






















DETECTIVE STORIES





THE GREAT DETECTIVE

" 'Ha!' exclaimed the Great Detective, raising himself from the

resilient sod on which he had lain prone for half an hour, 'what have

we here?'

"As he spoke, he held up a blade of grass he had plucked.

"
'J see nothing/ said the Poor Nut.

" 'No, I suppose not,' said the Great Detective; after which he

seated himself on a stone, took out his saxophone from its case, and

for the next half hour was lost in the intricacies of Gounod's 'Sonata

in Six Flats with a Basement.'
"

—Any Detective Story

The publishers tell us that more than a thousand detective stories

are sold every day—or is it every hour? It does not matter. The point

is that a great many are sold all the time, and that there is no slack-

ening of the appetite of the reading public for stories of mysterious

crime.

It is not so much the crime itself that attracts as the unravelling

of the mystery by the super-brain of the Great Detective, as silent

as he is efficient. He speaks only about once a week. He seldom eats.

He crawls around in the grass picking up clews. He sits upside down
in his armchair forging his inexorable chain of logic.

But when he's done with it, the insoluble mystery is solved, jus-

tice is done, the stolen jewels are restored, and the criminal is either

hanged or pledges his word to go and settle on a ranch in Saskatche-

wan; after which the Great Detective takes a night off at the Grand
Opera, the only thing that really reaches him.

The tempting point about a detective story—both for the writer

and the reader—is that it is so beautifully easy to begin. All that is

needed is to start off with a first-class murder.

"Mr. Blankety Blank sat in his office in the drowsy hour of a Sat-
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urday afternoon. He was alone. Work was done for the day. The
clerks were gone. The building, save for the janitor, who lived in the

basement, was empty.

"As he sat thus, gazing in a sort of reverie at the papers on the

desk in front of him, his chin resting on his hand, his eyes closed

and slumber stole upon him."

Quite so. Let him feel just as drowsy as ever he likes. The expe-

rienced reader knows that now is the very moment when he is about

to get a crack on the nut. This drowsy gentleman, on the first page

of a detective story, is not really one of the characters at all. He is

cast for the melancholy part that will presently be called The Body.

Some writers prefer to begin with The Body itself right away—after

this fashion:

"The Body was that of an elderly gentleman, upside down, but

otherwise entirely dressed."

But it seems fairer to give the elderly gentleman a few minutes

of life before knocking him on the head. As long as the readei

knows that there is either a Body right away, or that there is going

to be one, he is satisfied.

Sometimes a touch of terror is added by having the elderly gentle-

man killed in a country house at night. Most readers will agree that

this is the better way to kill him.

"Sir Charles Althorpe sat alone in his library at Althorpe Chase.

It was late at night. The fire had burned low in the grate. Through

the heavily curtained windows no sound came from outside. Save

for the maids, who slept in a distant wing, and save for the butler,

whose room was under the stairs, the Chase, at this time of the year,

was empty. As Sir Charles sat thus in his arm-chair, his head grad-

ually sank upon his chest and he dozed off into slumber."

Foolish man! Doesn't he know that to doze off into slumber in

an isolated country house, with the maids in a distant wing, is little

short of madness? Apparently he doesn't, and his fate, to the com-
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plete satisfaction of the reader, comes right at him.

Let it be noted that in thus setting the stage for a detective story,

the Body selected is, in nine cases out of ten, that of an "elderly

gentleman." It would be cowardly to kill a woman, and even our

grimmest writers hesitate to kill a child. But an "elderly gentleman"

is all right, especially when "fully dressed" and half asleep. Somehow
they seem to invite a knock on the head.

After such a beginning, the story ripples brightly along with the

finding of the Body, and with the Inquest, and with the arrest of the

janitor, or the butler, and the usual details of that sort.

Any trained reader knows when he sees that trick phrase, "save

for the janitor, who lived in the basement/' or "save for the butler,

whose room was under the stairs/' that the janitor and the butler

are to be arrested at once.

Not that they really did commit the murder. We don't believe

they did. But they are suspected. And a good writer in the outset of

a crime story throws suspicion around like pepper.

In fact, the janitor and the butler are not the only ones. There

is also, in all the stories, a sort of Half Hero (he can't be a whole

hero, because that would interfere with the Great Detective), who
is partly suspected, and sometimes even arrested. He is the young

man who is either heir to the money in the story, or who had a

"violent quarrel" with the Body, or who was seen "leaving the prem-

ises at a late hour" and refuses to say why.

Some writers are even mean enough to throw a little suspicion

on the Heroine—the niece or ward of the elderly gentleman—a need-

less young woman dragged in by convention into this kind of novel.

She gets suspected merely because she bought half a gallon of ar-

senic at the local chemist shop. They won't believe her when she

says, with tears in her eyes, that she wanted it to water the tulips

with.

The Body being thus completely dead, Inspector Higginbottom

of the local police having been called in, having questioned all the

maids, and having announced himself "completely baffled," the

crime story is well set and the Great Detective is brought into it.

Here, at once, the writer is confronted with the problem of how
to tell the story, and whether to write it as if it were told by the

Great Detective himself. But the Great Detective is above that. For
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one thing, he's too silent. And in any case, if he told the story him-

self, his modesty might hold him back from fully explaining how
terribly clever he is, and how wonderful his deductions are.

So the nearly universal method has come to be that the story is

told through the mouth of an Inferior Person, a friend and confi-

dant of the Great Detective. This humble associate has the special

function of being lost in admiration all the time.

In fact, this friend, taken at his own face value, must be regarded

as a Poor Nut. Witness the way in which his brain breaks down
utterly and is set going again by the Great Detective. The scene

occurs when the Great Detective begins to observe all the things

around the place that were overlooked by Inspector Higginbottom.

" 'But how,' I exclaimed, 'how in the name of all that is incom-

prehensible, are you able to aver that the criminal wore rubbers?
7

"My friend smiled quietly.

' 'You observe/ he said, 'that patch of fresh mud about ten feet

square in front of the door of the house. If you would look, you will

see that it has been freshly walked over by a man with rubbers on!

"I looked. The marks of the rubbers were there plain enough—at
least a dozen of them.

' 'What a fool I was!' I exclaimed. 'But at least tell me how you

were able to know the length of the criminals foot?

"My friend smiled again, his same inscrutable smile.

" 'By measuring the print of the rubber,' he answered quietly, 'and

then subtracting from it the thickness of the material multiplied by

two.'

" 'Multiplied by two!' I exclaimed. 'Why by two?'

" 'For the toe and the heel!

" 'Idiot that I am,' I cried, 'it all seems so plain when you ex-

plain it!
"

In other words, the Poor Nut makes an admirable narrator. How-
ever much fogged the reader may get, he has at least the comfort of

knowing that the Nut is far more fogged than he is. Indeed, the

Nut may be said, in a way, to personify the ideal reader, that is to

say the stupidest—the reader who is most completely bamboozled

with the mystery, and yet intensely interested.
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Such a reader has the support of knowing that the police are

entirely "baffled"—that's always the word for them; that the public

are "mystified"; that the authorities are "alarmed"; the newspapers

"in the dark"; and the Poor Nut, altogether up a tree. On those

terms, the reader can enjoy his own ignorance to the full.

A first-class insoluble crime having thus been well started, and

with the Poor Nut narrating it with his ingenuous interest, the next

stage in the mechanism of the story is to bring out the personality

of the Great Detective, and to show how terribly clever he is.

ii

When a detective story gets well started—when the "body" has

been duly found—and the "butler" or the "janitor" has been ar-

rested—when the police have been completely "baffled"—then is

the time when the Great Detective is brought in and gets to work.

