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1: Christmas With a Punch
Chronicle (Adelaide) 10 Dec 1931

THE unfortunate Sebastian Erasmus Bealby gazed tremulously over the tops of
his spectacles and waited for the storm to break. He had not long to wait.

'‘Bealby,' said his wife, as she put down the teapot with unusual decision,
'may | ask why the coal was not brought up this morning? May | ask why my
early tea was half an hour late? May | ask whether you intend to carry out your
household duties or whether you intend to continue with this slackness
permanently?' She paused, a piece of toast poised in her hand. Sebastian
blinked across the breakfast table.

'You see, my dear, it's the overtime,' he said. 'You will remember that I've
been working late every night. Last night | wasn't home until eleven. Christmas
is always such a bad time for us— there's so much to do, and I'm afraid that |
overslept this morning.'

The teeth of Mrs. Bealby snapped over the piece of toast. Sebastian felt as if
he, almost, were within those jaws and that the white teeth were crunching
him. 'Very well, Bealby,' said his wife, 'instead of your usual twenty cigarettes
this week | shall only allow you ten. You must be taught punctuality, although —
goodness knows— you ought to have learned it by this time!'

'‘But, my dear,' stammered Sebastian.

'That will do, Bealby,' said his wife.

A deep silence reigned.

HURRYING to catch the 9.30, with his feet slipping over the snowy
pavements, Sebastian observed, with envy, the large and manly form of Mr.
Hubert Wyblot some ten yards in front of him. Wyblot was a lucky man, thought
Bealby. He was respected and feared by his wife. The Wyblots lived next door to
the Bealbys, and the walls were thin. Time and time again Mr. Bealby had heard
Wyblot laying down the law to his pretty wife. Time and time again he heard the
enterprising Hubert 'telling off' his better half for some imagined grievance.

Sebastian sympathised with Margaret Wyblot. She was young and pretty;
she adored Hubert, and she allowed him to walk over her. His word was law in
the house. What a contrast to himself, thought Sebastian. In his house the
situation was reversed. His life was a misery. He was henpecked and unhappy.
His cigarettes and a few shillings to spend were doled out to him each week.

Sebastian never remembered just how all this business had started. Vaguely,
he remembered times in the past when his wife had been charming and kind.
Indeed, she was still attractive, but she was master in the house and everywhere
else, and she let Sebastian know it— as often as possible.



In front Wyblot was hurrying. Sebastian realised that if he did not hurry, too,
he would miss the 9.30. He increased his pace, trod on a piece of ice, described
a semi-circle in the air, and fell with a crash on that spot intended by Nature for
such business. Ruefully he picked himself up. Brushed the loose snow from his
clothes, and rubbed himself dolefully. Then he hurried towards the station and
arrived— just in time to see the 9.30 steaming out. Wyblot, as usual, had just
managed to catch it. Wyblot would!

Sebastian sat down and thought. This would mean that he would be half an
hour late at the office. It would also mean that Mr. Larkins, the senior partner,
would send for him and give him a good telling off. Sebastian sighed. He thought
that he didn't like Christmas very much. There was always trouble of some sort.
It was the end of the year, and the partners were looking around to see who
they could sack. Possibly, and Bealby's heart almost stopped beating at the
thought, Mr. Larkins might consider this morning's lateness sufficient excuse to
get rid of him. He thought of his fifteen years' service with the firm, and sighed.

'Hallo, Mr. Bealby; have you missed your train?' He looked round. It was
Margaret Wyblot. She looked pretty and attractive in her winter coat and
gloves.

He smiled ruefully, and nodded.

'I'm just going up to town,' she said. 'l didn't go with Hubert because | had to
think about his special supper tonight. He has it rather late now that he's
rehearsing with your wife'— she stopped suddenly and put her fingers to her
mouth. 'Now I've done it,' she said. 'l've given it all away, and neither Hubert nor
your wife will ever forgive me. Please promise that you won't tell Please, Mr.
Bealby, do promise.'

'I'll promise anything,' said Sebastian, 'if you'll tell what it's all about. What's
the great secret?'

'Well, you see,' she said, 'Hubert and your wife are, going to perform a
sketch at the Christmas concert that Hubert is getting up. They've been keeping
it a secret from everyone. It's quite easy for them to rehearse at your house in
the evening because you are working overtime, and you never get home until
ten-thirty or eleven. Then, when it's all ready they're going to surprise
everyone.'

'| see,' said Bealby. 'l wonder why Mary didn't tell me about it. No. | don't.
She never tells me anything, anyhow.’

'Poor you,' said Margaret Wyblot. 'I'm afraid that we're neither of us a match
for our respective spouses. But never mind. I've got a surprise for you.
Something that will bring you luck.’

She felt in her pocket and produced a small horseshoe— one of the type to
worn by Shetland ponies. She had polished it and it shone like silver.



'| found this yesterday,' she said, 'and | was going to give it to Hubert. Then |
thought that, anyhow, he's always very lucky, and that | would give it to you, just
so that you should have good luck for Christmas. Would you like it?'

Sebastian smiled. 'Rather!" he said.

It was a long time since anyone had given him anything.

He took the horseshoe and put it in his pocket. He felt better already. It was
a nice thought on Margaret's part, he considered. Perhaps he wasn't such an old
‘out-of-date’ after all.

The train arrived, and they found a deserted carriage. 'What's the sketch
about— is it dramatic?' asked Sebastian. 'l never guessed that either Hubert or
my wife were amateur actors.'

She smiled. 'Neither did |,' she said, 'but Hubert says that it's going to be
awfully good. He's supposed to be a cat-burglar who has broken into a house
where a lady is all alone. She surprises him whilst he is robbing the safe, and he
threatens her with a revolver. But, by a trick, she gets possession of the revolver
and turns the tables on him. Tonight's the last rehearsal. They're going to start
at nine and rehearse until ten-forty-five, because Mrs. Bealby says you will be
working very late tonight and won't be home until eleven o'clock. | shall have to
wait up for Hubert.'

Sebastian nodded. Some people had all the fun, he thought, but as he did so
his hand '.touched the horseshoe in his pocket and for some unknown reason it
made him feel almost happy.

Sebastian was removing his overcoat, when the office boy came into the
outer office. 'Mr. Larkins wants to see you, Mr. Bealby,' said the boy with a grin.
Sebastian's heart sank. The best he could expect from Larkins was a good telling
off! He hung up his overcoat, and as he did so his hand knocked against the
horseshoe in the overcoat packet. He took it out and looked at it. After all, why
shouldn't there be something in the idea that a horseshoe was lucky.

Sebastian slipped it into his trouser pocket, and felt all the better for it.

He'd always been much too meek with old Larkins, he thought. If the old
man said too much he would tell him that he couldn't be responsible for
accidents. He would not stand meekly before the senior partner's desk, and say,
'Yes, .sir," 'Sorry, sir.'

He rapped on the door and entered. Old Larkins was seated at his desk, and
behind him stood the two junior partners.

Larkins looked up. 'Now, look here, Bealby,' he began heavily.

Sebastian thought of the horseshoe and interrupted. 'I'm sorry | was late,' he
began, breathlessly, 'but | had an accident and slipped over a bit of ice. Nothing
very much, but it made me lose my train, and—"



Larkins waved his hand. 'Why worry about that, Bealby,' he said. ‘Do you
think that we haven't noticed that you've only been late four times in fifteen
years? Now take a chair and listen to me.'

'‘Bealby,' said Larkins with a smile 'we're going to make you a partner.
Business has improved wonderfully during the last two years and quite a lot of it
is due to your steady work, You'll receive an increased salary as general
manager, and a sixteenth snare of the profits. My congratulations!'

Larkins held out his hand, Bealby— almost dizzy — could see that he was
smiling.

He shook hands with the partners in turn. 'Bit of a surprise, eh?' said Larkins.
‘Tomorrow, well talk it all over, in the meantime why don't you take the day off?
| expect your fall shook you a bit. Lovell, ask the boy to go and get a whisky and
soda for Bealby."

IT WAS nine-thirty when Sebastian— a large cigar protruding from his
mouth— crept silently through the garden at the back of his house and
approached the French windows.

Everything depended upon his not being heard or discovered. He had
worked out his plot to the last degree. Mary and Wyblot would be rehearsing in
the room which was behind the French windows. The windows were unlatched,
and behind them was a thick curtain. He remembered the details of the sketch
which Margaret Wyblot had given him, and hoped that circumstances would
allow him to put his plan into execution.' Gently he pushed open the window
and stepped through, hidden from the room by the curtains.

He could hear Wyblot speaking:— 'Now this is the important part,' he was
saying. 'This bit where you enter the room and discover me at the safe. We'd
better do it as we shall do it at the performance. You go out of the room. Then
you come in and find me— in the dark— with an electric torch shining on the
safe. Then | say 'Hands up!' and cross the room and switch on the light. Let's do
that bit, shall we?'

'All right,' Bealby heard his wife reply. She walked across the room, switched
off the light and closed the door behind her. As darkness filled the room, Bealby
slipped through the curtains. Wyblot was kneeling down before the bookcase,
his electric torch shining on the books. Bealby waited to spring... . He heard the
door open and his wife enter. Wyblot flashed his torch round until the light fell
upon her. '"Hands up!!' He shouted, and as he did so Sebastian sprang and hit
him full upon the nose.

'That'll teach you,' he shouted, 'if you think I'm going to stand by and have
burglars threaten my wife you're mistaken. Mary— telephone for the police at
once. Switch on the light!"

He heard a gasp, and then the light went on.
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An expression of amazement came over Bealby's face. 'Why— what's this?'
he said. 'Wyblot? What are you doing here? What does this mean, Mary?"

Wyblot said nothing. He was nursing a bleeding nose. 'We were only
rehearsing, Harry,' said Mary Bealby. 'We—"

'‘Good heavens,' interrupted Sebastian, 'This is a joke! | came in by the back
way because I'd forgotten my key, and as | approached and opened the French
window | heard a man say, 'Hands up!' Naturally | thought it was a burglar.'

Wyblot staggered to his feet. 'By Jove, Bealby,' he said, 'you've got a deuce
of a punch. I've never been hit so hard in all my boxing experience. Anyhow, this
is our own fault. We ought to have told you that we were rehearsing for the
Christmas concert. Do you mind if | go to the bathroom and fix my nose?"

He hurried off. Bealby turned to his wife. Her eyes were shining. 'Oh, Harry,'
she said. 'l never knew that you were so brave. | was so disappointed in you
because | thought you were so meek that anyone could frighten you. Just fancy,
you would have fought a six-foot burglar who was armed with a revolver— and
all for me!'

Sebastian smiled. 'Oh, that's nothing,' he said. 'Incidentally, Mary, there are
one or two things | want to say to you. The first is that you will get a maid at
once. I'm sick of carrying up the coals. The second thing is that you will behave
like you used to, or | shall want to know why. I've had enough of this henpecking
business. Oh, by the bye, you'd better get supper for four. Wyblot had better
stay as I've punctured his nose, and I'll telephone his wife to come round. And
hurry, | don't want to wait, I'm hungry.'

'Yes, dear,' said his wife, meekly. 'Also,' continued Sebastian, 'l shan't want
to be called till ten o'clock tomorrow. I'm not going up until eleven. | forgot to
tell you that I'm a partner in the firm now, and that we're having a meeting to fix
things at lunch tomorrow. Whilst I'm telephoning you'd better tell Wyblot when
he's finished looking after his nose that several of us men around here are a bit
sick of the way he talks to his wife. It's no business of mine, of course, but I'd
hate to lose my temper one day and hit him. I'm pretty hasty when I'm roused,
and he might get another smack on the nose. And you'd better get your hair
waved tomorrow, you look a sight when the curls come out.'

'Yes, dear,' said Mrs. Bealby, still more meekly.

Sebastian went out into the hall towards the telephone. As he walked lie
removed a small horseshoe from the glove on his right hand. No wonder Wyblot
had said that he had a deuce of a punch!

'Hello. Is that vou. Margaret?' he said, cheerfully. 'Came round to supper,
will you? Hubert is staving on. He's had a little accident— nothing much — just a
smack on the nose. And, by-the-bye, don't forget that | knew nothing about the
rehearsal tonight. You see. | returned home suddenly and found a burglar
threatening my wife, and | knocked him down. When you arrive, you might like
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to ask Hubert why he didn't put up a better show. It might do him good, and,
Margaret, thank you for your horseshoe. It's going to bring us both lots of luck
and happiness for Christmas. You'll find a much more charming husband, and
Mary will never henpeck me any more. I'm too tough! Come along quickly, and
after supper we'll make them rehearse the show again!'



2: The Philosopher
World's News (Sydney) 24 June 1936

PURE hayseed!

And he certainly looked every grain of it as he stood there, gazing with a sort
of rapt curiosity at the stupendous pile of the Dorchester Hotel. Not that he
looked— at any rate to the observer who possessed any sense of psychology—
in any way foolish. Oh, no! Plainly he was of the village, but he was equally not
its idiot!

The tanned face, with its hint of ruddy, healthy color beneath the brown,
wore a simple enough expression, but in the grey eyes there was more than a
hint of shrewdness, and in the lines that showed in the corners of those eyes,
and around the big, good-tempered mouth, a gentle sense of humor was plainly
to be observed.

But in the rather aged bowler hat, with its oval crown, and its wide brim,
curled at the sides; in his rather bright blue suit, in the ill-fitting clasp of which
he looked definitely uncomfortable; in the stand-up collar, and the big white
satin tie, with its silver horseshoe stick-pin; in the big silver albert watchguard,
with its dangling football medals, and in the clumsy, rather over-polished black
boots, the whole life and soul of Little Muddlecombe-on-the-Splosh could be
seen incarnate.

Indeed, so plainly could it be seen that during his short stay in London the
attention of several of the more zealous plain-clothes officers had been
definitely attracted. He looked so much too good to be true! Some of these had
shadowed him for a bit; others had got into conversation with him. But in every
case the result had been the same - they had been reluctantly forced to pass
him out as true-blue.

Equally with the police, the gentlemen of the opposite fraternity had been
tickled by him. The expert pickpockets had passed him by, knowing that yokels
such as this, forewarned to the dangers of London, invariably keep their money
in an un-get-at-able place. Of the "conmen" many had taken him (as the police
had done) to be a colleague; others had decided that it was too much like
robbing a blind man. The findings of the third, and more business-like,
contingent may be summed up in the words of "Dutch Sam," one of the
cleverest of the fraternity.

He rejoined his two confederates after a short conversation with the
intended victim:

"No good to us, boys!" was his curt, verdict.

"Why not, Sam? No dough?"

"Oh, yes— he's got a bit of dough, all right!" Sam laughed, and the others
looked at him inquiringly. "He told me all about himself— or most things,
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anyway. Says that twenty years ago 'ole Garge Bassett' paid a visit to London
and came back with such a wonderful yarn about all he'd seen here that then
and there our friend decided he'd pay a visit, too. He started to save that very
week. He was a farm-boy, then, earning four and six a week. He put aside
sixpence every week ever since. Sixpence a week for twenty years amounts to
£26. His fare and lodgings have cost him four pounds— 'and so' says he, slapping
himself, 'l got mor'n twenty pound left to spend, like— only' (and he laughs like
fun) 'l can't find nothin' to spend it on! Ain't that danged funny?'"

"Well, what's the matter with that?" inquired one of Dutch Sam's
confederates. "Reckon we can show him, can't we? And, after all, twenty
smackers is better than nothing!"

"Maybe," said Sam. "But it can't be done— he's no good to us!"

"Why not?"

"Because— as his Nibs on the Bench pointed out the last time he sent me
down— the confidence-trick only appeals to men who are naturally greedy—
who want to get something for nothing. See?"

IT was the following day— his last in London, for the coach that took him
home left the Victoria Coach Station at six o'clock-that Garge was caught. His
captor was little Jerry Sline, who touted for a number of clubs, gambling hells,
and less savory places.

Jerry saw Garge standing in Leicester Square, gazing around him, and Jerry
promptly swooped.

"Excuse me, but could you direct me to Green Street?"

"I be sorry, Sir, but ye see | be a stranger here myself, like!" Garge's beaming
and childlike smile convinced Jerry he was a winner.

"Indeed? .Well, never mind! Ah, here's a pub— they'll be bound to know in
there. Would you care to take a little refreshment with me, Sir?"

The genial eye of Garge gleamed, responsive to the hospitality offered.

"Glad to, Sir— if so be as ye'd take a glass with me after?" .

"Sure | will! Come on, let's get to it!" Jerry knew his business! In less than
five minutes they were talking like old friends. Over the second glass Jerry
remarked:

"Twenty years' savings, eh? My word, that must amount to something
useful?"

Garge grinned and blushed a little:

"Tidy bit, Sir -at least, it seems to me. Us doan't earn a mortal lot, though,
down country— an' | be a married man, now. Still, | got twenty pound in my
pocket, so | 'ave!"

"Have you though?" Jerry hid his disappointment cleverly-he had hoped for
more. "And-you're returning this evening, you say?"
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"Aye, Sir!"
"Got your ticket, of course?"
"Aye, Sir, surely!"

"Ah! Well, well....!" Jerry seemed to be suddenly smitten by a bright idea.
"By the way, doing anything special this afternoon?"
"Why, no, Sir!"

"Good! Then why not come along to my Club, eh? You'll find club life in
London quite interesting, if you've never visited one before. Have you?"

"Why, no, Sir. I-I've read about they places, though!" The grin on Garge's
face was encouraging.

"Well, you come along, then. You'll find it interesting all right. Plenty of
girls— drinks all the afternoon. Have a flutter on the tables, too, if you like!"

"Eh? Flutter on the tables...?"

"Little gamble, you know! Roulette— chemie, if you care for it?"

Garge's honest grey eyes were sparkling, and there was a sudden eagerness
in his tone:

"What, like they do at Monte Carlo? I've always wanted to have a look at
that there Cas-i-no...?"

"My boy," quoth Jerry, clapping him on the back, "you won't know you're
not at Monte itself, once you're inside there! You come right along-now!"

GARGE— having reluctantly allowed his hat to be taken from him by a
uniformed attendant (who had some difficulty in hiding his grin at that
wonderful piece of headgear) stared around him in gentle amazement.

Certainly, it was a wonderful place, all right! Just like the real Monte Carlo,
he thought. Smartly dressed men, who carelessly produced great wads of notes
when they paid for drinks. And the women! Slim, satin-clad forms— hair of
lustrous black, gleaming gold and flaring red— wonderful jewellery— neat,
silken ankles— marvellous high heeled shoes! Just like the pictures, so it was!

His friend-who seemed to know everybody there, and was cheerily hailed as
"Jerry-old-boy!" by the men, and "Jerry-darling!" by the women-took him to the
bar, and bought him a bottled beer. Then Jerry whispered to the waiter, and the
waiter hurried off and whispered to a wonderful creature with almost silver-
colored hair.

