the evidence of the twelve astigmatic adults and the one bright-eyed child. Next, I'd ignore the footprints in the snow. Then, with a mind unprejudiced by dubious
testimony and uncluttered with material clues, I'd determine the exact nature of the crime which this fleeing person had committed. After having analyzed its various factors, I could infallibly
tell you not only whether the culprit was a man or a woman, but I could describe his habits, character, and personality. And I could do all this whether the fleeing figure left male or female or
kangaroo tracks, or used stilts, or rode off on a velocipede, or levitated without leaving tracks at all.”

Markham smiled broadly. “You’d be worse than the police in the matter of supplying me legal evidence, I fear.”

“1, at least, wouldn’t procure evidence against some unsuspecting person whose boots had been appropriated by the real culprit,” retorted Vance. “And, y’ know, Markham, as long as you pin
your faith to footprints you’ll inevitably arrest just those persons whom the actual criminals want you to—namely, persons who have had nothing to do with the criminal conditions you’re
about to investigate.”

He became suddenly serious.

“See here, old man; there are some shrewd intelligences at present allied with what the theologians call the powers of darkness. The surface appearances of many of these crimes that are
worrying you are palpably deceptive. Personally, I don’t put much stock in the theory that a malevolent gang of cut-throats have ized an American camorra, and made the silly night
clubs their headquarters. The idea is too melodramatic. It smacks too much of the gaudy journalistic imagination: it’s too Eugéne Sue-ish. Crime isn’t a mass instinct except during war-time,
and then it’s merely an obscene sport. Crime, d’ ye see, is a personal and individual business. One doesn’t make up a partie carrée for a murder as one does for a bridge game. . . . Markham,
old dear, don’t let this romantic criminological idea lead you astray. And don’t scrutinize the figurative footprints in the snow too closely. They’ll confuse you most horribly—you’re far too
trustin’ and literal for this wicked world. I warn you that no clever criminal is going to leave his own footprints for your tape-measure and calipers.”

alook of b it ion.

He sighed deeply, and gave M:
“And have you paused to consider that your first case may even be devoid of footprints? . . . Alas! What, then, will you do?”

“I could overcome that difficulty by taking you along with me,” suggested Markham, with a touch of irony. “How would you like to accompany me on the next important case that breaks?”
“lamravished by the idea,” said Vance.

Two days later the front pages of our metropolitan press carried glaring headlines telling of the murder of Margaret Odell.

(o] The Stuyvesant was a large club, somewhat in the nature of a glorified hotel; and its extensive membership was drawn largely from the political, legal, and financial ranks.

[0 The case to which Vance referred, I ined later, was v. 417 Mich., 79—a testamentary case.




CHAPTER III
THE MURDER

(Tuesday, September 11; 8.30 a. m.)
It was barely half past eight on that moring of the 11th when ham brought word to us of the event.

I was living temporarily with Vance at his home in East 38th Street—a large remodelled apartment occupying the two top floors of a beautiful mansion. For several years I had been Vance’s
personal legal representative and adviser, having resigned from my father’s law firm of Van Dine, Davis and Van Dine to devote myself to his needs and interests. His affairs were by no means
voluminous, but his personal finances, together with his numerous purchases of paintings and objets d ‘art, occupied my full time without burdening me. This monetary and legal stewardship
was eminently congenial to my tastes; and my friendship with Vance, which had dated from our undergraduate days at Harvard, supplied the social and human element in an arrangement
which otherwise might easily have degenerated into one of mere drab routine.

On this particular moming I had risen early and was working in the library when Currie, Vance’s valet and majordomo, announced Markham’s presence in the living-room. I was considerably
astonished at this early-moming visit, for Markham well knew that Vance, who rarely rose before noon, resented any intrusion upon his matutinal slumbers. And in that moment I received the
curious impression that something unusual and portentous was toward.

I found Markham pacing restlessly up and down, his hat and gloves thrown carelessly on the centre-table. As I entered he halted and looked at me with harassed eyes. He was a moderately
tall man, clean-shaven, gray-haired, and firmly set up. His appearance was distinguished, and his manner courteous and kindly. But beneath his gracious exterior there was an aggressive
sternness, an indomitable, grimstrength, that gave one the sense of dogged efficiency and untiring capability.

“Good moming, Van,” he greeted me, with impatient perfunctoriness. “There’s been another half-world murder—the worst and ugliest thus far. . . ” He hesitated, and regarded me searchingly.
“You recall my chat with Vance at the club the other night? There was something damned prophetic in his remarks. And you remember I half promised to take him along on the next important
case. Well, the case has broken—with a vengeance. Margaret Odell, whom they called the Canary, has been strangled in her apartment; and from what I just got over the phone, it looks like
another night-club affair. I'm headed for the Odell apartment now. . .. What about rousing out the sybarite?”

“By all means,” I agreed, with an alacrity which, I fear, was in large measure prompted by purely selfish motives. The Canary! If one had sought the city over for a victim whose murder would
stir up excitement, there could have been but few sclections better calculated to produce this result.

Hastening to the door, I summoned Currie, and told himto call Vance at once.

“I'mafraid, si—" began Currie, politely hesitant.

“Calmyour fears,” cut in Markham. “I’ll take all responsibility for waking himat this indecent hour.”

Currie sensed an emergency and departed.

A minute or two later Vance, in an elaborately embroidered silk kimono and sandals, appeared at the living-room door.
“My word!” he greeted us, in mild astonishment, glancing at the clock. “Haven’t you chaps gone to bed yet?”

He strolled to the mantel, and selected a gold-tipped Régie cigarette froma small Florentine humidor.

Markham’s eyes narrowed: he was in no mood for levity.

“The Canary has been murdered,” I blurted out.

Vance held his wax vesta poised, and gave me a look of indolent inquisitiveness. “Whose canary?”

“Margaret Odell was found strangled this moming,” amended Markham brusquely. “Even you, wrapped in your scented cotton-wool, have heard of her. And you can realize the significance of
the crime. I'm personally going to look for those footprints in the snow; and if you want to come along, as you intimated the other night, you’ll have to get a move on.”

Vance crushed out his cigarette.

“Margaret Odell, eh?—Broadway’s blonde Aspasia—or was it Phryne who had the coiffure d 'or ... Most distressin’!” Despite his offhand manner, I could see he was deeply interested. “The
base enemies of law and order are determined to chivvy you most horribly, aren’t they, old dear? Deuced inconsiderate of em! . . . Excuse me while I seek habiliments suitable to the occasion.”
He disappeared into his bedroom, while Markham took out a large cigar and resolutely prepared it for smoking, and I returned to the library to put away the papers on which I had been
working.

In less than ten minutes Vance reappeared, dressed for the street.

“Bien, mon vieux,” he announced gaily, as Currie handed himhis hat and gloves and a malacca cane. “Allons-y”

We rode up-town along Madison Avenue, tumed into Central Park, and came out by the West 72d Street entrance. Margaret Odell's apartment was at 184 West 71st Street, near Broadway; and
as we drew up to the curb, it was necessary for the patrolman on duty to make a passage for us through the crowd that had already gathered as a result of the arrival of the police.

Feathergill, an assistant District Attorney, was waiting in the main hall for his Chief’s arrival.

“It’s too bad, sir,” he lamented. “A rotten show all round. And just at this time! . ..” He sh d his Il di ingl:

“It may collapse quickly,” said Markham, shaking the other’s hand. “How are things going? Sergeant Heath phoned me right after you called, and said that, at first glance, the case looked a bit
stubbom.”

“Stubbom?” repeated Feathergill lugubriously. “It’s downright impervious. Heath is spinning round like a turbine. He was called off the Boyle case, by the way, to devote his talents to this
new shocker. Inspector Moran arrived ten minutes ago, and gave him the official imprimatur.”

“Well, Heath’s a good man,” declared Markham. “We’ll work it out. . .. Which is the apartment?”

Feathergill led the way to a door at the rear of the main hall.

“Here you are, sir,” he announced. “I'll be running along now. I need sleep. Good luck!” And he was gone.

It will be necessary to give a brief description of the house and its interior arrangement, for the somewhat peculiar structure of the building played a vital part in the seemingly insoluble
problemposed by the murder.

The house, which was a four-story stone structure originally built as a residence, had been remodelled, both inside and outside, to meet the requirements of an exclusive individual apartment
dwelling. There were, I believe, three or four separate suites on each floor; but the quarters up-stairs need not concern us. The main floor was the scene of the crime, and here there were three
apartments and a dentist’s office.

The main entrance to the building was directly on the street, and extending straight back from the front door was a wide hallway. Directly at the rear of this hallway, and facing the entrance,
was the door to the Odell apartment, which bore the numeral “3.” About half-way down the front hall, on the right-hand side, was the stairway leading to the floors above; and directly beyond
the stairway, also on the right, was a small reception-room with a wide archway instead of a door. Directly opposite to the stairway, in a small recess, stood the telephone switchboard. There
was no elevator in the house.
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Another important feature of this ground-floor plan was a small passageway at the rear of the main hall and at right angles to it, which led past the front walls of the Odell apartment to a door
opening on a court at the west side of the building. This court was connected with the street by an alley four feet wide.

In the ing diagram this ar of the ground floor can be easily visualized, and I suggest that the reader fix it in his mind; for I doubt if ever before so simple and obvious an

architectural design played such an important part in a criminal mystery. By its very simplicity and almost conventional familiarity—indeed, by its total lack of any puzzling complications—it
proved so baffling to the investigators that the case threatened, for many days, to remain forever insoluble.

d over his broad, pugnacious features; and it
igation of any criminal casc had no place in

As Markham entered the Odell apartment that morming Sergeant Emest Heath came forward at once and extended his hand. A look of relief p:
st between the Detective Division and the District Attorney’s office during the inves

was obvious that the animosity and rivalry which always ¢

his attitude on this occasion.

“I'mglad you’ve come, sir,” he said; and meant it.

He then tumed to Vance with a cordial smile, and held out his hand.[*!

“So the amachoor sleuth is with us again!” His tone held a friendly banter.

“Oh, quite,” murmured Vance. “How’s your induction coil working this beautiful September moming, Sergeant?”



“I'd hate to tell you!” Then Heath’s face grew suddenly grave, and he turned to Markham. “It’s a raw deal, sir. Why in hell couldn’t they have picked some one besides the Canary for their
dirty work? There’s plenty of Janes on Broadway who coulda faded from the picture without causing a second alarm; but they gotta go and bump off the Queen of Sheba!”

As he spoke, William M. Moran, the commanding officer of the Detective Bureau, came into the little foyer and performed the usual hand-shaking ceremony. Though he had met Vance and me
but once before, and then casually, he remembered us both and addressed us courteously by name.

“Your arrival,” he said to Markham, in a well-bred, modulated voice, “is very welcome. Sergeant Heath will give you what preliminary information you want. I'm still pretty much in the dark
myself—only just arrived.”

“Alot of information /'ve got to give,” grumbled Heath, as he led the way into the living-room.

Margaret Odell’s apartment was a suite of two fairly large rooms connected by a wide archway draped with heavy damask portiéres. The entrance door from the main hall of the building led
into a small rectangular foyer about eight feet long and four feet deep, with double \enetian-glass doors opening into the main room beyond. There was no other entrance to the apartment,
and the bedroom could be reached only through the archway from the living-room.

There was a large davenport, covered with brocaded silk, in front of the fireplace in the left-hand wall of the living-room, with a long narrow library-table of inlaid rosewood extending along its
back. On the opposite wall, between the foyer and the archway into the bedroom, hung a triplicate Marie Antoinette mirror, beneath which stood a mahogany gate-legged table. On the far side
of the archway, near the large oriel window, was a baby grand Steinway piano with a beautifully designed and decorated case of Louis-Seize omamentation. In the comer to the right of the
fireplace was a spindle-legged escritoire and a square hand-painted waste-paper basket of vellum. To the left of the fireplace stood one of the loveliest Boule cabinets I have ever seen. Several
excellent reproductions of Boucher, Fragonard, and Watteau hung about the walls. The bedroom contained a chest of drawers, a dressing-table, and several gold-leaf chairs. The whole
apartment seemed eminently in keeping with the Canary’s fragile and evanescent personality.

As we stepped from the little foyer into the living-room and stood for a moment looking about, a scene bordering on wreckage met our eyes. The rooms had apparently been ransacked by
some one in a frenzy of haste, and the disorder of the place was appalling.
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“They didn’t exactly do the job in dainty fashion,” remarked Inspector Moran.

“I'suppose we oughta be grateful they didn’t blow the joint up with dynamite,” returned Heath acridly.

But it was not the general disorder that most attracted us. Our gaze was almost immediately drawn and held by the body of the dead girl, which rested in an unnatural, semi-recumbent attitude
in the comer of the davenport nearest to where we stood. Her head was turned backward, as if by force, over the silken tufted upholstery; and her hair had come unfastened and lay beneath
her head and over her bare shoulder like a frozen cataract of liquid gold. Her face, in violent death, was distorted and unlovely. Her skin was discolored; her eyes were ing; her mouth was
open, and her lips were drawn back. Her neck, on either side of the thyroid cartilage, showed ugly dark bruises. She was dressed in a flimsy evening gown of black Chantilly lace over cream-
colored chiffon, and across the arm of the davenport had been thrown an evening cape of cloth-of-gold trimmed with ermine.

There were evidences of her ineffectual struggle with the person who had strangled her. Besides the dishevelled condition of her hair, one of the shoulder-straps of her gown had been
severed, and there was a long rent in the fine lace across her breast. A small corsage of artificial orchids had been torn from her bodice, and lay crumpled in her lap. One satin slipper had fallen
off, and her right knee was twisted inward on the seat of the davenport, as if she had sought to lift herself out of the suffocating clutches of her antagonist. Her fingers were still flexed, no
doubt as they had been at the moment of her capitulation to death, when she had relinquished her grip upon the murderer’s wrists.

The spell of horror cast over us by the sight of the tortured body was broken by the matter-of-fact tones of Heath.
“You see, Mr. Markham, she was evidently sitting in the comer of this settee when she was grabbed suddenly from behind.”
Markhamnodded. “It must have taken a pretty strong man to strangle her so easily.”

“I'll say!” agreed Heath. He bent over and pointed to the girls fingers, on which showed several abrasions. “They stripped her rings off, too; and they didn’t go about it gentle, either.” Then
he indicated a segment of fine platinum chain, set with tiny pearls, which hung over one of her shoulders. “And they grabbed whatever it was hanging round her neck, and broke the chain
doing it. They weren’t overlooking anything, or losing any time. . . . A swell, gentlemanly job. Nice and refined.”

“Where’s the Medical Examiner?” asked Markham.

“He’s coming,” Heath told him. “You can’t get Doc Doremus to go anywheres without his breakfast.”

“He may find something else—something that doesn’t show.”

“There’s plenty showing for me,” declared Heath. “Look at this apartment. It wouldn’t be much worse if a Kansas cyclone had struck it.”
We turned from the depressing spectacle of the dead girl and moved toward the centre of the room.

“Be careful not to touch anything, Mr. Markham,” warned Heath. “I’ve sent for the finger-print experts—they’ll be here any minute now.”
Vance looked up in mock astonishment.

“Finger-prints? You don’t say—really! How delightful'-—Imagine a johnnie in this enlightened day leaving his finger-prints for you to find.”
“All crooks aren’t clever, Mr. Vance,” declared Heath combatively.

“Oh, dear, no! They’d never be apprehended if they were. But, after all, Sergeant, even an authentic finger-print merely means that the person who made it was dallying around at some time or
other. It doesn’t indicate guilt.”

“Maybe so,” conceded Heath doggedly. “But I'm here to tell you that if I get any good honest-to-God finger-prints outa this devastated area, it’s not going so easy with the bird that made
‘em’

Vance appeared to be shocked. “You positively terrify me, Sergeant. Henceforth I shall adopt mittens as a permanent addition to my attire. I'm always handling the furniture and the teacups
and the various knickknacks in the houses where I call, don’t y” know.”

Markham interposed himself at this point, and suggested they make a tour of inspection while waiting for the Medical Examiner.

“They didn’t add anything much to the usual methods,” Heath pointed out. “Killed the girl, and then ripped things wide open.”

The two rooms had apparently been thoroughly ransacked. Clothes and various articles were strewn about the floor. The doors of both clothes-closets (there was one in each room) were
open, and to judge from the chaos in the bedroom closet, it had been hurriedly searched; although the closet off of the living-room, which was given over to the storage of infrequently used
items, appeared to have been ignored. The drawers of the dressing-table and chest had been partly emptied on to the floor, and the bedclothes had been snatched away and the mattress
tumned back. Two chairs and a small occasional table were upset; several vases were broken, as if they had been searched and then thrown down in the wrath of disappointment; and the Marie
Antoinette mirror had been broken. The escritoire was open, and its pigeonholes had been emptied in a jumbled pile upon the blotter. The doors of the Boule cabinet swung wide, and inside
there was the same confusion of contents that marked the interior of the escritoire. The bronze-and-porcelain lamp on the end of the library-table was lying on its side, its satin shade torn
where it had struck the sharp comer of a silver bonbonniére.

Two objects in the general disarray particularly attracted my attention—a black metal d box of the kind p
circular inset lock. The latter of these objects was destined to play a curious and sinister part in the investigation to follow.

at any stationery store, and a large jewel-case of sheet steel with a

The document-box, which was now empty, had been placed on the library-table, next to the overturned lamp. Its lid was thrown back, and the key was still in the lock. In all the litter and
disorganization of the room, this boxseemed to be the one outstanding indication of calmand orderly activity on the part of the wrecker.

The jewel-case, on the other hand, had been violently wrenched open. It sat on the dressing-table in the bedroom, dinted and twisted out of shape by the terrific leverage that had been
necessary to force it, and beside it lay a brass-handled, cast-iron poker which had evidently been brought from the living-room and used as a makeshift chisel with which to prize open the
lock.

Vance had glanced but casually at the different objects in the rooms as we made our rounds, but when he came to the dressing-table, he paused abruptly. Taking out his monocle, he adjusted it
carefully, and leaned over the broken jewel-case.

“Most extr’ordin’ry!” he murmured, tapping the edge of the lid with his gold pencil. “What do you make of that, Sergeant?”
Heath had been eyeing Vance with narrowed lids as the latter bent over the dressing-table.
“What’s in your mind, Mr. \ance?” he, in tum, asked.

“Oh, more than you could ever guess,” Vance answered lightly. “But just at the moment I was toying with the idea that this steel case was never torn open by that wholly inadequate iron
poker, what?”

Heath nodded his head approvingly. “So you, too, noticed that, did you? ... And you’re dead right. That poker might’ve twisted the boxa little, but it never snapped that lock.”

He tumed to Inspector Moran.

“That’s the puzzler I've sent for ‘Prof” Brenner to clean up—ifhe can. The jimmying of that jewel-case looks to me like a high-class professional job. No Sunday-school superintendent did it.”
Vance continued for a while to study the box, but at length he tumed away with a perplexed frown.

“I'say!” he commented. “Something devilish queer took place here last night.”

“Oh, not so queer,” Heath amended. “It was a thorough job, all right, but there’s nothing mysterious about it.”

Vance polished his monocle and put it away.

“If you go to work on that basis, Sergeant,” he retumed carelessly, “I greatly fear you’ll run aground on a reef. And may kind Heaven bring you safe to shore!”

8]

Heath had become acquainted with Vance during the investigation of the Benson murder case two months previously.



CHAPTER IV
THE PRINT OF A HAND

(Tuesday, September 11; 9.30 a. m.)

A few minutes after we had returned to the living-room Doctor Doremus, the Chief Medical Examiner, arrived, jaunty and energetic. Immediately in his train came three other men, one of whom
carried a bulky camera and a folded tripod. These were Captain Dubois and Detective Bellamy, finger-print experts, and Peter Q1 bush, the official ph: hi

“Well, well, well!” exclaimed Doctor Doremus. “Quite a gathering of the clans. More trouble, eh? . . . I wish your friends, Inspector, would choose a more respectable hour for their little
differences. This early rising upsets my liver.”

He shook hands with everybody in a brisk, businesslike manner.
“Where’s the body?” he demanded breezily, looking about the room. He caught sight of the girl on the davenport. “Ah! A lady.”

Stepping quickly forward, he made a rapid examination of the dead girl, scrutinizing her neck and fingers, moving her arms and head to determine the condition of rigor mortis, and finally
unflexing her stiffened limbs and laying her out straight on the long cushions, preparatory to a more detailed necropsy.

The rest of us moved toward the bedroom, and Heath motioned to the finger-print men to follow.
“Go over everything,” he told them. “But take a special look at this jewel-case and the handle of this poker, and give that document-box in the other rooma close up-and-down.”
“Right,” assented Captain Dubois. “We’ll begin in here while the doc’s busy in the other room.” And he and Bellamy set to work.

Our interest naturally centred on the Captain’s labors. For fully five minutes we watched him inspecting the twisted steel sides of the jewel-case and the smooth, polished handle of the poker.
He held the objects gingerly by their edges, and, placing a jeweller’s glass in his eye, flashed his pocket-light on every square inch of them. At length he put them down, scowling.

“No finger-prints here,” he announced. “Wiped clean.”

“I mighta known it,” grumbled Heath. “It was a professional job, all right.” He tumed to the other expert. “Found anything, Bellamy?”
“Nothing to help,” was the grumpy reply. “A few old smears with dust over "em.”

“Looks like a washout,” Heath commented irritably; “though ’'mhoping for something in the other room.”

At this moment Doctor Doremus came into the bedroom and, taking a sheet from the bed, returned to the davenport and covered the body of the murdered girl. Then he snapped shut his case,
and putting on his hat at a rakish angle, stepped forward with the air of a man in great haste to be on his way.

“Simple case of strangulation from behind,” he said, his words running together. “Digital bruises about the front of the throat; thumb bruises in the sub-occipital region. Attack must have
been d. A quick, job though d d evidently battled a little.”