But before he can work at all, or at least be made thoroughly

satisfactory to the up-to-date reader, it is necessary to touch him

up. He can be made extremely tall and extremely thin, or even

"cadaverous." Why a cadaverous man can solve a mystery better

than a fat man it is hard to say; presumably the thinner a man
is, the more acute is his mind. At any rate, the old school of

writers preferred to have their detectives lean. This incidentally

gave the detective a face "like a hawk," the writer not realizing

that a hawk is one of the stupidest of animals. A detective with a

face like an ourang-outang would beat it all to bits.

Indeed, the Great Detective's face becomes even more important

than his body. Here there is absolute unanimity. His face has to

be "inscrutable." Look at it though you will, you can never read

it. Contrast it, for example, with the face of Inspector Higginbot-

tom, of the local police force. Here is a face that can look "sur-

prised," or "relieved," or, with great ease, "completely baffled."

But the face of the Great Detective knows of no such changes.

No wonder the Poor Nut, as we may call the person who is sup-

posed to narrate the story, is completely mystified. From the face

of the great man you can't tell whether the cart in which they

are driving jolts him or whether the food at the Inn gives him
indigestion.
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To the Great Detective's face there used to be added the old-

time expedient of not allowing him either to eat or drink. And
when it was added that during this same period of about eight

days the sleuth never slept, the reader could realize in what fine

shape his brain would be for working out his "inexorable chain of

logic."

But nowadays this is changed. The Great Detective not only

eats, but he eats well. Often he is presented as a connoisseur in

food. Thus:

" 'Stop a bit* thus speaks the Great Detective to the Poor Nut
and Inspector Higginbottom, whom he is dragging round -with him

as usual; 'we have half an hour before the train leaves Paddington.

Let us have some dinner. I know an Italian restaurant near here

where they serve frogs' legs a. la Marengo better than anywhere else

in London.
7

"A few minutes later we were seated at one of the tables of a

dingy little eating-place whose signboard with the words 'Restau-

ranto Italiano' led me to the deduction that it was an Italian restau-

rant. I was amazed to observe that my friend was evidently well

known in the place, while his order for 'three glasses of Chianti with

two drops of vermicelli in each' called for an obsequious bow from

the appreciative padrone. I realized that this amazing man knew as

much of the finesse of Italian wines as he did of playing the saxo-

phone"

We may go further. In many up-to-date cases the detective not

only gets plenty to eat, but a liberal allowance of strong drink. One
generous British author of to-day is never tired of handing out to the

Great Detective and his friends what he calls a "stiff whisky and

soda." At all moments of crisis they get one.

For example, when they find the Body of Sir Charles Althorpe,

late owner of Althorpe Chase, a terrible sight, lying on the floor

of the library, what do they do? They reach at once to the sideboard

and pour themselves out a "stiff whisky and soda." Or when the

heroine learns that her guardian Sir Charles is dead and that she

is his heiress and when she is about to faint, what do they do?

They immediately pour "a stiff whisky and soda" into her. It is
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certainly a great method.

But in the main we may say that all this stuff about eating and

drinking has lost its importance. The great detective has to be made
exceptional by some other method.

And here is where his music comes in. It transpires—not at once

but in the first pause in the story—that this great man not only can

solve a crime, but has the most extraordinary aptitude for music,

especially for dreamy music of the most difficult kind. As soon as

he is left in the Inn room with the Poor Nut out comes his saxo-

phone and he tunes it up.

" 'What were you playing?' I asked, as my friend at last folded his

beloved instrument into its case.

" 'Beethoven's Sonata in 0/ he answered modestly.

" 'Good Heavens!' I exclaimed."

Another popular method of making the Great Detective a strik-

ing character is to show him as possessing a strange and varied

range of knowledge. For example, the Poor Nut is talking with a

third person, the Great Detective being apparently sunk in reveries.

In the course of the conversation the name of Constantinople is

mentioned.

"I was hardly aware that my friend was hearing what was said.

"He looked up quietly.

" 'Constantinople?' he said. 'That was the capital of Turkey, was

it not?'

'T could not help marvelling again how this strange being could

have acquired his minute and varied knowledge."

The Great Detective's personality having been thus arranged, he

Js brought along with the Poor Nut and Inspector Higginbottom

to Althorpe Chase and it is now up to him to start to "solve" the

mystery. Till a little while ago, the favourite way of having him
do this was by means of tracks, footprints, and other traces. This

method, which has now worn threadbare, had a tremendous vogue.

According to it, the Great Detective never questioned anybody.



94 THE LEACOCK ROUNDABOUT

But his real work was done right at the scene of the crime,

crawling round on the carpet of the library, and wriggling about

on the grass outside. After he has got up after two days of crawling,

with a broken blade of grass, he would sit down on a stone and

play the saxophone and then announce that the mystery is solved

and tell Inspector Higginbottom whom to arrest. That was all. He
would not explain anything but what the Poor Nut, half crazy

with mystification, begged him to do.

' 'The case? he at last explained very airily, 'has been a simple

one, but not without its features of interest?

" 'Simple!' I exclaimed.

" 'Precisely? said he; 'you see this blade of grass. You tell me
that you see nothing. Look at it again under this lense. What do

you see? The letters ACK clearly stamped, but in reverse, on the soft

green of the grass. What do they mean?'
" 'Nothing? I groaned.

' 'You are wrong? he said; 'they are the last three letters of the

word DACK, the name of a well-known shoemaker in Market

Croydon four miles west of the Chase?
" 'Good Heavens? I said.

" 'Now look at this soft piece of mud which I have baked and

which carries a similar stamp—ILTON.'
" Tlton, Ilton? I repeated, T fear it means less than ever!

" 'To you? he said. 'Because you do not observe. Did you never

note that makers of trousers nowadays stamp their trouser buttons

with their names? These letters are the concluding part of the

name BILTON, one of the best-known tailors of Kings Croft,

four miles east of the Chase.'

" 'Good Heavens!' I cried. T begin to see.'

" 'Do you?' he said drily. 'Then no doubt you can piece together

the analysis. Our criminal is wearing a pair of trousers, bought in

Kings Croft, and a shoe bought in Market Croydon. What do you

infer as to where he lives?'

" 'Good Heavens? I said, T begin to see it!'

" 'Exactly? said the Great Detective. 'He lives halfway between

the two!'
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" 'At the Chase itself!' I cried. 'What a fool I have been!
" 'You have,' he answered quietly."

But unfortunately the public has begun to find this method of

traces and tracks a "bit thick." All these fond old literary fictions

are crumbling away.

THE METHOD OF RECONDITE KNOWLEDGE

In fact, they are being very largely replaced by the newer and

much more showy expedient that can be called the Method of

Recondite Knowledge. The Great Detective is equipped with a

sort of super-scientific knowledge of things, materials, substances,

chemistry, actions, and reactions that would give him a Ph.D. de-

gree in any school of applied science.

Some of the best detectives of the higher fiction of to-day even

maintain a laboratory and a couple of assistants. When they have

this, all they need is a little piece of dust or a couple of micrometer

sections and the criminal is as good as caught.

Thus, let us suppose that in the present instance Sir Charles

Althorpe has been done to death—as so many "elderly gentlemen"

were in the fiction of twenty years ago—by the intrusion into his

library of a sailor with a wooden leg newly landed from Java. For-

merly the crime would have been traced by the top heaviness of

his wooden leg—when the man drank beer at the Althorpe Arms,

his elbow on the side away from his leg would have left an im-

pression on the bar, similar to the one left where he climbed the

window sill.