Presently the wonderful creature rose, and walked towards the bar. Garge
watched her approach with something like awe. She was sheathed in blue silk
that shimmered as she glided across the floor. She was slim as a young reed,
with a marvellous complexion and a cupid-bow mouth of deepest scarlet. Her
arms were bare, and as white marble, and her frock-an afternoon one actually-
seemed to Garge to be an infinitely daring evening one. Jewels flashed on her
hands, around her neck, and dangled daringly from her ears.
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"Hey, Eve...!" called Jerry.

She gave a little start, and then came towards them, smiling. By gum, Eve
was the right name for her, too-a pretty one, she was. .

"Lo, Eve!" quoth Jerry. "What's the poison? Say, meet my friend, Mr George
Dimmock, will you? | want you to look after him for a bit— | got to see a feller
about something!"

Her hand was marvellously soft and cool; her smile radiant; her eyes blue
pools of invitation.

"Mr. Dimmock might like a. little flutter!" said Jerry, as he hurried off.

"Shall we?" murmured Eve, slipping a bare arm through George's. ASin a
dream he allowed her to lead him to the tables. On the way he giggled once.

"What's the joke?" asked Eve.

"If Mary Ellen could see me now!" grinned George.

"Who's Mary Ellen?"

"My Missus!"

"Oh!" said Eve, and pouted adorably. At the tables she made him sit on a
chair, and then she sat, bold as brass, on his lap. Garge was near amazed— just
like on the pictures, it was. He'd never thought he'd ever be like this...!

She initiated him into the mysteries of roulette-still sitting on his knee, with
one bare, cool arm around his shoulders -touching his brown, sun-roughened
neck.

Garge decided that this must be a dream-rather a nice one, though.

"By gum," said Garge, as he put another pound note in her hand. "That be
the last on 'em!"

"Mean you're broke?" asked Eve, sharply.

"Aye, for sure!" grinned Garge.

Five minutes later that had gone, too. "Really broke, are you?" queried Eve.

"Surely!" agreed Garge.

"Hard luck, chummy!" said Eve, and, bending, she actually kissed him—
lightly, like the touch of a butterfly. Garge gasped, then grinned again.

Eve rose, and glanced up the room meaningly. The manager made a sign to a
couple of big husky looking fellows with hard faces, and they followed him
unobtrusively to the table. Garge was still sitting there. "

"Finished playing, Sir?" asked the manager in his ear.

"Aye!" said Garge, and then grinned: "l be broke!"

"If you don't mind, then-somebody else will need your chair...?"

"Surely!" said Garge, and rose.

"Any drinks, Sir?"

"I can't!" said Garge. "l jest told 'ee— | be clean broke!"

The manager had heard all about this strange country cousin, and had
thought him rather pathetic. Also, he wasn't a bad sort of chap in this way:
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"If a loan's any use...?" he pulled a couple of pound notes from his pocket.
Garge reddened:

"Why, thank'ee kindly, Sir, but | ain't never 'ad no need to take charity yet,
an' | bean't thinking of starting now. If you'll pardon me, Sir!"

"That's all right! But-I'm afraid I'll have to ask you to leave the premises,
now, Sir!" He glanced at the two big men, who closed in a little.

"Surely!" said Garge. "If | could have me hat...?"

Almost magically the weird contraption was in his hands. At the door, he
hesitated, then thrust out a horny, work-worn hand to the manager:

"Well, thank 'ee kindly, Sir, fur a very nice afternoon. Maybe I'll be seeing 'ee
again, Sir— in about ten years' time. | reckon. Ye see, | be earning' bit more now,
an' | reckon | can save a bob a week, maybe!"

"That'll be fine!" smiled the manager. "Now I'll be gettin' home, an' tell my
missus. She will laugh!"

"Will she, though!" said the manager. "Well, I'm sorry you had such bad
luck," he was quite sincere, for once— "twenty years' savings, eh?"

"Ah well, Sir," grinned Garge, from the doorway. "Tern's so bad, Sir, not
really! 'Twill be something to tell the boys in the 'Plough'— and no doubt ye
know the old saying, Sir— easy come, easy go! Good arternoon to ye, Sir!"

And the door swung to, blotting out Garge's good-humored smile from
beneath the quaint old bowler hat.
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3: Abe and the Gang
Daily News (W Australia) 30 June 1938

LISTEN fellers; | am Abe Hymie Finkelstein an' | woik for Rudy Scraut who is the
guy with the delicatessen on Forty-fifth and Myrtle.

Maybe you know guys who have been the victims of these gangsters and
maybe you know guys who was also the victim of the police department; but |
am a guy who has been welted like you never saw by the gangsters and the
police department and everybody else round here.

An'if you say why | say it is for the reason that | am a smart guy with
poisonality an' becase other guys is jealous of me becase the dames fall for me
in a big way. If this aint' the case then | am an Indian princess with a coupla
wooden legs. One of these days if some gangsters will take hold of Police
Captain Dooley O'Hagan an' will, put him in a sack and go throw him in the lake
then | will start believin' that there is some justice around this burg. Also if some
gorilla like Dillinger will proceed to shoot up that blonde dame what took
advantage of my sex-attraction then | will believe some more in Father
Christmas which is a thing that | do not believe in anyhow.

If I was not a big guy like I am | would be altogether broke up about this
business; but you do not have to worry about Abe Finklestein, thank you very
much becase | have already got back my noive and am at this time makin' a big
play for Lilly Scapalensi who is not so easy to look at but who has some nice
prospects even if her father does say that he would rather see her buried alive
with snakes rather than his girl should be married to me. Even this pa is jealous
of ray sex-attraction.

Well, it is a lovely night like you never saw an' | am goin' home feelin' like a
million dollars. | am wearing a hot pertater suit— twenty dollars with two pair of
pants— an' a plaid four-in-hand with, a white homburg an' a walkin' stick with a
tomato in ivory on the top. | know | am lookin' good, which makes me
indifferent to the giant raspberry which the newsboy on the corner hands out to
me because | know that this guy is also jealous of my appeal.

Suddenly | see the blonde who comes into the delicatessen for caviare on
Saturday nights. This blonde is the berries, an' when she sees me she stops dead
like she was suddenly paralysed. This girl is just like a film star, except that she
ain't had her face lifted, an' | have often thought that she is a classy dame, only.
| do not know if she has got prospecks an' a goil without prospecks is no goil for
Abe.

So she comes up to me an' she says, Abe, | am in a very bad jam, an' you
must help me out because you are the sort of a guy like | could fall for some
more if | got to know you good, an' if you will do sumptin for me | will see that
you get a hundred dollars an' | will never be able to refuse you nothin' even if |
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don't like you. So | says what an' she says that if | will take this big black violin
case down to Giekel's speakeasy and give it to some guy called Gatty, then this
guy will give me a hundred bucks.

| say O.K. sister, an' | start off for Giekel's. But on the way | begin to think
what is in this case,; because it is heavy like some dead guy was in it, so | drop in
at my room on Myrtle an' | open it up an' inside there is a Thompson machine
gun and six pistols all loaded up like you never saw.

Now it looks as if this dame is tryin' to slip some business over on me, but |
remember that | am a smart guy with ideas, so | rush around to Krimp's shootin'
gallery an' | do some business an' | rush back an' do some more business with
these guns an' then | go down to Giekel's an' wait for this guy Gatty.

Presently he comes along an' he is some tough egg an' | hand him the case
an' | say what about the hundred bucks an' he sticks one of these guns in my ribs
an' informs me that if | do not get in the car that is parked outside he is goin' to
blow the top of my head into Queen's County.

So | do not argue with this guy, but | do what he says, an' we go off to some
basement dump where there is a lot of thugs sittin' around drinkin' rye like you
never saw, an' they' tear open the case an' take but the guns. Then the head
gorilla says : what shall we do with this mug boys becase he might start shootin'
his mouth to the cops, an' they all say bump him off Joe, but before they have
finished sayin' it | am out of a door | seen at the back an' am scrammin' down
the street like some mad racehorses. When | have got myself away | think that
this is a bum trick for the blonde to play on me, an' | start to use my brains once
again so | get into a taxi-cab after | have got the money from Rachel Moshinski,
who happens to be passin', an' | go to the thirteenth precinct ah' | see Police
Captain Dooley O'Hagan an' | tell him the whole works, an' he is very excited an'
says that this is the Stripey Gang, an' that my information is so hot that maybe
he will make me a detective or a police commissioner or something for this.

| say wait a minute an' | ask him if he would like to be the big guy who took
the Stripey Gang singlehanded, an' | tell him how | have took all the ball
ammunition out of them guns an' loaded them up with blanks what | got from
Krimp's shootin' gallery.

He then informs me that | am a credit to the United States, an' that by the
time he is through with me | will probably be chief of the G men, an' that. he is
also goin' to give me one hundred dollars reward, a free pass for Shombergs
waxworks an' a lot of other things. He then says that | should go home an' await
further doings.

So | go back home an' one hour later there is a special edition which says
that Police Captain Dooley O'Hagan has arrested seven members of the Stripey
Gang single-handed, an' that they was all armed with machine-guns an' cannons
like you never saw, an' that he is about the bravest guy since Christopher
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Columbine. This looks plenty good to me, so | get myself around to the precinct
an' | see Police Captain Dooley O'Hagan an' | ask him about the hundred dollars
an' all the other things, an' he says go jump in the lake, an' if he has any more of
this stuff outa me he will have me arrested under the Mann Act, the Baumes
Act, the Vagrants Act and for tryin' to blackmail a police captain.

I am now feelin' not so hot an' | tell him that he is a big cheese an' that he
would not have arrested these guys if | had not tipped him off that their guns
was only loaded up with blanks, an' | also say that | will take a walk around to
the newspaper office an' slip them the works about this business. He says oh
yeah he will show me something— an' he telephones . through to the
newspaper office an' says that if some lunatic named Abe Finkelstein ever shows
up he should be held for the police.

He then calls in some other guys an' has them throw me into the canon a
charge of throwin' a hamburger at an old lady on Forty-second-street last
Tuesday. By which you will see that this Police Captain Dooley O'Hagan is a four-
flushin' twicer an' that he is framin' me like | was a big ninny.

So next morning when they let me out of the can | start to use my brains
some more an' | ask some guy in the precinct if the gangsters who have been
taken by O'Hagan have got themselves a lawyer, ah' he says yes. So | get around
to this lawyer an' | tell him that if he will give me a hundred dollars | will splutter
a bibful that will astound the world.

He says O.K. an' so | tell him the story about the blanks an' that these gorillas
was not really armed with lethal weapons, after which this lawyer laughs his
head off an' says that he will make O'Hagan withdraw the charge or look like a
monkey to the whole world.

He then says | should go home an' that if | will get around to this office the
next morning he will hand me a hundred bucks, an' about two hours afterwards
there is another special edition that says that Captain Dooley O'Hagan has made
one big mistake an' that, the gang is not the Striped Gang at all, but a meetin' of
a commercial travellers' shootin' club, an' they have all been released, by which
it looks like this lawyer has given Captain Dooley O'Hagan the works.

Now | am feelin' very good because | have taught Police Captain Dooley
O'Hagan that he cannot make a sucker out of Abe Finkelstein, an' next morning |
get around to the lawyer's an' | ask for the hundred bucks an' he gives a merry
laugh an' tells me to go jump in the lake, an' that if | try any of that black -mailin’
stuff around there he will have me pinched for firing' hayricks. He then calls in
some other guy who throws me out on the sidewalk.

| AM now feelin' that | am goin' to be very sick any time now, becase of the
deal | am gettin' around here from one an' all. Because all the time it looks like |
am going to get some money, an' all | get is a lot of right royal raspberries . from
the whole world. But even at this time my brains begins to work some, more, an'
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| get myself a tram an' | go to the basement where the gangsters are operatin'.
And they are all there an' | say howdy boys an | .tell, them that | was the big guy
who got them out of a helluva jam becase knew that Police Captain Dooley
O'Hagan was after them an' that was why | loaded up them guns with blanks.
The big gorilla then says this mug ain't so bad, an' they whip around an' they
give me a hundred dollars an' a highball.

| now begin to feel good some more becase | have now got one hundred
smackers, an' | have also got the lowdown on Police Captain Dooley O'Hagan
who | reckon is feelin' like a boiled pork chop in a snowstorm, an' | get myself
around to my place on Myrtle-street, an' as | am goin' up the stairs | hear that
there is some goil in my room an' she is singin' | Can't Give You Anything But
Love Baby, so | guess that is probably some dame who has fallen for me in a big
way..

However, | am wrong some more becase it is the blonde gangster goil who
asked me to carry the guns an' before | can do anything she pulls out a rod and
she tells me that she has got word from the gangsters that they have handed me
out a hundred smackers, an' do | think that | am goin' to get away .with that
stuff when | am nothin' but a coppers' nose who has been givin' information all
around town.

With this an' some more wisecracks she grabs the hundred dollars off from
me and she tells me that for two pins she will also smack me down. | say that |
have not got any pins, so she smacks me down anyway, an' goes off singin' 'Life
is Just a Bowl of Cherries.' which is maybe right so far as this dame is concerned.

It now looks to me as if all my brains was getting wasted around this burg,
an' that | will not try to get any more money becase there is a lot of plots goin'
on 'any time | get some money. | think also as. well that | had better be gettin'
along to the delicatessen, otherwise' Scraut will also be handin' me some
raspberries.

So: | smarten up some an | go off, an' I am beginnin' to feel not so bad
becase anyhow this business has not cost me anything at all an' lam also .
thinkin' about Lilly Scapalensi, who thinks | am the cats lingerie, when suddenly
Police Captain Dooley O'Hagan springs out of some doorway an' says that he is
pinchin' me an' that | had better not try to avoid arrest.

| say that | am not tryin' to avoid arrest, but he calls the patrol waggon an'
handcuffs me an' takes me to the precinct. So | ask what these guys are chargin'
me with, an' Police Captain Dooley O'Hagan says that he has found a whole load
of pistol an' machine-gun ammunition in my room on Myrtle, an' he is chargin'
me with bein' in possession of ammunition.

| say have a heart | told you all about that, an' he says Oh yeah smart guy |
don't know what you are talking about, an' that if | think | can get away with all
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this stuff around the thirteenth precinct | had better think some more. He also
says that if he has some more trouble with me he will also charge me with a
murder that happened the night before in lllinois, only it is too far for me to
have got in the time.

So then they throw me in' the can some more, an' | am there for four days,
an' they then bring me up before some judge who says that | am a disgrace to
the city, an' that he will make an example of me like hell, an' that if Police
Captain Dooley O'Hagan, who is a great an' good guy. had not pleaded for me he
would probably have given me a ten to fifty years' sentence, but as it is he will,
fine me a hundred dollars or three months in the can.

So that will show you guys that it is not easy to make some honest dough
around here, an' all these plots to stop me gettin' any money are not doin' me
any good, as in order to pay this fine | have to borrow the hundred smackers
from Lilly Scapalensi, who gets it from her old man's till whilst he is comin' out of
a jag. It is not right that old Scapalensi should lose a hundred smackers because
of some police captain who is nothing but a big cheese, an' a lot of gangsters
who are a disgrace to his civilisation like you never saw.

Now all this has happened to me because | am a smart guy an' a swell
dresser, becase if | had not been a smart guy then the blonde goil would not
have picked me out, which shows you that it is not always so good to have a lot
of sex-appeal like | have got, as it is liable to get you into troubles with swell
dames, except in the case of goils like Lilly Scapalensi, who is not such a hot
looker but who has got a whole lot of prospecks an' the key to Pa Scapalensi's
till.
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4: Chicago Payoff
Daily News (W. Australia) 21 Oct 1937

"YOU can't beat the rap. I've met guys who thought they could miss the pay-off;
but they was always unlucky.

"Remember Two-time Caselli? | worked for him once. He was a great guy—
sometimes.

"Well, one night Two-time is sitting in his swell pent-house apartment doin’
a bit of quiet thinkin'. He is figurin' out that the rackets is all gettin' washed up;
that it is time he pulled somethin’, really big an' got out of it. Chicago is not so
good for him. Why? 'Cause Snetkin, the straight cop, who's runnin' the'
Homicide Squad at Police headquarters, has got an idea in his head that he's
goin' to pull in Two-time. He reckons that Two-time has been gettin' away with a
durn sight too much for the last seven years, an' he's just waitin' for a chance to
get the hooks on the big boy. See?

"Two-time walks over an' has a look at himself in the mirror over the
fireplace. He looks good to him. He's a bit jowly, maybe, an' a little bit fat, but
he's still got that 'come-on' look that the dames fall for an' his hair is still nice an’
wavy, even if it is a bit thin on the dome. He stands there lookin' at himself,
admirin' his five-dollar tie, his thirty-dollar silk shirt, an' wonderin' just what it is
he's goin' to make the big clean-up over. You got to understand his main racket
was liquor, an' the liquor racket ain't been so good since they pulled Capone in.

"Comin' up in the elevator is Jenny, an' does she look swell? There ain't no
doubt that Jenny is easy to look at. Her clothes is all Fifth-avenue, an' she's
wearin' a Persian lamb coat an' muff. Parked inside the muff is a .38 colt
automatic.

"Her face is nice an' kind an' pretty an' smilin', just like the cat what
swallowed the canary. Believe it or not, that girl, Jenny, on this particular night,
looked swell. And how!

"Jenny is the wise baby. Five years ago she comes in to New York from a
Connecticut farm. She was twenty-two an' had a hundred-an'-fifty dollars an' a
lotta hope. After kickin' around New York, wearin' out her Oxfords on the
streets that ain't paved with gold so that you'd notice it, the money goes an' the
hope gets part worn.

"Then she runs into Two-time. He gives her the once-over an' fixes her up
with a job at the Green Parrot night club which, as you know, is a pretty good
place for girls that ain't so good, an' six months after that Jenny knows all the
answers.

"She sticks along with Twotime for a year, an' when Jimmy Pereira, who is a
real booz boss, puts a couple of slugs into Twotime one night for old time's sake,
and Two-time goes to hospital, Jenny decides she'll change partners.
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"She goes along with Pereira an' what Two-time forgot to teach her Pereira
starts to hand out with both hands. So, by this time, she's pretty good. What she
knows would fill a Carnegie library, an' what she don't know is what stamp
collectors could stick under the stamp an' still not miss.

"Jenny pushes open the door of Two-time's apartment an' walks straight in.
He just grins..

"'Well, fancy seein' you, Jenny,' says Two-time. 'My, but you're lookin' swell.
Whata you doin' in Chicago?"

"She sits down. 'I'll tell you in a minute, Twotime,' she says.

"He gives her a straight gin an' he stands in front of the fire, fingering his tie
an' lookin' at her. Two-time is feelin' pretty good. You gotta know that he got
the name 'Two-time' 'cause he said the dames always came back twice. An' he's
standin' up there, thinkin' that it's the old story with Jenny, an' that she just
couldn't keep away from him. After a minute he says to her: 'Well, babe, what's
the riot?'.

"She finishes her drink an' she looks up. Two-time is thinkin' that she's still a
mighty pretty woman. 'Here's the latest, Two-time,' she says, 'They're springin’
Pereira today.'