“How do you suppose her dress became torn, doctor?” asked Vance.

“Oh, that? Can’t tell. She may have done it herself—instinctive motions of clutching for air.”

“Not likely though, what?”

“Why not? The dress was torn and the bouquet was ripped off, and the fellow who was choking her had both hands on her throat. Who else could’ve done it?”
Vance shrugged his shoulders, and began lighting a cigarette.

Heath, annoyed by his apparently inconsequential interruption, put the next question.

“Don’t those marks on the fingers mean that her rings were stripped off?”

“Possibly. They’re fresh abrasions. Also, there’s a couple of lacerations on the left wrist and slight contusions on the thenar eminence, indicating that a bracelet may have been forcibly pulled
over her hand.”

“That fits O. K.,” pronounced Heath, with satisfaction. “And it looks like they snatched a pendant of some kind off her neck.”

“Probably,” indifferently agreed Doctor Doremus. “The piece of chain had cut into her flesh a little behind the right shoulder.”

“And the time?”

“Nine or ten hours ago. Say, about eleven-thirty—maybe a little before. Not after midnight, anyway.” He had been teetering restlessly on his toes. “Anything else?”
Heath pondered.

“I guess that’s all, doc,” he decided. “I'll get the body to the mortuary right away. Let’s have the post-mortemas soon as you can.”

“You’ll get a report in the moming.” And despite his apparent cagemess to be off, Doctor Doremus stepped into the bedroom, and shook hands with Heath and Markham and Inspector
Moran before he hurried out.

Heath followed himto the door, and I heard himdirect the officer outside to telephone the Department of Public Welfare to send an ambulance at once for the girl’s body.

“I positively adore that official archiater of yours,” Vance said to Markham. “Such detachment! Here are you stewing most distressingly over the passing of one damsel fair and frail, and that
blithe medicus is worrying only over a sluggish liver brought on by early rising.”

“What has he to be upset over?” 1 d “The

papers are not riding himwith spurs. ... And by the way, what was the point of your questions about the torn dress?”
Vance lazily inspected the tip of his cigarette.

“Consider,” he said. “The lady was evidently taken by surprise; for, had there been a struggle beforehand, she would not have been strangled from behind while sitting down. Therefore, her
gown and corsage were undoubtedly intact at the time she was seized. But—despite the conclusion of your dashing Paracelsus—the damage to her toilet was not of a nature that could have
been self-inflicted in her struggle for air. If she had felt the constriction of the gown across her breast, she would have snatched the bodice itself by putting her fingers inside the band. But, if
you noticed, her bodice was intact; the only thing that had been tom was the deep lace flounce on the outside; and it had been tom, or rather ripped, by a strong lateral pull; whereas, in the
circumstances, any wrench on her part would have been downward or outward.”

Inspector Moran was listening intently, but Heath seemed restless and impatient; apparently he regarded the tom gown as irrelevant to the simple main issue.

“Moreover,” Vance went on, “there is the corsage. If she herself had torn it off while being strangled, it would doubtless have fallen to the floor; for, remember, she offered considerable
resistance. Her body was twisted sidewise; her knee was drawn up, and one slipper had been kicked off. Now, no bunch of silken posies is going to remain in a lady’s lap during such a
commotion. Even when ladies sit still, their gloves and hand-bags and handk fs and and serviettes are forever sliding off of their laps on to the floor, don’t y*know.”

“But if your argument’s correct,” protested Markham, “then the tearing of the lace and the snatching off of the corsage could have been done only after she was dead. And I can’t see any
object in such senseless vandalism.”

“Neither can I,” sighed Vance. “It’s all devilish queer.”

Heath looked up at himsharply. “That’s the second time you’ve said that. But there’s nothing what you’d call queer about this mess. It is a straight-away case.” He spoke with an overtone of
insistence, like a man arguing against his own insecurity of opinion. “The dress might’ve been torn almost any time,” he went on stubbornly. “And the flower might’ve got caught in the lace
ofher skirt so it couldn’t roll off.”

“And how would you explain the jewel-case, Sergeant?” asked Vance.

“Well, the fellow might’ve tried the poker, and then, finding it wouldn’t work, used his jimmy.”

“If he had the efficient jimmy,” countered Vance, “why did he go to the trouble of bringing the silly poker from the living-room?”
The Sergeant shook his head perplexedly.

“You never can tell why some of these crooks act the way they do.”

“Tut, tut!” Vance chided him. “There should be no such word as ‘never’in the bright lexicon of detecting.”

Heath regarded himsharply. “Was there anything else that struck you as queer?” His subtle doubts were welling up again.
“Well, there’s the lamp on the table in the other room.”

We were standing near the archway between the two rooms, and Heath turned quickly and looked blankly at the fallen lamp.



“Idon’t see anything queer about that.”

“It has been upset—eh, what?” suggested Vance.

“What if it has?” Heath was frankly puzzled. “Damn near everything in this apartment has been knocked crooked.”

“Ah! But there’s a reason for most of the other things having been disturbed—Ilike the drawers and pigeonholes and closets and vases. They all indicate a search; they’re consistent with a
raid for loot. But that lamp, now, d” ye see, doesn’t fit into the picture. It’s a false note. It was standing on the opposite end of the table to where the murder was committed, at least five feet

away; and it couldn’t possibly have been knocked over in the struggle. . . . No, it won’t do. It’s got no business being upset, any more than that pretty mirror over the gate-legged table has
any business being broken. That’s why it’s queer.”

“What about those chairs and the little table?” asked Heath, pointing to two small gilded chairs which had been overturned, and a fragile tip-table that lay on its side near the piano.

“Oh, they fit into the ensemble,” retumed Vance. “They’re all light pieces of fumiture which could easily have been knocked over, or thrown aside, by the hasty gentleman who rifled these
rooms.”

“The lamp might’ve been knocked over in the same way,” argued Heath.

Vance shook his head. “Not tenable, Sergeant. It has a solid bronze base, and isn’t at all top-heavy; and being set well back on the table, it wasn’t in any one’s way. . .. That lamp was upset
deliberately.”

The Sergeant was silent for a while. Experience had taught him not to underestimate Vance’s observations; and, I must confess, as I looked at the lamp lying on its side on the end of the
library-table, well removed from any of the other disordered objects in the room, Vance’s argument seemed to possess considerable force. I tried hard to fit it into a hasty reconstruction of the
crime, but was utterly unable to do so.

“Anything else that don’t seem to fit into the picture?” Heath at length asked.

Vance pointed with his cigarette toward the clothes-closet in the living-room. This closet was alongside of the foyer, in the corner near the Boule cabinet, directly opposite to the end of the
davenport.

“You might let your mind dally a moment with the condition of that clothes-press,’ d Vance lessly. “You will note that, though the door’s ajar, the contents have not been
touched. And it’s about the only area in the apartment that hasn’t been disturbed.”

Heath walked over and looked into the closet.

“Well, anyway, I'll admit that’s queer,” he finally conceded.

Vance had followed himindolently, and stood gazing over his shoulder.

“And my word!” he exclaimed suddenly. “The key’s on the inside of the lock. Fancy that, now! One can’t lock a closet door with the key on the inside—can one, Sergeant?”

“The key may not mean anything,” Heath observed hopefully. “Maybe the door was never locked. Anyhow, we’ll find out about that pretty soon. I'm holding the maid outside, and I'm going
to have her on the carpet as soon as the Captain finishes his job here.”

He tumed to Dubois, who, having d his search for finger-prints in the bedroom, was now inspecting the piano.

“Any luck yet?”

The Captain shook his head.

“Gloves,” he answered succinctly.

“Same here,” supplemented Bellamy gruffly, on his knees before the escritoire.

\Vance, with a sardonic smile, turned and walked to the window, where he stood looking out and smoking placidly, as if his entire interest in the case had evaporated.

At this moment the door from the main hall opened, and a short thin little man, with gray hair and a scraggly gray beard, stepped inside and stood blinking against the vivid sunlight.
“Good morning, Professor,” Heath greeted the newcomer. “Glad to see you. I've got something nifty, right in your line.”

Deputy-Inspector Conrad Brenner was one of that small army of obscure, but highly capable, experts who are connected with the New York Police Department, and who are constantly being
consulted on abstruse technical problems, but whose names and achievements rarely get into the public prints. His specialty was locks and burglars” tools; and I doubt if, even among those

exhaustively pains-taking criminologists of the University of Lausanne, there was a more accurate reader of the evidential signs left by the impl of h breakers. In and
bearing he was like a withered little college professor.?! His black, uny d suit was old-fashioned in cut; and he wore a very high stiff collar, like a fin-de-siécle clergyman, with a narrow
black string tie. His gold-rimmed spectacles were so thick-lensed that the pupils of his eyes gave the impression ofacute belladonna poisoni

When Heath had spoken to him, he merely stood staring with a sort of detached expectancy; he seemed utterly unaware that there was any one else in the room. The Sergeant, evidently
familiar with the little man’s idiosyncrasies of manner, did not wait for a response, but started at once for the bedroom.

L

“This way, please, Professor,” he directed going to the d ing-table and picking up the jewel-case. “Take a squint at this, and tell me what you see.”

Inspector Brenner followed Heath, without looking to right or left, and, taking the jewel-case, went silently to the window and began to examine it. Vance, whose interest seemed suddenly to
be reawakened, came forward and stood watching him.

For fully five minutes the little expert inspected the case, holding it within a few inches of his myopic eyes. Then he lifted his glance to Heath and winked several times rapidly.

“Two instruments were used in opening this case.” His voice was small and high-pitched, but there was in it an undeniable quality of authority. “One bent the lid and made several fractures on
the baked enamel. The other was, I should say, a steel chisel of some kind, and was used to break the lock. The first instrument, which was blunt, was employed amateurishly, at the wrong
angle of leverage; and the effort resulted only in twisting the overhang of the lid. But the steel chisel was inserted with a knowledge of the correct point of oscillation, where a minimum of
leverage would produce the counteracting stress necessary to displace the lock-bolts.”

“A professional job?” suggested Heath.

“Highly so,” answered the Inspector, again blinking. “That is to say, the forcing of the lock was professional. And I would even go so far as to advance the opinion that the instrument used
was one especially constructed for such illegal purposes.™

“Could this have done the job?” Heath held out the poker.
The other looked at it closely, and turned it over several times.

“It might have been the instrument that bent the cover, but it was not the one used for prying open the lock. This poker is cast iron and would have snapped under any great pressure;
whereas this boxis of cold rolled eighteen-gauge steel plate, with an inset cylinder pin-tumbler lock taking a paracentric key. The leverage force necessary to distort the flange sufficiently to
lift the lid could have been made only by a steel chisel.”

“Well, that’s that.”” Heath seemed well satisfied with Inspector Brenner’s conclusion. “I'll send the boxdown to you, Professor, and you can let me know what else you find out.”
“I’lltake it along, if you have no objection.” And the little man tucked it under his arm and shuffled out without another word.

Heath grinned at Markham. “Queer bird. He ain’t happy unless he’s measuring jimmy marks on doors and windows and things. He couldn’t wait till I sent him the box. He’ll hold it lovingly on
his lap all the way down in the subway, like a mother with a baby.”

Vance was still standing near the dressing-table, gazing perplexedly into space.

“Markham,” he said, “the condition of that jewel-case is positively ding. It’s ble, illogical—insane. It complicates the situation most damnably. That steel box simply couldn’t
have been chiselled open by a professional burglar . . . and yet, don’t y”know, it actually was.”

Before Markham could reply, a satisfied grunt from Captain Dubois attracted our attention.
“I've got something for you, Sergeant,” he announced.

We moved expectantly into the living-room. Dubois was bending over the end of the library-table almost directly behind the place where Margaret Odell’s body had been found. He took out
an insufflator, which was like a very small hand-bellows, and blew a fine light-yellow powder evenly over about a square foot of the polished rosewood surface of the table-top. Then he gently
blew away the surplus powder, and there appeared the impression of a human hand distinctly registered in saffron. The bulb of the thumb and each fleshy hummock between the joints of the
fingers and around the palm stood out like tiny circular islands. All the papillary ridges were clearly discemible. The photographer then hooked his camera to a peculiar adjustable tripod and,
carefully focusing his lens, took two flash-light pictures of the hand-mark.

“This ought to do.” Dubois was pleased with his find. “It’s the right hand—a clear print—and the guy who made it was standing right behind the dame. . .. And it’s the newest print in the
place.”



“What about this box?” Heath pointed to the black document-box on the table near the overturned lamp.

“Not a mark—wiped clean.”

Dubois began putting away his paraphemalia.

“I'say, Captain Dubois,” interposed Vance, “did you take a good look at the inside door-knob of that clothes-press?”
The man swung about abruptly, and gave Vance a glowering look.

“People ain’t in the habit of handling the inside knobs of closet doors. They open and shut closets from the outside.”

Vance raised his in si a

“Do they, now, really?—Fancy that! ... Still, don’t y’ know, if one were inside the closet, one couldn’t reach the outside knob.”
“The people 7 know don’t shut themselves in clothes-closets.” Dubois’s tone was ponderously sarcastic.

“You positively amaze me!” declared Vance. “All the people I know are addicted to the habit—a sort of daily pastime, don’t y” know.”
Markham, always diplomatic, intervened.

“What idea have you about that closet, Vance?”

“Alas! I wish I had one,” was the dolorous answer. “It’s because I can’t, for the life of me, make sense of its neat and orderly appearance that 'mso interested in it. Really, y’ know, it should
have been artistically looted.”™

Heath was not entirely free from the same vague misgivings that were disturbing Vance, for he turned to Dubois and said:
“You might go over the knob, Captain. As this gentleman says, there’s something funny about the condition of that closet.”

Dubois, silent and surly, went to the closet door and sprayed his yellow powder over the inside knob. When he had blown the loose particles away, he bent over it with his magnifying-glass.
At length he straightened up, and gave Vance a look ofill-natured appraisal.

“There’s fresh prints on i, all right,” he grudgingly admitted; “and unless I'm mistaken they were made by the same hand as those on the table. Both thumb-marks are ulnar loops, and the
indexcfingers are both whorl pattems. . .. Here, Pete,” he ordered the photographer, “make some shots of that knob.”

When this had been done, Dubois, Bellamy, and the photographer left us.

A few moments later, after an interchange of pleasantries, Inspector Moran also departed. At the door he passed two men in the white uniform of internes, who had come to take away the girl’s
body.

o It is an interesting fact that for the nineteen years he had been connected with the New York Police Department, he had been referred to, by his superiors and subordinates
alike, as “the Professor.”



CHAPTER V
THE BOLTED DOOR

(Tuesday, September 11; 10.30 a. m.)
Markham and Heath and Vance and I were now alone in the apartment. Dark, low-hanging clouds had drifted across the sun, and the gray spectral light intensified the tragic atmosphere of the
rooms. Markham had lighted a cigar, and stood leaning against the piano, looking about him with a disconsolate but determined air. Vance had moved over to one of the pictures on the side
wall of the livi Boucher’s “La Bergére Endormie,” I think it d stood looking at it with cynical contempt.

“Dimpled nudities, gambolling Cupids and woolly clouds for royal cocottes,” he commented. His distaste for all the painting of the French decadence under Louis XV was profound. “One
wonders what pictures courtesans hung in their boudoirs before the invention of these amorous eclogues, with their blue verdure and beribboned sheep.”

“I'mmore interested at present in what took place in this particular boudoir last night,” retorted Markham impatiently.
“There’s not much doubt about that, sir,” said Heath encouragingly. “And I've an idea that when Dubois checks up those finger-prints with our files, we’ll about know who did it.”
Vance turned toward him with a rueful smile.

“You’re so trusting, Sergeant. I, in tum, have an idea that, long before this touchin’ case is clarified, you’ll wish the irascible Captain with the insect-powder had never found those finger-
prints.” He made a playful gesture of emphasis. “Permit me to whisper into your ear that the person who left his sign-manuals on yonder rosewood table and cut-glass door-knob had nothing
whatever to do with the precipitate demise of the fair Mademoiselle Odell.”

“What is it you suspect?” demanded Markham sharply.

“Not a thing, old dear,” blandly declared Vance. “I'm wandering about in a mental murk as empty of sign-posts as interplanetary space. The jaws of darkness do devour me up; I'min the dead
vast and middle of the night. My mental darkness is Egyptian, Stygian, Cimmerian—I’m in a perfect Erebus of tenebrosity.”

Markham’s jaw tightened in exasperation; he was familiar with this evasive loquacity of Vance’s. Dismissing the subject, he addressed himselfto Heath.
“Have you done any questioning of the people in the house here?”

“I talked to Odell’s maid and to the janitor and the switchboard operators, but I didn’t go much into details—I was waiting for you. I'll say this, though: what they did tell me made my head
swim. If they don’t back down on some of their statements, we’re up against it.”

“Let’s have themin now, then,” suggested Markham; “the maid first.” He sat down on the piano-bench with his back to the keyboard.

Heath rose, but instead of going to the door, walked to the oriel window.

“There’s one thing I want to call your attention to, sir, before you interview these people, and that’s the matter of entrances and exits in this apartment.” He drew aside the gold-gauze curtain.
“Look at that iron grating. All the windows in this place, including the ones in the bathroom, are equipped with iron bars just like these. It’s only eight or ten feet to the ground here, and
whoever built this house wasn’t taking any chances of burglars getting in through the windows.”

He released the curtain, and strode into the foyer.

“Now, there’s only one entrance to this apartment, and that’s this door here opening off the main hall. There isn’t a transom or an air-shaft or a dumb-waiter in the place, and that means that
the only way—the only way—that anybody can get in or out of this apartment is through this door. Just keep that fact in your mind, sir, while you’re listening to the stories of these
people. ... Now, I'll have the maid brought in.”

In response to Heath’s order a detective led in a mulatto woman about thirty years old. She was neatly dressed, and gave one the impression of capability. When she spoke it was with a quiet,
clear enunciation which attested to a greater degree of education than is ordinarily found in members of her class.

Her name, we learned, was Amy Gibson; and the information elicited by s i questioning isted of the following facts:

She had arrived at the apartment that morning a few minutes after seven, and, as was her custom, had let herself in with her own key, as her mistress generally slept till late.
Once or twice a week she came early to do sewing and mending for Miss Odell before the latter arose. On this particular moming she had come early to make an alteration in a gown.
As soon as she had opened the door she had been confronted by the disorder of the apartment, for the Venetian-glass doors of the foyer were wide open; and almost simultaneously
she had noticed the body of her mistress on the davenport.
She had called at once to Jessup, the night telephone operator then on duty, who, after one glance into the living-room, had notified the police. She had then sat down in the public
reception-roomand waited for the arrival of the officers.

Her testimony had been simple and direct and intelligently stated. If she was nervous or excited, she managed to keep her feelings well under control.

“Now,” continued Markham, after a short pause, “let us go back to last night—At what time did you leave Miss Odell?”

“A few minutes before seven, sir,” the woman answered, in a colorless, even tone which seemed to be characteristic of her speech.

“Is that your usual hour for leaving?”

“No; I generally go about six. But last night Miss Odell wanted me to help her dress for dinner.”

“Don’t you always help her dress for dinner?”

“No, sir. But last night she was going with some gentleman to dinner and the theatre, and wanted to look specially nice.”
“Ah!” Markham leaned forward. “And who was this gentleman?”

“Idon’t know, sir—Miss Odell didn’t say.”

“And you couldn’t suggest who it might have been?”

“Icouldn’t say, sir.”

“And when did Miss Odell tell you that she wanted you to come carly this moming?”

“When I was leaving last night.”

“So she evidently didn’t anticipate any danger, or have any fear of her companion.”

“It doesn’t look that way.” The woman paused, as if considering. “No, I know she didn’t. She was in good spirits.”
Markham turned to Heath.

“Any other questions you want to ask, Sergeant?”

Heath removed an unlighted cigar from his mouth, and bent forward, resting his hands on his knees.

“What jewellery did this Odell woman have on last night?” he demanded gruffly.

The maid’s manner became cool and a bit haughty.

“Miss Odell”—she emphasized the “Miss,” by way of reproaching him for the disrespect implied in his omission—*“wore all her rings, five or six of them, and three bracelets—one of square
diamonds, one of rubies, and one of diamonds and emeralds. She also had on a sunburst of pear-shaped diamonds on a chain round her neck, and she carried a platinum lorgnette set with
diamonds and pearls.”

“Did she own any other jewellery?”

“A few small pieces, maybe, but I'mnot sure.”

“And did she keep "em in a steel jewel-case in the bedroom?”

“Yes—when she wasn’t wearing them.” There was more than a suggestion of sarcasmin the reply.

“Oh, I thought maybe she kept ’em locked up when she had *em on.” Heath’s antagonism had been aroused by the maid’s attitude; he could not have failed to note that she had consistently
omitted the punctilious “sir” when answering him. He now stood up and pointed loweringly to the black document-box on the rosewood table.

“Ever see that before?”



The woman nodded indifferently. “Many times.”

“Where was it generally kept?”

“In that thing.” She indicated the Boule cabinet with a motion of the head.

“What was in the box?”

“How should [ know?”

“You don’t know—huh?” Heath thrust out his jaw, but his bullying attitude had no effect upon the impassive maid.
“I've got no idea,” she replied calmly. “It was always kept locked, and I never saw Miss Odell open it.”

The Sergeant walked over to the door of the living-room closet.

“See that key?” he asked angrily.

Again the woman nodded; but this time I detected a look of mild astonishment in her eyes.

“Was that key always kept on the inside of the door?”

“No; it was always on the outside.”

Heath shot Vance a curious look. Then, after a moment’s frowning contemplation of the knob, he waved his hand to the detective who had brought the maid in.

“Take her back to the reception-room, Snitkin, and get a detailed description fromher of all the Odell jewellery. . . . And keep her outside; I'll want her again.”