But in the newer type of story the few grains of dust found

near the Body would turn out to be specks from the fiber of

Java cocoanut, such as is seen only on the decks of ships newly

arrived from Java, and on the clothes of the sailors.

But, by the one method or the other method, the "inexorable

chain of logic" can be completed to the last link. The writer can't

go on forever; sooner or later he must own up and say who did it.

After two hundred pages, he finds himself up against the brutal

.necessity of selecting his actual murderer.

So, now then, who did it? Which brings us to the final phase

of the Detective Story. Who really killed Sir Charles?
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ill

THE TRAMP SOLUTION

According to one very simple expedient, the murder was not

committed by any of the principal characters at all. It was com-

mitted by a tramp. It transpires that the tramp was passing the

Chase late that night and was attracted by the light behind the

curtain (as tramps are apt to be), and came and peered through the

window (as tramps love to do), and when he saw Sir Charles asleep

in his chair with the gold watch on the table beside him, he got

one of those sudden impulses (such as tramps get when they see a

gold watch), and, before he knew what he had done, he had lifted

the window and slipped into the room.

Sir Charles woke—and there you are. All quite simple. Indeed,

but for the telltale marks on the grass, or the telltale fiber on the

carpet, or the telltale something, the murderer would never have

been known.

And yet the solution seems paltry. It seems a shame to drag in

the poor tattered creature at the very end and introduce and hang

him all in one page.

So we have to look round for some other plan.

THE MURDER WAS COMMITTED BY SOMEBODY ELSE

ALTOGETHER DIFFERENT

A solution, which is a prime favourite with at least one very

distinguished contemporary author, is to have it turn out that the

murder has been committed by somebody else altogether different.

In other words, it was committed by some casual person who just

came into the story for about one half a second.

Let us make up a simple example. At the Althorpe Arms Inn

where the Great Detective and the Poor Nut are staying while

they investigate the death of Sir Charles, we bring in, just for one

minute, "a burly-looking man in a check suit drinking a glass of

ale in the bar." We ask him quite casually, if he can tell us any-

thing about the state of the road to Farringham. He answers in

a surly way that he's a stranger to these parts and knows nothing

of it. That's all. He doesn't come in any more till the very end.
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But a really experienced reader ought to guess at once that he

committed the murder. Look at it: he's burly; and he's surly; and

he has a check suit; and he drinks ale; and he's a stranger; that's

enough. Any good law court could hang him for that—in a detec-

tive story, anyway.

When at last the truth dawns on the Poor Nut.

" 'Great Heavens/ I exclaimed, 'the man in the check suit!'

"The Great Detective nodded.
" 'But how on earth!

7

I exclaimed, more mystified than ever,

'were you ever led to suspect it?'

" 'From the very first/ said my friend, turning to Inspector Hig-

ginbottom, who nodded in confirmation, 'we had a strong clew.'

" 'A clew!' I exclaimed.

" 'Yes, one of the checks on his coat had been cached.'

" 'Cashed,' I cried.

" 'You misunderstood me; not "cashed," CACHED. He had cut

it out and hidden it. A man who cuts out a part of his coat and

hides it on the day after a crime is probably concealing something!
" 'Great Heavens? I exclaimed, 'how obvious it sounds when you

put it that way. To think that I never thought of it!'
n

THE SOLUTION OF THE THOROUGHLY DANGEROUS WOMAN

According to this method, the crime was committed by a thor-

oughly bad, thoroughly dangerous woman, generally half foreign—

which is supposed to account for a lot. She has just come into the

story casually—as a nurse, or as an assistant bookkeeper, or, more

usual and much better, as a "discarded flame" of somebody or

other.

These discarded flames flicker all through detective literature as

a terrible warning to persons of a fickle disposition. In any case,

great reliance is placed on foreign blood as accounting for her. For

Anglo-Saxon readers, if you put a proper quantity of foreign blood

into a nurse and then discard her, that will do the trick every time.

To show how thoroughly bad she is, the Dangerous Woman
used to be introduced by the writers of the Victorian age as smok-

ing a cigarette. She also wore "high-heeled shoes and a skirt that

reached barely to her ankles." In our time, she would have to do
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a little better than that. In short, as the key to a murder, we must

pass her by. She would get acquitted every time.

Let us try something else.

THE SOLUTION THAT THE MURDER WAS COMMITTED BY BLUE

EDWARD

According to this explanation of the mysterious crime, it turns

out, right at the end of the story, that the murder was not done

by any of the people suspected—neither by the Butler, nor the

Half Hero, nor the Tramp, nor the Dangerous Woman. Not at

all. It was the work of one of the most audacious criminals ever

heard of (except that the reader never heard of him till this second),

the head and brain of a whole gang of criminals, ramifying all

over Hades.

This head criminal generally goes under some such terrible name
as Black Pete, or Yellow Charlie, or Blue Edward. As soon as his

name is mentioned, then at once not only the Great Detective but

everybody else knows all about him—except only the reader and the

Nut, who is always used as a proxy for the reader in matters of

astonishment or simplicity of mind.

At the very height of the chase, a new murder, that of a deputy

police inspector (they come cheap; it's not like killing one of the

regular characters), is added to the main crime of killing Sir

Charles. The manner of the murder—by means of a dropping

bullet fired three miles away with its trajectory computed by algebra

—has led to the arrest. The Great Detective, calculating back the

path of the bullet, has ordered by telephone the arrest of a man
three miles away. As the Detective, the Nut, and the police stand

looking at the body of the murdered policeman, word comes from

Scotland Yard that the arrest is made:

"The Great Detective stood looking about him, quietly shaking

his head. His eye rested a moment on the prostrate body of Sub-

Inspector Bradshaw, then turned to scrutinize the neat hole drilled

in the glass of the window.
" 7 see it all now,' he murmured. 7 should have guessed it

sooner. There is no doubt whose work this is.'

" *Who is it?' I asked.
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" 'Blue Edward/ he announced quietly.

" 'Blue Edward!' I exclaimed.

" 'Blue Edward/ he repeated.

" 'Blue Edward!
7

I reiterated, 'but who then is Blue Edward?'
"

This, of course, is the very question that the reader is wanting

to ask. Who on earth is Blue Edward? The question is answered

at once by the Great Detective himself.

" 'The fact that you have never heard of Blue Edward merely

shows the world that you have lived in. As a matter of fact, Blue

Edward is the terror of four continents. We have traced him to

Shanghai, only to find him in Madagascar. It was he who organized

the terrible robbery at Irkutsk in which ten mujiks were blown up
with a bottle of Epsom salts.

" 'It was Blue Edward who for years held the whole of Phila-

delphia in abject terror, and kept Oshkosh, Wisconsin, on the jump

for even longer. At the head of a gang of criminals that ramifies all

over the known globe, equipped with a scientific education that

enables him to read and write and use a typewriter with the greatest

ease, Blue Edward has practically held the police of the world at

bay for years.

" T suspected his hand in this from the start. From the very

outset, certain evidences pointed to the work of Blue Edward! "

After which all the police inspectors and spectators keep shak-

ing their heads and murmuring, "Blue Edward, Blue Edward," un-

til the reader is sufficiently impressed.

IV

The writing of a detective story, without a doubt, gets harder

and harder towards the end. It is not merely the difficulty of find-

ing a suitable criminal; there is added the difficulty of knowing what

to do with him. It is a tradition of three centuries of novel writing

that a story ought to end happily. But in this case, how end up
happily?