"Two-time whistles. 'You don't say,' he says. 'The dirty rat. So they're goin' to
let him out, are they? Go on, Jenny.'

"'It's this way,' she says. 'He phoned me this mornin' an' told me that he
was comin' to Chicago tonight an' | was to get a quiet room for him in a quiet
hotel so's he could do a little bit of business before he scrammed out of it. You
see, Jimmy ain't feelin' so good. First of all, gettin' sent up was a' surprise to him
when he thought he had everybody nicely fixed an', secondly, he's got an idea
that there are one or two guys, includin' yourself, Two-time, round this burg
who'd be only too glad to take a pot at him.'

"Two-time nods. 'Well, what's he comin' here for?' he asks.

"Jenny grins. 'He's comin' here for the dough, Two-time,' she says.. 'It might
surprise you to hear that he's got 200,000 dollars United. States currency
stacked in the safe deposit right here.

"Two-time whistles an' starts to do some quick thinkin'. Jenny goes on. 'This
mornin' on the '‘phone Jimmy gives me the lay-out. When he gets here, which
will be at seven o'clock, he's goin' straight to the hotel. I'm goin' round there to
meet him an' he's goin' to give me the key of the Safe Deposit box. Then I'm
supposed to go round an' get the money. Then | give him the tip-off that all's
clear an' that there ain't any guys watchin' round on the entrance to the hotel,
an' then he figures we're goin' to scram up to New York.'

"'So what?' says Two-time.

"Jenny smiles. 'Well, that's where he's makin' the one big mistake,' she says,
an' her voice is grim. 'Here's how I've got it fixed. I've got him a room, No. 73, at
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Mitzler's Hotel on Grape-street. This room is at the back of the hotel an' looks
out over the Barrel-street alley, an' on the other side of that alley is the back of
the Penfold Hotel.'

"'At seven o'clock tonight I'm goin' round to Mitzler's to meet him an' get
the key. Then I'm supposed to go off to the Safe Deposit to get the .satchel, but |
ain't goin' to. I'm goin' to slip round the corner into the Penfold, an' I'm goin' to
meet 'you in the long bar, an' I'm goin' to slip you the Safe Deposit key. All you
dois to jump a cab, go round to the Safe Deposit an' get the satchel with the
dough. Directly you go | go upstairs to the third floor. There's a bathroom there,
an' the window looks right across the alley, right into the window of room No.
73. | fixed with Jimmy that I'll signal him that's ,all clear from that window after
I've got back with the money, but | ain't. The only all clear I'm goin' to give him
when he comes to the window of No. 73 is with this!'

"An' she tips her muff an' shoots out the 38 Colt.

"Two-time whistles. 'Gee, kid, so you're goin' to shoot him across the alley.
What a swell idea! What an alibi!'

"0.K., she says. 'Now directly you've got the satchel, you take another cab
an' you go straight off to the railway depot an' book a compartment on the Now
York Flyer. Directly I've done the job | get into a cab an' meet you down there.
We open the satchel an' split the dough. You go your way an' | go mine. How's it
go. Two-time?"

"Two-time stands in front of the fire, fingerin' his tie an' lookin' down at her.
Then he just smiles an' he says: 'It's a great idea, kid. I'm sold on it. I'll be waitin'
for you in' the long bar at the Penfold at seven-fifteen. How's that?"

"She gets up. '0.K., Two-time,' she says, 'let's have a drink on. that."

"An' they stand there drinkin' gin straights an' smilin""

"AT seven-fifteen Two-time's standin' round in the bar at the Penfold,
drinkin' highballs an' feelin' pretty good with himself. All the time he's got one
eye on the door.

"Then Jenny blows in. She walks straight up to him an' she slips him the key
with her right hand. The left is busy inside her muff. 'Go to it, Two-time,' she
whispers, 'an' be quick. I'm goin' to hang round here for ten minutes, an' then
I'm goin' to bump him. See you down at the depot.’

"Two-time cocks his hat an' puts the key into his waistcoat pocket. '0.K.,
babe,' he says, 'lI'll be there with bells!’

"An' he scrams. Outside he gets a yellow cab an' drives good an' fast round
to the Safe Deposit. Everythin'is fine. Three minutes later, with the satchel in his
hand, he gets back into the cab an' he drives down to the depot, but he don't
book any compartment on the New York Flyer as arranged. He just buys a single
ticket to New York. Then he waits around.
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"Pretty soon along comes Jenny. She's still smilin' but she's got a little
strained look around the mouth, Two-time thinks. She comes up to him. 'Well,
Two-time,' she says. 'Here we go.'

"He looks down at her an' he grins.

"'You know, Jenny,' he says, 'you're a fool dame. You don't ever learn
nothin'. You don't really think I'm goin' to give you any, of this dough, do you?
You know,"' he goes on, 'you break my heart sometimes. You're just as big a mug
as when | first picked you up in New York.

"'You was a big blue-eyed babe, an' that's what you still are. Didn't you
learn nothin' from me or Pereira? Ain't the rackets taught you nothin'?'

"He hands her the ticket. 'There you are, kid,' he says. 'There's your railway
ticket an' now scram out of it an' think yourself durn lucky to make a getaway.'

"Jenny looks at him. Her eyes are blue an' wide. ' Do you mean to tell me
you ain't givin' me my share of the jack?' she says, pointin' to the satchel.

"Two-time grins at her. 'Not a cent, baby,' he says. 'Now scram out of it!"

"She scrams.

"Two-time stands watchin' the train steam out. Then he turns an' walks
away. He's feelin' pretty good. Here's the big clean-up he's been looking for.
Two hundred thousan' an' all the better 'cause it's Pereira's. Two-time grins as
he thinks to himself that it's durn funny that the girl who he threw over before
she went to Pereira should be the one who bumps off Pereira an' hands Two-
time all this dough.

"Outside the station he calls a cab an' drives round to his apartment. He gets
in the elevator an' goes up. Things is pretty good. He's plannin' a big night.

"He gets out of the elevator an' opens his apartment door. Opposite, on the
other side of the room in the darkness he sees a spot of light. He snaps on the
electricity.

"The spot of light is the end of the cigar' stuck in the mouth of Snetkin, Chief
of the Homicide Squad, who's sittin' in the corner with a couple of his boys.

"Snetkin grins. 'Hallo, Two-time, he says, '"How're you goin'? | wanna talk to
you.'

"Two-time throws the satchel on the table. 'Say, Snetkin,' he says, 'you got
your nerve, comin' into my place like this. This ain't a waitin' room. What's eatin
you?"

"Snetkin knocks the ash off the end of his cigar. 'Somebody bumped Jimmy
Pereira tonight, Two-time,' he says. 'He was shot in front of a window in room
73 at Mitzler's an' that window looks across to a bathroom at the back of the
Penfold Hotel, an' you was seen in the Penfold bar tonight at seven-fifteen.
Well, what about it, baby?"

"'What about what?' says Two-time. 'Are you suggestin' that | bumped
Pereira?
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"Snetkin grins. 'l ain't suggestin’, I'm tellin' you,' he says. 'You shot him from
the bathroom in Penfolds across the alley.'

"Yeah,' says Two-time. 'Ain't you the funny bozo? So | killed Jimmy Pereira,
did I? Say, where do you get that stuff, Snetkin? | ain't even seen Pereira.'

"Snetkin grins again. 'Listen, kiddo,' he says. Pereira's girl, Jenny-the-Red,
'‘phoned up tonight at 7.20 that she had seen you in the long bar at the Penfold
an' that you told her that you was goin' upstairs to bump Jimmy Pereira. Well?
You went up an' you done it, didn't you?"

"Two-time does some quick thinkin'. He's remembering Jenny's wide blue
eyes. He comes to the conclusion that he's in dutch an' that he'd better spill the
whole works. So he tells Snetkin all about it.

"Snetkin just laughs some more. 'lt's a great story, Two-time,' he says, 'but it
just don't wash. First of all, let me tell you this. Pereira arrived at Mitzler's hotel
at six o'clock tonight, not seven, an' he sent the .girl round to the Safe Deposit
for the money right away, an' she took it back to him. We found the bag with
the dough in by the side of his body. By the way, what have you got in that
satchel?' asks Snetkin, grinnin'.

"He gets up an' walks across' to the table, an' he picks up the satchel. He
takes out a penknife an' he cuts the lock off, an' he tips the satchel up an' there
falls out on the table two .38 colt automatics.

"Snetkin picks one up an' smells it. Then he picks the other one up an' pulls
out the magazine. 'Well, baby,' he says to Two-time, 'look at this'. Two shots
fired out of this gun an' we found two in Pereira. Big boy, you're headin' straight
for the chair. We got you this time!'

"Two-time don't say nothin'. He's just thinkin'. He's just rememberin' what
he said to Jenny down at the depot, that she was still a mug.

"He gets it. He looks at Snetkin an' he 'grins.

"'It's a pinch, Snetkin,' he says. 'Say, | reckon that whoever christened me
Two-time was right. | been clever once too often!'

"He puts out his hands for the handcuffs that Snetkin was fingerin'. .

"'Let's be goin', boys,' says Twotime."
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5: Birthday for Callaghan
The Australian Women's Weekly, 24 March 1951

EFFIE THOMPSON regarded the jangling telephone with green eyes that flashed
malevolently. She said to Nikolls: "I'm sick of answering that phone and telling
people they can't speak to him. | suppose he had a merry time last night?"

Windemere Nikolls, Callaghan's Canadian assistant, grinned at her.

"And how!" he said. "Gettin' ready for his birthday to-day, | suppose. | bet
he's got a sweet hangover right now."

She took off the receiver. She said: "Yes... this is Callaghan Investigations.
No, I'm afraid you can't speak to Mr. Callaghan. He has a most important
conference. No... | couldn't tell you when he'll be free. | haven't the remotest
idea."

She hung up the receiver.

Nikolls lit a cigarette. He looked at Effie Thompson sideways. He asked: "Did
ya buy a birthday present for the boss? You didn't? Well... well... well... Maybe
you're slippin' babe? Maybe you don't go for him as much as you usta."

Her eyes regarded him wickedly.

"Don't talk rubbish." she said. "And don't call me 'babe'. | suppose it has
never occurred to you that a secretary might have merely a Platonic regard for
her employer?"

"Hear me laugh," said Nikolls. "Playtonic regard is good. Play for him an'
tonic for you." He stretched. "You're so stuck on that guy that he could even
make you eat peas off a knife.'

She said: "Nuts! You're not only fat; you're also crazy."

"0.K." said Nikolls airily. "I'm crazy an' you're playtonic. All the same you
better call him again. | gotta talk to him. Something's turned up."

CALLAGHAN turned over as the telephone on his bedside table rang. He
opened his eyes and regarded the ceiling with animosity. Then he threw back
the bedclothes; swung his legs off the bed; sat, running his fingers through his
thick black hair. The telephone continued to ring.

Callaghan knew that the call came from his office on the floor below. He
knew it would be Effie Thompson wanting instructions about the morning's
post. He scowled at the instrument.

The telephone stopped ringing. Callaghan walked into his sitting room;
crossed to the cupboard in the corner; extracted a bottle of whisky. The
telephone began to ring again.

He went back to the bedroom, carrying the whisky bottle; picked up the
receiver.
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Effie Thompson said: "Good morning. Mr. Callaghan. It's a quarter past
twelve." Her voice was slightly arid.

He asked: "Any calls?"

"Yes," said Effie. "Several, including one from Mrs. Jevons. You remember
you worked on a case for her last year. She says she s very worried. She thinks
her husband is in love with the housemaid. She says she doesn't know what to
do."

Callaghan said: "How do | know? Tell her to ask the housemaid. Give me
Nikolls."

Nikolls' voice came on the line.

"Good mornin'. Happy birthday. How did the party go?"

Callaghan said: "Mind your own business. What is it?"

"It s the Globe and International,"” said Nikolls. "A jewellery job."

"All right," said Callaghan. "I'll be down in half an hour. Ring through to the
housekeeper and tell her to send me up a pot of very strong tea."

At one o'clock Callaghan walked into the office. Out of the corner of her eye
Effie Thompson looked at him approvingly. He was wearing a navy-blue suit, a
fawn shirt, a blue tie.

She said, "lI've dealt with most of the post, Mr. Callaghan. I'm sorry you're so
tired. And many happy returns of the day."

"The same to you," said Callaghan absently.

He went into his office. Nikolls was sitting in the armchair smoking a
cigarette.

Callaghan asked, "Well, what is it, Windy?"

Nikolls said, "The Globe and International are carrying the insurance on a
pearl an' diamond necklace."

Nikolls went on to explain to Callaghan. "The necklace is owned and insured
by some guy called Jerrington," he said. "He's got an office in the Aldwych. He's
a broker or something. The necklace belongs to his wife, but she don't wear it
often. They live outside London an' he keeps the necklace in the office safe."

Callaghan asked, "Did the Globe and International approve of the necklace
being kept there?"

Nikolls nodded. "Yeah... they'd inspected the safe. They said it was right."

Callaghan sat down at his desk. He lit a cigarette and said, "Go on, Windy."

"Four days ago," said Nikolls, "Jerrington goes into the office. He's takin' his
wife to the theatre that night. An' she wants to wear the necklace. So he opens
the safe an' the necklace is gone."

Callaghan asked: "Was the safe forced?"

Nikolls shook his head: "No... It was just opened, and it was opened by
somebody with gloves on— somebody who knew the combination."
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Callaghan said: "If this thing only took place four days ago, what's the hurry?
Has the robbery been reported?"

Nikolls nodded. "Yeah... but the Globe and International want a check-up
good an' quick because this guy Jerrington is due to close down his business and
leave for South Africa with his wife in a week's, time. He wants the claim settled
before he goes, see? The Globe want you to do a quick routine check-up on it."

Callaghan asked: "Who did you talk to at the insurance company?"

"I talked to Lloyd. He's been in touch with Scotland Yard."

Callaghan asked, "Have they any ideas?"

Nikolls shrugged his shoulders. "The only thing they can think of is the
secretary. This guy Jerrington had a secretary— a heavy blonde— a good-
looker— one of those dames with what it takes. There's a sorta rumor that
Jerrington was stuck on her. A fortnight ago he gives her a week's notice an' she
goes."

"Is the idea that the secretary stole the necklace and took it with her?"
asked Callaghan.

"They wouldn't know," said Nikolls.

Callaghan yawned. He said: "Well, if the thing's been stolen, the insurance
company have to pay."

"Yeah," said Nikolls. "They don't mind so much because they think they're
lucky anyway."

Callaghan asked: "Why?"

Nikolls said: "Look... this pearl an' diamond necklace was insured with the
Globe and International ten years ago by Jerrington, see? He insured it for
fifteen thousand pounds. He's always paid his premiums and everything's been
O.K. Four weeks ago Jerrington rings through to the company an' says he thinks
he oughta increase the insurance."

Nikolls sneered a bit. "He's dead right, too," he said, "that necklace is worth
about five times what it was worth when he bought it. So the Globe and
International sent a man along to value it. This guy says the value of the
necklace to-day is somewhere round about fifty thousand pounds. They suggest
that's the sum it should be insured for, but the premium would go up too an'
Jerrington isn't so sure about that. He says he wants some time to think it over.
Well, he hadn't made up his mind before it was pinched."

Callaghan drew on his cigarette. He said: "The Globe and International were
lucky. If Jerrington had paid the additional premium and taken out the extra
insurance, they would have had to pay out fifty thousand instead of fifteen."

Nikolls nodded. "That's right."

Callaghan looked at his watch. He said: "I'm going to lunch. Maybe I'll look in
and see Jerrington some time this afternoon."

He stopped at the doorway.
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"Does anybody know where the secretary is-the girl Jerrington sacked?"

Nikolls said: "Yeah... she's got an apartment at Carfax Court at Hampstead—
No. 10 or 11 or something. | got the address written down."

Going out to the outer office for a minute Nikolls returned with a folded slip
of paper. He gave it to Callaghan, who put it in his pocket.

Nikolls said: "Are you going to be back to-day? You look to me like you got a
hang-over."

Callaghan said: "I have got a hang-over and | don't know if I'll be back."

He went out to have his lunch. Eventually, he paid for it, got into his car, and
drove to the Aldwych. He found the Jerrington office on the first floor.

When he was shown into Jerrington's room, he said: "l won't waste a lot of
your time, Mr. Jerrington. My name's Callaghan, of Callaghan Investigations. I'm
investigator for the Globe and International Insurance. They've asked me to talk
to you about your claim for the missing necklace. Is there anything you'd like to
say about it? This inquiry is, of course, merely routine."

Jerrington nodded his head. He was well-dressed— a strong, manly looking
type. He indicated a chair for Callaghan.

He said: "This robbery is a nuisance so far as I'm concerned. Not so long ago |
thought that | ought to increase the insurance on the necklace. | got the Globe
and International to value it and they assessed the value at nearly fifty thousand
pounds— very much more than it's insured for at the moment. | said I'd like to
consider the business because the new premium would be very heavy. Then |
came to the conclusion that it would be better for me to sell the necklace than
to pay the additional insurance. You see, my wife wore it very seldom— so
seldom that | kept it here in the office safe.

"Four days ago | arranged to take my wife out and went to the safe to get
the necklace for her. It was gone. It's tough luck on me because if I'd re-insured
it for the extra amount, the company would have to pay me nearly fifty
thousand instead of a measly fifteen; or, if I'd sold it at once, after the valuation,
| should have got at least forty thousand."

Callaghan nodded. "It's not so good for you," he said. "By the way, I'm told
that your secretary left you not long ago. | suppose it isn't possible that she
might have taken the necklace? Did she know the safe combination?"

"I don't know," said Jerrington. "I've never told her what it was, but she's
seen me open that safe so many times that it's a stone certainty that she must
have learned the combination. However, | can't make myself believe that she'd
do a thing like that. She'd been with me a long time." He hesitated; then he said:
"Except for one thing—" He stopped talking suddenly; shrugged his shoulders.

Callaghan asked: "What thing?"

Jerrington smiled. "Oh well, | might as well get it off my chest. Marion
Lanning was a very good-looking girl— a blonde. Quite beautiful, in fact. Well...
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some business friends of mine rather foolishly ribbed my wife about my
secretary's looks."

Jerrington made a vague gesture. "They were only pulling her leg, of course,"
he said, "but unfortunately she took it seriously, and it made a little trouble
between us. So | thought the easiest way out was to give Miss Lanning her
notice. | did that two weeks ago. | gave her a cheque as a present, and we
parted the best of friends."

Callaghan nodded. "I suppose there wasn't any truth in the joke your friends
made about you and Miss Lanning?"

Jerrington grinned. "Well... not really," he said diffidently, "l suppose Marion
and | flirted a bit now and again."

Callaghan lit a cigarette.

"Women do funny things," he said. "Do you suppose it's quite impossible
that Marion Lanning, fed-up with your wife's being responsible for her getting
the sack, took the necklace with her when she left. So as to get back at your
wife?"