‘When Snitkin and the maid had gone out, Vance lay back lazily on the davenport, where he had sat during the interview, and sent a spiral of cigarette smoke toward the ceiling.

“Rather illuminatin’, what?” he remarked. “The dusky demoiselle got us considerably forrader. Now we know that the closet key is on the wrong side of the door, and that our fille de joie went
to the theatre with one of her favorite inamorati, who presumably brought her home shortly before she took her departure from this wicked world.”

“You think that’s helpful, do you?” Heath’s tone was contemptuously triumphant. “Wait till you hear the crazy story the telephone operator’s got to tell.”

“All right, Sergeant,” put in Markham impatiently. “Suppose we get on with the ordeal.”

“I'm going to suggest, Mr. Markham, that we question the janitor first. And I'll show you why.” Heath went to the entrance door of the apartment, and opened it. “Look here for just a minute,
sir”

He stepped out into the main hall, and pointed down the little passageway on the left. It was about ten feet in length, and ran between the Odell apartment and the blank rear wall of the
reception-room. At the end of it was a solid oak door which gave on the court at the side of the house.

“That door,” explained Heath, “is the only side or rear entrance to this building; and when that door is bolted nobody can get into the house except by the front entrance. You can’t even get
into the building through the other apartments, for every window on this floor is barred. I checked up on that point as soon as I got here.”

He led the way back into the living-room.

“Now, after I'd looked over the situation this moming,” he went on, I figured that our man had entered through that side door at the end of the passageway, and had slipped into this
apartment without the night operator seeing him. So I tried the side door to see if it was open. But it was bolted on the inside—not locked, mind you, but bolted. And it wasn’t a slip-bolt,
cither, that could have been jimmied or worked open from the outside, but a tough old-fashioned turn-bolt of solid brass. ... And now I want you to hear what the janitor’s got to say about it.”

Markham nodded acquiescence, and Heath called an order to one of the officers in the hall. A moment later a stolid, middle-aged German, with sullen features and high cheek-bones, stood
before us. His jaw was clamped tight, and he shifted his eyes from one to the other of us suspiciously.

Heath straightway assumed the réle of inquisitor.

“What time do you leave here at night?” He had, for some reason, assumed a belligerent manner.

“Sixo’clock—sometimes earlier, sometimes later.” The man spoke in a surly monotone. He was obviously resentful at this unexpected intrusion upon his orderly routine.
“And what time do you get here in the morning?”

“Eight o’clock, regular.”

“What time did you go home last night?”

“About six—maybe quarter past.”

Heath paused and finally lighted the cigar on which he had been chewing at intervals during the past hour.

“Now, tell me about that side door,” he went on, with undiminished aggressiveness. “You told me you lock it every night before you leave—is that right?”

“Ja—that’s right.” The man nodded his head affirmatively several times. “Only I don’t lock it—I bolt it.”

“All right, you bolt it, then.” As Heath talked his cigar bobbed up and down between his lips: smoke and words came simultaneously from his mouth, “And last night you bolted it as usual
about sixo’clock?”

“Maybe a quarter past,” the janitor amended, with Germanic precision.
“You’re sure you bolted it last night?” The question was almost ferocious.
“Ja, ja. Sure, 1 am. I do it every night. I never miss.”

The man’s earnestness left no doubt that the door in question had indeed been bolted on the inside at about six o’clock of the previous evening. Heath, however, belabored the point for
several minutes, only to be reassured doggedly that the door had been bolted. At last the janitor was dismissed.

“Really, y” know, Sergeant,” remarked Vance with an amused smile, “that honest Rheinlander bolted the door.”

“Sure, he did,” spluttered Heath; “and I found it still bolted this morning at quarter of eight. That’s just what messes things up so nice and pretty. If that door was bolted fromsix o’clock last
evening until eight o’clock this moring, I'd appreciate having some one drive up in a hearse and tell me how the Canary’s little playmate got in here last night. And I'd also like to know how
he got out.”

“Why not through the main entrance?” asked Markham. “It seems the only logical way left, according to your own findings.”
“That’s how I had it figured out, sir,” returned Heath. “But wait till you hear what the phone operator has to say.”

“And the phone operator’s post,” mused Vance, “is in the main hall half-way between the front door and this apartment. Therefore, the gentleman who caused all the disturbance hereabouts
last night would have had to pass within a few feet of the operator both on arriving and departing—eh, what?”

“That’s it!” snapped Heath. “And, according to the operator, no such person came or went.”
Markham seemed to have absorbed some of Heath’s irritability.
“Get the fellow in here, and let me question him,” he ordered.

Heath obeyed with a kind of malicious alacrity.



CHAPTER VI
A CALLFOR HELP

(Tuesday, September 11; 11 a. m.)

Jessup made a good impression from the moment he entered the room. He was a serious, determined-looking man in his early thirties, rugged and well built; and there was a squareness to his
shoulders that carried a suggestion of military training. He walked with a decided limp—his right foot dragged perceptibly—and I noted that his left arm had been stiffened into a permanent
arc, as if by an unreduced fracture of the elbow. He was quiet and reserved, and his eyes were steady and intelligent. Markham at once motioned him to a wicker chair beside the closet door,
but he declined it, and stood before the District Attorney in a soldierly attitude of respectful attention. Markham opened the interrogation with several personal questions. It transpired that
Jessup had been a sergeant in the World War,"" had twice been seriously wounded, and had been invalided home shortly before the Armistice. He had held his present post of telephone
operator for overa year.

“Now, Jessup,” continued Markham, “there are things connected with last night’s tragedy that you can tell us.”

“Yes, sir.”” There was no doubt that this ex-soldier would tell us accurately anything he knew, and also that, if he had any doubt as to the correctness of his information, he would frankly say
so. He possessed all the qualities of a careful and well-trained witness.

“First of all, what time did you come on duty last night?”

“At ten o’clock, sir.” There was no qualification to this blunt statement; one felt that Jessup would arrive punctually at whatever hour he was due. “It was my short shift. The day man and
myselfalternate in long and short shifts.”

“And did you see Miss Odell come in last night after the theatre?”

“Yes, sir. Every one who comes in has to pass the switchboard.”

“What time did she arrive?”

“It couldn’t have been more than a few minutes after eleven.”

“Was she alone?”

“No, sir. There was a gentleman with her.”

“Do you know who he was?”

“Idon’t know his name, sir. But [ have seen himseveral times before when he has called on Miss Odell.”

“You could describe him, I suppose.”

“Yes, sir. He’s tall and clean-shaven except for a very short gray moustache, and is about forty-five, I should say. He looks—if you understand me, sir—like a man of wealth and position.”
Markham nodded. “And now, tell me: did he accompany Miss Odell into her apartment, or did he go immediately away?”
“He went in with Miss Odell, and stayed about halfan hour.”

Markham’s eyes brightened, and there was a suppressed eagemness in his next words.

“Then he arrived about eleven, and was alone with Miss Odell in her apartment until about half past eleven. You’re sure of these facts?”
“Yes, sir, that’s correct,” the man affirmed.

Markham paused and leaned forward.

“Now, Jessup, think carefully before answering: did any one else call on Miss Odell at any time last night?”

“No one, sir,” was the unhesitating reply.

“How can you be so sure?”

“I'would have seen them, sir. They would have had to pass the switchboard in order to reach this apartment.”

“And don’t you ever leave the switchboard?” asked Markham.

“No, sir,” the man assured him vigorously, as if protesting against the implication that he would desert a post of duty. “When I want a drink of water, or go to the toilet, I use the little lavatory
in the reception-room; but I always hold the door open and keep my eye on the switchboard in case the pilot-light should show up for a telephone call. Nobody could walk down the hall, even
if I was in the lavatory, without my seeing them.”

One could well believe that the conscientious Jessup kept his eye at all times on the switchboard lest a call should flash and go unanswered. The man’s eamestness and reliability were
obvious; and there was no doubt in any of our minds, I think, that if Miss Odell had had another visitor that night, Jessup would have known of it.

But Heath, with the thoroughness of his nature, rose quickly and stepped out into the main hall. In a moment he returned, looking troubled but satisfied.

“Right!” he nodded to Markham. “The lavatory door’s on a direct line with the

Jessup took no notice of this verification of his statement, and stood, his eyes attentively on the District Attomey, awaiting any further questions that might be asked him. There was
something both admirable and confidence-inspiring in his unruffled demeanor.

“What about last night?” resumed Markham. “Did you leave the switchboard often, or for long?”

“Just once, sir; and then only to go to the lavatory for a minute or two. But I watched the board the whole time.”

“And you’d be willing to state on oath that no one else called on Miss Odell fromten o’clock on, and that no one, except her escort, left her apartment after that hour?”
“Yes, sir, [ would.”

He was plainly telling the truth, and Markham pondered several moments before proceeding.

“What about the side door?”

“That’s kept locked all night, sir. The janitor bolts it when he leaves, and unbolts it in the moming. I never touch it.”

Markham leaned back and turned to Heath.

“The testimony of the janitor and Jessup here,” he said, “seems to limit the situation pretty narrowly to Miss Odell’s escort. If, as seems reasonable to assume, the side door was bolted all
night, and if no other caller came or went through the front door, it looks as if the man we wanted to find was the one who brought her home.”

Heath gave a short mirthless laugh.

“That would be fine, sir, if something else hadn’t happened around here last night.” Then, to Jessup: “Tell the District Attorney the rest of the story about this man.”
Markham looked toward the operator with expectant interest; and, Vance, lifting himself on one elbow, listened attentively.

Jessup spoke in a level voice, with the alert and careful manner of a soldier reporting to his superior officer.

“It was just this, sit. When the gentleman came out of Miss Odell’s apartment at about half past eleven, he stopped at the switchboard and asked me to get hima Yellow Taxicab. I put the call
through, and while he was waiting for the car, Miss Odell screamed and called for help. The gentleman turned and rushed to the apartment door, and I followed quickly behind him. He
knocked; but at first there was no answer. Then he knocked again, and at the same time called out to Miss Odell and asked her what was the matter. This time she answered. She said
everything was all right, and told him to go home and not to worry. Then he walked back with me to the switchboard, remarking that he guessed Miss Odell must have fallen asleep and had a
nightmare. We talked for a few minutes about the war, and then the taxicab came. He said good night, and went out, and I heard the car drive away.”

It was plain to see that this epilogue of the departure of Miss Odell’s anonymous escort completely upset Markham’s theory of the case. He looked down at the floor with a baffled expression,
and smoked vigorously for several moments. At last he asked:

“How long was it after this man came out of the apartment that you heard Miss Odell scream?”
“About five minutes. I had put my connection through to the taxicab company, and it was a minute or so later that she screamed.”
“Was the man near the switchboard?”

“Yes, sir. In fact, he had one armresting on it.”



“How many times did Miss Odell scream? And just what did she say when she called for help?”
“She screamed twice, and then cried ‘Help! Help!” ™

“And when the man knocked on the door the second time, what did he say?”

“As near as I can recollect, sir, he said: ‘Open the door, Margaret! What'’s the trouble?” ™

“And can you remember her exact words when she answered him?”

Jessup hesitated, and frowned reflectively.

“As I recall, she said: ‘There’s nothing the matter. 'msorry I screamed. Everything’s all right, so please go home, and don’t worry.”. . . Of course, that may not be exactly what she said, but it
was something very close to it.”

“You could hear her plainly through the door, then?”

“Oh, yes. These doors are not very thick.”

Markhamrose, and began pacing meditatively. At length, halting in front of the operator, he asked another question:
“Did you hear any other suspicious sounds in this apartment after the man left?”

“Not a sound of any kind, sir,” Jessup declared. “Some one from outside the building, however, telephoned Miss Odell about ten minutes later, and a man’s voice answered from her
apartment.”

“What’s this!” Markham spun round, and Heath sat up at attention, his eyes wide. “Tell me every detail of that call.”
Jessup complied unemotionally.

“About twenty minutes to twelve a trunk-light flashed on the board, and when I answered it, a man asked for Miss Odell. I plugged the connection through, and after a short wait the receiver
was lifted from her phone—you can tell when a receiver’s taken off the hook, because the guide-light on the board goes out—and a man’s voice answered ‘Hello.” I pulled the listening-in key
over, and, of course, didn’t hear any more.”

There was silence in the apartment for several minutes. Then Vance, who had been watching Jessup closely during the interview, spoke.

“By the bye, Mr. Jessup,” he asked carelessly, “were you yourself, by any chance, a bit fascinated—let us say—by the charming Miss Odell?”
For the first time since entering the room the man appeared ill at ease. A dull flush overspread his cheeks.

“Ithought she was a very beautiful lady,” he answered resolutely.

Markham gave Vance a look of disapproval, and then addressed himself abruptly to the operator.

“That will be all for the moment, Jessup.”

The man bowed stiffly and limped out.

“This case is becoming positively fascinatin’,” murmured Vance, relaxing once more upon the davenport.

“It’s comforting to know that some one’s enjoying it.” Markham’s tone was iritable. “And what, may I ask, was the object of your question concering Jessup’s sentiments toward the dead
woman?”

“Oh, just a vagrant notion struggling in my brain,” returned Vance. “And then, y”know, a bit of boudoir racontage always enlivens a situation, what?”

Heath, rousing himself from gloomy abstraction, spoke up.

“We’ve still got the finger-prints, Mr. Markham. And I'm thinking that they're going to locate our man for us.”

“But even if Dubois does identify those prints,” said Markham, “we’ll have to show how the owner of them got into this place last night. He’ll claim, of course, they were made prior to the
crime.”

“Well, it’s a sure thing,” declared Heath stubbomly, “that there was some man in here last night when Odell got back from the theatre, and that he was still here until after the other man left at

half past eleven. The woman’s screams and the answering of that phone call at twenty minutes to twelve prove it. And since Doc Doremus said that the murder took place before midnight,
there’s no getting away fromthe fact that the guy who was hiding in here did the job.”

“That appears incontrovertible,” agreed Markham. “And I'm inclined to think it was some one she knew. She probably screamed when he first revealed himself, and then, recognizing him,
calmed down and told the other man out in the hall that nothing was the matter. . .. Later on he strangled her.”

“And, I might suggest,” added Vance, “that his place of hiding was that clothes-press.”

“Sure,” the Sergeant concurred. “But what’s bothering me is how he got in here. The day operator who was at the switchboard until ten last night told me that the man who called and took
Odell out to dinner was the only visitor she had.”

gave a grunt of
“Bring the day man in here,” he ordered. “We’ve got to straighten this thing out. Somebody got in here last night, and before I leave I'm going to find out how it was done.”
Vance gave hima look of patronizing amusement.

“Y’ know, Markham,” he said, “I'mnot blessed with the gift of psychic inspiration, but I have one of those strange, indescribable feelings, as the minor poets say, that if you really contemplate
remaining in this bestrewn boudoir till you've discovered how the mysterious visitor gained admittance here last night, you'd do jolly well to send for your toilet access’ries and several
changes of fresh linen—not to mention your pyjamas. The chap who engineered this little soirée planned his entrance and exit most carefully and perspicaciously.”

Markhamregarded Vance dubiously, but made no reply.

o His full name was William Elmer Jessup, and he had been attached to the 308th Infantry of the 77th Division of the Overseas Forces.



CHAPTER VII
ANAMELESS VISITOR

(Tuesday, September 11; 11.15 a. m.)

Heath had stepped out into the hall, and now returned with the day telephone operator, a sallow thin young man who, we learned, was named Spively. His almost black hair, which accentuated
the pallor of his face, was sleeked back from his forehead with pomade; and he wore a very shallow moustache which barely extended beyond the ale of his nostrils. He was dressed in an
exaggeratedly dapper fashion, in a dazzling chocolate-colored suit cut very close to his figure, a pair of cloth-topped buttoned shoes, and a pink shirt with a stiff turn-over collar to match. He
appeared nervous, and immediately sat down in the wicker chair by the door, fingering the sharp creases of his trousers, and running the tip of his tongue over his lips.

Markham went straight to the point.

“Iunderstand you were at the switchboard yesterday afternoon and last night until ten o’clock. Is that correct?”
Spively swallowed hard, and nodded his head. “Yes, sir.”

“What time did Miss Odell go out to dinner?”

“About seven o’clock. I'd just sent to the restaurant next door for some sandwiches——"

“Did she go alone?” Markham interrupted his explanation.

“No. A fella called for her.”

“Did you know this “fella’?”

“I"d seen hima couple of times calling on Miss Odell, but I didn’t know who he was.”

“What did he look like?” Markham’s question was uttered with hurried impatience.

Spively’s description of the girl’s escort tallied with Jessup’s description of the man who had accompanied her home, though Spively was more voluble and less precise than Jessup had been.
Patently, Miss Odell had gone out at seven and retumned at eleven with the same man.

“Now,” resumed Markham, putting an added stress on his words, “I want to know who else called on Miss Odell between the time she went out to dinner and ten o’clock when you left the
switchboard.”

Spively was puzzled by the question, and his thin arched eyebrows lifted and contracted.

“I-—don’t understand,” he stammered. “How could any one call on Miss Odell when she was out?”

“Some one evidently did,” said Markham. “And he got into her apartment, and was there when she returned at eleven.”
The youth’s eyes opened wide, and his lips fell apart.

“My God, sir!” he exclaimed. “So that’s how they murdered her!—laid in wait for her! . ..” He stopped abruptly, suddenly realizing his own proximity to the mysterious chain of events that had
led up to the crime. “But nobody got into her apartment while I was on duty,” he blurted, with frightened emphasis. “Nobody! I never left the board from the time she went out until quitting
time.”

“Couldn’t any one have come in the side door?”

“What! Was it unlocked?” Spively’s tone was startled. “It never is unlocked at night. The janitor bolts it when he leaves at six”
“And you didn’t unbolt it last night for any purpose? Think!”

“No, sir, I didn’t!” He shook his head earnestly.

“And you are positive that no one got into the apartment through the front door after Miss Odell left?”

“Positive! I tell you I didn’t leave the board the whole time, and nobody could’ve got by me without my knowing it. There was only one person that called and asked for her:
“Oh! So some one did call!” snapped Markham. “When was it? And what happened?—Jog your memory before you answer.”

“It wasn’t anything important,” the youth assured him, genuinely frightened. “Just a fella who came in and rang her bell and went right out again.”

“Never mind whether it was important or not.” Markham’s tone was cold and peremptory. “What time did he call?”

“About half past nine.”

“And who was he?”

“Ayoung fella I've seen come here several times to see Miss Odell. I don’t know his name.”

“Tell me exactly what took place,” pursued Markham.

Again Spively swallowed hard and wetted his lips.

“It was like this,” he began, with effort. “The fella came in and started walking down the hall, and I said to him: ‘Miss Odell isn’t in.” But he kept on going, and said: ‘Oh, well, I'll ring the bell
anyway to make sure.” A telephone call came through just then, and I let him go on. He rang the bell and knocked on the door, but of course there wasn’t any answer; and pretty soon he came
on back and said: ‘I guess you were right.” Then he tossed me halfa dollar, and went out.”

“You actually saw him go out?” There was a note of disappointment in Markham’s voice.

“Sure, I saw him go out. He stopped just inside the front door and it a cigarette. Then he opened the door and tumed toward Broadway.”
*“ ‘One by one the rosy petals fall,” ” came Vance’s indolent voice. “A most amusin’ situation!”

Markham was loath to relinquish his hope in the criminal possibilities of this one caller who had come and gone at half past nine.
“What was this man like?” he asked. “Can you describe him?”

Spively sat up straight, and when he answered, it was with an enthusiasm that showed he had taken special note of the visitor.
“He was good-looking, not so old—maybe thirty. And he had on a full-dress suit and patent-leather pumps, and a pleated silk shirt ”

“What, what?” demanded Vance, in simulated unbelief, leaning over the back of the davenport. “A silk shirt with evening dress! Most extr’ordin’ry!”
“Oh, a lot of the best dressers are wearing them,” Spively explained, with condescending pride. “It’s all the fashion for dancing.”

“You don’t say—really!” Vance appeared dumb-founded. “I must look into this. ... And, by the bye, when this Beau Brummel of the silk shirt paused by the front door, did he take his cigarette
froma long flat silver case carried in his lower waistcoat pocket?”

The youth looked at Vance in admiring astonishment.

“How did you know?” he exclaimed.

“Simple deduction,” Vance explained, resuming his recumbent posture. “Large metal cigarette-cases carried in the waistcoat pocket somehow go with silk shirts for evening wear.”
Markham, clearly annoyed at the interruption, cut in sharply with a demand for the operator to proceed with his description.

“He wore his hair smoothed down,” Spively continued, “and you could see it was kind of long; but it was cut in the latest style. And he had a small waxed moustache; and there was a big
carnation in the lapel of his coat, and he had on chamois gloves. ...”

“My word!” murmured Vance. “A gigolo!”

Markham, with the incubus of the night clubs riding him heavily, frowned and took a deep breath. Vance’s observation evidently had launched himon an unpleasant train of thought.
“Was this man short or tall?” he asked next.

“He wasn’t so tall—about my height,” Spively explained. “And he was sort of thin.”

There was an easily recognizable undercurrent of admiration in his tone, and I felt that this youthful telephone operator had seen in Miss Odell’s caller a certain physical and sartorial ideal.
This palpable admiration, coupled with the somewhat outré clothes affected by the youth, permitted us to read between the lines of his remarks a fairly accurate description of the man who



had unsuccessfully rung the dead girl’s bell at half past nine the night before.

When Spively had been dismissed, Markhamrose and strode about the room, his head enveloped in a cloud of cigar smoke, while Heath sat stolidly watching him, his brows knit.
Vance stood up and stretched himself.

“The absorbin’ problem, it would seem, remains in statu quo,” he remarked airily. “How, oh how, did the fair Margaret’s executioner get in?”

“You know, Mr. Markham,” rumbled Heath sententiously, “I've been thinking that the fellow may have come here earlier in the afternoon—say, before that side door was locked. Odell herself
may have let himin and hidden him when the other man came to take her to dinner.”