For example, here we have Blue Edward, caught at last, with
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handcuffs on his wrists—Blue Edward, the most dangerous criminal

that ever interwove the underworld into a solid mesh; Blue Edward,

who—well, in fact, the whole aim of the writer only a little while

before was to show what a heller Blue Edward was. True, we never

heard of him until near the end of the book, but when he did get

in we were told that his Gang had ramified all the way from Sicily

to Oklahoma. Now, what are we to do?

If it is not Blue Edward, then we've got to hang the Tramp—
the poor tattered creature who fried potatoes by the hedge. But

we are called upon to notice that now he has "a singularly vacant

eye." You can hardly hang a man with a vacant eye. It doesn't do.

What if we send him to prison for life? But that's pretty cold

stuff, too—sitting looking at four stone walls with a vacant eye

for forty years. In fact, the more we think of it, the less satisfied

we are with hanging the Tramp. Personally I'd rather hang Meadows
the Butler, as we first set out to do, or I'd hang the Nut or the

Thoroughly Bad Woman, or any of them.

In the older fiction, they used to face this problem fairly and

squarely. They hanged them—and apparently they liked it. But now-

adays we can't do it. We have lost the old-fashioned solid satisfac-

tion in it, so we have to look round for another solution. Here

is one, a very favourite one with our sensitive generation. If I had

to give it a name, I would call it—

THE CRIMINAL WITH THE HACKING COUGH

The method of it is very simple. Blue Edward, or whoever is to

be ''it," is duly caught. There's no doubt of his guilt. But at the

moment when the Great Detective and the Ignorant Police are

examining him he develops a "hacking cough." Indeed, as he starts

to make his confession, he can hardly talk for hacks.

" 'Well' says the criminal, looking round at the little group of

police officers, 'the game is up—hack! hack!—and I may as well make

a clean breast of it—hack, hack, hack!
"

Any trained reader when he hears these hacks knows exactly

what they are to lead up to. The criminal, robust though he seemed

only a chapter ago when he jumped through a three-story window
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after throttling Sub-Inspector Juggins half to death, is a dying man.

He has got one of those terrible diseases known to fiction as a

"mortal complaint." It wouldn't do to give it an exact name, or

somebody might get busy and cure it. The symptoms are a hacking

cough and a great mildness of manner, an absence of all profanity,

and a tendency to call everybody "you gentlemen." Those things

spell finis.

In fact, all that is needed now is for the Great Detective him-

self to say, "Gentlemen" (they are all gentlemen at this stage of the

story), "a higher conviction than any earthly law has, et cetera
7
et

cetera!
7 With that, the curtain is dropped, and it is understood that

the criminal made his exit the same night.

That's better, decidedly better. And yet, lacking in cheerfulness,

somehow.

It is just about as difficult to deal with the Thoroughly Bad

Woman. The general procedure is to make her raise a terrible scene.

When she is at last rounded up and caught, she doesn't "go quietly"

like the criminal with the hacking cough or the repentant Tramp.

Not at all. She raises—in fact, she is made to raise so much that the

reader will be content to waive any prejudice about the disposi-

tion of criminals, to get her out of the story.

"The woman s face as Inspector Higginbottom snapped the hand-

cuffs on her wrists was livid with fury.

" l

Gur-r-r-r-r-r\
y

she hissed."

(This is her favourite exclamation, and shows the high percentage

of her foreign blood.)

" 'Gur-r-r-r-rl I hate you all. Do what you like with me. I would

kill him again a thousand times, the old fool!

"She turned furiously towards my friend (the Great Detective).

" 'As for you! she said, 7 liate you. Gur-r-rl See, I spit at you,

Gur-r-r-r]!
"

In that way, the Great Detective gets his, though, of course,

his impassive face never showed a sign. Spitting on him doesn't faze
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him. Then she turns on the Heroine and gives her what's coming

to her.

" 'And you! Gur-r-rl I despise you, with your baby face! Gur-r-r!

And now you think you will marry him! I laugh at you! Ha! Ha!

Hahula!'
"

And after that she turns on the Nut and gives him some, and

then some for Inspector Higginbottom, and thus with three

"Gur-r-r's" for everybody and a "Ha! ha!" as a tiger, off she goes.

But, take it which way you will, the ending is never satisfactory.

Not even the glad news that the Heroine sank into the Poor Nut's

arms, never to leave them again, can relieve the situation. Not even

the knowledge that they erected a handsome memorial to Sir

Charles, or that the Great Detective played the saxophone for a

week can quite compensate us.



MY REVELATIONS AS A SPY

JIN many people the very name "Spy" excites a shudder of appre-

hension; we Spies, in fact, get quite used to being shuddered at.

None of us Spies mind it at all. Whenever I enter a hotel and regis-

ter myself as a Spy I am quite accustomed to see a thrill of fear

run round the clerks, or clerk, behind the desk.

Us Spies or We Spies—for we call ourselves both—are thus a

race apart. None know us. All fear us. Where do we live? Nowhere.

Where are we? Everywhere. Frequently we don't know ourselves

where we are. The secret orders that we receive come from so high

up that it is often forbidden to us even to ask where we are. A
friend of mine, or at least a Fellow Spy—us spies have no friends-

one of the most brilliant men in the Hungarian Secret Service, once

spent a month in New York under the impression that he was in

Winnipeg. If this happened to the most brilliant, think of the

others.

All, I say, fear us. Because they know and have reason to know
our power. Hence, in spite of the prejudice against us, we are able

to move everywhere, to lodge in the best hotels, and enter any society

that we wish to penetrate.

Let me relate an incident to illustrate this: A month ago I en-

tered one of the largest of the New York hotels which I will merely

call the B. hotel without naming it: to do so might blast it. We
spies, in fact, never name a hotel. At the most we indicate it by

a number known only to ourselves, such as 1, 2, or 3.

On my presenting myself at the desk the clerk informed me that

he had no room vacant. I knew this of course to be a mere subter-

fuge; whether or not he suspected that I was a spy I cannot say. I

was muffled up, to avoid recognition, in a long overcoat with the

collar turned up and reaching well above my ears, while the black

beard and the moustache, that I had slipped on in entering the

hotel, concealed my face. "Let me speak a moment to the manager,"

103
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I said. When he came I beckoned him aside and taking his ear

in my hand I breathed two words into it. "Good heavens!" he

gasped, while his face turned as pale as ashes. "Is it enough?" I

asked. "Can I have a room, or must I breathe again?" "No, no,"

said the manager, still trembling. Then, turning to the clerk: "Give

this gentleman a room," he said, "and give him a bath."

What these two words are that will get a room in New York

at once I must not divulge. Even now, when the veil of secrecy is

being lifted, the international interests involved are too complicated

to permit it. Suffice it to say that if these two had failed I know a

couple of others still better.

I narrate this incident, otherwise trivial, as indicating the as-

tounding ramifications and the ubiquity of the international spy

system. A similar illustration occurs to me as I write. I was walking

the other day with another gentleman—on upper B. way between

the T. Building and the W. Garden.

"Do you see that man over there?" I said, pointing from the

side of the street on which we were walking on the sidewalk to the

other side opposite to the side that we were on.

"The man with the straw hat?" he asked. "Yes, what of him?"

"Oh, nothing," I answered, "except that he's a Spy!"

"Great heavens!" exclaimed my acquaintance, leaning up against

a lamppost for support. "A Spy! How do you know that? What
does it mean?"

I gave a quiet laugh—we spies learn to laugh very quietly. "Ha!"