"I can't think it's possible," said Jerrington. "Of course, | couldn't swear it's
not possible. Women can do the most extraordinary things."

Callaghan nodded. "Especially if they're jealous."

He got up; flicked the ash from his cigarette. He said:

"I think I'd better have a word with Miss Lanning. Do you know where she's
to be found?"

"She used to live at St. John's Wood," said Jerrington. "But she told me when
she left that she was moving. | don't think | asked her to leave the new address.
There was no need."

Callaghan said: "It doesn't matter. | remember my assistant gave me her
address— No. 11 Carfax Court, Hampstead. I'll go along and see her. Just a
routine call. So as to clear every possible angle. Naturally, you want the claim
paid as soon as possible."

"I do," said Jerrington. "My wife and | are leaving England in five days' time.
I'd like everything to be settled before then. When do you think you can let me
know about the payment?"

"The police have nothing to report— although they haven't had much time,"
Callaghan said. "Still... I'll go and see Miss Lanning at four thirty this afternoon.
After I've seen her I'll get through to the Globe and International and give them
my report on the telephone. As you're leaving, they'll probably pay the claim
within the next two days with the proviso that if the necklace is recovered they
will be entitled to any additional profit on the sale. That's the usual thing."

Jerrington said: "It's going to be tough if they pay me the fifteen thousand,
and then the find the necklace and sell it for fifty thousand. Especially after all
the insurance premiums I've paid on the darned thing."
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Callaghan nodded. "But if the necklace doesn't turn up. you'll have the
fifteen thousand, which is better in nothing."

He lit a fresh cigarette.

"I'll see Miss Lanning at four thirty and telephone the Company afterwards.
Then, when I've spoken to them. I'll call you on the telephone and tell you when
you can expect the cheque. How's that?"

Jerrington held out his hand.

"That's very kind of you," he said. "I'll be working late to-day, so you can get
me any time up to eight o'clock tonight." He grinned at Callaghan. "Give my
regards to Marion Lanning when you see her," he said.

Callaghan said he would. He went away.

JUST after four-thirty Callaghan stopped his car outside the apartment block
at Hampstead.

He went in through he main entrance. An arrow on the wall opposite him
informed him that the first corridor to the right led to Flats Nos. 1-20.

He walked down the corridor. Three-quarters of the way down it turned
abruptly to the left. As he walked around the corner, a woman came out of No.
11. He stopped. She was well worth looking at. The woman was tall and shapely,
exquisitely dressed, with big blue eyes and a demure expression.

She asked: "Were you looking for No. 11 by any chance?"

Callaghan said: "Yes. I'm looking for a Miss Marion Lanning."

She smiled. "I am Miss Lanning. Can | do something for you? | was going to
tea." Her smile deepened.

Callaghan said: "I'd like to talk to you, Miss Lanning, on a rather important
matter. | wonder if you'd be good enough to have tea with me?"

She raised her eyebrows.

Callaghan said quickly: "Actually, I'm an investigator from the Globe and
International Insurance Company. A necklace belonging to the wife of your late
employer, Mr. Jerrington, has been stolen from his office. | thought I'd like to
talk to you about it."

She said: "Oh, dear... how dramatic... I'm most interested. And there's a
rather nice tea-room near here."

The tea-room was empty and quiet. Callaghan watched her as she poured
the tea. He thought she was a very attractive woman; that maybe Mrs.
Jerrington hadn't been so stupid.

She asked: "Now, Mr. Callaghan, how can | help you?"

"You can help me by not being offended at what I'm going to say, Miss
Lanning. As you probably know, when a valuable piece of jewellery is stolen and
the police have been advised, the owner, the insurance company make their
own inquiries. Their idea is not necessarily to put anybody into prison for
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stealing the necklace, but if possible to secure its return. Do you understand
that?"

She nodded. "I understand."

He went on: "l called on Mr. Jerrington this afternoon. Apparently, he is the
only one in the office who knows the combination of the safe. The safe hadn't
been forced. It had been opened by somebody who knew the combination;
somebody who knew that the necklace was there; somebody who knew that it
was left there for long periods without even being looked at."

He smiled at her. "There is only one person who seems to fill the bill, Miss
Lanning."

She raised her eyebrows. She said: "Really!"

"Yes," said Callaghan. "You see, Jerrington told me that some of his friends
had been ribbing his wife about his lovely secretary." He smiled at her. "They
were right, too. | think you are one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen
in my life."

She said, "Thank you very much, sir!"

"He told me," Callaghan went on, "that his wife began to take this ribbing
rather seriously; that it caused a little trouble between him and her, so he
decided that the best thing to do was to give you a substantial cheque and your
notice. Is that right?"

She said: "Yes... | suppose so. | was sorry to go, but, well..." She shrugged her
shoulders prettily. "l understood the position."

"Quite!" said Callaghan. "Now, please don't take offence. You'd been with
Jerrington for a long time. He's quite an attractive man. Maybe you were a little
keen on him. If you were, it might be that you were very angry at having to leave
him because of Mrs. Jerrington. Possibly you didn't like that. It occurred to mc
that you might have taken that necklace just to put her nose out of joint, and
not because you are a thief."

She looked at him demurely. She said: "Mr Callaghan, what am | supposed to
say?"

"You're not supposed to say anything. Here's the point: Supposing, for the
sake of argument, you did take that necklace, it's not going to do you any good.
You'll find it fearfully difficult to dispose of. Even a professional cracksman
would have to have that necklace and its pendant broken up and sold at a great
loss in order not to risk detection. You can understand that, can't you?"

She nodded.

He went on: "I've told you that | represent the Globe and International. I'm
not a policeman. I'm not interested in arresting anybody. | want, if possible, to
look after the interests of my principals; to get that necklace back."

She said softly: "l see..."
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"I wonder if you'd care to trust me," said Callaghan. "To believe what I m
going to tell you."

She looked at him for a long time. He thought her eyes were very blue, very
beautiful.

"Yes, | do trust you, Mr. Callaghan," she said eventually. "Now tell me why |
have to trust you."

He said: "Miss Lanning, let's suppose, just for the sake of argument, that you
were fearfully annoyed with Mrs. Jerrington; that you didn't want to leave
Jerrington's employ; that when he sacked you, you planned to do something to
hurt her; that through having watched Jerrington open the safe, you knew the
combination; that on the day you left you opened the safe and took that
necklace."

Smiling comfortingly at her, Callaghan went on: "All right. That necklace isn't
very much use to you, except as a means of annoying Mrs. Jerrington. But it's of
use to the insurance company."

Marion Lanning nodded her blonde head as if in complete agreement.

"Now, as you probably know," he went on, "an insurance company is always
prepared to pay a reward of approximately ten per cent, of the value of the
article stolen to anyone who gives information that leads to its recovery. Ten per
cent, of fifteen thousand pounds is fifteen hundred pounds, isn't it, Miss
Lanning?"

She said: "Yes... Quite a nice sum."

Callaghan drank some tea. He smiled at her. He said, "Now if by, shall we
say, tomorrow morning, you were prepared to come to my office to see me
personally and to tell me, as between you and me, that you might know where
the necklace was, knowing that you'd get fifteen hundred pounds for the
information— having understood all that, Miss Lanning, will you now tell me
definitely that you know nothing about the disappearance of the necklace?"

She thought for a moment, then she said: "Mr. Callaghan, | think you're a
very understanding man. | believe what you say, and I'm sure | trust you." Her
smile was radiant. "But if you wouldn't mind, | would like to think this over. |
wonder if you'd like to give me your office address. I'll come and see you to-
morrow morning about eleven o'clock."

Callaghan said, "That will be wonderful." He felt in his pocket for a piece of
paper and pencil; took out the folded sheet of paper that Nikolls had given him
that morning with Miss Lanning's address written on it.

Tearing a strip off, he wrote his name and office address on the piece of
paper; gave it to her.

With a smile, Callaghan said, "l shall look forward to seeing you to-morrow
morning at eleven o'clock. Now, will you forgive me if | go?"
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She smiled at him. Callaghan smiled back. When he stopped at the cash desk
to pay the bill, he took the opportunity to take another look at Miss Lanning. He
thought she was worth it.

CALLAGHAN drove slowly towards Carfax Court. When he arrived he parked
his car on the opposite side of the road, walked across, and entered the
building.

Twenty minutes afterwards he came out, started up the car, stopped at a
call-box two hundred yards down the road.

He dialled his office number.

When Effie Thompson came on the line he said: "Effie, tell Nikolls to get
cracking and find out Jerrington's private address. Tell him he's got to get a
ripple on. I'll be ringing through for it in fifteen minutes."

She said, "Wry well, Mr. Callaghan."

Callaghan hung up. He went back to the car, lit a cigarette and relaxed. He
was still thinking about Miss Lanning. He thought that she was nice to think
about.

At a quarter to eight that evening, Callaghan pushed open the outer door of
Jerrington's office and went in. He walked across the deserted secretary's office,
tapped on the door of Jerrington's room, pushed it open without waiting for a
reply, went in. Jerrington was sitting at his desk signing letters.

He said, "I'm glad to see you, Mr. Callaghan. | hope you have good news for
me."

"I'm not certain," said Callaghan. "We'll wait for your wife."

Jerrington said, "What do you mean?"

"You've slipped up, Jerrington," said Callaghan. "When | was leaving my
office this morning to come round and see you, my assistant, who'd got some
information from the insurance company about this matter, told me your
secretary had left you not long before the necklace was stolen. | asked him what
her address was. He said it was No. 10 or No. 11 Carfax Court— or something
like that."

Callaghan paused dramatically and then went on, "He said he had the
address written on a piece of paper. He gave it to me but | didn't look at it. | put
it in my pocket. When | saw you | had the idea in my head that Miss Lanning
lived at No. 11 Carfax Court. | told you that she lived at No. 11 Carfax Court.

"l also told you that | was going to see her at four-thirty this afternoon. That
suited your book. Immediately I'd left your office, you telephoned through to
your wife, who is also your accomplice in this little matter, told her to drive to
Carfax Court as quickly as possible, to stand inside the main entrance so that she
could see when | approached, and to be discovered in the act of leaving No. 11.
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"You knew that, because you'd described your secretary as blonde and
beautiful, and because | saw this blonde and beautiful woman leaving No. 11, |
should think that she was Miss Lanning, your secretary.

"Well, | did think that— more especially as | was assisted in the process by
Mrs. Jerrington, who told me she was Miss Lanning. We went and had tea, and
she did all the things you told her to do.

"She deliberately gave me the impression that she had stolen the necklace
to get back at Mrs. Jerrington. She arranged to see me tomorrow morning at
eleven o'clock to decide whether she'd return it and take the ten per cent
reward, which I'd held out to her as a bait to confess that she'd got the
necklace."

Callaghan lit a cigarette. He went on: "Up to that time | was the sucker. I'd
fallen for the whole thing— hook, line, and sinker. | believed that the woman |
was talking to was Marion Lanning. | believed that she had stolen the necklace
because she hated Mrs. Jerrington."

He grinned happily. "And then one of those things happened,” he said. "She
asked me to write down my address so that she'd know where to come the next
day. | knew | had a piece of paper in my pocket— the paper my assistant had
given me with Marion Lanning's address on it." Jerrington was staring at
Callaghan, but he went right on.

"So | tore a piece off," Callaghan said, "to write my office address down, and
on the other side of the remaining piece | saw Marion Lanning's real address. It
wasn't No. 11 Carfax Court— it was No. 10 Carfax Court. And how do you like
that, Jerrington?"

Jerrington gasped; looked at Callaghan with his mouth open.

CALLAGHAN continued: "I went back to Carfax Court to No. 10— and found
the real Marion Lanning. You'd planned it very nicely. You knew that she's
leaving tonight for Canada, where she's got a job, so that to-morrow, when the
supposed Marion Lanning didn't turn up at my office, then we should be certain
that she'd stolen the necklace and taken it with her. In which case the insurance
company would have paid you fifteen thousand pounds. And you'd have the
necklace, too!"

He blew a smoke ring and watched it sail towards the ceiling. The office door
opened. Mrs. Jerrington came in. She closed the door; stood with her back to it,
her blue eyes moving from her husband to Callaghan.

She said: "It didn't come off. Harry. He knows!"

Jerrington said shortly:

"Well... what are you going to do, Callaghan?"

Callaghan said: "Where's the necklace? | want to see it. Show it to me; then
I'll tell you what I'm going to do."
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Jerrington got up. He moved across the room to a bookshelf; look out a
book. From the recess behind, he produced a blue leather jewel case. He
handed it to Callaghan; went back to his chair.

CALLAGHAN opened the case; examined the necklace. He put the case in his
pocket. He looked at them and smiled.

He said: "You people planned to have both the necklace and the insurance
money. You were going to get out of the country, and when you got out you
were going to sell that necklace for big money. And in order to pull off your
scheme you didn't give a hang about throwing suspicion on Marion Lanning—
that was a dirty bit of work. For which you're going to suffer."

He went on: "If | go back and tell the whole story to the Globe and
International, they won't care. They'll just cancel the policy and let it go. They
won't have suffered, so why should they worry? But if | do that, you'll still have
the necklace and you can sell it and make a very good profit on the job.

"So I'm going to take it with me. I'm going to report that | have an idea who
the crook is who stole it. I'm going to advise the insurance company to pay you
the fifteen thousand pounds due to you."

Mrs. Jerrington said sharply: "But what about the necklace? What are you
going to do with the necklace? It's worth fifty thousand pounds!"

Callaghan grinned at her. "Two or three days after you've received your
cheque from the insurance company, I'm going to 'find' the necklace," he said.
"Through my underworld connections. I'm going to hand it to the insurance
company, and as they will have paid the insurance on it to you, it will be their
property. They'll make the profit when they put it up for sale. And how do you
like that?"

Jerrington got up. He said: "Look here, Callaghan..."

Callaghan said: "Shut up, Jerrington. Do what | say or be arrested, with your
wife, on a charge of conspiracy to defraud. And a further charge of criminal
slander against Marion Lanning. You tried to be too clever and it's going to cost
you about thirty thousand pounds."

The woman said: "Do as he says, Harry. We've got to."

CALLAGHAN picked up his hat. He said: "Well, children, next time you try
something like this, think up something better. I'll report to the company
tomorrow. You ought to get your cheque by the end of the week. | hope you'll
like it!"

Mrs. Jerrington's eyes flashed. She said: "You've got us where you want us. |
suppose you're getting a great laugh out of this."
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Callaghan smiled at her amiably. "Not only a laugh, Mrs. Jerrington," he said.
"But, in a few days' time, when | manage to find the necklace, | shall also get the
fifteen hundred pounds reward from the insurance company. Good evening!"

He went out; closed the door quietly behind him.
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6: The Gangster
The Sunday Herald (Sydney) 28 Dec 1952

DID you ever hear of a guy called Jimmy Jason? A big shot now, a G Man working
for Uncle Sam, but | can remember when | was stringing along with him on a
sixth floor office on the corner of Broadway and East Eleventh. "Jimmy Jason,
Private Investigations," was on the door.

Jason was a wow. He was tall and big and good-looking. Dames used to fall
for him. But he was stand-off.

One night him and me is sittin' in the office doin' some heavy thinkin'. All of
a sudden the outer door opens and in comes some dame.

Gee was she lovely? | have seen some good-lookers in my time but that
dame had what it takes. She was tall an' she was slim. She had black hair an' big
turquoise eyes, and her skin was so fine it looked like it was transparent.

She don't waste no time. She opens up her handbag an' she takes out a
packet of dough. She puts it on the corner of the desk. Then she starts talkin'.

She speaks as good as she looks and her voice is low and husky. Every now
and then she stops and coughs. It looks to me like this dame is sick.

Mr Jason" she savs, "lI've heard about you. They tell me that you are a man
who is not afraid to take a chance, and that you are one of the cleverest private
operators in New York. There are ten thousand dollars. Tell me, can you get a
man out of prison for that?"

Jason grins.

"That depends on the prison, lady," he says.

She tells him the name of the pen and Jason looks at me. It just happened to
be one of them dumps where money talks plenty. Then she comes across with
the story.

It looks like that she is in love with Tony Fremer. Now everybody knows that
Tony was sent up a year before on a ten years' rustication for usin' a gun on
Willie Lacazzi. It is also a cinch by the way this dame is talking that she is well
stuck on Fremer, and she wants to get him out. When she's finished spielin’,
Jason says, "l think it might be done. Anyhow, we can try."

"I'm glad you can help, Mr. Jason," she says, "there's only one thing, but it's
rather important. You've got to get Tony out before September."

Jason raised his eyebrows.

"You ain't giving me much time, lady," he says. "We're in the middle of July
now."

"I'm sorry," she says, "but he's got to be out by September, and if he is
there'll be an-other ten thousand dollars for you."

Jason grins at her.
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"0.K., lady," he says. "You can consider him sprung. Just leave your address
with Riscoe, will you? I'll contact you later."

She gives me her address, she says good-night, an' she goes out.

"Well, what do you know about that, Willie?" says Jason.

"It looks good to me," | say. "l reckon it'll cost us about five thousand to
spring that guy out of that dump and we ought to be on fifteen thousand profit
Nice work, Jimmy."

"Yeah?" he says. "Well, there's something screwy about it. Listen to this. Did
you see that woman's shoes? You didn't, you never see a thing. Well, one of
them wanted mending, an' her clothes were good but they were darned old.
What's a woman in that state doing with ten grand?"

He picks up the bills off the table. They are one-hundred-dollar bills and they
are new.

"Listen, sourpuss," he says. "Get around first thing in the morning. Check up
on these bills, find out the bank they came from and find out whose account
paid 'em.

"When you've done that, do a little checking up on Tony Fremer. | want his
record, an' let me know where the contact is between him and this dame."

Next morning | rustle around, and at 12 o'clock | have got the dope like he
said.

The woman is a dame named Cynthia Fernand, but | can't find out very much
about her before she contacted with Tony which was eighteen months before.
She fell for this guy Fremer with a bump, and it looked like she was helping him
in a dope peddling racket that he was running at the time.

Fremer was a bad guy. What a woman who looked as nice as she did was
doing stringing along with a slug like him | don't know. Dames do funny things
anyway, or ain't you heard about that?

Now about the dough. It looked like that was fairly normal. | traced the
money to the Sixth National Bank of lllinois New York branch.

She cashed a cheque there for it, and the cheque had been made out by
Fritz Schreit, who was one of the hottest shyster lawyers in the city. He was a
gangsters mouthpiece, and he was good at his business.

It looked like sense to me that Fremer had pulled the usual stunt of turning
over his dough to Schreit when he was sent up and it looked like Schreit had
done the normal thing and handed ten grand to the woman to contact Jason in
order to get Fremer out.

| tell Jason all this.

"Relax, Sherlock," he says. "You'd have thought that as Fremer an' this dame
was so stuck on each other, he'd have fixed that Schreit would let her have
money for shoe repairs while he was in gaol, wouldn't you? It's funny that this
dame should go to Schreit to get the money and walk out with ten grand and
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bring it round here to us when she looks as if she could do with a man's size
steak."

| don't see what all that matters, and | tell him so.