“It looks that way,” Markham admitted. “Bring the maid in here again, and we’ll see what we can find out.”

When the woman had been brought in, Markham questioned her as to her actions during the afternoon, and learned that she had gone out at about four to do some shopping, and had
returned about half past five.

“Did Miss Odell have any visitor with her when you got back?”

“No, sir,” was the prompt answer. “She was alone.”

“Did she mention that any one had called?”

“No, sir”

“Now,” continued Markham, “could any one have been hidden in this apartment when you went home at seven?”
The maid was frankly astonished, and even a little horrified.

“Where could any one hide?” she asked, looking round the apartment.

“There are several possible places,” Markh d: “in the bath in one of the clothes-closets, under the bed, behind the window draperies. . . .”

The woman shook her head decisively. “No one could have been hidden,” she declared. “I was in the bathroom half a dozen times, and I got Miss Odell’s gown out of the clothes-closet in the
bedroom. As soon as it began to get dark I drew all the window-shades myself. And as for the bed., it’s built almost down to the floor; no one could squeeze under it.” (I glanced closely at the
bed, and realized that this statement was quite true.)

“What about the clothes-closet in this room?” Markham put the question hopefully, but again the maid shook her head.

“Nobody was in there. That’s where I keep my own hat and coat, and I took them out myself when I was getting ready to go. I even put away one of Miss Odell’s old dresses in that closet
before I left.”

“And you are absolutely certain,” reiterated Markham, “that no one could have been hidden anywhere in these rooms at the time you went home?”

“Absolutely, sir.”

“Do you happen to remember if the key of this clothes-closet was on the inside or the outside of the lock when you opened the door to get your hat?”

The woman paused, and looked thoughtfully at the closet door.

“It was on the outside, where it always was,” she announced, after several moments’ reflection. “I remember because it caught in the chiffon of the old dress I put away.”
Markham frowned and then resumed his questioning.

“You say you don’t know the name of Miss Odell’s dinner companion last night. Can you tell us the names of any men she was in the habit of going out with?”

“Miss Odell never mentioned any names to me,” the woman said. “She was very careful about it, too—secretive, you might say. You see, 'monly here in the daytime, and the gentlemen she
knew generally came in the evening.”

“And you never heard her speak of any one of whomshe was frightened—any one she had reason to fear?”

“No, sir—although there was one man she was trying to get rid of. He was a bad character—I wouldn’t have trusted him anywhere—and I told Miss Odell she’d better look out for him. But
she’d known hima long time, I guess, and had been pretty soft on himonce.”

“How do you happen to know this?”

“One day, about a week ago,” the maid explained, “I came in after lunch, and he was with her in the other room. They didn’t hear me, because the portiéres were drawn. He was demanding
money, and when she tried to put him off, he began threatening her. And she said something that showed she’d given him money before. I made a noise, and then they stopped arguing; and
pretty soon he went out.”

“What did this man look like?” Markham’s interest was reviving.

“He was kind of thin—not very tall—and Id say he was around thirty. He had a hard face—good-looking, some would say—and pale blue eyes that gave you the shivers. He always wore his
hair greased back, and he had a little yellow moustache pointed at the ends.”

“Ah!” said Vance. “Our gigolo!”

“Has this man been here since?” asked Markham.

“Idon’t know, sir—not when I was here.”

“That will be all,” said Markham; and the woman went out.

“She didn’t help us much,” complained Heath.

“What!” exclaimed Vance. “I think she did remarkably well. She cleared up several moot points.”

“And just what portions of her information do you consider particularly illuminating?” asked Markham, with ill-concealed annoyance.
“We now know, do we not,” rejoined Vance serenely, “that no one was lying perdu in here when the bonne departed yesterevening.”
“Instead of that fact being helpful,” retorted Markham, “I’d say it added materially to the complications of the situation.”

“It would appear that way, wouldn’t it, now? But, then—who knows?—it may prove to be your brightest and most comfortin’ clue. . . . Furthermore, we leamed that some one evidently locked
himselfin that clothes-press, as witness the shifting of the key, and that, moreover; this occultation did not occur until the abigail had gone, or, let us say, after seven o’clock.”

“Sure,” said Heath with sour facetiousness; “when the side door was bolted and an operator was sitting in the front hall, who swears nobody came in that way.”

“It is a bit mystifyin’,” Vance conceded sadly.

“Mystifying? It’s impossible!” grumbled Markham.

Heath, who was now staring with meditative pugnacity into the closet, shook his head helplessly.

“What I don’t understand,” he ruminated, “is why, if the fellow was hiding in the closet, he didn’t ransack it when he came out, like he did all the rest of the apartment.”

“Sergeant,” said Vance, “you’ve put your finger on the crux of the matter. . . . Y* know, the neat, undisturbed aspect of that closet rather suggests that the crude person who rifled these
charming rooms omitted to give it his attention because it was locked on the inside and he couldn’t open it.”

“Come, come!” protested Markham. “That theory implies that there were two unknown persons in here last night.”

\ance sighed. “Harrow and alas! I know it. And we can’t introduce even one into this apartment logically. . . . Distressin’, ain’t it?”

Heath sought consolation in a new line of thought.

“Anyway,” he submitted, “we know that the fancy fellow with the patent-leather pumps who called here last night at half past nine was probably Odell’s lover, and was grafting on her.”

“And in just what recondite way does that obvious fact help to roll the clouds away?” asked Vance. “Nearly every modem Delilah has an avaricious amoroso. It would be rather singular if
there wasn’t such a chap in the offing, what?”

“That’s all right, too,” returned Heath. “But I'll tell you something, Mr. Vance, that maybe you don’t know. The men that these girls lose their heads over are generally crooks of some kind—
professional criminals, you understand. That’s why, knowing that this job was the work ofa professional, it don’t leave me cold, as you might say, to learn that this fellow who was threatening
Odell and grafting on her was the same one who was prowling round here last night. . . . And I'll say this, too: the description of him sounds a whole lot like the kind of high-class burglars that
hang out at these swell all-night cafés.”



“You’re convinced, then,” asked Vance mildly, “that this job, as you call it, was done by a professional criminal?”

Heath was almost contemptuous in his reply. “Didn’t the guy wear gloves, and use a jimmy? It was a yeggman’s job, all right.”



CHAPTER VIII
THE INVISIBLE MURDERER

(Tuesday, September 11; 11.45 a. m.)
Markham went to the window and stood, his hands behind him, looking down into the little paved rear yard. After several minutes he turned slowly.
“The situation, as I see it,” he said, “boils down to this:—The Odell girl has an engagement for dinner and the theatre with a man of some distinction. He calls for her a little after seven, and
they go out together. At eleven o’clock they return. He goes with her into her apartment and remains half an hour. He leaves at half past eleven and asks the phone operator to call hima taxi.
While he is waiting the girl screams and calls for help, and, in response to his inquiries, she tells him nothing is wrong and bids hlmgo away The taxi arrives, and he departs in it. Ten minutes
later some one telephones her, and a man answers from her apartment. This morning she is found dered, and the

He took a long draw on his cigar.

“Now, it is obvious that when she and her escort returned last night, there was another man in this place somewhere; and it is also obvious that the girl was alive after her escort had departed.
Therefore, we must conclude that the man who was already in the apartment was the person who murdered her. This conclusion is further corroborated by Doctor Doremus’s report that the
crime occurred between eleven and twelve. But since her escort did not leave till half past eleven, and spoke with her after that time, we can put the actual hour of the murder as between half
past eleven and midnight. . . . These are the inferable facts from the evidence thus far adduced.”

“There’s not much getting away from ’em,” agreed Heath.

“Atany rate, they’re interestin’,” murmured Vance.

Markham, walking up and down earnestly, continued:

“The features of the situation revolving round these inferable facts are as follows:—There was no one hiding in the apartment at seven o’clock—the hour the maid went home. Therefore, the
murderer entered the apartment later. First, then, let us consider the side door. At six o’clock—an hour before the maid’s departure—the janitor bolted it on the inside, and both operators
disavow emphatically that they went near it. Moreover, you, Sergeant, found it bolted this morning. Hence, we may assume that the door was bolted on the inside all night, and that nobody
could have entered that way. Consequently, we are driven to the inevitable alternative that the murderer entered by the front door. Now, let us consider this other means of entry. The phone
operator who was on duty until ten o’clock last night asserts positively that the only person who entered the front door and passed down the main hall to this apartment was a man who rang
the bell and, getting no answer, immediately walked out again. The other operator, who was on duty fromten o’clock until this morning, asserts with equal positiveness that no one entered the
front door and passed the switchboard coming to this apartment. Add to all this the fact that every window on this floor is barred, and that no one from up-stairs can descend into the main
hall without coming face to face with the operator, and we are, for the moment, confronted with an impasse.”

Heath scratched his head, and laughed mirthlessly.
“It don’t make sense, does it, sir?”
“What about the next apartment?” asked Vance, “the one with the door facing the rear passageway—No. 2, I think?”

Heath tumed to him patronizingly. “I looked into that the first thing this moming. Apartment No. 2 is occupied by a single woman; and I woke her up at eight o’clock and searched the place.
Nothing there. Anyway, you have to walk past the switchboard to reach her apartment the same as you do to reach this one; and nobody called on her or left her apartment last night. What's
more, Jessup, who’s a shrewd sound lad, told me this woman is a quiet, ladylike sort, and that she and Odell didn’t even know each other.”

“You’re so thorough, Sergeant!” murmured Vance.

“Of course,” put in Markham, “it would have been possible for some one from the other apartment to have slipped in here behind the operator’s back between seven and eleven, and then to
have slipped back after the murder. But as Sergeant Heath’s search this moring failed to uncover any one, we can eliminate the possibility of our man having operated from that quarter.”

“I dare say you're right,” Vance indifferently admitted. “But it strikes me, Markham old dear, that your own affectin’ recapitulation of the situation jolly well climinates the possibility of your
man’s having operated from any quarter. . . . And yet he came in, garroted the unfortunate damsel, and departed—eh, what? . . . It’s a charmin’ little problem. I wouldn’t have missed it for
worlds.”

“It’s uncanny,” pronounced Markham gloomily.

“It’s positively spiritualistic,” amended Vance. “It has the caressin’ odor of a séance. Really, y” know, I'm beginning to suspect that some medium was hovering in the vicinage last night doing
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some rather tip-top materializations. . . . I say, Markham, could you get an indictment against an ectoplasmic emanation?
“It wasn’t no spook that made those finger-prints,” growled Heath, with surly truculence.
Markham halted his nervous pacing and regarded Vance irritably.

“Damn it! This is rank nonsense. The man got in some way, and he got out, too. There’s something wrong somewhere. Either the maid is mistaken about some one being here when she left, or
else one of those phone operators went to sleep and won’t admit it.”

“Orelse one of ’em’s lying,” supplemented Heath.
Vance shook his head. “The dusky fille de chambre, 'd say, is eminently trustworthy. And if there was any doubt about any one’s having come in the front door unnoticed, the lads on the
switchboard would, in the present circumstances, be only too cager to admit it. . . . No, Markham, you’ll simply have to approach this affair from the astral plane, s to speak.”

Markham grunted his distaste of Vance’s jocularity.

“That line of investigation I leave to you with your metaphysical theories and esoteric hypotheses.”

“But, consider,” protested Vance banteringly. “You’ve proved , rather, you’ve d legally—that no one could have entered or departed from this apartment last
night; and, as you’ve often told me, a court of law must decide all matters, not in accord with the known or d facts, but ding to the evidence; and the evidence in this case would
prove a sound alibi for every corporeal being extant. And yet, it’s not exactly tenable, d’ ye see, that the lady strangled herself. If only it had been poison, what an exquisite and satisfying
suicide case you’d have! ... Most inconsiderate of her homicidal visitor not to have used arsenic instead of his hands!”

“Well, he strangled her,” pronounced Heath. “Furthermore, I'll lay my money on the fellow who called here last night at half past nine and couldn’t get in. He’s the bird I want to talk to.”
“Indeed?” Vance produced another cigarette. “I shouldn’t say, to judge from our description of him, that his conversation would prove particularly fascinatin’.”

An ugly light came into Heath’s eyes.

“We’ve got ways,” he said through his teeth, “of getting damn interesting conversation outa people who haven’t no great reputation for repartee.”

\Vance sighed. “How the Four Hundred needs you, my Sergeant!”

Markham looked at his watch.

“I've got pressing work at the office,” he said, “and all this talk isn’t getting us anywhere.” He put his hand on Heath’s shoulder. “I leave you to go ahead. This afternoon I'll have these
people brought down to my office for another questioning—maybe I can jog their memories a bit. . . . You’ve got some line of investigation planned?”

“The usual routine,” replied Heath drearily. “I'll go through Odell’s papers, and I'll have three or four of my men check up on her.”
“You’d better get after the Yellow Taxicab Company right away,” Markham suggested. “Find out, if you can, who the man was who left here at half past cleven last night, and where he went.”
“Do you imagine for one moment,” asked Vance, “that if this man knew anything about the murder, he would have stopped in the hall and asked the operator to call a taxi for him?”

“Oh, I don’t look for much in that direction.” Markham’s tone was almost listless. “But the girl may have said something to him that’ll give us a lead.”

Vance shook his head facetiously. “O welcome pure-ey’d Faith, white-handed Hope, thou hovering angel, girt with golden wings!”

Markham was in no mood for chaffing. He turned to Heath, and spoke with forced cheeriness.

“Call me up later this afternoon. I may get some new evidence out of the outfit we’ve just interviewed. . . . And,” he added, “be sure to put a man on guard here. I want this apartment kept just
as it is until we see a little more light.”

“Pllattend to that,” Heath assured him.

Markhamand Vance and I went out and entered the car. A few minutes later we were winding rapidly across town through Central Park.

“Recall our recent conversazione about footprints in the snow?”
Markhamnodded abstractedly.

asked Vance, as we emerged into Fifth Avenue and headed south.



“As I remember,” mused Vance, “in the hypothetical case you presented there were not only footprints but a dozen or more witnesses—including a youthful prodigy—who saw a figure of
some kind cross the hibernal landscape. . . . Grau, teurer Freund, ist alle Theorie! Here you are in a most beastly pother because of the disheartenin’ fact that there are neither footprints in the
snow nor witnesses who saw a fleeing figure. In short, you are bereft of both direct and circumstantial evidence. . .. Sad, sad.”

He wagged his head dolefully.

“Y” know, Markham, it appears to me that the testimony in this case constitutes conclusive legal proof that no one could have been with the deceased at the hour of her passing, and that,
ergo, she is presumably alive. The strangled body of the lady is, I take it, simply an irrelevant ci from the standpoint of legal dure. T know that you leamned lawyers won’t admit
a murder without a body; but how, in sweet Heaven’s name, do you get around a corpus delicti without a murder?”

“You’re talking nonsense,” Markham rebuked him, with a show of anger.
“Oh, quite,” agreed Vance. “And yet, it’s a distressin’ thing for a lawyer not to have footprints of some kind, isn’t it, old dear? It leaves one so up in the air.”

Suddenly Markham swung round. “You, of course, don’t need footprints, or any other kind of material clues,” he flung at Vance tauntingly. “You have powers of divination such as are denied
ordinary mortals. If I remember correctly, you informed me, somewhat grandiloquently, that, knowing the nature and conditions of a crime, you could lead me infallibly to the culprit, whether he
left footprints or not. You recall that boast? . . . Well, here’s a crime, and the perpetrator left no footprints coming or going. Be so good as to end my suspense by confiding in me who killed the
Odell girl.”

Vance’s serenity was not ruffled by Markham’s ill-humored challenge. He sat smoking lazily for several minutes; then he leaned over and flicked his cigarette ash out of the window.
“’Pon my word, Markham,” he rejoined evenly, “I'mhalf inclined to look into this silly murder. I think I'll wait, though, and see whom the nonplussed Heath turns up with his inquiries.”
Markham grunted scoffingly, and sank back on the cushions.

“Your generosity wrings me,” he said.



CHAPTER IX
THE PACK IN FULLCRY

(Tuesday, September 11; afiernoon)
On our way down-town that morning we were delayed for a considerable time in the traffic congestion just north of Madison Square, and Markham anxiously looked at his watch.
“It’s past noon,” he said. “I think I'll stop at the club and have a bite of lunch. . .. I presume that eating at this early hour would be too plebeian for so exquisite a hothouse flower as you.”
Vance considered the invitation.
“Since you deprived me of my breakfast,” he decided, “I'll permit you to buy me some eggs Bénédictine.”
A few minutes later we entered the almost empty grill of the Stuyvesant Club, and took a table near one of the windows looking southward over the treetops of Madison Square.

Shortly after we had given our order a uniformed attendant entered and, bowing deferentially at the District Attorney’s elbow, held out an unaddressed communication sealed in one of the
club’s envelopes. Markham read it with an expression of growing curiosity, and as he studied the signature a look of mild surprise came into his eyes. At length he looked up and nodded to
the waiting attendant. Then, excusing himself, he left us abruptly. It was fully twenty minutes before he retumed.

“Funny thing,” he said. “That note was from the man who took the Odell woman to dinner and the theatre last night. . .. A small world,” he mused. “He’s staying here at the club—he’s a non-
resident member and makes it his headquarters when he’s in town.”

“You know him?” Vance put the question disinterestedly.

“I've met him several times—chap named Spotswoode.” Markham seemed perplexed. “He’s a man of family, lives in a country house on Long Island, and is regarded generally as a highly
respectable member of society—one of the last persons I'd suspect of being mixed up with the Odell girl. But, according to his own confession, he played around a good deal with her during
his visits to New York—‘sowing a few belated wild oats,” as he expressed it—and last night took her to Francelle’s for dinner and to the Winter Garden afterwards.”

“Not my idea of an intellectual, or even edifyin’, evening,” commented Vance. “And he selected a deuced unlucky day for it. . . . I say, imagine opening the morning paper and learning that
your petite dame of the preceding evening had been strangled! Disconcertin’, what?”

“He’s certainly di: ted,” said “The early papers were out about an hour ago, and he’d been phoning my office every ten minutes, when I suddenly walked in here.
He’s afraid his connection with the girl will leak out and disgrace him.”

“And won’t it?”

“Ihardly see the necessity. No one knows who her escort was last evening; and since he obviously had nothing to do with the crime, what’s to be gained by dragging him into it? He told me
the whole story, and offered to stay in the city as long as [ wanted himto.”

“Tinfer, from the cloud of disappointment that enveloped you when you returned just now, that his story held nothing hopeful for you in the way of clues.”

“No,” Markham admitted. “The girl apparently never spoke to him of her intimate affairs; and he couldn’t give me a single helpful suggestion. His account of what happened last night agreed
perfectly with Jessup’s. He called for the girl at seven, brought her home at about eleven, stayed with her half an hour or 5o, and then left her. When he heard her call for help he was
frightened, but on being assured by her there was nothing wrong, he concluded she had dozed off into a nightmare, and thought no more of it. He drove direct to the club here, amriving about
ten minutes to twelve. Judge Redfern, who saw him descend from the taxi, insisted on his coming up-stairs and playing poker with some men who were waiting in the Judge’s rooms for him.
They played until three o’clock this moming.”

“Your Long Island Don Juan has certainly not supplied you with any footprints in the snow.”

“Anyway, his coming forward at this time closes one line of inquiry over which we might have wasted considerable time.”

“If many more lines of inquiry are closed,” remarked Vance dryly, “you’ll be in a distressin’ dilemma, don’t y* know.”

“There are enough still open to keep me busy,” said Markham, pushing back his plate and calling for the check. He rose; then pausing, regarded Vance meditatingly. “Are you sufficiently
interested to want to come along?”

“Eh, what? My word! . . . Charmed, ’'msure. But, I say, sit down just a moment—there’s a good fellow!—till I finish my coffee.”

I'was considerably astonished at Vance’s ready acceptance, careless and bantering though it was, for there was an exhibition of old Chinese prints at the Montross Galleries that afternoon,
which he had planned to attend. A Riokai and a Moyeki, said to be very fine examples of Sung painting, were to be shown; and Vance was particularly eager to acquire them for his collection.
We rode with Markham to the Criminal Courts building and, entering by the Franklin Street door, took the private elevator to the District Attorney’s spacious but dingy private office which
overlooked the gray-stone ramparts of the Tombs. Vance seated himselfin one of the heavy leather-upholstered chairs near the carved oak table on the right of the desk, and lighted a cigarette
with an air of cynical amusement.

“Iawait with anticipat'ry delight the grinding of the wheels of justice,” he confided, leaning back lazily.

“You are doomed not to hear the first tum of those wheels,” retorted Markham. “The initial revolution will take place outside of this office.” And he disappeared through a swinging door
which led to the judges’ chambers.

Five minutes later he returned, and sat down in the high-backed swivel chair at his desk, with his back to the four tall narrow windows in the south wall of the office.

“Ijust saw Judge Redfern,” he explained—*“it happened to be the midday d he verified Sp s in regard to the poker game. The Judge met him outside of the club
at ten minutes before midnight, and was with him until three in the morning. He noted the time because he had promised his guests to be back at half past eleven, and was twenty minutes
late.”

“Why all this substantiation of an obviously unimportant fact?” asked Vance.

“A matter of routine,” Markham told him, slightly impatient. “In a case of this kind every factor, however seemingly remote to the main issue, must be checked.”

“Really, y” know, Markham”—Vance laid his head back on the chair and gazed dreamily at the ceiling—*“one would think that this eternal routine, which you lawyer chaps worship so devoutly,
actually got one somewhere occasionally; whereas it never gets one anywhere. Remember the Red Queen in “Through the Looking-Glass——""

“I'mtoo busy at present to debate the question of routine versus inspiration,” Markham answered brusquely, pressing a button beneath the edge of his desk.

Swacker, his youthful and energetic secretary, appeared at the door which communicated with a narrow inner chamber between the District Attorney’s office and the main waiting-room.