I said, "that is my secret, my friend. Verbum sapientiusl Che sard,

saral Yodel doodle door
My acquaintance fell in a dead faint upon the street. I watched

them take him away in an ambulance. Will the reader be surprised

to learn that among the white-coated attendants who removed him

I recognized no less a person than the famous Russian spy Poulis'

pantzofT. What he was doing there I could not tell. No doubt his

orders came from so high up that he himself did not know. I had

seen him only twice before—once when we were both disguised

as Zulus at Buluwayo, and once in the interior of China, at the

time when Poulispantzoff made his secret entry into Thibet con-

cealcd in a tea-case. He was inside the tea-case when I saw him;

so at least I was informed by the coolies who carried it. Yet I
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recognized him instantly. Neither he nor I, however, gave any sign

of recognition other than an imperceptible movement of the outer

eyelid. (We spies learn to move the outer lid of the eye so imper-

ceptibly that it cannot be seen.) Yet after meeting Poulispantzoff

in this way I was not surprised to read in the evening papers a few

hours afterward that the uncle of the young King of Siam had been

assassinated. The connection between these two events I am un-

fortunately not at liberty to explain; the consequences to the Vatican

would be too serious. I doubt if it could remain top-side up.

These, however, are but passing incidents in a life filled with dan-

ger and excitement. They would have remained unrecorded and un-

revealed, like the rest of my revelations, were it not that certain

recent events have to some extent removed the seal of secrecy from

my lips. The death of a certain royal sovereign makes it possible for

me to divulge things hitherto undivulgible. Even now I can only

tell a part, a small part, of the terrific things that I know. When
more sovereigns die I can divulge more. I hope to keep on divulging

at intervals for years. But I am compelled to be cautious. My rela-

tions with the Wilhelmstrasse, with Downing Street and the Quai

d'Orsay, have been so intimate, and my footing with the Yildiz

Kiosk and the Waldorf-Astoria and Childs Restaurants are so deli-

cate, that a single faux pas might prove to be a false step.

It is now seventeen years since I entered the Secret Service of the

G. empire. During this time my activities have taken me into every

quarter of the globe, at times even into every eighth or sixteenth of

it. It was I who first brought back word to the Imperial Chancellor

of the existence of an Entente between England and France. "Is

there an entente?" he asked me, trembling with excitement. "Your

Excellency," I said, "there is." He groaned. "Can you stop it?" he

asked.

"Don't ask me," I said sadly. "Where must we strike?" demanded

the Chancellor. "Fetch me a map," I said. They did so. I placed my
finger on the map. "Quick, quick," said the Chancellor, "look where

his finger is." They lifted it up. "Morocco!" they cried. I had meant

it for Abyssinia but it was too late to change. That night the war-

ship Panther sailed under sealed orders. The rest is history, or at

least history and geography.

I shall always feel, to my regret, that I am personally responsible
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for the outbreak of the great war. It may have had ulterior causes.

But there is no doubt that it was precipitated by the fact that, for

the first time in seventeen years, I took a six weeks' vacation in June

and July of 1914. The consequences of this careless step I ought to

have foreseen. Yet I took such precautions as I could. "Do you

think/' I asked, "that you can preserve the status quo for six weeks,

merely six weeks, if I stop spying and take a rest?" "We'll try," they

answered. "Remember," I said, as I packed my things, "keep the

Dardanelles closed; have the Sandjak of Novi Bazaar properly pa-

trolled, and let the Dobrudja remain under a modus vivendi till I

come back."

Two months later, while sitting sipping my coffee at a Kurhof in

the Schwarzwald, I read in the newspapers that a German army had

invaded France and was fighting the French, and that the English

expeditionary force had crossed the Channel. "This," I said to my-

self, "means war." As usual, I was right.

It is needless for me to recount here the life of busy activity that

falls to a Spy in wartime. It was necessary for me to be here, there

and everywhere, visiting all the best hotels, watering-places, summer
resorts, theatres, and places of amusement. It was necessary, more-

over, to act with the utmost caution and to assume an air of careless

indolence in order to lull suspicion asleep. With this end in view

I made a practice of never rising till ten in the morning. I break-

fasted with great leisure, and contented myself with passing the

morning in a quiet stroll, taking care, however, to keep my ears

open. After lunch I generally feigned a light sleep, keeping my ears

shut. A table d'hote dinner, followed by a visit to the theatre,

brought the strenuous day to a close. Few spies, I venture to say,

worked harder than I did.

It was during the third year of the war that I received a peremp-

tory summons from the head of the Imperial Secret Service at Ber-

lin, Baron Fisch von Gestern. "I want to see you," it read. Nothing

more. In the life of a Spy one learns to think quickly, and to think

is to act. I gathered as soon as I received the despatch that for some

reason or other Fisch von Gestern was anxious to see me, having,

as I instantly inferred, something to say to me. This conjecture

proved correct.
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The Baron rose at my entrance with military correctness and

shook hands.

"Are you willing/' he inquired, "to undertake a mission to

America?"

"I am/' I answered.

"Very good. How soon can you start?"

"As soon as I have paid the few bills that I owe in Berlin/' I

replied.

"We can hardly wait for that/' said my chief, "and in case it

might excite comment, you must start to-night!"

"Very good/' I said.

"Such," said the Baron, "are the orders. Here is an American pass-

port and a photograph that will answer the purpose. The likeness

is not great, but it is sufficient."

"But," I objected, abashed for a moment, "this photograph is of

a man with whiskers and I am, unfortunately, clean-shaven."

"The orders are imperative," said Von Gestern, with official hau-

teur. "You must start to-night. You can grow whiskers this after-

noon."

"Very good," I replied.

"And now to the business of your mission," continued the Baron.

"The United States, as you have perhaps heard, is making war

against Germany."

"I have heard so," I replied.

"Yes," continued Von Gestern. "The fact has leaked out—how
we do not know—and is being widely reported. His Imperial Majesty

has decided to stop the war with the United States." I bowed.

"He intends to send over a secret treaty of the same nature as

the one recently made with his recent Highness the recent Czar of

Russia. Under this treaty Germany proposes to give to the United

States the whole of equatorial Africa and in return the United States

is to give to Germany the whole of China. There are other provi-

sions, but I need not trouble you with them. Your mission relates,

not to the actual treaty, but to the preparation of the ground." I

bowed again.

"You are aware, I presume," continued the Baron, "that in all

high international dealings, at least in Europe, the ground has to be

prepared. A hundred threads must be unravelled. This the Imperial
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Government itself cannot stoop to do. The work must be done by

agents like yourself. You understand all this already, no doubt?"

I indicated my assent.

'These, then, are your instructions," said the Baron, speaking

slowly and distinctly, as if to impress his words upon my memory.

"On your arrival in the United States you will follow the accredited

methods that are known to be used by all the best spies of the high-

est diplomacy. You have no doubt read some of the books, almost

manuals of instruction, that they have written?"

"I have read many of them," I said.

"Very well. You will enter, that is to say, enter and move every-

where in the best society. Mark specially, please, that you must not

only enter it but you must move. You must, if I may put it so, get

a move on." I bowed.

"You must mix freely with the members of the Cabinet. You
must dine with them. This is a most necessary matter and one to be

kept well in mind. Dine with them often in such a way as to make
yourself familiar to them. Will you do this?"

"I will," I said.

"Very good. Remember also that in order to mask your purpose

you must constantly be seen with the most fashionable and most

beautiful women of the American capital. Can you do this?"

"Can I?" I said.

"You must if need be"—and the Baron gave a most significant

look which was not lost upon me—"carry on an intrigue with one

or, better, with several of them. Are you ready for it?"