"0.K., Willie," he says. "Now you get busy. You take a little trip up the river.
Take a coupla grand of the money and just get around with some of the guards
of that prison. See if you can arrange a nice little escape, and see if you can fix it
quick."

Well, | fix it. | get three prison guards in on our side, an' the whole thing is
hunky dory. These boys think a nice little escape can be arranged, and | fix it
shall come off the first week in August. So we just stick around and wait.

Well, it just don't happen. Fremer is pinched at the last minute by a coupla
guards who are not playin' with our team.

| tell Jason this an' | reckon that he will be burned up considerable, but he
just says that he reckons that this dame Cynthia Fernand has got tubercular an'|
am to go and get a line on whether she is havin' medical treatment any place for
it.

Can you beat that? Will you tell me what this dame havin', consumption has
got to do with our escape plot goin' haywire?

All right. | find out that this dame is havin' treatment at St. Mary's, and when
| tell Jimmy he goes around there, and when he comes back he says that the
doctor says that he reckons that this Cynthia Fernand can last about a coupla
months. She is as bad as that. He also says that if she could go to some
sanatorium in Switzerland she might have a good chance.

"I'm seeing daylight," I tell him. "The idea is to get Fremer sprung out of the
pen so that they can take a run-out powder to Switzerland together."

He don't say nothin'. He just looks at me.

"Now listen, Brilliance," he says after a bit. "We're goin' to have another go
to spring this guy, but this time we ain't goin' to work the same way. | see that
Red Schultz is in that pen, too, an' | have been talkin' to some pals of his an' they
want him sprung, an' | have told 'em that | will look over the job.

"You gotta fix a watertight scheme to get this Fremer out within a coupla
weeks, an' Red Schultz has got to be sprung, too. Then everybody is goin' to
think that Schultz's pals have pulled it. But nobody is to say a word to Fremer.
Schultz can know, an' when the time comes for the break he can bring Fremer
out with him. Now go an' get busy."

Well, this time we fix it.

Six nights later, Jimmy an' me are sittin' in a roadhouse like we have planned
an'| get a tinkle there from one of the prison guards' wives who is on the job
that Schultz an' Fremer are out an' that it will be about half an hour before the
escape is known.
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McGonnigle— another one of Jimmy's boys— is pickin' up Fremer in a car at
an arranged spot, an' Schultz's pals are meetin' him with a car at an-other place.
Jimmy is drinkin' a highball at the bar, an' | go over an' tell him that every-

thing is O.K.

We go outside an' we get in the car an' we drive off.

It is two o'clock in the mornin' when we pull up at Schrelt's house. Jimmy
rings the bell an' after a bit Schreit opens up the door. Jimmy steps inside an’
Schreit asks him what he wants.

"Twenty grand," says Jimmy.

Schreit looks at Jimmy like he was goofy, but he takes us -into some room
an' asks what all this hooey is about.

Jimmy lights a cigar.

"Listen, Schreit," he says. "You're in bad an' you're goin' to pay plenty to get
out.

"You knew that this dame Fernand was all set to pass out with .tubercular,
an' you also knew that there was only one thing she wanted to do before she
died, an' that was to kill Fremer because he was the guy who was responsible
for all that had happened to her.

"So you get her along an' give her ten grand for me to spring Fremer, so that
she would bump him off, an' then you would have the dough he turned over to
you before he was sent up. An' you also knew that she won't worry you any
more because she would get herself pinched for the killin'.

"But you oughta have got her shoes mended before she came around to see
me, because that made me start thinkin'.

"Now Fremer is out, an' if | tell him about your little game what do you think
he's goin' to do to you? He's goin' to bump you off, ain't he?

"Now, if | get twenty grand I'll look after him. If | don't, then I'm going to
bring you boys together.

"Well, do we trade?"

Schreit is scared stiff. He makes a lot of talk, but he pays up. Jimmy puts the
dough in his pocket an' we say good-night an' scram.

We drive around to the Madison Arms, where this Cynthia Fernand is
staying', an' we go up to her apartment an' knock her up. Is she surprised?

Jimmy puts the dough on the table and hands her a packet.

"Listen, lady," he says. "There's your steamer tickets and reservations for
Switzer-land, an' there's twenty grand for expenses. You're leaving' tomorrow."

He says goodnight an' we go off, leaving' her with her mouth open.

We drive round to the office an' Jimmy pours two stiff ones out of a flask, an'
then he hands me five hundred-dollar bills.

"That's for you, Face ache," he says, "an' | don't think you was worth it."
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"Say, listen, Jimmy," | say. "What is this? What's the setup. Where's Fremer,
an' what do you get outa this?"

He grins.

"I knew that Fremer would fix so that he wouldn't escape the first time
because he knew the dame was all set to get him," he said. "But that suited me.

"When that broke | went to the Commissioner an' told him that I'd got
information that there would be more attempts to break out; that the guards
was all fixed, but that | could handle the job for five grand.

"It worked. McGonnigle and me was sworn in as special deputies to bust the
plot— an' we bust it. The Schultz mob was pinched by some other guys, an'
when McGonnigle met Fremer he shot him for resisting' arrest— like | told him
to."

He puts his hat over one eye.

"Listen, Unconscious," he says. "You gotta look after the office for a bit. I'm
takin a vacation."

"Where you goin', Jimmy?" | say. "The coast?"

"No," he says. "Switzerland."
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7: From the Neck Up
Truth (Melbourne) 14 Sep 1941

QADIEDE LA BIRACCO— Sadie Kellins of Marpella Street to you— is the star
strip-tease baby in Gettzler's Burlesque Show on East Clark Street at Walnut. She
has got the swellest legs in Chicago, an' when she does her act at the theatre
hard-boiled guys rush off home an' beat up their wives just outa sheer nervous
energy. She has got big turquoise eyes an' curly blonde hair. She has also got sex
appeal plus, but no brains. I'm tellin' you that this honey is the dumbest jane
that ever swung a mean hip at the guy with the diamond ring in the second row
of the stalls. From the neck up she is as dead as a piece of frozen Eskimo. Above
the ears she is just sponge cake. This dame is so dumb that even a lunatic would
think she is nuts.

It is six-thirty when John Sikalski— Lieutenant in charge of the Homicide
Squad— rings me up that he has found Parvey Pagaros dead in an empty first
floor apartment at the Chiltern Arms.

| go around there pronto. | find John lookin' at Parvey, who is sittin' up in a
chair shot clean through the pump. Whoever has. shot this guy as held the gun
pretty close. He has been dead for an hour.

'Look, Lemmy,' says Sikalski. 'l know who done this. Kingo done it. Kingo has
been promisin' to rub out Pagaros for six months. I'm goin' to pull that guy in."

'Wait a minute, John,' | tell him. 'Use your nut. This is the Chiltern Arms, ain't
it? An' you oughta know that Sadie Biracco, who is Kingo's girl, has got an
apartment on the third floor. O.K. Well, whenever there has been a shootin' and
Kingo is suspected that dame always alibis him. She always says he was with her.

'All right. Well, here's where we pull a fast one on him. You want that guy for
about six killin's an | want him for two kidnappin's. O.K. Ease upstairs to the
Biracco joint an' see if that nigger maid of Sadie's is there. Don't let anybody
know that you found Parvey here. Find out from the janitor downstairs what
time Sadie went out to the show, an' let me know.'

He goes off. He is back in ten minutes an' he tells me that Sadie's apartment
is empty; that the dinge maid has been out for some time, an' that Sadie left for
the show at six o'clock.

'0.K.," I tell him. 'Well, get this. When you go to pull in Kingo he's goin' to say
that he was with Sadie, ain't he? Sadie is goin' to swear that's right. She's learnt
that piece off by heart, So what do we do? Why we just move this body upstairs
an' when Kingo an' Sadie say they was up there they hang the shootin' on Kingo
don't they? Because we say we' found Parvey's body in Sadie's apartment.'

John Sikalski looks at me an' grins.

‘Lemmy,' he says, 'you sure got brains.' We send the janitor out on a phoney
message. Then we stick Parvey in the lift an' we run him up to Sadie's
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apartment. We open up the door with a little master key | got on my key ring an'
we park Parvey on the floor.

We go right around to Sadie's dressin' room at Gettzler's. | don't waste any
time. 'Hey, Sadie,' | tell her. 'You're in a spot. We found Parvey Pagaros' body
this afternoon. He was shot up. We know that Kingo done it. So what?'

She looks surprised for a minute an' then she starts sayin' her piece. 'lt's a
dirty lie,' she says. 'Kingo couldn't 'a done it. Why, he was with me all afternoon.
He was with me in my apartment till | left to come around here.’

'That's what | thought, baby,' | tell her. | forgot to tell ya we found Parvey in
your apartment. Lyin' on the bathroom floor as dead as a hamburger.'

She don't say nothin'. She just faints.

We scram.

We pick up Kingo at Winer's Bar. We tell him that Parvey has been shot, an’
he starts in with the old story that he was with Sadie. We say thank you very
much, an' pinch him. When he hears that Parvey was found in Sadie's apartment
he tries to change his tale, an' says that he was down at Schribner's Skittle Alley.

We say punk, because Sadie has said he was with her.

When the case comes on for trial, Kingo knows that we have got him all set.
Just before the case is called, his lawyer tells the District Attorney that Kingo is
prepared to plead guilty to shootin' Parvey up in Sadie's apartment if the D.A.
will accept a self-defence plea an' reduce the charge to homicide. The D.A., who
has already smelt something fishy about this business, an' bein' very pleased to
get Kingo to plead guilty to anythin' at all, says OK. So the court accepts Kingo's
plea an' he tells how he met up with Parrey Pagaros in Sadie's apartment, an'
how Parvey pulled a gun, an' how Kingo shot him. in self-defence. The judge
says he will accept the evidence, but owing to Kingo's bad record as a gangster
he will give him four years for homicide.

Back of the court me an' John Sikalski are laughin' our heads off because we
have since found out that at the time of the shootin' Kingo was down in
Schribner's Skittle Alley. In fact we are wonderin' who did shoot Parvey, but we
are tickled silly that Kingo, who is a bad guy, is goin' to be safely in the pen for
four years, an' that Parvey Pagaros, who is also a pain in the neck to the police
around here, is not with us any more.

ABOUT three weeks afterwards | ease along to Gettzler's theatre to see
Sadie. She is sittin' drinkin' iced gin through a straw.

'Hey, Mr. Caution,' she says. 'I'm glad you stopped by. Me — I'm worried. I'm
so worried | can't think.'

'Honey bunch, you wouldn't think even if you wasn't worried,' | tell her. 'But
what's on your mind? Maybe you're missin' your Kingo, hey?"

'No, it ain't that, Mr. Caution,' she says. 'But | had a letter to give to Kingo
the afternoon that Parvey got hisself shot, an' | forgot to give it over to him. |
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reckon that if | send it along to the Big House Kingo will be all steamed up about
not gettin' it before. D'ya think I'd be wise not to say anything about it?"

She points to a letter that is stuck in the frame of the mirror.

'Forget it, baby,' | tell her. 'Kingo won't want to be worried with letters
where he is. He's too busy breakin' stones.'

Just then the call-boy calls her for the stage. She blows me a kiss an' she
scrams off to do her big undressin' act.

Directly she is gone | grab the letter from the mirror frame. | wet the back
under the tap an' hold it over her grease-paint candle. In a minute | have got it
open. | read it. It is addressed to Kingo an' it says:

'‘Dear Kingo, — 'l am giving Sadie this letter to give to you to tell you that you
won't get me no time, because | am sick of the rackets an' all washed up, an'|
am goin' to bump myself off this afternoon as soon as | have given this letter to
Sadie.

'Bad luck to you. Here's a sweet set-up. If this dumb Sadie had delivered that
letter to Kingo it woulda got him off. It woulda proved that Parvey committed
suicide. But if he committed suicide, where was the gun he done it with? We
didn't find no gun!'

| stick the letter back in the envelope an' stick the flap down again.

Ten minutes afterwards Sadie comes back. 'Say, Mr. Caution,' she says,
'don't ya think | got swell legs? | just asked that big punk Gettzler for a raise an'
he says I'm goin' bowlegged. | reckon he's a lousy liar. What do you think?'

'Sure he is, Sadie,' | tell her. 'Say,' | go on, 'l been thinkin' that perhaps you
better burn that letter you forgot to give to Kingo. He wouldn't want it sorta
floatin' about, would he?"

She says 'No.' She takes the letter an' holds it in the grease-paint candle
flame an' burns it. | give a big sigh of relief.

Then | say to her: 'Say, listen, Sadie. Who was it give you that letter to give to
Kingo that afternoon?"

'Why, It was Parvey, Mr. Caution,' she says. 'He come around to my
apartment at about a quarter to five, an' he gave me the letter an' asked me to
give it to Kingo. When he done that he asked me to go out an' get a packet of
Camels that the bellboy had got for him downstairs. So | went out an' got 'em." |
start thinkin'. 'O.K., Sadie,' | go on, 'an' when you come back, where was Parvey?
He was gone, | suppose.'

She tosses her head.

'No, he hadn't,' she says. 'That dirty so-an'-so had shot hisself right in the
middle of my sittin' room. | tell ya, Mr. Caution, | was mad at that Parvey for
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doin' a thing like that. Still, he never had any thought for anybody except hisself.
Don't you think so, Mr. Caution?"

'Sure, honey,' | tell her. 'But go on. After you found Parvey on the sittin'
room carpet, what did ya do then?'

'Well,' she says, 'l thought it out, an' | reckoned | didn't want him messin' up
the place. So | called Araminta — she's my maid — an' we got the lift up by
ourselves an' we stuck him in the lift an' we dumped him in an empty apartment
on the first floor. | reckon the cops musta found him there.'

'‘Swell,' | tell her. 'Now listen carefully, Sadie. If you took Parvey's body down
to the first floor apartment, why didn't you say anything about that when | told
ya that we found Parvey in your apartment?"

She starts fixin' her hair. 'Well, Mr. Caution,' she says. 'l didn't see that it
mattered much where you found Parvey. You'd found him an' that was that.
Ain't that so, Mr. Caution?'

'‘All right,' | tell her. 'But why in the name of Jake did you say that Kingo was
with you in your apartment when you knew durn well that Parvey was up there
at that time shootin' himself?'

She turns around. 'Listen. Mr. Caution,' she says. 'Kingo's been good to me,
an' | reckon that | got a duty by that guy. | reckon that | got to put his interests
first, ain't I? Well, Kingo told me that if ever there was any charges brought
against him by anybody | was to say he never done it because he was with me at
the time.

'So | said he was with me. | done my duty to Kingo. Me, | got brains. | ain't a
jane who lets her sweetie down.'

| get up. I am gaspin' for air.

'Listen, Sadie,' | tell her. 'You ain't dumb. You're just plain nuts. Do you mean
to tell me that you never told Kingo all the time he was waitin' to go to trial that
Parvey had shot himself; that he had committed suicide?

'Hey, listen, Mr. Caution,' she says. 'Me— | wouldn't do a thing like that.
Supposin' that Kingo had got the electric chair. Supposin' they'd fried him. Well,
how would you like to know that you was bein' fried for somethin' that the
other guy done himself?

'Only a dumb cluck woulda told a man a thing like that.'
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8: A Gypsy Told Me
Australian Women's Weekly 12 Sep 1951

| JUST can't begin to tell you how bored | was. | went up to her and said:
"Clairette, it's been the most lovely party. I'm terribly sorry I've got to go... but
I've the worst sort of headache and | must lie down. I've had a lovely time...."

"But not at this party?" she asked, with a smile that was definitely acid. "Of
course, Mignon, darling, I'm awfully sorry you've got to go. | must say you look a
little tired... but then you've been to see that fortune-telling woman this
afternoon, haven't you? Did she depress you?"

"Not particularly," | said. | was frenzied to get to my own apartment— which
is next to Clairette Glynn's— because we had a cocktail party due to startin a
few minutes and | wanted to see Robert— Robert is my husband— first.

"On the contrary, she was really rather hopeful," | added. | began to move
towards the door.

She said over her shoulder: "Was she? I'm so glad for you. | thought she
might have said something depressing about Robert! Good-bye, darling."

| wriggled through the crowd and made my way into the hall. | wondered
exactly what she had meant by that last snooty remark. | began to think about
the fortune-teller.

Why women ever go to fortune-tellers, | don't know. To pass the time, |
suppose. But this one had seemed very definite. She'd said that | was to meet a
slim, good-looking, darkhaired man; that he was to cause trouble in my life; that
| should beware of a disagreement with someone very close to me— that would
be Robert.

Sebastian Glynn— Clairette's husband-was standing by the entrance door.
He is head over heels in love with his wife and lets her know it too often. He is
short, plump, vague, slightly short-sighted, and depressing.

He hissed in my ear: "Mignon, I've got to talk to you for a moment before
you go. Please... just one moment!"

He took me by the hand and dragged me into the dining room. He said: "I'm
fearfully worried about Clairette— terribly worried."

| said: "Yes, Sebastian? Is she worried, too?"

He shook his head. "A woman only worries about the future before
marriage," he said grimly. "A man does the worrying afterwards. Mignon...
believe it or not, there is another man!"

"Not another! The trouble with Clairette is that she has a head like a door-
knob. Anyone can turn it." | felt slightly better after that one!

He hissed: "This time it's serious. Mignon, I've got to go back now, otherwise
Clairette will miss me. For pity's sake, ring me up later when she's gone out and
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tell me what to do. She says she's going off with this man. He's a poet or a writer
or something equally repulsive."

He pressed a folded sheet of notepaper into my hand. "This is a letter she
had from him this morning. Take it away, Mignon, read it, and think about the
whole thing and telephone me. Clairette says she can't bear me any longer; that
she wants a divorce. I'm going mad— but mad!"

"You're not going mad," | said. "You are mad. She probably wants a new hat
or something."

"I must go," he said, "or she'll suspect. Promise you'll telephone me at ten
o'clock to-night."

"Oh, very well," I said, "I'll do that." | walked out of the dining-room and
sneaked through the front door.

| felt rather more depressed. | didn't see why | should get mixed up with the
affairs of Clairette and Sebastian and "the other man." | regretted going to her
cocktail party.

| walked down the corridor and let myself into the flat. 1 looked across the
hall and saw, through the half-open door of the drawing-room, that some guests
had already arrived.

Then | heard Robert's voice talking to somebody. | breathed a sigh of relief
and slipped quickly into my bedroom. | switched on the light, dosed the door,
and read the letter which Sebastian had thrust into my hand.

It was written on a sheet of violet notepaper, with a mono-gram in one
corner, and the handwriting was, | thought, weak and spidery. There was no
address or date, and the note read:

My darling,

After our last talk | know that you belong to me: that | must take you away from him....
'To where the nodding flowers bend, we'll wend our way until the end. Charming, don't you
think?