“Yes, Chief?” The secretary’s eyes gleamed expectantly behind his enormous horn-rimmed glasses.

“Tell Ben to send me in a man at once.”"!!

Swacker went out through the corridor door, and a minute or two later a suave, rotund man, dressed immaculately and wearing a pince-nez, entered, and stood before Markham with an
ingratiating smile.

“Morning, Tracy.” Markham’s tone was pleasant but curt. “Here’s a list of four witnesses in connection with the Odell case that I want brought down here at once—the two phone operators,
the maid, and the janitor. You’ll find themat 184 West 71st Street: Sergeant Heath is holding them there.”

“Right, sir.” Tracy took the memorandum, and with a priggish, but by no means inelegant, bow went out.

During the next hour Markham plunged into the general work that had accumulated during the forenoon, and I was amazed at the man’s tremendous vitality and efficiency. He disposed of as
many important matters as would have occupied the ordinary business man for an entire day. Swacker bobbed in and out with electric energy, and various clerks appeared at the touch of a
buzzer, took their orders, and were gone with breathless rapidity. Vance, who had sought diversion in a tome of famous arson trials, looked up admiringly from time to time, and shook his head
in mild reproach at such spirited activity.

It was just half past two when Swacker announced the retum of Tracy with the four witnesses; and for two hours Markham questioned and cross-questioned them with a thoroughness and an
insight that even I, as a lawyer, had rarely seen equalled. His interrogation of the two phone operators was quite different from his casual questioning of them carlier in the day; and if there had
been a single relevant omission in their former testimony, it would certainly have been caught now by Markham's gruelling catechism. But when, at last, they were told they could go, no new
information had been brought to light. Their stories now stood firmly grounded: no one—with the exception of the girl herself and her escort, and the disappointed visitor at half past nine—
had entered the front door and passed down the hall to the Odell apartment from seven o’clock on; and no one had passed out that way. The janitor reiterated stubbornly that he had bolted
the side door a little after six, and no amount of wheedling or aggression could shake his dogged certainty on that point. Amy Gibson, the maid, could add nothing to her former testimony.
Markham’s intensive examination of her produced only repetitions of what she had already told him.

Not one new possibility—not one new suggestion—was brought out. In fact, the two hours’ interlocutory proceedings resulted only in closing up every loophole in a seemingly incredible
situation. When, at half past four, Markham sat back in his chair with a weary sigh, the chance of hil means of h to the ishing problem seemed more remote




than ever.

Vance closed his treatise on arson, and threw away his cigarette.

“I tell you, Markham old chap,” he grinned, “this case requires umbilicular contemplation, not routine. Why not call in an Egyptian seeress with a flair for crystal-gazing?”

“If this sort of thing goes on much longer,” returned Markham dispiritedly, “I'll be tempted to take your advice.”

Just then Swacker looked in through the door to say that Inspector Brenner was on the wire. Markham picked up the telephone receiver, and as he listened he jotted down some notes on a
pad. When the call had ended, he turned to Vance.

“You seemed disturbed over the condition of the steel jewel-case we found in the bedroom. Well, the expert on burglar tools just called up; and he verifies his opinion of this moming. The
case was pried open with a specially made cold chisel such as only a professional burglar would carry or would know how to use. It had an inch-and-three-cighths bevelled bit and a one-inch
flat handle. It was an old instrument—there was a peculiar nick in the blade—and is the same one that was used in a successful house-break on upper Park Avenue early last summer. . .. Does
that highly exciting information ameliorate your anxiety?”

“Can’t say that it does.” Vance had again become serious and perplexed. “In fact, it makes the situation still more fantastic. . .. I could see a glimmer of light—eerie and unearthly, perhaps, but
still a perceptible illumination—in all this murkiness if it wasn’t for that jewel-case and the steel chisel.”

Markham was about to answer when Swacker again looked in and informed him that Sergeant Heath had arrived and wanted to see him.

Heath’s manner was far less depressed than when we had taken leave of him that moming. He accepted the cigar Markham offered him, and seating himself at the conference table in front of
the District Attorney’s desk, drew out a battered note-book.

“We’ve had a little good luck,” he began. “Burke and Emery—two of the men I put on the case—got a line on Odell at the first place they made inquiries. From what they leamned, she didn’t
run around with many men—Ilimited herself to a few live wires, and played the game with what you’d call finesse. . . . The principal one—the man who’s been seen most with her—is Charles
Cleaver.”

Markham sat up.

“Iknow Cleaver—ifit’s the same one.”

“It’s him, all right,” declared Heath. “Former Brooklyn Tax Ct i 5 been i in a pool for pony-betting over in Jersey City ever since. Hangs out at the Stuyvesant Club,
where he can hobnob with his old Tammany Hall cronies.”

“That’s the one,” nodded Markham. “He’s a kind of professional gay-dog—known as Pop, I believe.”

Vance gazed into space.

“Well, well,” he murmured. “So old Pop Cleaver was also entangled with our subtle and sanguine Dolores. She certainly couldn’t have loved him for his beaux yeux.”

“I'thought, sir,” went on Heath, “that, seeing as how Cleaver is always in and out of the Stuyvesant Club, you might ask him some questions about Odell. He ought to know something.”

“Glad to, Sergeant.” Markham made a note on his pad. “I'll try to get in touch with him to-night. . .. Any one else on your list?”

“There’s a fellow named Mannix—Louis Mannix—who met Odell when she was in the ‘Follies’; but she chucked him over a year ago, and they haven’t been seen together since. He’s got
another girl now. He’s the head of the firm of Mannixand Levine, fur importers, and is one of your night-club rounders—a heavy spender. But I don’t see much use of barking up that tree—his
affair with Odell went cold too long ago.”

“Yes,” agreed Markham; “I think we can eliminate him.”
“I'say, if you keep up this climination much longer,” observed Vance, “you won’t have anything left but the lady’s corpse.”
“And then, there’s the man who took her out last night,” pursued Heath. “Nobody seems to know his name—he must’ve been one of those discreet, careful old boys. I thought at first he

might have been Cleaver, but the descriptions don’t tally. . . . And by the way, sir, here’s a funny thing: when he left Odell last night he took the taxi down to the Stuyvesant Club, and got out
there.”

Markhamnodded. “I know all about that, Sergeant. And I know who the man was; and it wasn’t Cleaver.”

Vance was chuckling.

“The Stuyvesant Club seems to be well in the forefront of this case,” he said. “I do hope it doesn’t suffer the sad fate of the Knickerbocker Athletic.”'”!

Heath was intent on the main issue.

“Who was the man, Mr. Markham?”

Markham hesitated, as if pondering the advisability of taking the other into his confidence. Then he said: “I’ll tell you his name, but in strict confidence. The man was Kenneth Spotswoode.”

He then recounted the story of his being called away from lunch, and of his failure to elicit any helpful suggestions from Spotswoode. He also informed Heath of his verification of the man’s
ding his after meeting Judge Redfern at the club.

“And,” added Markham, “since he obviously left the girl before she was murdered, there’s no necessity to bother him. In fact, I gave himmy word I'd keep him out of it for his family’s sake.”

“If you're satisfied, sir, I am” Heath closed his note-book and put it away. “There’s just one other little thing. Odell used to live on 110th Street, and Emery dug up her former landlady and
learned that this fancy guy the maid told us about used to call on her regularly.”

“That reminds me, Sergeant.” Markham picked up the memorandum he had made during Inspector Brenner’s phone call. “Here’s some data the Professor gave me about the forcing of the
jewel-case.”

Heath studied the paper with considerable eagerness. “Just as I thought!” He nodded his head with satisfaction. “Clear-cut professional job, by somebody who’s been in the line of work
before.”

Vance roused himself.
“Still, if such is the case.” he said, “why did this experienced burglar first use the insufficient poker? And why did he overlook the living-room clothes-press?”

“I’ll find all that out, Mr. Vance, when I get my hands on him,” asserted Heath, with a hard look in his eyes. “And the guy I want to have a nice quiet little chat with is the one with the pleated
silk shirt and the chamois gloves.”

“Chacun d son goiit,” sighed Vance. “For myself, I have no yeaming whatever to hold converse with him. Somehow, I can’t just picture a professional looter trying to rend a steel box with a
cast-iron poker.”

“Forget the poker,” Heath advised gruffly. “He jimmied the box with a steel chisel; and that same chisel was used last summer in another burglary on Park Avenue. What about that?”
“Ah! That’s what torments me, Sergeant. Ifit wasn’t for that disturbin® fact, d’ ye see, I'd be lightsome and sans souci this afternoon, inviting my soul overa dish of tea at Claremont.”

Detective Bellamy was announced, and Heath sprang to his feet.

“That’ll mean news about those finger-prints,” he
Bellamy entered unemotionally, and walked up to the District Attorney’s desk.

“Cap’n Dubois sent me over,” he said. “He thought you’d want the report on those Odell prints.” He reached into his pocket and drew out a small flat folder which, at a sign from Markham, he
handed to Heath. “We identified ’em. Both made by the same hand, like Cap’n Dubois said; and that hand belonged to Tony Skeel.”

*“ ‘Dude’ Skeel, eh?” The Sergeant’s tone was vibrant with d excil “Say, Mr. kt that gets us here. Skeel’s an ex-convict and an artist in his line.”

He opened the folder and took out an oblong card and a sheet of blue paper containing eight or ten lines of typewriting. He studied the card, gave a satisfied grunt, and handed it to Markham.
Vance and I stepped up and looked at it. At the top was the familiar rogues’-gallery photograph showing the full face and profile of a regular-featured youth with thick hair and a square chin.
His eyes were wide-set and pale, and he wore a small, evenly trimmed with waxed, needle-point ends. Below the double photograph was a brief tabulated description of its sitter,
giving his name, aliases, residence, and Bertillon measurements, and designating the character of his illegal profession. Undemneath were ten little squares arranged in two rows, each
containing a finger-print impression made in black ink—the upper row being the impressions of the right hand, the lower row those of the left.

“So that’s the arbiter elegantiarum who introduced the silk shirt for full-dress wear! My word!” Vance regarded the identification card satirically. “I wish he’d start a craze for gaiters with
dinner-jackets—these New York theatres are frightfully drafty in winter.”

Heath put the card back in the folder, and glanced over the typewritten paper that had accompanied it.

“He’s our man, and no mistake, Mr. Markham. Listen to this: “Tony (Dude) Skeel. Two years Elmira Reformatory, 1902 to 1904. One year in the Baltimore County jail for petit larceny, 1906. Three



years in San Quentin for assault and robbery, 1908 to 1911 Arrested Chicago for house-breaking, 1912; case dismissed. Arrested and tried for burglary in Albany, 1913; no conviction. Served
two years and eight months in Sing Sing for house-breaking and burglary, 1914to 1916 He folded the paper and put it, with the card, into his breast-pocket. “Sweet little record.”

“That dope what you wanted?” asked the imperturbable Bellamy.
“Illsay!” Heath was almost jovial.

Bellamy lingered expectantly with one eye on the District Attorney; and M; as if suddenl took out a boxof cigars and held it out.
“Much obliged, sir” said Bellamy, helping himself to two Mi Favoritas; and putting them into his waistcoat pocket with great care, he went out.

“I'll use your phone now, if you don’t mind, Mr. Markham,” said Heath.

He called the Homicide Bureau.

“Look up Tony Skeel—Dude Skeel—pronto, and bring him in as soon as you find him,” were his orders to Snitkin. “Get his address from the files, and take Burke and Emery with you. If he’s
hopped it, send out a general alarm and have him picked up—some of the boys’ll have a line on him. Lock him up without booking him, see? ... And, listen. Search his room for burglar tools:
he probably won’t have any laying around, but I specially want a one-and-three-eighths-inch chisel with a nick in the blade. . .. I'll be at Headquarters in half an hour.”

He hung up the receiver and rubbed his hands together.
“Now we’re sailing,” he rejoiced.

Vance had gone to the window, and stood staring down on the “Bridge of Sighs,” his hands thrust deep into his pockets. Slowly he turned, and fixed Heath with a contemplative eye.

“It simply won’t do, don’t y’ know,” he asserted. “Your friend, the Dude, may have ripped open that bally box, but his head isn’t the right shape for the rest of last evening’s performance.”
Heath was contemptuous.

“Not being a phrenologist, I'm going by the shape of his finger-prints.”

“A woeful error in the technic of criminal approach, sergente mio,” replied Vance dulcetly. “The question of culpability in this case isn’t so simple as you imagine. It’s deuced complicated. And
this glass of fashion and mould of form whose portrait you’re carryin’ next to your heart has merely added to its intricacy.”

an “Ben” was Colonel Benjamin Hanlon, the commanding officer of the Detective Division attached to the District Attorney’s office.
2] Vance was here referring to the famous Molineux case, which, in 1898, sounded the death-knell of the old Knickerbocker Athletic Club at Madison Avenue and 45th Street.

But it was commercialism that ended the Stuyvesant’s career. This club, which stood on the north side of Madison Square, was razed a few years later to make room for a
skyscraper.



CHAPTER X
A FORCED INTERVIEW

(Tuesday, September 11; 8 p. m.)

Markham dined at the Stuyvesant Club, as was his custom, and at his invitation Vance and I remained with him. He no doubt figured that our presence at the dinner-table would act as a
bulwark against the intrusion of casual acquaintances; for he was in no mood for the pleasantries of the curious. Rain had begun to fall late in the afternoon, and when dinner was over it had
tumed into a steady downpour which threatened to last well into the night. Dinner over, the three of us sought a secluded comer of the lounge-room, and settled ourselves for a protracted
smoke.

We had been there less than a quarter of an hour when a slightly rotund man, with a heavy, florid face and thin gray hair, strolled up to us with a stealthy, self-assured gait, and wished
Markhama jovial good evening. Though I had not met the newcomer I knew himto be Charles Cleaver.

“Got your note at the desk saying you wanted to see me.”
coldness.

He spoke with a voice curiously gentle for a man of his size; but, for all its gentleness, there was in it a timbre of calculation and

Markham rose and, after shaking hands, introduced him to Vance and me—though, it seemed, Vance had known him slightly for some time. He took the chair Markham indicated, and,
producing a Corona Corona, he carefully cut the end with a gold clipper attached to his heavy watch-chain, rolled the cigar between his lips to dampen it, and lighted it in closely cupped
hands.

“I’'m sorry to trouble you, Mr. Cleaver,” began Markham, “but, as you probably have read, a young woman by the name of Margaret Odell was murdered last night in her apartment in 7Ist
Street....”

He paused. He seemed to be considering just how he could best broach a subject so obviously delicate; and perhaps he hoped that Cleaver would volunteer the fact of his acquaintance with
the girl. But not a muscle of the man’s face moved; and, after a moment, Markham continued.

“In making inquiries into the young woman’s life I learned that you, among others, were fairly well acquainted with her.”

Again he paused. Cleaver lifted his eyebrows almost imperceptibly, but said nothing.

“The fact is.” went on Markham, a trifle annoyed by the other’s deliberately circumspect attitude, “my report states that you were seen with her on many occasions during a period of nearly
two years. Indeed, the only inference to be drawn from what I've learned is that you were more than casually interested in Miss Odell.”

“Yes?” The query was as non-committal as it was gentle.

“Yes,” repeated Markham. “And I may add, Mr. Cleaver, that this is not the time for pretenses or suppressions. I am talking to you to-night, in large measure ex officio, because it occurred to
me that you could give me some assistance in clearing the matter up. I think it only fair to say that a certain man is now under grave suspicion, and we hope to arrest him very soon. But, in any
event, we will need help, and that is why I requested this little chat with you at the club.”

“And how can I assist you?” Cleaver’s face remained blank; only his lips moved as he put the question.

“Knowing this young woman as well as you did,” explained Markham patiently, “you are no doubt in possession of some information—certain facts or confidences, let us say—which would
throw light on her brutal, and apparently unexpected, murder.”

Cleaver was silent for some time. His eyes had shifted to the wall before him, but otherwise his features remained set.

“I'mafraid I can’t accommodate you,” he said at length.

“Your attitude is not quite what might be expected in one whose conscience is entirely clear,” returned Markham, with a show of resentment.
The man turned a mildly inquisitive gaze upon the District Attomey.

“What has my knowing the girl to do with her being murdered? She didn’t confide in me who her murderer was to be. She didn’t even tell me that she knew any one who intended to strangle
her. If she’d known, she most likely could have avoided being murdered.”

Vance was sitting close to me, a little removed from the others, and, leaning over, murmured in my ear sotto voce:

“Markham’s up against another lawyer—poor dear! . . . A crumplin’ situation.”

But however inauspiciously this interlocutory skirmish may have begun, it soon developed into a grim combat which ended in Cleaver’s complete surrender. Markham, despite his suavity and
graciousness, was an unrelenting and resourceful antagonist; and it was not long before he had forced from Cleaver some highly significant information.

In response to the man’s ironically evasive rejoinder, he turned quickly and leaned forward.

“You’re not on the witness-stand in your own defense, Mr. Cleaver,” he said sharply, “however much you appear to regard yourselfas eligible for that position.”

Cleaver glared back fixedly without replying; and Markham, his eyelids level, studied the man opposite, determined to decipher all he could from the other’s phlegmatic countenance. But
Cleaver was apparently just as determined that his vis-g-vis should decipher absolutely nothing; and the features that met Markham's scrutiny were as arid as a desert. At length Markham
sank back in his chair.

“It doesn’t matter particularly,” he remarked indifferently, “whether you discuss the matter or not here in the club to-night. If you prefer to be brought to my office in the morning by a sherift
with a subpeena, I’ll be only too glad to accommodate you.”

“That’s up to you,” Cleaver told him hostilely.

“And what’s printed in the newspapers about it will be up to the reporters,” rejoined Markham. “I’ll explain the situation to themand give thema verbatim report of the interview.”
“But I've nothing to tell you.” The other’s tone was suddenly conciliatory; the idea of publicity was evidently highly distasteful to him.

“So you informed me before,” said Markham coldly. “Therefore I wish you good evening.”

He turned to Vance and me with the air of a man who had terminated an unpleasant episode.

Cleaver, however, made no move to go. He smoked thoughtfully for a minute or two; then he gave a short, hard laugh which did not even disturb the contours of his face.

“Oh, hell!” he grumbled, with forced good nature. “As you said, 'mnot on the witness-stand. . .. What do you want to know?”

“I've told you the situation.” Markhany's voice betrayed a curious i
likely to want her out of the way? What encmics had she?—Anything that might lead us to an cxplanation of her death. . . . And incidentally,” he added with tartness, “anything that’ll
climinate yourself fromany suspected participation, direct or indirect, in the affair”

tion. “You know the sort of thing I want. How did this Odell girl live? Who were her intimates? Who would have been

Cleaver stiffened at these last words, and started to protest indignantly. But immediately he changed his tactics. Smiling contemptuously, he took out a leather pocket-case and, extracting a
small folded paper, handed it to Markham.

“I can eliminate myself easily enough,” he proclaimed, with easy confidence. “There’s a speeding summons from Boonton, New Jersey. Note the date and the time: September the 10th—last
night—at half past eleven. Was driving down to Hopatcong, and was ticketed by a motorcycle cop just as I had passed Boonton and was heading for Mountain Lakes. Got to appear in court

there to-morrow moming. Damn nuisance, these country bles.” He gave Markham a long, calculating look. “You couldn’t square it for me, could you? It’s a rotten ride to Jersey, and 've
gota lot to do to-morrow.”
kham, who had inspected the casually, put it in his pocket.

“I'llattend to it for you,” he promised, smiling amiably. “Now tell me what you know.”
Cleaver puffed meditatively on his cigar. Then, leaning back and crossing his knees, he spoke with apparent candor.

“Idoubt if  know much that'll help you. . . . I liked the Canary, as she was called—in fact, was pretty much attached to her at one time. Did a number of foolish things; wrote her a lot of damn-
fool letters when I went to Cuba last year. Even had my picture taken with her down at Atlantic City.” He made a self-condemnatory grimace. “Then she began to get cool and distant; broke
several appointments with me. I raised the devil with her, but the only answer I got was a demand for money. . . .”

He stopped and looked down at his cigar ash. A venomous hatred gleamed from his narrowed eyes, and the muscles of his jowls hardened.
“No use lying about it. She had those letters and things, and she touched me for a neat little sum before I got *em back. . . ”
“When was this?”

There was a momentary hesitation. “Last June,” Cleaver replied. Then he hurried on: “Mr. Markham™—his voice was bitter—“I don’t want to throw mud on a dead person; but that woman was
the shrewdest, coldest-blooded blackmailer it’s ever been my misfortune to meet. And I'll say this, too: I wasn’t the only easy mark she squeezed. She had others on her string. . .. Thappen to




know she once dug into old Louey Mannix for a plenty—he told me about it.”

“Could you give me the names of any of these other men?” asked Markham, attempting to dissemble his eagerness. “I’ve already heard of the Mannix episode.”

“No, I couldn’t.” Cleaver spoke regretfully. “I've seen the Canary here and there with different men; and there’s one in particular I've noticed lately. But they were all strangers to me.”
“I'suppose the Mannixaffair is dead and buried by this time?”

“Yes—ancient history. You won’t get any line on the situation from that angle. But there are oth recent than Mannix—who might bear looking into, if you could find them. I'm easy-
going myself take things as they come. But there’s a lot of men who’d go red-headed if she did the things to them that she did to me.”

Cleaver, despite his confession, did not strike me as easy-going, but rather as a cold, self-contained, nerveless person whose immobility was at all times dictated by policy and expediency.
Markhamstudied him closely.

“You think, then, her death may have been due to vengeance on the part of some disillusioned admirer?”

Cleaver carefully considered his answer.

“Seems reasonable,” he said finally. “She was riding for a fall.”

There was a short silence; then Markham asked:

“Do you happen to know of a young man she was i d in—good-looking, small, blond he, light blue eyes d Skeel?”
Cleaver snorted derisively.