"More than ready," I said.

"Very good. But this is only a part. You are expected also to

familiarize yourself with the leaders of the great financial interests.

You are to put yourself on such a footing with them as to borrow

large sums of money from them. Do you object to this?"

"No," I said frankly, "I do not."

"Good! You will also mingle freely in Ambassadorial and foreign

circles. It would be well for you to dine, at least once a week, with

the British Ambassador. And now one final word"—here Von Ges-

tern spoke with singular impressiveness—"as to the President of the

United States."

"Yes," I said.
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"You must mix with him on a footing of the most open-handed

friendliness. Be at the White House continually. Make yourself in

the fullest sense of the words the friend and adviser of the President.

All this I think is clear. In fact, it is only what is done, as you know,

by all the masters of international diplomacy."

"Precisely/' I said.

"Very good. And then," continued the Baron, "as soon as you

find yourself sufficiently en rapport with everybody—or I should say,"

he added in correction, for the Baron shares fully in the present

German horror of imported French words, "when you find yourself

sufficiently in enggeknupfterverwandtschaft with everybody, you

may then proceed to advance your peace terms. And now, my dear

fellow," said the Baron, with a touch of genuine cordiality, "one

word more. Are you in need of money?"

"Yes," I said.

"I thought so. But you will find that you need it less and less as

you go on. Meantime, good-bye, and best wishes for your mission."

Such was, such is, in fact, the mission with which I am accredited.

I regard it as by far the most important mission with which I have

been accredited by the Wilhelmstrasse. Yet I am compelled to ad-

mit that up to the present it has proved unsuccessful. My attempts

to carry it out have been baffled. There is something perhaps in the

atmosphere of this republic which obstructs the working of high

diplomacy. For over five months now I have been waiting and

willing to dine with the American Cabinet. They have not invited

me. For four weeks I sat each night waiting in the
J.

hotel in Wash-
ington with my suit on ready to be asked. They did not come near

me.

Nor have I yet received an intimation from the British Embassy
inviting me to an informal lunch or to midnight supper with the

Ambassador. Everybody who knows anything of the inside working

of the international spy system will realize that without these invi-

tations one can do nothing. Nor has the President of the United

States given any sign. I have sent word to him, in cipher, that I am
ready to dine with him on any day that may be convenient to both

of us. He has made no move in the matter.

Under these circumstances an intrigue with any of the leaders of

fashionable society has proved impossible. My attempts to approach
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them have been misunderstood—in fact, have led to my being in-

vited to leave the
J.

hotel. The fact that I was compelled to leave it,

owing to reasons that I cannot reveal, without paying my account,

has occasioned unnecessary and dangerous comment. I connect it,

in fact, with the singular attitude adopted by the B. hotel on my
arrival in New York, to which I have already referred.

I have therefore been compelled to fall back on revelations and

disclosures. Here again I find the American atmosphere singularly

uncongenial. I have offered to reveal to the Secretary of State the

entire family history of Ferdinand of Bulgaria for fifty dollars. He
says it is not worth it. I have offered to the British Embassy the

inside story of the Abdication of Constantine for five dollars. They

say they know it and knew it before it happened. I have offered,

for little more than a nominal sum, to blacken the character of every

reigning family in Germany. I am told that it is not necessary.

Meantime, as it is impossible to return to Central Europe, I ex-

pect to open either a fruit store or a peanut stand very shortly in

this great metropolis. I imagine that many of my former colleagues

will soon be doing the same!



MADDENED BY MYSTERY
OR THE DEFECTIVE DETECTIVE

J_ HE Great Detective sat in his office.

He wore a long green gown and half a dozen secret badges pinned

to the outside of it.

Three or four pairs of false whiskers hung on a whisker-stand

beside him.

Goggles, blue spectacles and motor glasses lay within easy reach.

He could completely disguise himself at a second's notice.

Half a bucket of cocaine and a dipper stood on a chair at his

elbow.

His face was absolutely impenetrable.

A pile of cryptograms lay on the desk. The Great Detective hast-

ily tore them open one after the other, solved them, and threw them
down the cryptogram-shute at his side.

There was a rap at the door.

The Great Detective hurriedly wrapped himself in a pink domino,

adjusted a pair of false black whiskers and cried,

"Come in."

His secretary entered. "Ha," said the detective, "it is you!"

He laid aside his disguise.

"Sir," said the young man in intense excitement, "a mystery has

been committed!"

"Ha!" said the Great Detective, his eye kindling, "is it such as

to completely baffle the police of the entire continent?"

"They are so completely baffled with it," said the secretary, "that

they are lying collapsed in heaps; many of them have committed

suicide."

"So," said the detective, "and is the mystery one that is absolutely

unparalleled in the whole recorded annals of the London police?"

Ill
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"It is."

"And I suppose/' said the detective, "that it involves names which

you would scarcely dare to breathe, at least without first using some

kind of atomizer or throat-gargle/'

"Exactly."

"And it is connected, I presume, with the highest diplomatic con-

sequences, so that if we fail to solve it England will be at war with

the whole world in sixteen minutes?"

His secretary, still quivering with excitement, again answered yes.

"And finally," said the Great Detective, "I presume that it was

committed in broad daylight, in some such place as the entrance of

the Bank of England, or in the cloak-room of the House of Com-
mons, and under the very eyes of the police?"

"Those," said the secretary, "are the very conditions of the mys-

tery."

"Good," said the Great Detective, "now wrap yourself in this

disguise, put on these brown whiskers and tell me what it is."

The secretary wrapped himself in a blue domino with lace inser-

tions, then, bending over, he whispered in the ear of the Great

Detective:

"The Prince of Wurttemberg has been kidnapped."

The Great Detective bounded from his chair as if he had been

kicked from below.

A prince stolen! Evidently a Bourbon! The scion of one of the

oldest families in Europe kidnapped. Here was a mystery indeed

worthy of his analytical brain.

His mind began to move like lightning.

"Stop!" he said, "how do you know this?"

The secretary handed him a telegram. It was from the Prefect of

Police of Paris. It read: "The Prince of Wurttemberg stolen. Prob-

ably forwarded to London. Must have him here for the opening

day of Exhibition. £1,000 reward."

So! The Prince had been kidnapped out of Paris at the very time

when his appearance at the International Exposition would have

been a political event of the first magnitude.

With the Great Detective to think was to act, and to act was to

think. Frequently he could do both together.

"Wire to Paris for a description of the Prince."
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The secretary bowed and left.

At the same moment there was slight scratching at the door.

A visitor entered. He crawled stealthily on his hands and knees.

A hearthrug thrown over his head and shoulders disguised his

identity.

He crawled to the middle of the room.

Then he rose.

Great Heaven!

It was the Prime Minister of England.

"You!" said the detective.

"Me," said the Prime Minister.

"You have come in regard to the kidnapping of the Prince of

Wurttemberg?"

The Prime Minister started.

"How do you know?" he said.

The Great Detective smiled his inscrutable smile.

"Yes," said the Prime Minister. "I will use no concealment. I am
interested, deeply interested. Find the Prince of Wurttemberg, get

him safe back to Paris and I will add £500 to the reward already

offered. But listen," he said impressively as he left the room, "see to

it that no attempt is made to alter the marking of the prince, or to

clip his tail."

So! To clip the Prince's tail! The brain of the Great Detective

reeled. So! a gang of miscreants had conspired to—but no! the thing

was not possible.

There was another rap at the door.

A second visitor was seen. He wormed his way in, lying almost

prone upon his stomach, and wriggling across the floor. He was

enveloped in a long purple cloak. He stood up and peeped over the

top of it.