He is not the man for you, dearest. He doesn't understand you. How could he? He is
coarse, materialistic, and could never realise the subtle and innate nuances of your sweet
nature... 'Oh, doubly blest, oh, dearly missed, oh, sweetly met, oh, dearly kissed...." Doesn't
that describe you, my own... but actually... definitely?

| know that you are dining out to-night. While you are out | shall come to the flat and see
him. I shall tell him that | am going to take you away. His blustering and bullying will not
affright me.

In deepest, most solemn love,

Your Hubert.

| felt vaguely sick, except that the idea of the unfortunate Sebastian

blustering or bullying anyone was rather amusing. | threw the note on my
dressing-table. Now my head was really aching rather badly.
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| took off my hat, sneaked across the hall, down the long | went into the
bathroom and bathed my temples with eau-de-Cologne.

| stood there, in front of the mirror, putting my hair to rights and wondering
how | could possibly advise the unfortunate Sebastian. Of course, the honest
thing to do was to tell him to let things take their course. If any woman ever
deserved Hubert— whoever he was— Clairette did!

After a while | gave it up and walked into the drawing room. In a moment |
was surrounded by all the people who wanted to talk to me, while out of the
corner of my eye | was looking for Robert, who-at that moment-was the one
person to whom | wanted to talk. | could not see him. | wondered what had
happened to him.

Just then, Annette, my maid, passed me with a tray of cocktails. | stopped
her. | asked her if she knew where my husband was.

"Mais oui, Madame," she said. " 'E went away joos some leetle time ago. 'E
ees in the library weeth a gentleman."

| went on talking to people, but | felt worried about Robert. It was not like
him to leave his guests and disappear in the middle of a party in order to confer
with a friend.

And while | was thinking that, he came into the room. | went over to him
very quickly and said: "Good evening, Robert. Are you glad to see me?" | gave
him my best smile.

He said coldly, "Not particularly, Kitten. Is there any reason why | should
be?"

| looked at him in amazement. Then | saw that he had hurt his right hand.
There was a large piece of adhesive plaster covering a dressing on the back of
his hand.

| said. "But | don't understand, Robert! And what have you done to your
hand?"

He said caustically, "We'll discuss these things later, when all these people
have gone. In the meantime, you might try and behave like the Comtesse
d'Epernay and not like a— a— " He was so angry he could hardly speak.

He turned on his heel and went away. Directly | had an opportunity |
sneaked out of the drawing-room.

On my way | told one of the maids to ask Robert to apologise for me and to
say good-bye to people when they decided to go. | threw myself on the bed and
wondered about Robert. Then | had a good cry. Then | began to think about
Sebastian Glynn and Clairette and the ridiculous poet Hubert.

| got up and went to the dressing-table to re-read Hubert's fatuously
dramatic letter. When | got there | experienced a rather nasty shock.

The letter was gone.
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It was half-past eight when | went into the drawing-room. Robert was
standing by the sideboard mixing himself a whisky and soda.

"Robert," | asked, "whatever is the matter? Whatever did you mean by that
odd remark you made to me during the party? | don't understand."

"No?" said Robert. He grinned cynically. The devil of it is that whatever
Robert does and however he looks and behaves he's always really quite
adorable— if you know what | mean. It's awfully difficult to be really angry with
him.

"No?" he repeated. "So you don't understand. You carry on an intrigue with
a disreputable cretin in corduroy trousers and a dark brown shirt that could do
with a good washing. An individual who wears terrible perfumed hair-oil and has
the latest thing in not-too-clean fingernails. An..."

| boiled over. "How dare you!" | hissed. "How dare you!" | stood in the
middle of the room almost speechless with rage.

"A charming scene," | said eventually. "Monsieur le Comte Robert
d'Epernay— a member of one of France's oldest families— talking to his wife in
a manner that is reminiscent of a not very sober Apache. Behaving...."

"Nuts!" said Robert. Like most Frenchmen he loves using American slang.
"Don't bother to put on an act. And don't bother to deny it. | know where you
met him and what has been going on. Nothing you can say will make the
slightest difference."

"That's so very fair," | said icily. "But as you know so much, perhaps you'll be
good enough to tell me just where | did meet this man?"

"You know perfectly well you met him at the house of that charlatan to
whom you go to have your fortune told."

My head was spinning. | didn't know what to say, and if | had known what to
say | shouldn't have known how to begin.

"Perhaps," | managed to splutter eventually, "you'll be good enough to tell
me where you managed to obtain this fearfully fatuous extract from some very
cheap novelette that you've been reciting. Possibly you will tell me..."

He interrupted. "Yes, I'll tell you. I've had the information first hand. From
the man himself. He has the effrontery to come to this house and to tell me in
my own library that he intends to go off with my wife; that | am to be divorced;
and what financial settlement do | propose to make on her! That's where | got
my information. From your weird-looking conquest Hubert Pettiflow— the long
and greasy-haired near poet!"

| nearly sprang into the air. Hubert! So that was the explanation. Hubert—
Clairette's new boy-friend! | took a pull at myself and refrained from laughing
with great difficulty. | just stood there, and, after a moment, managed to
assume the most terrible air of injured innocence ever seen.
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"He told me all about it," said Robert, almost choking with anger. "And then,
as if that wasn't enough, after I'd taken him by the scruff of the neck and the
seat of his pants and thrown him down the stairs; after I'd done that, | went into
your bedroom to find you, and discovered, on your dressing-table, that
sickening epistle."

Robert began to walk up and down the room waving his arms about in a
manner intended to be dramatic or poetic or both. " 'To where the nodding
flowers bend we'll wend our way until the end... Oh, doubly blest, oh dearly
missed, oh sweetly met, oh dearly kissed..." "

He began to roar with laughter. And | did some quick thinking. It was really
very funny.

The unfortunate Hubert had arrived for his interview with Sebastian—
whom he had never met; had gone to the wrong flat— it's fearfully easy to
mistake our apartment for the Glynns', which is at the other side of the corridor;
had walked straight into Robert in the hall, mistaken him for Sebastian; said his
little piece and was then thrown out on his ear for his pains.

Robert had then gone tearing about the flat and had found Hubert's letter to
Clairette— which had no name on it; and was, by this time, convinced of the
worst.

A lovely situation-for me! | wondered just what my delightful Robert would
do when he learned, the truth. This, | thought, is where | must teach the Comte
Robert d'Epernay a lesson.

| said, in a small and very hurt voice: "Robert... would you care to listen to
me for a moment?"

"No," he said, glaring at me. "No... | wouldn't... No... 'Oh sweetly met... Oh
dearly kissed...' No, | don't want to listen. I've heard quite enough for one
evening."

"You haven't heard half as much as you're going to hear," | retorted. "Do you
think you can talk to me as you have this evening, Robert? | can't understand it."

"Oh, can't you?" said Robert. "There are a lot of things you can't understand.
And there, are one or two things that you will have to understand."

"Such as?" | queried in what | intended to be an extremely dignified voice.
Robert's attitude changed. He put down the cocktail glass, which he had
been holding in his right hand, on the sideboard. He shrugged his shoulders. He

said in an odd sort of voice: "Listen, you might as well know that I'm not too
upset about this business of yours with this Hubert Pettiflow for one reason."

| raised my eyebrows, "Really! What reason?"

Robert said: "Well, | might as well admit it... so far as I'm concerned there's
someone else, too."
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| felt as if some icy fingers had gripped my heart. | don't think I'd ever
realised until that moment just how much | loved Robert. | said airily: "This is
most interesting. Perhaps you'd like to tell me about it."

| felt terribly miserable.

He said: "Well, you'll have to know about it sooner or later, | suppose."

| asked: "Who is she . .. and what is she like? | expect she's terribly
attractive— very nice? | expect she has all the virtues-all the charm-that |
haven't."

He lit a cigarette. He said: "Actually, she is very charming— a most delightful
person. And I'm very, very fond of her." There was a pause; then he went on: "
don't think I've ever thought about any woman so much in my life as | have
about her."

"I' see," | said tersely. This last part of Robert's speech | thought sounded
very definite and final. | said to myself, Mignon, my girl... it looks as if you've had
it!

| asked: "Who is she?"

He hesitated for a moment: then he said: "Her name is Dulac— M'selle
Angele Dulac."

"Angele..."l repeated. Some angel! "And may | ask for how long this has
been going on?"

"I couldn't tell you exactly," he said airily. "But | should imagine just about as
long as this business of yours with this Hubert person has been in existence. By
the way, if you have to have affairs with people, why don't you pick somebody
who washes sometimes?"

| almost flew at him. But | restrained myself.

| said: "If you don't mind we won't discuss Hubert for the moment. So you're
in love? So you can't go on without Mademoiselle Angele Dulac? You think
about her more than you've ever thought about any other woman?"

He drew on his cigarette. "What are you getting excited about? You can't
accuse me of letting you down. You've let me down."

| said: "Well, where do we go from here? It's not a very good situation, is it?"

Robert ashed his cigarette and said casually: "Oh, | don't know. It's one of
those things, isn't it— one of those things that people tell you you must be
sensible about?"

"What does that mean?" | asked.

He said: "Well, these things can always be arranged. This Hubert of yours
was kind enough to suggest that the right thing for me to do was to allow you to
divorce me. I'm quite prepared to consent to that. Then you can have your
Hubert."

"And," | countered, "you can have your Angele."
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"Precisely," said Robert, "I'll get in touch with my lawyer to-morrow
morning, and we'll get things arranged." He grinned at me. "I'll make it pretty
easy for you, Kitten."

| said with dignity: ' Thank you very much, Robert. I'll leave everything to
you. And now, if you don't mind, I'll go and lie down. | have a headache."

| went to my bedroom. | lay down and looked at the ceiling. I'd never felt so
unutterably wretched in all my life. This, | thought, was the end of everything.

| was drying my eyes when there was a tap at the door, and Annette put her
head round. She said, "Madame... Mrs. Glynn ees in the drawing-room. | 'ave
shown her in there. She ees very excited about something."

| got up and powdered my nose. | wondered what Clairette wanted.
Advice— | imagined.

| thought cynically that it was rather amusing that at a time like this when |
was up to my neck in trouble with my own domestic affairs | should have to give
advice to Clairette.

When | went into the drawing-room she was walking up and down, smoking
a cigarette.

She said, "My dear... I'm so excited. What do you think?"

| said, "l don't know what | think, Clairette. What are you excited about?...
Hubert, | suppose..."l added sarcastically.

"Yes, in a way," she said. "But I'm fearfully excited about Sebastian. | think
he's too, too wonderful."

The idea of Clairette thinking the unfortunate Sebastian was too, too
wonderful was rather too much for me.

| said, "Exactly what do you mean by that?"

She said, "My dear... I'll tell you. You know | thought | was fearfully keen on
this Hubert Pettiflow | met at this fortune-teller's— the one | recommended to
you? Well, | thought | was in love with him, Mignon, but actually, of course, |
wasn't. Actually, all the time I've been in love with Sebastian, but | didn't realise
it. My dear, isn't it too divine... the idea of being in love with your own
husband?"

"Definitely a new experience so far as you're concerned, Clairette," | said.
"But why this sudden change of front?"

She said, "I've just discovered something about Sebastian. Of course, he's
not a lot to look at. He's short and plump and rather vague. Sometimes he
seems rather ridiculous, but underneath that... underneath that, I tell you, my
dear, he's a cave man."

| said, "Really! How did you discover this?"

Clairette said, "I'll tell you. Hubert had written me a letter saying that he was
coming to the flat to-night to have a showdown with Sebastian and tell him that
he was going to take me away. Apparently there was an awful row. It seems that
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Sebastian got hold of him, threw him down the stairs, and kicked him into the
street. Isn't it wonderful?"

| asked, "Who told you this?"

Clairette said, "l heard it from the hall-porter when | came in. He didn't see
it, but he'd heard about it from some people who were standing outside."

"I see. Well, it looks, Clairette, as if everything's all right for you. I'm glad
you've fallen in love with Sebastian."

She said, "Yes... I'm going to tell him so when | go in. | think I've been rather
stupid about Sebastian."

"I'm certain you have," | replied. "However, give yourself a cocktail and
smoke a cigarette. Don't go for a moment. I've got to make a phone call. I'll he
with you in a few minutes."

| went back to my bedroom. | thought that even if | were miserable myself
there was no reason why | shouldn't try to give Sebastian a hint for his future
happiness. | went to the telephone on my bedside table.

Sebastian answered the telephone. | said: "Listen, Sebastian... this is Mignon
d'Epernay. Clairette's here. It seems that Hubert Pettiflow arrived here to-night
to have his interview with you and came to the wrong flat. He came to our
apartment. He saw Robert. He thought Robert was you."

Sebastian said, "Oh, dear— "

"It's not a matter of 'Oh, dear' at all," | said. "It's very good for you. Robert
listened to what he had to say and thought he was talking about me, not
Clairette. So he threw him out of the flat and kicked him down the stairs."

Sebastian said: "By Jove... that was pretty good... | like that!"

"I'm glad, ' | said. "Now listen to me... Clairette says she's fallen in love with
you all over again, because she thinks it was you who kicked Hubert out. She
thinks you're a he-man. So go on being one. Why don't you come in and collect
her? But be tough. Clairette needs that."

He said: "All right, Mignon... | will. Just watch me. From now on things are
going to be very different in this ménage."

"I'm glad of that," | said. | hung up. Everybody, it seemed, was going to be
happy except me.

Rather miserably | went out of the room; began to cross the hall towards the
drawing-room. When | passed the hall table | saw that the telephone directory
was open. It was open at the letter "D."

Something told me that Robert had been looking up M'selle Angele Dulac's
number. | looked through the list of names. There it was...

Mademoiselle Angele Dulac... and she lived not half a mile away.

| made a mental note of the number, closed the book, went back to my
bedroom. | picked up the telephone and called the number.

A very charming voice with a pronounced French accent said: " 'Ello!"
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| asked: "Is that M'selle Angele Dulac?"

"But yes," said the voice. "Who ees that who speaks, plees?"

| said: "The Countess d'Epernay."

The charming voice at the other end interrupted. "But of course... that will
be the dear leetle Mignon... Robert's wife. For so many years | 'ave wanted to
meet you and to talk to you. Always Robert was so pleased with the idea of our
meeting.

"But, alas, the war... and all thees trouble... has stopped that. When | saw
'‘eem last time... when 'e was dropped in France during the war... such a
dangerous mission, ma petite... | was able to 'elp him.

"And | told 'eem to arrange it as soon as possible. You see, | 'ave known him
for a long time... and there ees nobody loves a man more than the woman who
nursed '‘eem..."

| gulped into the telephone: "Of course, you were Robert's nurse. You see,
he'd never told me your name."

She laughed. "That doesn't matter," she said. "Yes... | nursed Robert since he
was a leetle tiny boy ... so small that you could hardly see 'eem."

| said: "Angele... we're going to meet to-morrow. And we're going to have a
celebration. For the moment, au revoir."

| hung up. | went over to the dressing-table and powdered my nose. | looked
at myself in the glass. | thought | looked rather good-looking. The suggestion of
tears about my eyes was, | thought, rather attractive.

| went back to the drawing room. When | arrived | found Clairette talking to
Robert. Robert looked very, very sheepish.

| said to him in a grim voice, "Well, has she told you?"

He said, "Yes, Kitten... she's told me all about it... an extraordinary
coincidence that... fearfully extraordinary. | ought to explain..."

"You don't have to explain anything," | said. "I've just been talking to Mlle
Dulac. She's rather sweet, isn't she?"

He grinned. He said, "So she told you?"

| nodded.

Suddenly their was a prolonged ring on the front doorbell— so long and so
loud that | thought the place must be on fire. It was Sebastian. He came into the
drawing-room, nodded casually to Robert and me.

He said to Clairette, "Don't you think it's time you came home?"

Clairette got up. She said in a weak voice, "Yes, darling."

| looked at Robert. | said: "I'm very glad that you discovered my taste in men
wasn't quite so bad. I'm rather sorry that you thought | could fall for a man like
Hubert."
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He looked very uncomfortable. He said, "Well, one can believe anything
sometimes, and when a woman goes to a fortune-teller, one always thinks she is
in love with somebody else."

| said, "Yes? So you thought that?"

He nodded. "l suppose | did," he said. "Of course it was fearfully stupid of
me. By the way, Kitten, what did that fortune-teller tell you?"

"She told me | was going to have a rather exciting experience with a man "

He said: "Yes? What sort of man?"

"A man who is tall, slim, dark, and rather good looking." | replied.

He said: "Oh... Then he looked in the mirror. He began to grin. "By Jove, I'm
tall... I'm slim... I'm dark..."

"And in certain circumstances," | said, "you might be considered to be good
looking."

He said: "Well, you know what to expect."

| said: "What am | to expect, Robert?"

He said: "You ought to know... the gipsy warned you...!"
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9: Cocktails for Cupid
Australian Women's Weekly 2 Jan 1952

IT was one of those rather cold and dreary evenings and, although the fire in my
drawing-room was burning brightly, and the room itself is attractive and
cheerful, | felt a peculiar sense of depression.

And | couldn't shake it off. | asked myself: What have you got to be
depressed about? But | couldn't find any answer.

| was still trying when the telephone bell rang. It was Glynda. She said:
"Mignon, my dear (she always calls me by my first Christian name, although
most people call me Adela), do you think you could come round and drink a
cocktail? | have a few nice friends here and there is a man who seems rather
nice. And he's awfully keen to meet you."

| said: "Glynda, I'd love it. Who is the man? Do | know him?"

"I don't think so," said Glynda. "But he's fearfully keen to meet you. I've
forgotten his name for the moment. Julia Spence brought him here. He has a
fascinating face and nice manners. Now— are you curious?"

| wasn't, but | said: "Very! I'll be with you as soon as I've changed my frock."

While | was changing, my mind, for no accountable reason, switched to
Robert. Why | should suddenly begin to think about him | don't know. | ought to
dislike Robert intensely; yet | made no endeavor to dismiss him from my mind. |
shrugged my shoulders. Thinking about Robert was just "one of those things." It
didn't really matter and it didn't mean a thing.

| slipped into my fur coat and was on the way to my drawing-room when
Herbert, my maid, came in and said that | had a caller. She gave me his card. |
looked at it and read, "Detective-Inspector J. B. Ellams, C.1.D., New Scotland
Yard," and printed underneath was a private address and telephone number. |
wondered what on earth a detective inspector could want with me!

When | went in, he was standing in front of the fireplace. He was a nice-
looking man of about forty-five years of age, with greying hair, a kindly face, and
good-humored eyes.

| said as brightly as possible: "Good evening, Mr. Ellams. | do hope | haven't
been breaking the law. I'm not used to receiving visits from detective-
inspectors."”

He smiled. He said: "You've nothing to worry about, Mrs. Hayes, but |
wonder if you'd mind answering a few questions. And I'd be awfully glad if you'd
answer the questions before | tell you my reason for asking them."

| said: "That's rather odd, isn't it? And won't you sit down?"