“That wasn’t the Canary’s specialty—she let the young ones alone, as far as I know.”

At this moment a page-boy approached Cleaver, and bowed.

“Sorry to disturb you, sir, but there’s a phone call for your brother. Party said it was important and, as your brother isn’t in the club now, the operator thought you might know where he’d
gone.”

“How would I know?” fumed Cleaver. “Don’t ever bother me with his calls.”
“Your brother in the city?” asked Markham casually. “I met him years ago. He’s a San Franciscan, isn’t he?”
“Yes—rabid Californian. He’s visiting New York for a couple of weeks so he’ll appreciate Frisco more when he gets back.”

It seemed to me that this information was given reluctantly; and I got the impression that Cleaver, for some reason, was annoyed. But Markham, apparently, was too absorbed in the problem
before himto take notice of the other’s disgruntled air, for he reverted at once to the subject of the murder.

“I happen to know one man who has been interested in the Odell woman recently; he may be the same one you’ve seen her with—tall, about forty-five, and wears a gray, close-cropped
moustache” (He was, I knew, describing Spotswoode.)

“That’s the man,” averred Cleaver. “Saw them together only last week at Mouquin’s.”

Markham was disappointed.

“Unfortunately, he’s checked off the list. . . . But there must be somebody who was in the girl’s confidence. You’re sure you couldn’t cudgel your brains to any advantage?”

Cleaver appeared to think.

“If it’s merely a question of some one who had her confidence,” he said, “I might suggest Doctor Lindquist—first name’s Ambroise, I think; and he lives somewhere in the Forties near
Lexington Avenue. But I don’t know that he’d be of any value to you. Still, he was pretty close to her at one time.”

“You mean that this Doctor Lindquist might have been interested in her otherwise than professionally?”

“I wouldn’t like to say.” Cleaver smoked for a while as if inwardly debating the situation. “Anyway, here are the facts: Lindquist is one of these exclusive society specialists—a neurologist he
calls himself—and I believe he’s the head of a private sanitarium of some kind for nervous women. He must have money, and, of course, his social standing is a vital asset to him—just the sort

of man the Canary might have selected as a source of income. And I know this: he came to see her a good deal oftener than a doctor of his type would be apt to. I ran into him one night at her
ent, and when she i duced us, he wasn’t even civil.”

“It will at least bear looking into,” replied Markham unenthusiastically. “You’ve no one else in mind who might know something helpful?”

Cleaver shook his head.

“No—no one.”

“And she never mentioned anything to you that indicated she was in fear of any one, or anticipated trouble?”

“Not a word. Fact is, | was bowled over by the news. I never read any paper but the moming Herald—except, of course, The Daily Racing Form at night. And as there was no account of the
murder in this moming’s paper, I didn’t hear about it until just before dinner. The boys in the billiard-room were talking about it, and I went out and looked at an afternoon paper. If it hadn’t
been for that, I might not have known of'it till to-morrow moming.”

Markhamdiscussed the case with him until half past eight, but could elicit no further suggestions. Finally Cleaver rose to go.

“Sorry I couldn’t give you more help,” he said. His rubicund face was beaming now, and he shook hands with Markham in the friendliest fashion.

“You wangled that viscid old sport rather cleverly, don’t y” know,” remarked Vance, when Cleaver had gone. “But there’s something deuced queer about him. The transition from his gambler’s
glassy stare to his garrulous confidences was too sudden—suspiciously sudden, in fact. I may be evil-minded, but he didn’t impress me as a luminous pillar of truth. Maybe it’s because I
don’t like those cold, boiled eyes ofhis how they didn’t b ize with his gushing imitation of open-hearted frankness.”

“We can allow him something for his position,” charitably. “It isn’t exactly pleasant to admit having been taken in and blackmailed by a charmer.”

“Still, if he got his letters back in June, why did he continue paying court to the lady? Heath reported he was active in that sector right up to the end.”
“He may be the complete amorist,” smiled Markham.
“Some like Abra, what?-

“Abra was ready ere I call’d her name;
And, though I call'd another, Abra came.”

Maybe—yes. He might qualify as a modem Cayley Drummle.”
“Atany rate, he gave us, in Doctor Lindquist, a possible source of information.”

“Quite so,” agreed Vance. “And that’s about the only point of his whole passionate unfoldment that I particularly put any stock in, because it was the only point he indicated with any decent
reticence. . .. My advice is that you interview this Esculapius of the fair sex without further delay.”

“I'mdog-tired,” objected Markham. “Let it wait till to-morrow.”
Vance glanced at the great clock over the stone mantel.
“It’s latish, Il admit, but why not, as Pittacus advised, seize time by the forelock?

‘Who lets slip fortune, her shall never find:
Occasion once past by, is bald behind.”

But the elder Cato anticipated Cowley. In his ‘Disticha de Moribus’ he wrote: Fronte capillata

“Come!” pleaded Markham, rising. “Anything to dam this flow of erudition.”



CHAPTER XI
SEEKING INFORMATION

(Tuesday, September 11; 9 p. m.)
Ten minutes later we were ringing the bell of a stately old brownstone house in East 44th Street.
A resplendently caparisoned butler opened the door, and Markham presented his card.
“Take this to the doctor at once, and say that it’s urgent.”

“The doctor is just finishing dinner,” the stately seneschal informed him; and conducted us into a richly furnished reception-room, with deep comfortable chairs, silken draperies, and subdued
lights.

“A typical gynecologist’s seraglio,” observed Vance, looking around. “I'm sure the pasha himselfis a majestic and elegant personage.”

The prediction proved true. Doctor Lindquist entered the room a moment later inspecting the District Attorney’s card as if it had been a cuneiform inscription whose import he could not quite
decipher. He was a tall man in his late forties, with bushy hair and eyebrows, and a complexion abnormally pale. His face was long, and, despite the asymmetry of his features, he might casily
have been called handsome. He was in dinner clothes, and he carried himself with the self-conscious precision of a man unduly impressed with his own importance. He seated himself at a
kidney-shaped desk of carved mahogany, and lifted his eyes with polite inquiry to Markham.

“To what am I indebted for the honor of this call?” he asked in a studiously melodious voice, lingering over each word caressingly. “You are most fortunate to have found me in,” he added,
before Markham could speak. “I confer with patients only by appointment.” One felt that he experienced a certain humiliation at having received us without elaborate ceremonial preliminaries.

Markham, whose nature was opposed to all circumlocution and pretense, came direct to the point.
“This isn’t a professional consultation, doctor; but it happens that I want to speak to you about one of your former patients—a Miss Margaret Odell.”
Doctor Lindquist regarded the gold paper-weight before him with vacantly reminiscent eyes.

“Ah, yes. Miss Odell. I was just reading of her violent end. A most unfortunate and tragic affair. . . . In just what way can I be of service to you?—You understand, of course, that the
relationship between a physician and his patient is one of sacred confidence——

“Iund d that th hly,” Markham assured him abruptly. “On the other hand, it is the sacred duty of every citizen to assist the authorities in bringing a murderer to justice. And if there
is anything you can tell me which will help toward that end, I shall certainly expect you to tell me.”

The doctor raised his hand slightly in polite protestation.

“Ishall, of course, do all I can to assist you, if you will but indicate your desires.”

“There’s no need to beat about the bush, doctor,” said Markham. “I know that Miss Odell was a patient of yours for a long time; and I realize that it is highly possible, not to say probable, that
she told you certain personal things which may have direct bearing on her death.”

“But, my dear Mr. Doctor Lindquist glanced ostentatiously at the card—“ah-—Markham, my relations with Miss Odell were of a purely professional character.”

“I had understood, however,” ventured Markham, “that, while what you say may be technically true, nevertheless there was an informality, let me say, in that relationship. Perhaps I may state
it better by saying that your professional attitude transcended a merely scientific interest in her case.”

I heard Vance chuckle sofily; and I myself could hardly suppress a smile at Markham’s verbose and orbicular accusation. But Doctor Lindquist, it seemed, was in no wise disconcerted.
Assuming an air of beguiling pensiveness, he said:

“I will confess, in the interests of strict accuracy, that during my somewhat protracted treatment of her case, I came to regard the young woman with a certain—shall I say, fatherly liking? But I
doubt if she was even aware of this mild sentiment on my part.”

The corners of Vance’s mouth twitched slightly. He was sitting with drowsy eyes, watching the doctor with a look of studious amusement.
“And she never at any time told you of any private or personal affairs that were causing her anxiety?” persisted Markham.
Doctor Lindquist pyramided his fingers, and appeared to give the question his undivided thought.

“No, I can’t recall a single statement of that nature.” His words were measured and urbane. “I know, naturally, in a general way, her manner of living; but the details, you will readily perceive,
were wholly outside my province as a medical consultant. The disorganization of her nerves was due—so my diagnosis led me to conclude—to late hours, exci iregular and rich cating
—what, I believe, is referred to vulgarly as going the pace. The modern woman, in this febrile age, sir——

“When did you see her last, may I ask?” Markham interrupted impatiently.
The doctor made a pantomime of eloquent surprise.

“When did I see her last? .. . Let me see.” He could, apparently, recall the occasion only with considerable difficulty. “A fortnight ago, perhaps—though it may have been longer. I really can’t
recall. . .. Shall I refer to my files?”

“That won’t be necessary,” said Markham. He paused, and regarded the doctor with a look of disarming affability. “And was this last visit a patemal or merely a professional one?”

“Professional, of course.” Doctor Lindquist’s eyes were impassive and only mildly interested; but his face, I felt, was by no means the unedited reflection ofhis thoughts.

“Did the meeting take place here or at her apartment?”

“Ibelieve I called on her at her home.”

“You called on her a great deal, doctor—so I am informed—and at rather unconventional hours. .. . Is this entirely in accord with your practice of seeing patients only by appointment?”

Markham’s tone was pleasant, but from the nature of his question I knew that he was decidedly irritated by the man’s bland hypocrisy, and felt that he was deliberately withholding relevant
information.

Before Doctor Lindquist could reply, however, the butler appeared at the door, and silently indicated an extension telephone on a taboret beside the desk. With an unctuously murmured
apology, the doctor tumned and lified the receiver.

Vance took ofthis ity to scribble on a piece of paper and pass it surreptitiously to Markham.

His call completed, Doctor Lindquist drew himself up haughtily, and faced Markham with chilling scorn.
“Is it the function of the District Attorney,” he asked distantly, “to harass respectable physicians with insulting questions? I did not know that it was illegal—or even original, for that matter—
fora doctor to visit his patients.”

Markh

“I amnot discussing now™ the adverb—*“your infractions of the law; but since you suggest a possibility which, I assure you, was not in my mind, would you be good
enough to tell me—merely as a matter of form—where you were last night between eleven and twelve?”

The question produced a startling effect. Doctor Lindquist became suddenly like a tautly drawn rope, and, rising slowly and stiffly, he glared, with cold intense venom, at the District Attorney.
His velvety mask had fallen off; and I detected another emotion beneath his repressed anger: his expression cloaked a fear, and his wrath but partly veiled a passionate uncertainty.

“My whereabouts last night is no concem of yours.” He spoke with great effort, his breath coming and going noisily.
Markham waited, apparently unmoved, his eyes riveted on the trembling man before him. This calmscrutiny completely broken down the other’s self-control.

“What do you mean by forcing yourself in here with your contemptible insinuations?” he shouted. His face, now livid and mottled, was hideously contorted; his hands made spasmodic
movements; and his whole body shook as with a tremor. “Get out of here—you and your two myrmidons! Get out, before I have you thrown out!”

Markham, himself enraged now, was about to reply, when Vance took him by the arm.
“The doctor is gently hinting that we go,” he said. And with amazing swiftness he spun Markham round, and led him firmly out of the room.

‘When we were again in the taxicab on our way back to the club, Vance sniggered gaily.

“A sweet specimen, that! Paranoia. Or, more likely, manic-depressive insanity—the folie circulaire type: recurring periods of maniacal excitement alternating with periods of the clearest sanity,
don’t y’ know. Anyway, the doctor’s disorder belongs in the category of psychoses—associated with the maturation or waning of the sexual instinct. He's just the right age, too. Neurotic
degenerate—that’s what this oily Hippocrates is. In another minute he would have attacked you. . . . My word! It’s a good thing I came to the rescue. Such chaps are about as safe as
rattlesnakes.”




He shook his head in a mock discouragement.

“Really, y’ know, Markham, old thing,” he added, “you should study the cranial indications of your fellow man more carefully—vultus est index animi. Did you, by any chance, note the
gentleman’s wide rectangular forehead, his irregular eyebrows, and pale luminous eyes, and his outstanding ears with their thin upper rims, their pointed tragi and split lobes? . . . A clever
devil, this Ambroise—but a moral imbecile. Beware of those pseudo-pyriform faces, Markham; leave their Apollonian Greek suggestiveness to misunderstood women.”

“Iwonder what he really knows?” grumbled Markham irritably.

“Oh, he knows something—rest assured of that! And if only we knew it, too, we’d be considerably further along in the investigation. Furthermore, the information he is hiding is somewhat
unpleasantly connected with himself. His euphoria is a bit shaken. He frightfully overdid the grand manner; his valedict’ry fulmination was the true expression of his feeling toward us.”

“Yes,” agreed Markham. “That question about last night acted like a petard. What prompted you to suggest my asking it?”

“A number of things—his gratuitous and obviously mendacious statement that he had just read of the murder; his wholly insincere homily on the sacredness of professional confidences; the
cautious and Pecksniffian confession of his fatherly regard for the girl; his elaborate struggle to remember when he had last seen her—this particularly, I think, made me suspicious; and then,
the psychopathic indicants of his physiognomy.”

“Well,” admitted Markham, “the question had its effect. . .. I feel that I shall see this fashionable M.D. again.”

“You will,” iterated Vance. “We took himunawares. But when he has had time to ponder the matter and concoct an appealin’ tale, he’ll become downright garrulous. . . . Anyhow, the evening is
over, and you can meditate on buttercups till the morrow.”

But the evening was not quite over as far as the Odell
sat, and bowed with formal courtesy to Markham. Markham, to my surprise, rose and greeted him, at the same time indicating a chair.

c was concerned. We had been back in the lounge-room of the club but a short time when a man walked by the comer in which we

“There’s something further I wanted to ask you, Mr. Spotswoode,” he said, “if you can spare a moment.”

At the mention of the name I regarded the man closely, for, I confess, I was not a little curious about the anonymous escort who had taken the girl to dinner and the theatre the night before.
Spotswoode was a typical New England aristocrat, inflexible, slow in his movements, reserved, and quietly but modishly dressed. His hair and he were slightly gray—which, no doubt,
enhanced the pinkness of his complexion. He was just under six feet tall, and well proportioned, but a trifle angular.

Markham introduced himto Vance and me, and briefly explained that we were working with him on the case, and that he had thought it best to take us fully into his confidence.
Spotswoode gave hima dubious look, but immediately bowed his acceptance of the decision.

“I'min your hands, Mr. Markham,” he replied, in a well-bred but somewhat high-pitched voice, “and I concur, of course, with whatever you think advisable.” He turned to Vance with an
apologetic smile. “I'min a rather unpleasant position, and naturally feel a little sensitive about it.”

“I'msomething of an antinomian,” Vance pleasantly informed him. “At any rate, 'mnot a moralist; so my attitude in the matter is quite academic.”
Spotswoode laughed softly.

“I wish my family held a similar point of view; but ’mafraid they would not be so tolerant of my foibles.”

“It’s only fair to tell you, Mr. Spotswoode,” interposed Markham, “that there is a bare possibility I may have to call you as a witness.”

The man looked up quickly, his face clouding over, but he made no comment.

“The fact is,” continued Markham, “we are about to make an arrest, and your testimony may be needed to establish the time of Miss Odell’s return to her apartment, and also to substantiate
the fact that there was presumably some one in her rooms after you had left. Her screams and calls for help, which you heard, may prove vital evidence in obtaining a conviction.”

Spotswoode seemed rather appalled at the thought of his relations with the girl becoming public, and for several minutes he sat with averted eyes.

“I'see your point,” he acknowledged at length. “But it would be a terrible thing for me if the fact of my delinquencies became known.”

“That contingency may be entirely avoided,” Markham encouraged him. “I promise you that you will not be called upon unless it is absolutely necessary. . . . And now, what I especially
wanted to ask you is this: do you happen to know a Doctor Lindquist who, [ understand, was Miss Odell’s personal physician?”

Spotswoode was frankly puzzled. “I never heard the name,” he answered. “In fact, Miss Odell never mentioned any doctor to me.”

“And did you ever hear her mention the name of Skeel . . . or refer to any one as Tony?”

“Never.” His answer was emphatic.

Markham lapsed into a di d silence. Sp de, too, was silent: he sat as if in a revery.

“You know, Mr. Markham,” he said, after several minutes, “I ought to be ashamed to admit it, but the truth is I cared a good deal for the girl. I suppose you’ve kept her apartment intact. . . .” He
hesitated, and a look almost of appeal came into his eyes. “I'd like to see it again if I could.”

Markham regarded him sympathetically, but finally shook his head.

“It wouldn’t do. You’d be sure to be recognized by the operator—or there might be a reporter about—and then I'd be unable to keep you out of the case.”

The man appeared disappointed, but did not protest; and for several minutes no one spoke. Then Vance raised himself slightly in his chair.

“Isay, Mr. Spotswoode, do you happen to remember anything unusual occurring last night during the half-hour you remained with Miss Odell after the theatre?”

“Unusual?” The man’s manner was eloquent of his astonishment. “To the contrary. We chatted a while, and then, as she seemed tired, I said good night and came away, making a luncheon
appointment with her for to-day.”

“And yet, it now seems fairly certain that some other man was hiding in the apartment when you were there.”

“There’s little doubt on that point,” agreed Spotswoode, with the suggestion of'a shudder. “And her screams would seem to indicate that he came forth from hiding a few minutes after I went.”
“And you had no suspicion of the fact when you heard her call for help?”

“Idid at first—naturally. But when she assured me that nothing was the matter, and told me to go home, I attributed her screams to a nightmare. I knew she had been tired, and I had left her in
the wicker chair near the door, from where her screams seemed to come; so I naturally concluded she had dozed offand called out in her sleep. .. . If only I hadn’t taken so much for granted!™

“It’s a harrowin’ situation.” Vance was silent for a while; then he asked: “Did you, by any chance, notice the door of the living-room closet? Was it open or closed?”
Spotswoode frowned, as if attempting to visualize the picture; but the result was a failure.

“I'suppose it was closed. I probably would have noticed it if it had been open.”

“Then you couldn’t say if the key was in the lock or not?”

“Good Lord, no! I don’t even know if it ever had a key.”

The case was discussed for another half-hour; then Spotswoode excused himselfand left us.

“Funny thing,” ruminated Markham, “how a man of his upbringing could be so attracted by the empty-headed, butterfly type.”

“I'd say it was quite natural,” returned Vance. . .. “You’re such an incorrigible moralist, Markham.”



CHAPTER XII
CIRCUMSTANTIALEVIDENCE

(Wednesday, September 12; 9 a. m.)
The following day, which was Wednesday, not only brought forth an important and, as it appeared, conclusive development in the Odell case, but marked the beginning of Vance’s active co-

ion in the di The psychological elements in the case had appealed to him irresistibly, and he felt, even at this stage of the investigation, that a final answer could never be
obtained along the usual police lines. At his request Markham had called for himat a little before nine o’clock, and we had driven direct to the District Attorney’s office.

Heath was waiting impatiently when we arrived. His eager and covertly triumphant expression plainly indicated good news.

“Things are breaking find and dandy,” he announced, when we had sat down. He himself was too elated to relax, and stood before Markham’s desk rolling a large black cigar between his
fingers. “We got the Dude—six o’clock yesterday evening—and we got him right. One of the C. O. boys, named Riley, who was patrolling Sixth Avenue in the Thirties, saw him swing off a
surface car and head for McAnerny’s Pawn-Shop. Right away Riley wig-wags the traffic officer on the comer, and follows the Dude into McAnerny’s. Pretty soon the traffic officer comes in
with a patrolman, who he’s picked up; and the three of ’emnab our stylish friend in the act of pawning this ring.”

He tossed a square solitaire diamond in a filigreed platinumsetting on the District Attorney’s desk.

“I'was at the office when they brought himin, and I'sent Snitkin with the ring up to Harlem to see what the maid had to say about it, and she identified it as belonging to Odell.”

“But, [ say, it wasn’t a part of the bijouterie the lady was wearing that night, was it, Sergeant?” Vance put the question casually.

Heath jerked about and eyed him with sullen calculation.

“What if it wasn’t? It came out of that jimmied jewel-case—or I'm Ben Hur.”

“Of course it did,” murmured Vance, lapsing into lethargy.

“And that’s where we’re in luck,” declared Heath, turning back to Markham. “It connects Skeel directly with the murder and the robbery.”

“What has Skeel to say about it?” Markham was leaning forward intently. “I suppose you questioned him.”

“Pll say we did,” replied the Sergeant; but his tone was troubled. “We had him up all night giving him the works. And the story he tells is this: he says the girl gave him the ring a week ago,
and that he didn’t see her again until the afternoon of day before yesterday. He came to her apartment between four and five—you remember the maid said she was out then—and entered and
left the house by the side door, which was unlocked at that time. He admits he called again at half past nine that night, but he says that when he found she was out, he went straight home and
stayed there. His alibi is that he sat up with his landlady till after midnight playing Khun Khan and drinking beer. I hopped up to his place this momning, and the old girl verified it. But that
don’t mean anything. The house he lives in is a pretty tough hang-out, and this landlady, besides being a heavy boozer, has been up the rivera coupla times for shoplifting.”

“What does Skeel say about the finger-prints?”

“He says, of course, he made *em when he was there in the afternoon.”

“And the one on the closet door-knob?”

Heath gave a derisive grant.