Great Heaven!

It was the Archbishop of Canterbury!

"Your Grace!" exclaimed the detective in amazement—"pray do

not stand, I beg you. Sit down, lie down, anything rather than

stand."

The Archbishop took off his mitre and laid it wearily on the

whisker-stand.

"You are here in regard to the Prince of Wurttemberg."
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The Archbishop started and crossed himself. Was the man a

magician?

"Yes," he said, "much depends on getting him back. But I have

only come to say this: my sister is desirous of seeing you. She is com-

ing here. She has been extremely indiscreet and her fortune hangs

upon the Prince. Get him back to Paris or I fear she will be ruined."

The Archbishop regained his mitre, uncrossed himself, wrapped

his cloak about him, and crawled stealthily out on his hands and

knees, purring like a cat.

The face of the Great Detective showed the most profound sym-

pathy. It ran up and down in furrows. "So," he muttered, "the sister

of the Archbishop, the Countess of Dashleigh!" Accustomed as he

was to the life of the aristocracy, even the Great Detective felt that

there was here intrigue of more than customary complexity.

There was a loud rapping at the door.

There entered the Countess of Dashleigh. She was all in furs.

She was the most beautiful woman in England. She strode im-

periously into the room. She seized a chair imperiously and seated

herself on it, imperial side up.

She took off her tiara of diamonds and put it on the tiara-holder

beside her and uncoiled her boa of pearls and put it on the pearl-

stand.

"You have come," said the Great Detective, "about the Prince of

Wurttemberg."

"Wretched little pup!" said the Countess of Dashleigh in disgust.

So! A further complication! Far from being in love with the

Prince, the Countess denounced the young Bourbon as a pup!

"You are interested in him, I believe."

"Interested!" said the Countess. "I should rather say so. Why,
I bred him!"

"You which?" gasped the Great Detective, his usually impassive

features suffused with a carmine blush.

"I bred him," said the Countess, "and I've got £10,000 upon his

chances, so no wonder I want him back in Paris. Only listen," she

said, "if they've got hold of the Prince and cut his tail or spoiled

the markings of his stomach it would be far better to have him

quietly put out of the way here."

The Great Detective reeled and leaned up against the side of the
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room. So! The cold-blooded admission of the beautiful woman for

the moment took away his breath! Herself the mother of the young

Bourbon, misallied with one of the greatest families of Europe,

staking her fortune on a Royalist plot, and yet with so instinctive a

knowledge of European politics as to know that any removal of the

hereditary birth-marks of the Prince would forfeit for him the sym-

pathy of the French populace.

The Countess resumed her tiara.

She left.

The secretary re-entered.

"I have three telegrams from Paris/' he said, "they are completely

baffling."

He handed over the first telegram.

It read:

'The Prince of Wurttemberg has a long, wet snout, broad ears,

very long body, and short hind legs."

The Great Detective looked puzzled.

He read the second telegram.

'The Prince of Wurttemberg is easily recognized by his deep

bark."

And then the third.

'The Prince of Wurttemberg can be recognized by the patch of

white hair across the centre of his back."

The two men looked at one another. The mystery was madden-

ing, impenetrable.

The Great Detective spoke.

"Give me my domino," he said. "These clues must be followed

up," then pausing, while his quick brain analyzed and summed up

the evidence before him—"a young man," he muttered, "evidently

young since described as a 'pup/ with a long, wet snout (ha! ad-

dicted obviously to drinking), a streak of white hair across his back

(a first sign of the results of his abandoned life)—yes, yes," he con-

tinued, "with this clue I shall find him easily."

The Great Detective rose.

He wrapped himself in a long black cloak with white whiskers

and blue spectacles attached.

Completely disguised, he issued forth.

He began the search.
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For four days he visited every corner of London.

He entered every saloon in the city. In each of them he drank

a glass of rum. In some of them he assumed the disguise of a sailor.

In others he entered as a soldier. Into others he penetrated as a

clergyman. His disguise was perfect. Nobody paid any attention to

him as long as he had the price of a drink.

The search proved fruitless.

Two young men were arrested under suspicion of being the Prince,

only to be released.

The identification was incomplete in each case.

One had a long wet snout but no hair on his back.

The other had hair on his back but couldn't bark.

Neither of them was the young Bourbon.

The Great Detective continued his search.

He stopped at nothing.

Secretly, after nightfall, he visited the home of the Prime Minis-

ter. He examined it from top to bottom. He measured all the doors

and windows. He took up the flooring. He inspected the plumbing.

He examined the furniture. He found nothing.

With equal secrecy he penetrated into the palace of the Arch-

bishop. He examined it from top to bottom. Disguised as a choir

boy he took part in the offices of the church. He found nothing.

Still undismayed, the Great Detective made his way into the

home of the Countess of Dashleigh. Disguised as a housemaid, he

entered the service of the Countess.

Then at last the clue came which gave him a solution of the

mystery.

On the wall of the Countess' boudoir was a large framed en-

graving.

It was a portrait.

Under it was a printed legend:

The Prince of Wurttemberg

The portrait was that of a Dachshund.

The long body, the broad ears, the undipped tail, the short hind

legs—all was there.

In the fraction of a second the lightning mind of the Great De-

tective had penetrated the whole mystery.
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The Prince was a dog!!!!

Hastily throwing a domino over his housemaid's dress, he rushed

to the street. He summoned a passing hansom, and in a few mo-

ments was at his house.

"I have it," he gasped to his secretary, "the mystery is solved.

I have pieced it together. By sheer analysis I have reasoned it out.

Listen—hind legs, hair on back, wet snout, pup—eh, what? does that

suggest nothing to you?"

"Nothing," said the secretary; "it seems perfectly hopeless."

The Great Detective, now recovered from his excitement, smiled

faintly.

"It means simply this, my dear fellow. The Prince of Wurttem-

berg is a dog, a prize Dachshund. The Countess of Dashleigh bred

him, and he is worth some £25,000 in addition to the prize of

£10,000 offered at the Paris dog show. Can you wonder that—"

At that moment the Great Detective was interruped by the scream

of a woman.
"Great Heaven!"

The Countess of Dashleigh dashed into the room.

Her face was wild.

Her tiara was in disorder.

Her pearls were dripping all over the place.

She wrung her hands and moaned.

"They have cut his tail," she gasped, "and taken all the hair off

his back. What can I do? I am undone!!"

"Madame," said the Great Detective, calm as bronze, "do your-

self up. I can save you yet."

"You!"

"Me!"

"How?"
"Listen. This is how. The Prince was to have been shown at

Paris."

The Countess nodded.

"Your fortune was staked on him?"

The Countess nodded again.

"The dog was stolen, carried to London, his tail cut and his marks

disfigured."

Amazed at the quiet penetration of the Great Detective, the
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Countess kept on nodding and nodding.

"And you are ruined?"

"I am/' she gasped, and sank down on the floor in a heap of

pearls.

"Madame/' said the Great Detective, "all is not lost."

He straightened himself up to his full height. A look of unflinch-

able inflexibility flickered over his features.

The honour of England, the fortune of the most beautiful woman
in England was at stake.

"I will do it/' he murmured.

"Rise, dear lady," he continued. "Fear nothing. I will imperson-

ate the dog///"

That night the Great Detective might have been seen on the deck

of the Calais packet boat with his secretary. He was on his hands

and knees in a long black cloak, and his secretary had him on a

short chain.

He barked at the waves exultingly and licked the secretary's hand.

"What a beautiful dog," said the passengers.