He sat down. | gave him a cigarette.
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"No, it isn't really odd, Mrs. Hayes," he said. "You see, if | told you the reason
why I'm asking the questions, it might possibly affect your emotions, and your
answers. Do you understand?"

"Ye-es? | think | do," | answered. "Anyway, please ask me anything you want
to."

He said: "l think | am right in saving that you were the Comtesse d'Epernay,
Mrs. Hayes, and that you divorced your husband— the Comte Robert
d'Epernay— about a year ago. And then you retook your maiden name and
called yourself Mrs. Adela Hayes. Isn't that right?"

| said: "Yes, that's perfectly right. You know, Mr. Ellams, it is rather strange,
but only a few minutes ago | was thinking about my ex-husband, and | wondered
why. Now you arrive and begin to talk about him."

He said: "l don't know that that's strange, Mrs. Hayes. Very often there is a
sort of telepathy between people who are fond of each other."

"Oh, dear," | murmured, "am I still supposed to be fond of him?"

"I don't know," he replied. "But I'd like to know."

| said: "Really, Mr. Ellams, this is most peculiar, isn't it? Are you going into all
the nuances of my past love life?"

He smiled. He had the most charming smile. He said: "No. I'm not going to
ask you anything you don't want to answer, but | had a reason for suggesting
that. You will see what it is in a minute. Tell me, Mrs. Hayes, have you seen the
Comte since you divorced him?"

| said: "No, | haven't seen him for a long time, and | don't know that |
particularly want to."

He asked: "Are you sure about that? You know, when a woman begins to
think about her ex-husband, sometimes she gets a little curious about him. She
wonders if he's altered; whether he's missed her."

| said: "Well, | don't think I've been thinking about those things, and | don't
think— in fact, I'm sure I'm not fond of Robert. You see, since we are talking
about this, | might as well tell you that | was very angry with him."

He nodded. He said: "Yes? He was very attractive, wasn't he— much too
attractive?"

| said: "Women adored him. | did at one time. Mind you, Mr. Ellams, | don't
know that it was entirely his fault. You know, women are awful cats. They are
not a bit kind to each other. | must say | think there was an awful lot of
temptation put in Robert's way."

He said: "Yes, | expect there was. And | suppose the temptation got a little
too strong eventually."

"I suppose so," | answered. "There was a woman— she was supposed to be
a friend of mine— very charming, very good-looking. | suspected Robert— |
really suspected him for the first time in my life. So | left him."
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He raised his eyebrows. "Do you mean you left him without knowing
anything really definite about him?" he asked.

I nodded. "Yes, | suppose | did. But then, I've always believed in my instinct.
Anyway, | wrote him a letter and | told him exactly what | suspected, and he
wrote back and told me | was quite right."

"I see. And then did he go off with this lady? Was that what made you bring
your action for divorce?"

| said: "No. He supplied some other evidence. | suppose he didn't want to
bring her into it."

"Quite— the usual thing," he said. "And has he married her since?"

| shook my head. "No, as far as | know, he hasn't married anybody. You
know, Mr. Ellams, I'm getting most frightfully curious about this. | would like to
know what it's all about."

He said: "I'm going to tell you what it s about, Mrs. Hayes, and then you'll
understand my questions. The first thing | wanted to find out was whether your
ex-husband believed that he was entitled to be angry with you— such as, for
instance, if your suspicions about this lady for whom you left him were
incorrect. You say he wrote to you and said that what you thought was right, but
a man will often write a letter like that out of anger. He may have thought that
as you accused him of it he might as well be hanged for a sheep as a lamb."

"All right," | said. "And supposing he did think that?"

He looked serious. " The point is, as far as | am concerned, and when | say |, |
mean the police," he went on, "if he thought he was entitled to be angry with
you, then perhaps we ought to regard him as a potential enemy."

My mouth almost opened with amazement. "A potential enemy! Robert!
Whatever do you mean?"

He said: "I'll explain. For some years we have had our eye on a gentleman
called Marcel Gulavet— an extremely clever crook. | believe he was at one time
in the French Army and in the F.F.I. He had a not undistinguished career in the
war. But since then his record has been very bad. He's got a very clever racket,
Mrs. Hayes, and one | do not want to see used on you."

"On me?" | was amazed. "Whatever has this Marcel Gulavet to do with me?"

"Just this," he went on. "Marcel's specialty is a clever one. He takes pains to
scrape up an acquaintanceship with any man who has been married to a
wealthy woman who possesses valuable jewellery and who feels disgruntled
about the divorce proceedings which the wife has successfully brought. He
endeavors to obtain the confidence of such a man. From him, by degrees, very
slowly and very cleverly, so as not to arouse any suspicion, he finds out about
the late wife's habits, her method of life, what time she goes out in the day,
whether she goes to the theatre or dines out a great deal. You understand?"

| said: "Yes; | think | do."
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"Very often," he went on, "the husband will have retained keys of safes or
strong-boxes— quite innocently, of course. We've known cases where Gulavet
has actually taken an impression of a key of a safe in the possession of an ex-
husband, had a duplicate made and, picking his time, walked into the lady's flat
and helped himself."

"And do you think this Marcel Gulavet is going to use the same tactics on
me, Mr. Ellams?" | asked.

"I don't know, but | don't propose to take any chances," he replied. "l want
to get my hands on this Marcel Gulavet, and the thing is we do know that during
the past six or seven months he has assiduously cultivated the friendship of your
ex-husband."

| said a little hotly: "Mr. Ellams, are you suggesting that Robert— my ex-
husband— would league himself with this criminal in order to rob me?"

He shook his head. "I'm not suggesting that at all, Mrs. Hayes. It is quite
possible that the Comte might be perfectly innocent in this business. But if he
has developed a dislike for you he might possibly allow himself to be talked into
doing something which might harm you, by this Gulavet."

| said: "You can set your mind at rest on that point immediately, Mr. Ellams. |
know Robert very well. He may have had failings— he may have been tempted
by women— but | do tell you that he would never stoop to do anything that was
dishonest."

He said: "Thank you very much, Mrs. Hayes. You've told me all | wanted to
know. Incidentally," he went on, with a little smile, "you don't seem to dislike
the Comte as much as you gave me to believe a little while ago."

| said: "But | do dislike him— I naturally dislike him. Any woman would
dislike a man who preferred somebody else, but that doesn't mean to say that |
have to depreciate his character."

He got up, saying, "l see. Well, thank you very much once more. We'll keep a
close eye on our friend, Gulavet. In the meantime, Mrs. Hayes, you have my
card, and you'll find my private address and telephone number on it. | suggest
that if you notice anything that seems at all suspicious you ring me at my private
address immediately."

| said: "That's very kind of you, Mr. Ellams."

"Do you keep many valuables here in this flat?" he asked. "If you do, | should
be rather inclined to move them to a safe place."

"I don't propose to do anything of the sort," | replied. "I'm perfectly certain
that Robert would not allow himself to be talked into giving away any of my
personal affairs to this Gulavet person, even if he did consider him to be a
friend."

He said: "Well, that's as you like. But don't forget, if you need me you know
where to get in touch with me."
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We shook hands and he went away. After he had gone | stood in the middle
of the room thinking about Robert. | remembered certain sides of him— the
charming, mischievous side of his character.

Robert was very clever— quite a brilliant person— a man who always
managed to get his own way.

And Inspector Ellams had put a very funny idea into my head. Just supposing
Robert were angry with me; supposing the police officer had been right and
there hadn't been anything between Robert and that woman; supposing he had
written that letter saying | was perfectly right about her in a fit of pique;
supposing now, being thoroughly angry, he was in a frame of mind to score off
me?

But he couldn't consider robbing me! Or could he? He might if he were
broke; if he hadn't any money. Lots of men changed during the war and | hadn't
seen Robert for some time. Then | thought to myself: It isn't any good being
depressed. You'd much better go round to Glynda's and drink a cocktail. | went.
But on the way round in the cab | felt more depressed than ever.

Glynda met me in the hall. She took one look and said: "But, my dear,
whatever is the matter? You look most unhappy. What's wrong?"

| said: "Oh, | suppose I'm merely being stupid, Glynda, but I've been thinking
about Robert."

She said: "Oh dear, has he been doing something wicked? But, anyway,
you're not fearfully concerned about him, are you, my dear? It isn't as if he
belonged to you any more." She looked at me sideways.

| said: "No, but it's not easy to be entirely disinterested." Glynda, | knew, had
always been a great admirer of Robert's, and she's my oldest friend. | think she
had the idea in her head that I'd been a little hasty about the divorce.

She said: "Well, never mind, cheer up. There's a most charming man here—
the man | told you about He's dying to meet you. His name is Raoul Duchatel, a
Frenchman. He was a pilot in the Fighting French Air Force. Incidentally, he knew
Robert, too. | believe they were old friends."

Wearily | replied, "Were they?" It seemed | couldn't escape from Robert.

"Yes," she said brightly.

"This Raoul Duchatel is a great friend of Julia Spence and her husband. They
think he's marvellous. Come and meet him."

| went into the drawing room, which was crowded with people. Glynda
piloted me across the room, grabbed a dry Martini from the service table, gave
it to me en route. Then she produced Captain Duchatel.

He was tall and slim— about Robert's height, | thought, but thinner. And
then | metaphorically kicked myself for comparing everybody | met with my ex-
husband. He had an odd but rather attractive face, and his eyes were nice.
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He spoke with a small stutter in a rather peculiar metallic voice, and | found
myself thinking that it was a pity that his voice was not as attractive as the rest
of him— for his sake, | mean.

He said: "You know, Madame, I'm so very glad to meet you, because I've
heard so much about you."

"Dear me," | murmured. "Have you really? | do hope it's been good."

He said: "It's been very good. You see, | used to fly with your husband--1 beg
your pardon, he was your husband--Robert. He is a great friend of mine and he
spent hours talking about you."

| said, "Really!" | was beginning to feel a little bored with Robert as a
permanent topic of conversation. | hoped he'd change the subject, but he didn't.

He went on: "You know, Madame, he was a charming and delightful man. He
was the sort of man who would have been a great success at anything he took
up if only?"

My curiosity was aroused. | asked: "If only what, Captain Duchatel?"

He shrugged his shoulders. He said: "I'm very sorry. Perhaps | should not
have said that."

I said: "Why not? In any event, since you have said it, | think it's only right for
you to finish the sentence."

He drank his cocktail slowly, put the glass on a table behind him. He said:
"Robert is a temperamental person, as you probably know, and ever since he
has not been with you he has altered, and | am afraid, not for the better."

He sighed, and went on: "One can understand it. You are so lovely and
attractive that one can understand a man being very unhappy if he lost you and
doing all sorts of silly and stupid things. Of course, there is no excuse for doing
silly and stupid things, but perhaps?" He stopped again, shrugged his shoulders.
"No," he said, "I must not say that."

"Captain Duchatel, what were you going to say?" | asked.

He spread his hands. He looked at me with a charming half-smile. | began to
think that he was a rather fascinating person, in spite of his peculiar voice.

He said: "Actually, Madame, | think that when you divorced Robert he began
to— suffer from a feeling of — what you call it— resentment. | think that he was
angry with life with himself, and possibly with you. And when a man feels like
that he does all sorts of strange things." He smiled again and asked: "Please let
me get you another cocktail. | hope anything | have said has not made you
unhappy. | would rather die than make you unhappy, Madame."

| said thank you very much again and gave him my glass. | didn't want
another cocktail, but | wanted to think for a moment.

What was all this business about Robert? My brain was almost whirling. First
of all Detective-Inspector Ellams, with his story about Robert being influenced
by this man Marcel Gulavet. And now this obviously very nice and charming
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Captain Duchatel, who, far from having a bad opinion of Robert, seemed to be
thoroughly in sympathy with him. | felt more bemused than ever, but | had to
find out some more. | just had to.

He came back with the cocktail. He said: "Now drink that and let's talk about
something else. There are so many much more interesting subjects than the
unfortunate Robert."

| said: "Unfortunate! But why unfortunate? Captain Duchatel, you're a friend
of Robert's. You know that he's a very clever man. Well, | really don't see why he
should metaphorically go to the dogs merely because | divorced him. After all,
he deserved to be divorced."

He put his head on one side. He smiled at me again; that odd, twisted smile
of his had an almost hypnotic effect on me.

He said: "You know, that's the trouble. | have an idea that he thought you'd
been a little unjust to him."

"Unjust!" | said. | was beginning to feel rather angry. | went on: "If you know
anything about Robert you will know that for some time before | divorced him
he was going about with that woman. | expect you know whom | mean ? the
beautiful Italian lady. Well, don't you think | was entitled to suspect him?"

He said: "Are suspicions always justified, Madame? Not always. You see,
Robert met her when he was doing those amateur theatricals in the country.
You remember what a marvellous actor he was. She was a very fascinating
woman, but that doesn't mean that there was really anything between her and
Robert, does it?"

I laughed a little bitterly. "If you mean that he was particularly keen on
keeping her name out of the business, | agree with you," | said. "But since you
know so much about Robert's private affairs, you will also know that when |
wrote him and accused him of having a liaison with the lady in question, what
did he do? He didn't admit that he'd been unfaithful with her, | grant you, but he
took great pains to send me the usual hotel bill in connection with some other
woman, which constituted the evidence in the divorce case."

He shrugged his shoulders. He said: "Of course, Madame, what you say is
quite true. | merely thought that when a man as clever and temperamental as
Robert is accused of something of which, perhaps, he might have been innocent,
he becomes angry. He might have been one of those men who say, 'Very well, |
might as well be hanged for a sheep as a lamb.' He might have sent you that
hotel bill in a fit of pique."

| said: "Might— might — might! Captain Duchatel, it's a lovely word,
'might'— a part of the sentence 'what might have been'." | laughed a little
bitterly.
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He said: "Of course, I've been very foolish. | shouldn't have talked to you
about it. I've made you unhappy. I'm so very, very sorry." He looked at me with
such a pleading expression on his face that | had to laugh."

| said: "Very well, | forgive you."

| drank some of my cocktail. | began to think that Robert seemed to have a
very loyal friend in Raoul Duchatel. | remembered that Robert had always
attracted to him a rather nice type of man. | wondered how he could have two
such different friends as this Raoul Duchatel, who was so obviously delightful,
and the sinister-sounding Marcel Gulavet. An idea occurred to me.

| said: "Tell me something, if you know Robert well, and | have a particular
reason for asking this, do you know anything about a man named Marcel
Gulavet?"

He looked at me. His expression was serious. "But yes," he said. "Not only
have | heard of him, but | know him very well."

| said: "Really! Would you tell me about him? | have a particular reason for
wanting to know."

He said: "But of course. He is a very good type of man, you know— a flying-
officer in our Service with a not undistinguished record. He is, of course,
younger than Robert, and | am sorry to say that ever since he's known Robert he
has gone rather to the bad. Have | said something very terrible?"

| said: "No, do you mean that Robert has had a bad effect on this Gulavet?"

He nodded. "l am afraid | do," he said. "You see, Gulavet is a young and
impressionable man. He has a great admiration for Robert, and, as | have told
you, Robert is inclined to be very cynical these days. | think that possibly he has
been a little short of the good things in life— of money, and perhaps a lot of his
old friends have passed him by. Also, but perhaps you did not hear of it, he had
a bad flying smash a year ago. He has recovered, of course, but it shook him very
badly. | think that this Gulavet has listened too much to the things that Robert
has said; has become a little embittered, too."

An idea— not a very nice one— began to take shape in my mind. | said:
"Captain Duchatel, | want you to be absolutely frank with me. Can you tell me if
Robert and this Marcel Gulavet have been associated together in anything which
might bring them under the notice of the police? Would you just answer yes or
no?"

He paused for a moment. He looked very miserable. Then he said: "If you ask
me, Madame, | must answer yes."

"Thank you very much," | said. "Now, will you answer one more question? If
these two have done something together which was not right, who do you think
was mainly responsible? Who would be the leader; in whose brain would the
idea germinate— in Robert's or in Mr. Gulavet's?"
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Without a second's hesitation he said: "There is no doubt that the inceptor
of such an idea would be Robert. Gulavet would follow him anywhere."

| said: "I see. Thank you very much for telling me." | felt more miserable than
ever.

He smiled at me again. He said: "But listen, Madame, all this has nothing to
do with you, and | think that possibly you are a little unhappy. You are
remembering the past, and the past is always finished and done with, isn't it?"

| said: "I am afraid it isn't— not always." | was never nearer to bursting into
tears in my life. Yet in one way | was glad. I'd often wondered if | was still in love
with Robert. I'd never been quite certain. Now, hearing all this, | knew that |
disliked him intensely.

Possibly he sensed what was passing in my mind.

He said: "Love is a very funny thing, Madame. And so is hate. It is strange
how the two things often go together. But now, do you think that | have
deserved well of your country. | have been a good airman in the war. Don't you
think that your country owes me something?" He looked at me with such an
impish expression in his eyes that | could not refrain from smiling.

| said: "I'm sure you have. But why?"

"Well," he said, "if you think | deserve well, then | think you should try to
repay. Mind you, the repayment is a big one. I'm going to suggest that you do
me the honor of dining with me one night. | would like so much to talk to you
again."

| said: "Of course, I'd like that very much."

We arranged a night. | agreed to meet him at the Splendide for dinner on
the following Thursday. He seemed overjoyed at my accepting his invitation.
Then he said good-bye and went off.

When he had gone, | found myself thinking about him. | thought | was
beginning to be very interested in Captain Raoul Duchatel. Perhaps too
interested.

| was glad when Thursday came. At eight o'clock that evening, when | had
finished dressing, | went to the wall safe in my bedroom, opened it, and took
out some rings and a bracelet. | stood there in front of the safe, looking at the
boxes which contained my jewellery and thinking about what the detective-
inspector had said about Robert and Gulavet. Supposing Robert had begun to
hate me, could it be possible that he could bring himself to steal from me? |
shrugged my shoulders. | remembered what Raoul Duchatel had said— that
people can change quickly.

And it would not be difficult for Robert. It was the same wall safe; the same
combination on the lock. And the tiara in the safe, old-fashioned but very
valuable, that had come to me from my mother, would sell for a great deal of
money.
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| shrugged my shoulders again. Perhaps | would ask Captain Duchatel what
he thought.

We had the most delightful meal. Raoul— for hallway through dinner we
had gone to Christian names— was very charming. He was restful reassuring,
and possessed that supreme masculine gift of making a woman feel important. |
forgot about Robert | forgot about everything. |, who had said that | would never
again consider marriage, found myself thinking ; that Raoul would make an ideal
husband for some lucky woman.

Afterwards, when he was putting me into my car, he said: "l want to see you
son, Adela. And | ought to tell | you, however disloyal it nay sound, that I'm glad
you did divorce Robert and that you are free."

| said: "Really! | thought you were disliking me because | had. Do you
remember what you said at Glynda's cocktail party?"

He nodded. "l know. But | feel differently now." He put his hand through the
driving window and took mine. "I want you to dine with me one night soon," he
went on. "There is something | want to ask you. Will you dine next Thursday—
please?"