“He’s got an answer for that, too—says he thought he heard some one coming in, and locked himself in the clothes-closet. Didn’t want to be seen and spoil any game Odell mighta been
playing.”

“Most considerate of himto keep out of the way of the belles poires,” drawled Vance. “Touchin® loyalty, what?”

“You don’t believe the rat, do you, Mr. Vance?” asked Heath, with indignant surprise.

“Can’t say that I do. But our Antonio at least spins a consistent yamn.”

“Too damn consistent to suit me,” growled the Sergeant.

“That’s all you could get out of him?” It was plain that Markham was not pleased with the results of Heath’s third degree of Skeel.
“That’s about all, sir. He stuck to his story like a leech.”

“You found no chisel in his room?”

Heath admitted that he hadn’t.

“But you couldn’t expect himto keep it around,” he added.

Markham pondered the facts for several minutes.

“I can’t see that we've got a very good case, however much we may be convinced of Skeel’s guilt. His alibi may be thin, but taken in connection with the phone operator’s testimony, I'm
inclined to think it would hold tight in court.”

“What about the ring, sir?” Heath was desperately disappointed. “And what about his threats, and his finger-prints, and his record of similar burglaries ?”

“Contributory factors only,” Markham explained. “What we need for a murder is more than a prima fucie case. A good criminal lawyer could have him discharged in twenty minutes, even if 1
could secure an indictment. It’s not impossible, you know, that the woman gave him the ring a week ago—you recall that the maid said he was demanding money from her about that time. And
there’s nothing to show that the finger-prints were not actually made late Monday afternoon. Moreover, we can’t connect him in any way with the chisel, for we don’t know who did the Park
Avenue job last summer. His whole story fits the facts perfectly; and we haven’t anything contradictory to offer.”

Heath shrugged helplessly: all the wind had been taken out of his sails.

“What do you want done with him?” he asked desolately.

considered—he, too, was d
“Before I answer I think I'll have a go at himmyself.”

He pressed a buzzer, and ordered a clerk to fill out the necessary requisition. When it had been signed in duplicate, he sent Swacker with it to Ben Hanlon.

“Do ask himabout those silk shirts,” suggested Vance. “And find out, if you can, if he considers a white waistcoat de rigueur with a dinner-jacket.”

“This office isn’t a male millinery shop,” snapped Markham.

“But, Markham dear, you won’t learn anything else from this Petronius.”

Ten minutes later a Deputy Sheriff from the Tombs entered with his handcuffed prisoner.

Skeel’s appearance that morning belied his sobriquet of Dude. He was haggard and pale: his ordeal of the previous night had left its imprint upon him. He was unshaven; his hair was
uncombed; the ends of his moustache drooped; and his cravat was awry. But despite his bedraggled condition, his manner was jaunty and contemptuous. He gave Heath a defiant leer, and
faced the District Attorney with swaggering indifference.

To Markham’s questions he doggedly repeated the same story he had told Heath. He clung tenaciously to every detail of it with the ready accuracy of a man who had painstakingly memorized
alesson and was thoroughly familiar with it. Markham coaxed, threatened, bullied. Allhint of his usual affability was gone: he was like an inexorable dynamic machine. But Skeel, whose nerves

seemed to be made of iron, withstood the vicious fire of his cross-questioning without wincing; and, I confess, his resistan hat aroused my ad despite my revulsion toward
himand all he stood for.

After half an hour Markham gave up, completely baffled in his efforts to elicit any damaging admissions from the man. He was about to dismiss him when Vance rose languidly and strolled to
the District Attomey’s desk. Seating himself on the edge of it, he regarded Skeel with impersonal curiosity.

“So you’re a devotee of Khun Khan, eh?” he remarked indifferently. “Silly game, what? More interestin’ than Conquain or Rum, though. Used to be played in the London clubs. Of East Indian
origin, I believe. . .. You still play it with two decks, I suppose, and permit round-the-corner mating?”

An involuntary frown gathered on Skeel’s forehead. He was used to violent district attorneys, and familiar with the bludgeoning methods of the police, but here was a type of inquisitor
entirely new to him; and it was plain that he was both puzzled and apprehensive. He decided to meet this novel antagonist with a smirk of arrogant amusement.

“By the bye,” continued Vance, with no change in tone, “can any one hidden in the clothes-press of the Odell living-room see the davenport through the keyhole?”

Suddenly all trace of a smile was erased fromthe man’s features.



“And I'say,” Vance hurried on, his eyes fixed steadily on the other, “why didn’t you give the alarm?”

Iwas watching Skeel closely, and, though his set expression did not alter, I saw the pupils ofhis eyes dilate. Markham, also, I think, noted this phenomenon.

“Don’t bother to answer,” pursued Vance, as the man opened his lips to speak. “But tell me: didn’t the sight shake you up a bit?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Skeel retorted with sullen impertinence. But, for all his sang-froid, one sensed an uneasiness in his manner. There was an overtone of effort in his
desire to appear indifferent, which robbed his words of complete conviction.

“Not a pleasant situation, that.” Vance ignored his retort. “How did you feel, crouching there in the dark, when the closet door-knob was turned and some one tried to get in?” His eyes were
boring into the man.

The muscles of Skeel’s face tightened, but he did not speak.

“Lucky thing you took the precaution of locking yourself in—eh, what?” Vance went on. “Suppose he’d got the door open—my word! Then what? ...”

He paused and smiled with a kind of silky sweetness more impressive than glowering.

“I'say, did you have your steel chisel ready for him? Maybe he’d have been too quick and strong for you—maybe there would have been thumbs pressing against your larynx too before you
could have struck him—¢h? . .. Did you think of that, there in the dark? . . . No, not precisely a pleasant situation. A bit gruesome, in fact.”

“What are you raving about?” Skeel spat out insolently. “You’re balmy.” But his swagger had been forgotten, and a look akin of horror had passed across his face. This slackening of pose
was momentary, however; almost at once his smirk returned, and his head swayed in contempt.

Vance sauntered back to his chair and stretched himselfin it listlessly, as if all his interest in the case had again evaporated.
Markham had watched the little drama attentively, but Heath had sat smoking with ill-concealed annoyance. The silence that followed was broken by Skeel.

“Well, I suppose I'm to be railroaded. Got it all planned, have you? . .. Try and railroad me!” He laughed harshly. “My lawyer’s Abe Rubin, and you might phone him that I'd like to see

i)
Markham, with a gesture of annoyance, waved the Deputy Sheriff to take Skeel to the Tombs.
“What were you trying to get at?” he asked Vance, when the man was gone.

“Just an elusive notion in the depths of my being struggling for the light.” Vance smoked placidly a moment. “I thought Mr. Skeel might be persuaded to pour out his heart to us. So I wooed
him with words.”

“That’s bully,” gibed Heath. “I was expecting you any minute to ask if he played mumbly-peg or if his grandmother was a hoot-owl.”
“Sergeant, dear Sergeant,” pleaded Vance, “don’t be unkind. I simply couldn’t endure it. . . . And really, now, didn’t my chat with Mr. Skeel suggest a possibility to you?”

“Sure,” said Heath, “—that he was hiding in the closet when Odell was killed. But where does that get us? It lets Skeel out, although the job was a professional one, and he was caught red-
handed with some of the swag.”

He tumned disgustedly to the District Attomey.
“And now what, sir?”

“Idon’t like the look of things,” Markham complained. “If Skeel has Abe Rubin to defend him, we won’t stand a chance with the case we’ve got. I feel convinced he was mixed up in it; but no
judge will accept my personal feelings as evidence.”

“We could turn the Dude loose, and have himtailed,” suggested Heath grudgingly. “We might catch him doing something that’ll give the game away.”
Markham considered.

“That might be a good plan,” he acceded. “We'll certainly get no more evidence on himas long as he’s locked up.”

“It looks like our only chance, sir.”

“Very well,” agreed Markham. “Let him think we’re through with him: he may get careless. I'll leave the whole thing to you, Sergeant. Keep a couple of good men on him day and night.
Something may happen.”

Heath rose, an unhappy man.
“Right, sir. I'll attend to it.”

“And I'd like to have more data on Charles Cleaver,” added Markham. “Find out what you can of his relations with the Odell girl.—Also, get me a line on Doctor Ambroise Lindquist. What’s
his history?—what are his habits?—you know the kind of thing. He treated the girl for some mysterious or imaginary ailment; and I think he has something up his sleeve. But don’t go near
him personally—yet.”

Heath jotted the name down in his note-book, without enthusiasm.
“And before you set your stylish captive free,” put in Vance, yawning, “you might, don’t y’ know, see if he carries a key that fits the Odell apartment.”
Heath jerked up short, and grinned.

“Now, that idea’s got some sense to it. . .. Funny I didn’t think of it myself.” And shaking hands with all of us, he went out.

03] Abe Rubin was at that time the most resourceful and unscrupulous criminal lawyer in New York. Since his disbarment two years ago, little has been heard from him.



CHAPTER XIII
AN ERSTWHILE GALLANT

(Wednesday, September 12; 10.30 a. m.)
Swacker was evidently waiting for an opportunity to interrupt, for, when Sergeant Heath had passed through the door, he at once stepped into the room.
“The reporters are here, si,” he announced, with a wry face. “You said you’d see themat ten-thirty.”
In response to a nod fromhis Chief, he held open the door, and a dozen or more newspaper men came trooping in.

“No questions, please, this momning,” Markham begged pleasantly. “It’s too early in the game. But I'll tell you all T know. . . . I agree with Sergeant Heath that the Odell murder was the work of a
professional criminal—the same who broke into Arnheim’s house on Park Avenue last summer.”

Briefly he told of Inspector Brenner’s findings in connection with the chisel.

“We've made no arrests, but one may be expected in the very near future. In fact, the police have the case well in hand, but are going carefully in order to avoid any chance of an acquittal.
We've already recovered some of the missing jewellery. .. .”

He talked to the reporters for five minutes or so, but he made no mention of the testimony of the maid or the phone operators, and carefully avoided the mention of any names.
When we were again alone, Vance chuckled admiringly.

“A masterly evasion, my dear Markham! Legal training has its advantages—decidedly it has its advantages. ... ‘“We’ve recovered some of the missing jewellery!” Sweet winged words! Not an
untruth—oh, no!—but how deceivin’! Really, y” know,  must devote more time to the caressin’ art of suggestio falsi and suppressio veri. You should be crowned with an anadem of myrtle.”

“Leaving all that to one side,” Markham rejoined impatiently, “suppose you tell me, now that Heath’s gone, what was in your mind when you applied your verbal voodooism to Skeel. What
was all the conjurer-talk about dark closets, and alarums, and pressing thumbs, and peering through keyholes?”

“Well, now, I didn’t think my little chit-chat was so cryptic,” d \ance. “The hé Tony was undoubtedly ambuscaded d la sourdine in the clothes-press at some time during the
fatal evening; and I was merely striving, in my amateurish way, to ascertain the exact hour of his concealment.”
“And did you?”

“Not conclusively.” Vance shook his head sadly. “Y’ know, Markham, I'm the proud possessor of a theory—it’s vague and obscure and unsubstantial; and it’s downright unintelligible. And
even if it were verified, I can’t see how it would help us any, for it would leave the situation even more incomprehensible than it already is. . . . I almost wish I hadn’t questioned Heath’s Beau
Nash. He upset my ideas frightfully.”

“From what I could gather, you seemto think it possible that Skeel witnessed the murder. That couldn’t, by any stretch of the imagination, be your precious theory?”

“That’s part of it, anyway.”

“My dear Vance, you do astonish me!” Markham laughed outright. “Skeel, then, according to you, is innocent; but he keeps his knowledge to himself, invents an alibi, and doesn’t even tattle
when he’s arrested. . . . It won’t hold water.”

“Iknow,” sighed Vance. “It’s a veritable sieve. And yet, the notion haunts me—it rides me like a hag—it eats into my vitals.”

“Do you realize that this mad theory of yours presupposes that, when Spotswoode and Miss Odell retuned from the theatre, there were /wo men hidden in the apartment—two men unknown
1o each other—namely Skeel and your hypothetical murderer?”

“Of course I realize it; and the thought of it is breaking down my reason.”

“Furthermore, they must have entered the ly, and hidden ly. . .. How, may I ask, did they get in? And how did they get out? And which one caused the girl to
screamafter Spotswoode had left? And what was the other one doing in the meantime? And if Skeel was a passive spectator, horrified and mute, how do you account for his breaking open the
jewel-case and securing the ring——2"

“Stop! Stop! Don’t torture me so,” Vance pleaded. “I know I'minsane. Been given to hallucinations since birth; but—Merciful Heaven!—1I’ve never before had one as crazy as this.”

“On that point at least, my dear Vance, we are in complete and i " smiled Markh

Just then Swacker came in and handed Markhama letter.

“Brought by and marked ‘immediate,”* he explained

The letter, written on heavy engraved stationery, was from Doctor Lindquist, and explained that between the hours of 11 P. M. and 1 A. M. on Monday night he had been in attendance on a
patient at his sanitarjum. It also apologized for his actions when asked regarding his whereabouts, and offered a wordy, but not particularly convincing, explanation of his conduct. He had had
an unusually trying day, it seemed—neurotic cases were trying, at best—and the suddenness of our visit, together with the apparently hostile nature of Markham’s questions, had completely
upset him. He was more than sorry for his outburst, he said, and stood ready to assist in any way he could. It was unfortunate for all concerned, he added, that he had lost his temper, for it
would have been a simple matter for himto explain about Monday night.

“He has thought the situation over calmly,” said Vance, “and hereby offers you a neat little alibi which, I think, you will have difficulty in shaking. . . . An artful beggar—like all these
unbalanced pseudo-psychiatrists. Observe: he was with a patient. To be sure! What patient? Why, one too ill to be questioned. . . . There you are. A cul-de-sac masquerading as an alibi. Not
bad, what?”

“It doesn’t interest me overmuch.” Markham put the letter away. “That pompous professional ass could never have got into the Odell apartment without having been seen; and I can’t picture
him sneaking in by devious means.” He reached for some papers. . . . “And now, if you don’t object, I'll make an effort to cam my $15,000 salary.”

But Vance, instead of making a move to go, sauntered to the table and opened a telephone directory.

“Permit me a suggestion, Markham,” he said, alter a moment’s search. “Put off your daily grind for a bit, and let’s hold polite converse with Mr. Louis Mannix. Y’ know, he’s the only
presumptive swain of the inconstant Margaret, so far mentioned, who hasn’t been given an audience. I hanker to gaze upon himand hearken to his rune. He’d make the family circle complete,
50 to speak. ... He still holds forth in Maiden Lane, I see; and it wouldn 't take long to fetch him here.”

Markham had swung half round in his chair at the mention of Mannix’s name. He started to protest, but he knew from experience that Vance’s suggestions were not the results of idle whims;
and he was silent for several moments weighing the matter. With practically every other avenue of inquiry closed for the moment, I think the idea of questioning Mannix rather appealed to him.

“Allright,” he consented, ringing for Swacker; “though I don’t see how he can help. According to Heath, the Odell girl gave himhis congé a year ago.”

“He may still have hay on his horns, or, like Hotspur, be drunk with choler. You can’t tell.” Vance resumed his chair. “With such a name, he’d bear investigation ipso facto.”
Markhamsent Swacker for Tracy; and when the latter arrived, suave and beaming, he was given instructions to take the District Attorney’s car and bring Mannix to the office.
“Get a subpeena,” said Markham; “and use it if necessary.”

Half an hour or so later Tracy retumed.

“Mr. Mannix made no difficulty about coming,” he reported. “Was quite agreeable, in fact. He’s in the waiting-room now.”

Tracy was dismissed, and Mannix ushered in.

He was a large man, and walked with the forced elasticity of gait which epllomlzes the sllenl struggle of incipiently corpulent middle age to deny the on-rush of the years and cling to the
semblance of youth. He carried a slender wanghee cane; and his checkered suit, b ded l-gray gaiters, and beribboned Homburg hat gave himan almost foppish appearance.
But these various indications of sportiveness were forgotten when one inspected his features. His small eyes were bright and crafty; his nose bibative, and appeared disproportionately small
above his sensual lips and prognathous jaw. There was an oiliness in his manner which was repulsive and arresting.

Ata gesture from Markham he sat down on the edge of a chair, placing a podgy hand on each knee. His attitude was one ofalert suspicion.
“Mr. Mannix” said Markham, an engaging note of apology in his voice, “I am sorry to have discommoded you; but the matter in hand is both serious and urgent. . .. A Miss Margaret Odell
was murdered night before last, and in the course of our inquiries we leamed that you had at one time known her quite well. It occurred to me that you might be in possession of some facts
about her that would assist us in our investigation.”

A saponaceous smile, meant to be genial, parted the man’s heavy lips.

“Sure, I knew the Canary—a long time ago, y’ understand.” He permitted himselfa sigh. “A fine, high-class gitl, if | do say so. A good looker and a good dresser. Too damn bad she didn’t go
on with the show business. But™—he made a repudiative motion with his hand—*I haven’t seen the lady, y’ understand, for over a year—not to speak to, if you know what I mean.”

Mannix clearly was on his guard, and his beady little eyes did not once leave the District Attorney’s face.



“You had a quarrel with her perhaps?” Markhamasked the question incuriously.

“Well, now, I wouldn’t go so far as to say we quarrelled. No.” Mannix paused, seeking the correct word. “You might say we di: d t tired of the and decided to separate;
kind of drifted apart. Last thing I told her was, if she ever needed a friend she’d know where to find me.”

“Nery generous of you,” murmured Markham. “And you never renewed your little affair?”

“Never—never. Don’t remember ever speaking to her from that day to this.”

“In view of certain things I've leamed, Mr. Mannix’—Markham’s tone was regretful—*I must ask you a somewhat personal question. Did she ever make an attempt to blackmail you?”
Mannix hesitated, and his eyes seemed to grow even smaller, like those of a man thinking rapidly.

“Certainly not!” he replied, with belated emphasis. “Not at all. Nothing of the kind.” He raised both hands in protest against the thought. Then he asked furtively: “What gave you such an
idea?”

“Ihave been told,” explained Markham, “that she had extorted money fromone or two of her admirers.”

Mannix made a wholly unconvincing grimace of astonishment.

“Well, well! You don’t tell me! Can it be possible?” He peered shrewdly at the District Attorney. “Maybe it was Charlie Cleaver she blackmailed—yes?”
Markham picked himup quickly.

“Why do you say Cleaver?”

Again Mannixwaved his thick hand, this time deprecatingly.

“No special reason, y’ understand. Just thought it might be him. . . . No special reason.”

“Did Cleaver ever tell you he’d been blackmailed?”

“Cleaver tellme? . .. Now, I ask you, Mr. Markham: why should Cleaver tell me such a story—why should he?”

“And you never told Cleaver that the Odell girl had blackmailed you?”

“Positively not!” Mannix gave a scornful laugh which was far too theatrical to have been genuine. “Me tell Cleaver I'd been blackmailed? Now, that’s funny, that is.”
“Then why did you mention Cleaver a moment ago?”

“No reason at all—like I told you. . . . He knew the Canary; but that ain’t no secret.”

Markham dropped the subject.

“What do you know about Miss Odell’s relations with a Doctor Ambroise Lindquist?”

Mannix was now obviously perplexed.

“Never heard of him—no, never. She didn’t know him when I was taking her around.”

“Whomelse besides Cleaver did she know well?”

Mannixshook his head ponderously.

“Now, that I couldn’t say—positively I couldn’t say. Seen her with this man and that, same as everybody saw her; but who they were I don’t know—absolutely.”
“Ever hear of Tony Skeel?” Markham quickly leaned over and met the other’s gaze inquiringly.

Once more Mannix hesitated, and his eyes glittered calculatingly.

“Well, now that you ask me, [ believe I did hear of the fellow. But I couldn’t swear to it, y” understand. . .. What makes you think I heard of this Skeel fellow?”

“Can you think of no one who might have borne Miss Odell a grudge, or had cause to fear her?”

Mannixwas volubly emphatic on the subject of his complete ignorance of any such person; and after a few more questions, which elicited only denials, Markham let him go.

“Not bad at all, Markham old thing—eh, what?” Vance seemed pleased with the conference. “Wonder why he’s so coy? Not a nice person, this Mannix. And he’s so fearful lest he be
informative. Again, I wonder why. He was so careful.

“He was sufficiently careful, at any rate, not to tell us anything,” declared Markham gloomily.

“I'shouldn’t say that, don’t y’ know.” Vance lay back and smoked placidly. “A ray of light filtered through here and there. Our fur-importing philogynist denied he’d been blackmailed—which
was obviously untrue—and tried to make us believe that he and the lovely Margaret cooed like turtle-doves at parting.—Tosh! . .. And then, the mention of Cleaver. That wasn’t spontaneous
—dear me, no. Brother Mannixand spontaneity are as the poles apart. He had a reason for bringing Cleaver in; and I fancy that if you knew what that reason was, you’d feel like flinging roses
riotously, and that sort of thing. Why Cleaver? That secret-de-Polichinelle explanation was a bit weak. The orbits of these two paramours cross somewhere. On that point, at least, Mannix
inadvertently enlightened us. . . . Moreover, it’s plain that he doesn’t know our fashionable healer with the satyr ears. But, on the other hand, he’s aware of the existence of Mr. Skeel, and
would rather like to deny the acquaintance. ... So—voila I 'affaire. Plenty of information; but—my word!—what to do with it?”

“I give it up,” acknowledged Markham hopelessly.

“Iknow: it’s a sad, sad world,” Vance commiserated him. “But you must face the olla podrida with a bright eye. It’s time for lunch, and a fillet of sole Marguéry will cheer you no end.”

Markham glanced at the clock, and permitted himselfto be led to the Lawyers Club.