The disguise was absolutely complete.

The Great Detective had been coated over with mucilage to

which dog hairs had been applied. The markings on his back were

perfect. His tail, adjusted with an automatic coupler, moved up and

down responsive to every thought. His deep eyes were full of in-

telligence.

Next day he was exhibited in the Dachshund class at the Inter-

national show.

He won all hearts.

"Quel beau chienl" cried the French people.

"Ach! was ein Dog!" cried the Spanish.

The Great Detective took the first prize!

The fortune of the Countess was saved.

Unfortunately as the Great Detective had neglected to pay the

dog tax, he was caught and destroyed by the dog-catchers. But that

is, of course, quite outside of the present narrative, and is only men-

tioned as an odd fact in conclusion.



LIVING WITH MURDER

I AM a great reader of detective fiction. That is, I have been up to

now, but I see I shall have to give it up. It begins to affect one's

daily life too much. I am always expecting something sudden, some-

thing sensational, to happen, such as that a criminal will "burst

around the corner" on the run and I shall immediately have to

"time" his burst.

They always time everything in the stories, so as to have it ready

for the evidence.

That is why I now find myself perpetually "timing" myself all

day, so that I can swear to everything.

For instance, I went down to dine three or four days ago with my
old friend Jimmy Douglas at his house. He lives alone. This, by it-

self, would make any reader of crime fiction time him. I paused a

moment at the lighted doorway before ringing the bell and noted

that my watch said 7.00 p.m. A street clock just visible down the

street, however, marked 7.02V2 p.m. Allowing for the fact that my
watch was one minute slow, I was thus able to place the time fairly

accurately as at 7.01 lA.

What did I do that for? Well, don't you see—what if I rang the

bell, received no answer, and at length pushed the door open (it

would yield quite easily) to find Jimmy Douglas lying prone in the

doorway? That would settle the time, wouldn't it? And what if he

were still warm (he would be, good fellow)? That would settle just

how warm he was.

So I rang the bell. The Chinese servant who answered the door

showed me noiselessly into the lighted sitting room and motioned

me to sit down. The room was apparently empty. I say apparently,

because in the stories you never know. If Douglas's body was lying

hunched up in a corner (you know the way they hunch them up),

my business was to take care to look up in the air, around the room,

everywhere except in the right place to see him.
.1.19
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I did this and I noticed that there was an Ormolu clock on the

mantel (there always is) and that it stood at 7.04 p.m., practically

corroborating my previous estimate.

I was just checking it over when Douglas came in.

I noticed his manner at once and could only describe it as ex-

tremely normal, even quiet, certainly, I would say, free from any

exhilaration. Whether this was a first effect of arsenic poisoning, or

just from seeing me, I am not prepared to state.

We had a cocktail. Douglas left two distinct fingerprints on the

glass. I held mine by the rim.

We sat down to dinner at 7.30 p.m. Of this I am practically cer-

tain because I remember that Douglas said, "Well, it's half-past,"

and as he said it the Ormolu clock chimed the half-hour. A further

corroboration is that the Chinese servant entered at that moment
and said, "Half-past seven!" I gather, therefore, that the hour was

either seven-thirty or possibly a little before or a little after.

At any rate—not to make too much of details—we sat down to

dinner. I noticed that at dinner Douglas took no soup. I attached

no importance to this at the time, so as to keep it for afterwards.

But I also took care on my part to take no fish. This, of course, in

the event of arsenic poison would at least, by elimination, give a

certain indication of how the poison had been administered. Up to

this point the Chinese servant's manner was quite normal, in fact,

Chinese.

I am not able to say whether Douglas took coffee after dinner;

I slipped up there. I had got talking, I remember, of my views on

Allied Strategy and for the moment forgot not only to time him but

to notice what he ate. This makes an unfortunate gap in the record.

However, Douglas, I noticed, seemed but little inclined to talk

after dinner. I was still unfolding to him my views on Allied Strategy

in the war, but he seemed unable to listen without signs of drowsi-

ness. This obviously might be due to arsenic poisoning.

I left at nine, having noticed that Douglas roused up with a slight

start as the Ormolu clock struck, and said, "Nine! I thought . . .

I thought it was ten."

I drove home in a taxi; and can easily identify the taxi, even if

abandoned in a stone quarry, by a mark I made in the leather. I can

identify the taxi man by a peculiar scar.
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That, as I say, was three days ago. I open the newspaper every

morning with a nervous hand, looking for the finding of Douglas's

body. They don't seem to have found it yet. Of course I don't know
that he lost it. But then it is never known that a body is lost until

some one finds it.

One thing is certain, however. I am all ready if they do. . . . If

any news comes out I can act at once. I have the taxi man, and the

fingerprints and the Ormolu clock—that's all you need usually.



STORIES SHORTER STILL

I

AN IRREDUCIBLE DETECTIVE STORY

Hanged by a Hair

or

A Murder Mystery Minimized

JL HE mystery had now reached its climax. First, the man had been

undoubtedly murdered. Secondly, it was absolutely certain that no

conceivable person had done it.

It was therefore time to call in the great detective.

He gave one searching glance at the corpse. In a moment he

whipped out a microscope.

"Ha! ha!" he said, as he picked a hair off the lapel of the dead

man's coat. 'The mystery is now solved."

He held up the hair.

"Listen," he said, "we have only to find the man who lost this

hair and the criminal is in our hands."

The inexorable chain of logic was complete.

The detective set himself to the search.

For four days and nights he moved, unobserved, through the

streets of New York scanning closely every face he passed, looking

for a man who had lost a hair.

On the fifth day he discovered a man, disguised as a tourist, his

head enveloped in a steamer cap that reached below his ears. The
man was about to go on board the Gloritania.

The detective followed him on board.

"Arrest him!" he said, and then drawing himself to his full height,

he brandished aloft the hair.

122
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'This is his," said the great detective. Tt proves his guilt/'

"Remove his hat/' said the ship's captain sternly.

They did so.

The man was entirely bald.

"Ha!" said the great detective, without a moment of hesitation.

"He has committed not one murder but about a million."

II

A COMPRESSED OLD ENGLISH NOVEL

Swearword the Unpronounceable

CHAPTER ONE AND ONLY

"Ods bodikins!" exclaimed Swearword the Saxon, wiping his

mailed brow with his iron hand, "a fair morn withal! Methinks twert

lithlier to rest me in yon glade than to foray me forth in yon fray!

Twert it not?"

But there happened to be a real Anglo-Saxon standing by.

"Where in Heaven's name," he said in sudden passion, "did you

get that line of English?"

"Churl!" said Swearword, "it is Anglo-Saxon."

"You're a liar!" shouted the Saxon; "it is not. It is Harvard Col-

lege, Sophomore Year, Option No. 6."

Swearword, now in like fury, threw aside his hauberk, his baldrick,

and his needlework on the grass.

"Lay on!" said Swearword.

"Have at you!" cried the Saxon.

They laid on and had at one another.

Swearword was killed.

Thus luckily the whole story was cut off on the first page and

ended.

i


	leacockroundabo00leac_Page_001
	leacockroundabo00leac_Page_002
	leacockroundabo00leac_Page_003
	leacockroundabo00leac_Page_004
	leacockroundabo00leac_Page_005
	leacockroundabo00leac_Page_006
	leacockroundabo00leac_Page_007
	leacockroundabo00leac_Page_008
	leacockroundabo00leac_Page_009
	leacockroundabo00leac_Page_010
	leacockroundabo00leac_Page_011
	Pages from leacockroundabo00leac
	Pages from leacockroundabo00leac-2