CHAPTER XIV
VANCE OUTLINES A THEORY

(Wednesday, September 12; evening)

Vance and I did not return to the District Attorney’s office after lunch, for Markham had a busy afternoon before him, and nothing further was likely to transpire in connection with the Odell
case until Sergeant Heath had completed his investigations of Cleaver and Doctor Lindquist. Vance had seats for Giordano’s “Madame Sans-Géne,” and two o’clock found us at the
Metropolitan. Though the performance was excellent, Vance was too distrait to enjoy it; and it was significant that, after the opera, he directed the chauffeur to the Stuyvesant Club. I knew he
had a tea appointment, and that he had planned to motor to Longue Vue for dinner; and the fact that he should have these social from his mind in order to be with
Markhamshowed how intensely the problem of the murder had absorbed his interest.

It was after six o’clock when Markham came in, looking harassed and tired. No mention of the case was made during dinner, with the exception of Markham’s casual remark that Heath had
turned in his reports on Cleaver and Doctor Lindquist and Mannix. (It seemed that, immediately after lunch, he had telephoned to the Sergeant to add Mannix’s name to the two others as a
subject for inquiry.) It was not until we had retired to our favorite corner of the lounge-room that the topic of the murder was brought up for discussion.

And that di ion, briefand one-sided, was the beginning of an entirely new line of investigation—a line which, in the end, led to the guilty person.
Markham sank wearily into his chair. He had begun to show the strain of the last two days of fruitless worry. His eyes were a trifle heavy, and there was a grim tenacity in the lines of his
mouth. Slowly and deliberately he lighted a cigar, and took several deep inhalations.

“Dann the newspapers!” he grumbled. “Why can’t they let the District Attomey’s office handle its business in its own way? . . . Have you seen the aftemoon papers? They’re all clamoring
for the murderer. You’d think I had himup my sleeve.”

“You forget, my dear chap,” grinned Vance, “that we are living under the benign and upliftin’ reign of Democritus, which confers upon every ignoramus the privilege of promiscuously
criticising his betters.”

Markhamsnorted.

“I don’t complain about criticism: it’s the lurid imagination of these bright young reporters that galls me. They’re trying to turn this sordid crime into a spectacular Borgia melodrama, with
passion running rampant, and mysterious influences at work, and all the pomp and trappings of a medieval romance. . . . You’d think even a schoolboy could see that it was only an ordinary
robbery and murder of the kind that’s taking place regularly throughout the country.”

Vance paused in the act of lighting a cigarette, and his eyebrows lified. Tuming, he regarded Markham with a look of mild incredulity.
“I'say! Do you really mean to tell me that your statement for the press was given out in good faith?”

Markham looked up in surprise.

“Certainly it was. ... What do you mean by ‘good faith*?”

Vance smiled indolently.

“Irather thought, don’t y” know, that your oration to the reporters was a bit of strategy to lull the real culprit into a state of false security, and to give you a clear field for investigation.”
Markham contenplated hima moment.

“See here, Vance,” he demanded irritably, “what are you driving at?”

“Nothing at all—really, old fellow;” the other assured him affably. “I knew that Heath was deadly sincere about his belief in Skeel’s guilt, but it never occurred to me, d” ye see, that you
yourself actually regarded the crime as one committed by a professional burglar. I foolishly thought that you let Skeel go this moming in the hope that he would lead you somehow to the
guilty person. I rather imagined you were spoofing the trusting Sergeant by pretending to fall in with his silly notion.”

“Ah, I see! Still clinging to your weird theory that a brace of villains were present, hiding in separate clothes-closets, or something of the kind.” Markham made no attempt to temper his
sarcasm. “A sapient idea—so much more intelligent than Heath’s!”

“Iknow it’s weird. But it happens not to be any weirder than your theory of a lone yeggman.”

“And for what reason, pray,” persisted Markham, with considerable warmth, “do you consider the yeggman theory weird?”

“For the simple reason that it was not the crime of a professional thiefat all, but the wilfully deceptive act of a particularly clever man who doubtless spent weeks in its preparation.”
Markham sank back in his chair and laughed heartily.

“Vance, you have contributed the one ray of sunshine to an otherwise gloomy and depressing case.”

Vance bowed with mock humility.

“It gives me great pleasure,” was his dulcet rejoinder, “to be able to bring even a wisp of light into so clouded a mental atmosphere.”

A briefsilence followed. Then Markham asked:

“Is this fascinating and lusion of yours ding the highly i character of the Odell woman’s murderer based on your new and original psychological methods of

deduction?” There was no mistaking the ridicule in his voice.

“Iarrived at it,” explained Vance sweetly, “by the same processes of logic I used in determining the guilt of Alvin Benson’s murderer.”
Markham smiled.

“Touché! ... Don’t think I'm so ungrateful as to belittle the work you did in that case. But this time, I fear, you’ve permitted your theories to lead you hopelessly astray. The present case is
what the police call an open-and-shut affair.”

“Particularly shut,” amended Vance dryly. “And both you and the police are in the distressin’ situation of waiting inactively for your suspected victimto give the game away.”

“I'll admit the situation is not all one could desire.” Markham spoke morosely. “But even so, I can’t see that there’s any opportunity in this affair for your recondite psychological methods.
The thing’s too obvious—that’s the trouble. What we need now is evidence, not theories. If it wasn’t for the spacious and romantic imaginings of the newspaper men, public interest in the
case would already have died out.”

“Markham,” said Vance quietly, but with unwonted seriousness, “if that’s what you really belicve, then you may as well drop the case now; for you’re foredoomed to failure. You think it’s an
obvious crime. But let me tell you, it’s a subtle crime, if ever there was one. And it’s as clever as it is subtle. No common criminal committed it—believe me. It was done by a man of very
superior intellect and astoundin’ ingenuity.”

Vance’s assured, matter-of-fact tone had a curiously convincing quality; and Markham, restraining his impulse to scoff, assumed an air of indulgent irony.

“Tell me,” he said, “by what cryptic mental process you arrived at so fantastic a conclusion.”

“With pleasure.” Vance took a few puffs on his cigarette, and lazily watched the smoke curl upward.!*!

“Y’ know, Markham,” he began, in his emotionless drawl, “every genuine work of art has a quality which the critics call é/ ly, enthusiasm and sp ity. A copy, or imitation, lacks
that distinguishing characteristic; iU’s too perfect, too carefully done, too exact. Even enlightened scions of the law, I fancy, are aware that there is bad drawing in Botticelli and disproportions
in Rubens, what? In an original, d ye see, such flaws don’t matter. But an imitator never puts em in: he doesn’t dare—he’s too intent on getting all the details correct. The imitator works with
a self-consciousness and a meticulous care which the artist, in the throes of creative labor, never exhibits. And here’s the point: there’s no way of imitating that enthusiasmand spontaneity—
that élan—which an original painting possesses. However closely a copy may resemble an original, there’s a vast psychological difference between them. The copy breathes an air of
insincerity, of ultra-perfection, of conscious cffort. . .. You follow me, ch?”

“Most instructive, my dear Ruskin.”

Vance meekly bowed his appreciation, and proceeded pleasantly.

“Now, let us consider the Odell murder. You and Heath are agreed that it is a brutal, sordid, unij inative crime. But, unlike you two bloodhounds on the trail, I have ignored its
mere appearances, and have analyzed its various factors—I have looked at it psychologically, so to speak. And I have discovered that it is not a genuine and sincere crime—that is to say, an
original—but only a sophisticated, self-conscious and clever imitation, done by a skilful copyist. I grant you it is correct and typical in every detail. But just there is where it fails, don’t y’
know. Its technic is too good, its craftsmanship too perfect. The ensemble, as it were, is not convil it lacks élan. Asthetically speaking, it has all the earmarks of a tour de force. Vulgarly
speaking, it’s a fake.” He paused and gave Markhaman engaging smile. “I trust this somewhat oracular peroration has not bored you.”

“Pray continue,” urged Markk with exag d poli His manner was jocular, but something in his tone led me to believe that he was seriously interested.




“What is true of art is true of life,” Vance resumed placidly. “Every human action, d’ ye see, conveys iously an i ion either of genuineness or of spuriousness—of sincerity or
calculation. For example, two men at table eat in a similar way, handle their knives and forks in the same fashion, and apparently do the identical things. Although the sensitive spectator
cannot put his finger on the points of difference, he none the less senses at once which man’s breeding is genuine and instinctive and which man’s is imitative and self-conscious.”

He blew a wreath of smoke toward the ceiling, and settled more deeply into his chair.

“Now, Markham, just what are the universally recognized features of a sordid crime of robbery and murder? . . . Brutality, disorder, haste, ransacked drawers, cluttered desks, broken jewel-
cases, rings stripped from the victin's fingers, severed pendant chains, tom clothing, tipped-over chairs, upset lamps, broken vases, twisted draperies, strewn floors, and so forth. Such are the
accepted immemorial indications—ch, what? But—consider a moment, old chap. Outside of fiction and the drama, in how many crimes do they all appear—all in perfect ordination, and
without a single clement to contradict the general effect? That s to say, how many actual crimes are technically perfect in their scttings? . . . None! And why? Simply because nothing actual in
this life—nothing that is and genuine—runs to accepted formin every detail. The law of chance and fallibility invariably steps in.”

He made a slight indicative gesture.
“But regard this particular crime: look at it closely. What do you find? You will perceive that its mise-en-scéne has been staged, and its drama enacted, down to every minute detail—like a Zola
novel. It is almost mathematically perfect. And therein, d”ye see, lies the irresistible inference of its having been carefully premeditated and planned. To use an art term, it is a tickled-up crime.
Therefore, its conception was not spontaneous. ... And yet, don’t y” know, I can’t point out any specific flaw; for its great flaw lies in its being flawless. And nothing flawless, my dear fellow,
is natural or genuine.”

Markham was silent for a while.

“You deny even the remote possibility of a common thief having murdered the girl?” he asked at length; and now there was no hint of sarcasm in his voice.

“Ifa common thief did it,” contended Vance, “then there’s no science of psychology, there are no philosophic truths, and there are no laws of art. If it was a genuine crime of robbery, then, by
the same token, there is no difference whatever between an old master and a clever technician’s copy.”

“You’d entirely eliminate robbery as the motive, I take it.”

“The robbery,” Vance affirmed, “was only a manufactured detail. The fact that the crime was committed by a highly astute person indicates unquestionably that there was a far more potent
motive behind it. Any man capable of so ingenious and clever a piece of deception is obviously a person of education and imagination; and he most certainly would not have run the
stupendous risk of killing a woman unless he had feared some overwhelming disaster—unless, indeed, her continuing to live would have caused him greater mental anguish, and would have
put him in greater jeopardy, even than the crime itself. Between two colossal dangers, he chose the murder as the le

Markham did not speak at once: he seemed lost in reflection. But presently he turned and, fixing Vance with a dubious stare, said:

“What about that chiselled jewel-box? A professional burglar’s jimmy wielded by an experienced hand doesn’t fit into your wsthetic hypothesis—it is, in fact, diametrically opposed to such a
theory.”

“Iknow it only too well.” Vance nodded slowly. “And I’ve been harried and hectored by that steel chisel ever since I beheld the evidence of its work that first morning. . . . Markham, that chisel
is the one genuine note in an otherwise spurious performance. It’s as if the real artist had come along at the moment the copyist had finished his faked picture, and painted in a single small
object with the hand of a master.”

“But doesn’t that bring us back inevitably to Skeel?”

“Skeel—ah, yes. That’s the explanation, no doubt; but not the way you conceive it. Skeel ripped the box open—I don’t question that; but—deuce take it'—it’s the only thing he did do:
the only thing that was left for him to do. That’s why he got only a ring which La Belle Marguerite was not wearing that night. All her other baubles—to wit, those that adomed her—had been
stripped from her and were gone.”

s

“Why are you so positive on this point?”
“The poker, man—the poker! . . . Don’t you see? That amateurish assault upon the jewel-case with a cast-iron coal-prodder couldn’t have been made afier the case had been prized open—it
would have had to be made before. And that scemingly insane attempt to break steel with cast iron was part of the stage-setting. The real culprit didn’t care if he got the case open or not. He
merely wanted it to look as if he had fried to get it open; so he used the poker and then left it lying beside the dinted box™

“I see what you mean.” This point, I think, impressed Markham more strongly than any other Vance had raised; for the presence of the poker on the dressing-table had not been explained
away cither by Heath or Inspector Brenner. . . . “Is that the reason you questioned Skeel as if he might have been present when your other visitor was there?”

“Exactly. By the evidence of the jewel-case I knew he either was in the apartment when the bogus crime of robbery was being staged, or else had come upon the scene when it was over and
the stage-director had cleared out. . .. Fromhis reactions to my questions I rather fancy he was present.”

“Hiding in the closet?”

“Yes. That would account for the closet not having been disturbed. As I'see it, it wasn’t ransacked, for the simple and rather grotesque reason that the elegant Skeel was locked within. How
else could that one clothes-press have escaped the rifling activities of the pseudo-burglar? He wouldn’t have omitted it deliberately, and he was far too thorough-going to have overlooked it
accidentally.— Then there are the finger-prints on the knob. ...

\ance lightly tapped on the arm of his chair

“I tell you, Markham old dear, you simply must build your conception of the crime on this hypothesis, and proceed accordingly. If you don’t, each edifice you rear will come toppling about
your ears.”

[14]

I'sent a proofof the following paragraphs to Vance, and he edited and corrected them; so that, as they now stand, they represent his theories in practically his own words.



CHAPTER XV
FOUR POSSIBILITIES

(Wednesday, September 12; evening)

When Vance finished speaking, there was a long silence. Markham, impressed by the other’s eamestness, sat in a brown study. His ideas had been shaken. The theory of Skeel’s guilt, to
which he had clung from the moment of the identification of the finger-prints, had, it must be admitted, not entirely satisfied him, although he had been able to suggest no alternative. Now
Vance had categorically repudiated this theory and at the same time had advanced another which, despite its indefiniteness, had nevertheless taken into account all the physical points of the
case; and Markham, at first antagonistic, had found himself, almost against his will, t ing more and more ic to this new point of view.

“Damn it, Vance!” he said. “I'mnot in the least convinced by your theatrical theory. And yet, I feel a curious undercurrent of plausibility in your analyses. . .. I wonder- >

He turned sharply, and scrutinized the other steadfastly for a moment.
“Look here! Have you any one in mind as the protagonist of the drama you’ve outlined?”

“’Pon my word, I haven’t the slightest notion as to who killed the lady,” Vance assured him. “But if you are ever to find the murderer, you must look for a shrewd, superior man with nerves of
iron, who was in imminent danger of being irremediably ruined by the girl—a man of inherent cruelty and vindictiveness; a supreme egoist; a fatalist more or less; and—I’minclined to believe
—something of a madman.”

“Mad!”

“Oh, not a lunatic—just a madman, a perfectly normal, logical, calculating madman—same as you and I and Van here. Only, our hobbies are harmless, d” ye see. This chap’s mania is outside
your preposterously revered law. That’s why you’re after him. If his aberration were stamp-collecting, or golf, you wouldn’t give hima second thought. But his perfectly rational penchant for
climinating déclassées ladies who bothered him, fills you with horror: it’s not your hobby. Consequently, you have a hot yearning to flay himalive.”

“I'lladmit,” said Markham coolly, “that a homicidal mania is my idea of madness.”

“But he didn’t have a homicidal mania, Markham old thing. You miss all the fine distinctions in psychology. This man was annoyed by a certain person, and set to work, masterfully and
casonably, to do away with the source of his annoyance. And he did it with surpassin’ clevemess. To be sure, his act was a bit grisly. But when, if ever, you get your hands on him, you’ll be
amazed to find how normal he is. And able, too—oh, able no end.”

Again Markham lapsed into a long thoughtful silence. At last he spoke.

“The only trouble with your ingenious deductions is that they don’t accord with the known circumstances of the case. And facts, my dear Vance, are still regarded by a few of us old-
fashioned lawyers as more or less conclusive.”

“Why this needless confession of your shortcomings ?” inquired Vance whimsically. Then, after a moment: “Let me have the facts which appear to you antagonistic to my deductions.”

“Well, there are only four men of the type you describe who could have had any remote reason for murdering the Odell woman. Heath’s scouts went into her history pretty thoroughly, and for
over two years—that is, since her appearance in the ‘Follies™—the only personc grate at her apartment have been Mannix, Doctor Lindquist, Pop Cleaver, and, of course, Spotswoode. The
Canary was a bit exclusive, it seems; and no other man got near enough to her even to be considered as a possible murderer.”

“It appears, then, that you have a complete quartet to draw on.” Vance’s tone was apathetic. “What do you crave—a regiment?”

“No.” answered Markham patiently. “I crave only one logical possibility. But Mannix was through with the girl over a year ago; Cleaver and Spotswoode both have water-tight alibis; and that
leaves only Doctor Lindquist, whom I can’t exactly picture as a strangler and meretricious burglar, despite his irascibility. Morcover, he, too, has an alibi; and it may be a genuine one.”

Vance wagged his head.

“There’s something positively pathetic about the childlike faith of the legal mind.”

“It does cling to rationality at times, doesn’t it?” observed Markham.

“My dear fellow!” Vance rebuked him. “The presumption implied in that remark is most immodest. If you could distinguish between rationality and irrationality you wouldn’t be a lawyer—
you’d be a god. ... No; you’re going at this thing the wrong way. The real factors in the case are not what you call the known circumstances, but the unknown quantities—the human x¥, so
to speak—the personalities, or natures, of your quartet.”

He lit a fresh cigarette, and lay back, closing his eyes.

“Tell me what you know of these four cavalieri serventi—you say Heath has tumed in his report. Who were their mamas? What do they cat for breakfast? Are they susceptible to poison-ivy?
... Let’s have Spotswoode’s dossier first. Do you know anything about him?”

“In a general way,” returned Markham. “Old Puritan stock, I believe—govemors, burgomasters, a few successful traders. All Yankee forebears—no intermixture. As a matter of fact,
Spotswoode represents the oldest and hardiest of the New England aristocracy—although I imagine the so-called wine of the Puritans has become pretty well diluted by now. His affair with
the Odell girl is hardly consonant with the older Puritans” mortification of the flesh.”

“It’s wholly consonant, though, with the psychological reactions which are apt to follow the inhibitions produced by such mortification,” submitted Vance. “But what does he do? Whence
cometh his lucre?”

“His father manufactured automobile accessories, made a fortune at it, and left the business to him. He tinkers at it, but not seriously, though I believe he has designed a few appurtenances.”
“Ido hope the hideous cut-glass olla for holding paper bouquets is not one of them. The man who invented that tonneau decoration is capable of any fiendish crime.”

“It couldn’t have been Spotswoode then,” said Markham tolerantly, “for he certainly can’t qualify as your potential strangler. We know the girl was alive after he left her, and that, during the
time she was murdered, he was with Judge Redfern. . . . Even you, friend Vance, couldn’t manipulate those facts to the gentleman’s disadvantage.”

“On that, at least, we agree,” conceded Vance. “And that’s all you know of the gentleman?”

“I think that’s all, e:

ept that he married a well-to-do woman—a daughter of a Southern senator, I believe.”
“Doesn’t help any. . . . And now, let’s have Mannix's history.”
Markham referred to a typewritten sheet of paper.

“Both parents immigrants—came over in the steerage. Original name Mannikiewicz, or something like that. Born on the East Side; learned the fur business in his father’s retail shop in Hester
Street; worked for the Sanfrasco Cloak Company, and got to be factory foreman. Saved his money, and sweetened the pot by manipulating real estate; then went into the fur business for
himself, and steadily worked up to his present opulent state. Public school, and night commercial college. Married in 1900 and divorced a year later. Lives a gay life—helps support the night
clubs, but never gets drunk. I suppose he comes under the head of a spender and wine-opener. Has invested some money in musical comedies, and always has a stage beauty in tow. Runs to
blondes.”

“Not very revealin’,” sighed Vance. “The city is full of Mannixes. ... What did you gamer in connection with our bon-ton medico?”

“The city has its quota of Doctor Lindquists, too, I fear. He was brought up in a small Middle-West bailiwick—French and Magyar extraction; took his M.D. from the Ohio State Medical,
practised in Chicago—some shady business there, but never convicted; came to Albany and got in on the X-ray-machine craze; invented a breast-pump and formed a stock company—made a
small fortune out of it; went to Vienna for two years. >

“Ah, the Freudian motift”
“—returned to New York, and opened a private sanitarium; charged outrageous prices, and thereby endeared himself to the nouveau riche. Has been at the endearing process ever since. Was
defendant in a breach-of-promise suit some years ago, but the case was settled out of court. He’s not married.”

“He wouldn’t be,” commented Vance. “Such gentry never are. .. . Interestin’ summary, though—yes, decidedly interestin’. I'm tempted to develop a psychoneurosis and let Ambroise treat me.
1do 5o want to know him better. And wh h this egregious healer at the moment of our erring sister’s demise? Ah, who can tell, my Markham: who knows—who knows?”

“In any event, I don’t think he was murdering any one.”

“You’re so prejudicial!” said Vance. “But let us move reluctantly on.—What’s your portrait parlé of Cleaver? The fact that he’s familiarly called Pop is helpful as a starter. You simply couldn’t
imagine Beethoven being called Shorty, or Bismarck being referred to as Snookums.”

“Cleaver has been a politician most of his life—a Tammany Hall ‘regular.” Was a ward-boss at twenty-five; ran a Democratic club of some kind in Brooklyn for a time; was an alderman for two
terms, and practised general law. Was appointed Tax Commissioner; left politics, and raised a small racing-stable. Later secured an illegal gambling concession at Saratoga; and now operates a
pool-roomin Jersey City. He's what you might call a professional sport. Loves his liquor.”

“No marriages?”



“None on the records —But see here: Cleaver’s out of it. He was ticketed in Boonton that night at half past eleven.”

“Is that, by any chance, the water-tight alibi you mentioned a moment ago?”

“In my primitive legal way I considered it as such.” Markham resented Vance’s question. “The summons was handed him at half past eleven: it’s so marked and dated. And Bo