My heart began to beat a little too quickly for my liking. | wondered what
was happening to me. The idea came to me very definitely that he was going to
propose to me on the following Thursday. And | liked the idea— very much.

| said | would like to dine with him, and drove back to my flat. | felt very
happy. At least | felt very happy until, | took off my bracelets, opened, the wall
safe in my bedroom, and took out my jewel case to put the bracelets away.

Then my heart stood still. The tiara was gone!

| THOUGHT immediately of Robert. The wall safe had not been opened by
force and there was only one person who knew the combination -

| felt terribly angry. | don't think I've ever been so angry in my life. | sat down
and cried with rage and disappointment. | was furious that a man who had once
been my husband could descend to such depths.

Then | dried my eyes, powdered my nose, smoked a cigarette, and
telephoned to Detective-Inspector Ellams.

It was half an hour after midnight when | decided to telephone through to
Raoul and tell him what had happened. | felt lonely, undecided, and miserable.

When he answered the telephone, | said: "Raoul, I'm terribly sorry to disturb
you, but I'm in such trouble. Will you listen carefully?"

He said yes. He also said that nothing was so serious that it couldn't be put
right, and that | was to try not to worry too much. Then he told me to go ahead.

| said: "When | got back here to-night, after leaving you, | found that my tiara
was gone from the wall safe. | telephoned through to Detective-Inspector
Ellams, who had warned me some time ago that he thought Robert might try to
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steal it. Mr. Ellams told me to do nothing until he had a chance to make some
inquiries. This was about ten o'clock. At eleven-thirty he came through again. He
told me that Robert had been seen in the corridor outside my flat this evening
while you and | were dining."

Raoul said: "But this is terrible. Still, it doesn't mean that Robert—"

"I'm afraid it does," | said. "Because the detective-inspector had also found
out that at about nine-forty-five this evening, within half an hour after he was
seen here, Robert endeavored to sell the tiara to some shady character, who has
told Mr. Ellams all about it. Mr. Ellams said that my only chance of getting the
tiara back was to have Robert arrested. He said that if Robert was arrested he
would probably divulge where the tiara was to save his own skin.

| agreed. Robert had been charged with burglary and is in a cell at Cannon
Row Police Station, and I'm so miserable that | don't know what to do."

Raoul said: "Don't think about it. Just do nothing at all but try to go to sleep.
I'll come and see you in the morning. Please give me the detective-inspector's
telephone number and I'll ring him up and see what can be done. But whatever
happens, don't worry. I'm sure it will be all right."

| gave him the telephone number and tried to sleep. | was furious with
Robert, and the more | hated him the more | felt that Raoul was the only person
who really understood me. Almost suddenly | began to realise that | was head
over heels in love with him.

Next morning, at ten o'clock, Raoul arrived, accompanied by Detective-
Inspector Ellams. | gave them cigarettes and asked what had happened.

"Your ex-husband denies everything," said Mr. Ellams. "He says that he was
here last night, but that he came round to see a friend who lives in this
apartment block and who was not at home. He denies that he has been in here
or even touched your tiara." He shrugged his shoulders.

| looked at Raoul. He said:

"It's easily settled, isn't it? If Robert were here and opened that sate, his
fingerprints would be on the jewel case. Unless, of course, he wore gloves."

The Inspector said: "Would you open the safe, Mrs. Hayes? I'd better take a
look."

We went into my bedroom and | opened the wall safe. Mr. Ellams put on his
gloves and took out my jewel case. He put it down on the table and opened it.

The tiara was in its usual place!

| looked at them in amazement. "But it was gone," | said. "It wasn't there last
night. | assure you it wasn't!"

The detective-inspector looked at Raoul. He looked very serious. He said:
"This isn't very good. I've charged a man with burglary and locked him up and
the stolen property isn't even stolen!"
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Raoul laughed. He said: "Well, all's well that ends well. All you have to do is
to release Robert. Mrs. Hayes must have made a mistake."

"But I didn't," | said. "I'm perfectly certain it was gone. | know it was gone."

Mr. Ellams shrugged his shoulders. He looked very grim. "But it isn't gone
now," he said. "The trouble is that your ex-husband has a very good action
against you and the police. He has been wrongfully charged and wrongfully
imprisoned. He can be very nasty, Mrs. Hayes, if he wants to be."

MY brain was spinning. "Oh, dear," | said, and sat down weakly.

Raoul said: "Don't worry, Adela dear. There's only one thing to be done.
There's been a mistake somewhere. But we've no time to go into that now. Mr.
Ellams and | must go to Cannon Row at once, withdraw the charge against
Robert, and have him released. Then I'll take him to my flat and try to persuade
him not to do anything about this."

| looked at the detective inspector. He said: "I think Captain Duchatel is right,
Mrs. Hayes. We must hope that he can talk the Count into agreeing not to do
anything about this. That is if he can."

They went off and | sat in my room, smoking a cigarette and trying to sort
out my ideas. | just couldn't understand how all this had happened! | felt quite
wretched. Supposing Robert were entirely guiltless and brought an action
against me? | could imagine the headlines in the newspapers!

At twelve o'clock the telephone jangled. | actually ran to the instrument. It
was Raoul.

He said: "I've got Robert here at my flat. He's furious and is threatening all
sorts of things. He says he knows nothing about your tiara, and that you've had
him arrested out of spite. I'm trying to persuade him that a mistake has
occurred. Please come round and help. | think if you talked to him it might help."

| said: "Very well," and he gave me the address. | was unutterably miserable.
| didn't want to meet Robert. | felt that | wanted to die.

When | arrived at Raoul's flat, his man let me in. | was shown into a sitting-
room and sat down. From the room next door came the sound of voices—
Robert's and Raoul's voice.

| could hear them arguing Raoul pleading and Robert threatening.

After a while the door opened and Raoul came out.

He said: "My dear, it's not very good. Robert says that he will consent not to
bring action against you if you will remarry him. He says that there was nothing
between him and the Italian woman; that your suspicions were quite
unjustified, and that he wrote you and sent you a faked hotel bill because he
was furious with you. Well what are you going to do?"

| tried to keep the tears out of my eyes. | said weakly "Raoul, | don't want to
marry Robert. | can't. | don't love him. | love someone else."

He smiled at me. "Do you? he asked. "It isn't me, by any chance?",
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| nodded. | couldn't speak He took me by the hand. He said: "Come and tell
Robert Perhaps he'll relent."

He drew me across the room and through the doorway. He closed the door
behind us.

The room in which we stood was empty. And there was no other door.

"But— but where is Robert?" | asked.

Raoul said: "I'm Robert. I've been Robert all along. You see, my dear, |
wanted to come back to you, but | had to know that you were still in love with
me."

His voice had changed. | knew it was Robert speaking

"I crashed badly in a plane a year ago," he said. "They've given me a new
face. | hope you like it." He grinned at me like a mischievous schoolboy.

"But Raoul— Robert," | said. "What about Marcel Gulavet and what about
Detective-Inspector Ellams, and what about—?"

"There isn't any Marcel Gulavet," he said, still grinning like a Cheshire cat.
"And 'Detective-Inspector Ellams' is my partner— John Fraser. We're starting an
aeroplane factory. You see, | got Fraser to go to your flat and tell you that fairy
story. And then | persuaded Glynda to ask me to her party and to introduce me
to you as Raoul Duchatel. I'd still got a key to the flat and | knew the
combination of the safe. Fraser went round and stole the tiara while you were
dining with me, and | came round last night and put it back in the safe after
you'd gone to sleep. You looked awfully nice, too."

He smiled at me again. And | remembered all the lovely times I'd had with
Robert in the old days and | felt terribly happy.

| said mischievously: "This is all very well, Robert d'Epernay Raoul Duchatel.
But how do | know that you are Robert? How do | know that I'm not being
deluded even now?"

He looked at me for a moment. Then he said: "Come and be kissed, Kitten."
Kitten was the secret name that Robert had given me on our wedding day.

He put his arms round me and kissed me.

He said: "Well?"

It was Robert! No one ever kissed like Robert!
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10: Black Out
Sydney Sportsman, 9 March 1942

THE NURSE LEFT and Ferdie Phelps turned slowly over on to his back. His eyes,
half dimmed with morphia, regained, for a moment, a suggestion of their old
twinkle.

'Nice of you to come an' see me, Mr Callaghan,' he said softly. 'I'm glad you
come here. | wanted to say "thank you". They tell me that you been lookin' after
my missus since | 'ad this smash-up. My number's up an' | know it.'

Callaghan looked down the empty hospital ward, dimly lit, the windows
carefully shaded for the black-out.

He said, 'You'll be all right, Ferdie. Just keep your chin up. You'll pull
through.'

'Pull through nothin',' said Ferdie weakly. 'This is the end of me. An' | must
say | never expected to get myself knocked over in a London street by a blinkin'
motorcar. Cuss the bloomin' black-out.’

He coughed weakly. Then he went on, 'Get it orf your chest, Mr Callaghan. |
bet you didn't come around 'ere to ask after my 'ealth.' He grinned again. 'Wot
are you after? A deathbed confession? Maybe you thought I'd be feelin' like
talkin' about somethin’, eh?'

Callaghan said, 'Ferdie, | thought you might know something about that
Amalgamated Jewellers steal. | always had a sneaking idea that Willie the Mug
never pulled that job.'

Ferdie shifted a little. He was still grinning. 'You don't say,' he said. 'Look, Mr
Callaghan, you ain't tryin' to tell me that you're interested in who pulled it or
who didn't, are you? | know wot you're interested in. You're interested in where
the stuff is. | reckon that insurance company you work for would give something
to know where it is. Ain't that it?"

'That's it,' Callaghan agreed.

He lit a cigarette slowly.

There was a pause. Then Phelps said,' 'Ooever it was christened 'im Willie
the Mug knew wot they was talkin' about. 'E was a mug all right, an' 'e's doin'
seven years for somethin' 'e didn't do-see? Willie never pinched that stuff. |
know 'oo done it.'

Callaghan said, 'l always thought Willie didn't do it. He hasn't enough brains.
But | think | know who was behind it. It was Narkat, wasn't it?"

Ferdie looked at the private detective for a moment. Then he said, 'lI'll make
a deal with you, Mr Callaghan. Maybe I'll feel better if | do a bit of talkin'. But
you got to promise me somethin'. You got to promise me that as well as getting
that jewellery back you'll do your best for Willie. You got to get Willie out of
quod.'
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Callaghan nodded. 'l give you my word, Ferdie, I'll do my best."'

Phelps nodded weakly. Then he muttered, 'Narkat was be'ind the whole
thing. Willie the Mug only comes into it becos of that girl of 'is. She was a proper
wrong 'un. She was two-timin' 'im with Narkat all the time an' the poor mug
never knew it.

'Narkat 'ad fixed to get rid of the stuff after it was pinched an 'e'd arranged
for Blooey Stevens to crack the safe. Orl right-well the lay was that Blooey was
to get the stuff an' pass it to Miranda-Willie's girl-'oo was to be waitin' for 'im on
the corner of the street.

'She was goin' to take the attache case along to Narkat an' Narkat was goin'
to get rid of the stuff abroad.

'Stevens got into the Amalgamated Jewellers' place at twelve. 'E 'ad the job
finished at a quarter to one. He passed the attache case to Miranda on the
corner of Green Street an' she started to walk towards Narkat's flat.

'All right. Well, she was nearly there when she sees Viners, a CID man,
‘angin' about outside. She got the wind up proper, | can tell you. She turned
about an' streaked through the alley into Long Acre. Viners went after 'er. 'E
didn't know a thing, but 'e knew 'er an' 'e thought she was actin' suspicious.

'She went to Willie the Mug's place off Long Acre. Willie come down an'
opened the door. She 'anded 'im the attache case, which was locked, an' told 'im
some phoney story about it. She asked 'im to keep it for 'er until next day. Willie
said OK an' off she went. She didn't know Viner's 'ad been watchin' 'er.

'Directly she'd gone, Viners went over an' rang the bell. 'E was goin' to ask
Willie wot was in that attache case. Willie 'ad a look out of the window an' saw it
was Viners. 'E smelt a rat. 'E broke open the case and saw the jewellery inside,
an' the only thing the poor mug thought of was lookin' after Miranda.

'So 'e rushed out to the back an' stuck the case out in the yard underneath a
loose pavin' stone. Then 'e went an' opened the door for Viners.'

Ferdie grinned. 'l reckon you know the rest of the story, Mr Callaghan,' he
said. Callaghan nodded.

'Go on, Ferdie,' he said quietly.

'Well, next day,' said Ferdie, 'they find out about the jewel robbery. Viners
remembers seein' Miranda with the case. They pull 'er in an' they pull Willie in.
An' all Willie is thinkin' of is lookin' after the skirt 'oo 'e thinks is struck on 'im-
Miranda.

'Just so's to keep 'er in the clear 'e says 'e pinched the jewellery, an' that the
case that Viners saw Miranda carryin' was just some laundry she was bringin'
round to 'is place.

'When they ask him where the jewellery is 'e won't say. 'E's afraid to. Becos
if he tells 'em an' they find the case under the pavin' stone in the back yard 'e
knows that Viners will remember it an' they'll pinch Miranda as an accessory.
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'OK. Well, they tell 'im that if 'e says where the jewellery is, 'e'll get off with a
short sentence an' if 'e don't he'll get a seven-year stretch. But 'e prefers to be a
little 'ero an' keep 'is mouth shut, so he gets seven years for somethin' 'e didn't
do, an' Narkat, Miranda an' Blooey are laughin' their 'eads off.’

Ferdie coughed again.

There's only one thing that's worryin' 'em,' he continued. 'An' that is they
don't know where the jewellery is. It's still there, in the attache case under the
pavin' stone at the back of Willie's place in Sellers Alley.'

Callaghan said, 'Thanks, Ferdie. When that jewellery goes back, there'll be a
reward. I'll see your missus gets it.'

The dying man smiled. 'That's OK,' he said weakly. 'But wot about Willie?'

Callaghan got up. He pressed Ferdie's hand.

'Don't worry, Ferdie,' he said. 'I'll look after him. I'll be seein' you.'

'No, you won't,' said Ferdie. 'l got my ticket this time. | got to hand in my
dinner pail. | know. | got second sight.' He grinned feebly at his own joke.
Callaghan went out as the ward sister came in.

CALLAGHAN switched off the office lights, pulled aside the curtains before
the window and stood looking out into the black void beneath him. Streets
which usually twinkled with light were absolutely black.

He began to think about Willie the Mug, Narkat, the big boy-the man who
ran the gang and never took any risks himself-and Miranda. Callaghan thought
he didn't like Miranda very much.

He stood there looking out into the darkness, thinking. Then he began to
smile. He pulled back the curtains, switched on the light, went to his desk and
took up the telephone. He rang his assistant's flat.

'Listen, MacOliver,' he said. 'I'm getting a line on that Amalgamated
Jewellers steal. You remember that feller, Jelks, who used to work for us? Go
round to his place and knock him up. Tell him | want him to do a little job for
me.

'Tell him to wait for me at the works. Then get around and find out where
Blooey Stevens is. He'll be somewhere round the West End. Meet me at Jelks's
place at eleven. You can tell me about Stevens then.'

BLOOEY STEVENS, thickset, overdressed, red faced, was sitting in the corner
of the Blue Horse Club drinking whisky when Callaghan came in. The Blue Horse
Club was an underground dive in the region of Shaftesbury Avenue. Tonight it
was crowded.

Most of the members who, but for the black-out, would have been engaged
in their different questionable occupations, were preparing to stay under cover
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and do a little quiet drinking. They had heard that the police had made very
adequate war arrangements about crooks.

It was eleven-thirty. Callaghan threaded his way between the closely set
tables. He sat down opposite Stevens and lit a cigarette.

'Good evening, Blooey,' he said. '"How are things?'

Stevens looked at Callaghan. His eyes were hard.

'None the better for seeing you,' he said. 'And I'll be glad if you'll go
somewhere else. | don't like private detectives.'

Callaghan smiled. 'Don't you, Blooey?' he said. 'Well, I'd forget that if | were
you. | think you're rather a tough jam."

'Oh yes!' said Stevens.

His voice was insolent. He blew a cloud of cigarette smoke across the table
in Callnghan's face.

'You can't bluff me, Callaghan,' he said aggressively. 'You've got nothing on
me.'

Callaghan smiled amiably.

'Maybe not,' he said. 'But I've got an idea the police soon will have. Did you
read the paper tonight?"

Stevens said, 'No, | didn't, and what's it got to do with you?'

Callaghan put his hand in his overcoat pocket and produced a copy of the
evening paper.

He said, 'You know I've been trying to get a line on that stuff that was stolen
from the Amalgamated Jewellers. Tonight | got the story from Ferdie Phelps. He
was knocked down the other day. He's dying. Well-that was that-but the funny
thing was that when | got back to the office | read this.'

He handed the paper, folded at the stop-press news, across the table.

Stevens read, 'Early this afternoon, taking advantage of the special black-out
arrangements in Maidstone Prison, William James Farrell, commonly known as
Willie the Mug, made his escape from the prison hospital. The authorities
believe he will make for London. Farrell is suffering from chronic bronchitis and
will probably be arrested within the next few hours.'

Stevens's face was ashy pale. He ran a finger between his collar and his neck.

'l don't think it's going to be so good for you, Blooey,' said Callaghan
amiably. 'Willie the Mug's wise to things-how you and Miranda and Narkat let
him in for that Amalgamated Jewellery steal. He knows you did it.

'l should think he'd be in London fairly soon. And | hear he's got a gun. |
wouldn't like to be any one of you three tonight if Willie finds you,' he finished.

Stevens said, 'l don't know what the hell you're talking about.'

'No,' said Callaghan. 'l suppose you'll tell me in a minute that you didn't
crack that safe, that you weren't the feller who handed the attache case to
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Miranda, who planted it on poor old Willie, who took the rap for that cheap
skirt.'

He got up, 'Well, Blooey,' he said, 'l expect you'll get what's coming to you.
Good night.'

He turned on his heel and walked out of the club. Outside in the darkness,
pressed close against the wall, was MacOliver.

Callaghan said, 'He'll be coming out in a minute. It'll be easy for you to tail
him. He'll go straight round to Narkat to warn him and Miranda. Don't lose him.
Directly he gets there, give me a ring on the telephone. I'll be at the office."

Callaghan disappeared in the darkness.

AT TWELVE o'clock Blooey Stevens, gasping a little, walked up the stairs to
Narkat's flat in Charing Cross. He put his finger on the doorbell and kept it there.
Two minutes afterwards the door opened. Narkat stood in the doorway. He was
tall, slim, overdressed. He raised his eyebrows in surprise when he saw Stevens.

'Well, if it isn't Blooey,' he said. 'Fancy you out on a night like this. What's
the trouble?’

'There's plenty of trouble,' said Stevens. 'Willie the Mug's wise to that
Amalgamated frame-up. He's broken out of Maidstone this afternoon.'

They stood looking at each other. After a minute Narkat produced an uneasy
grin.

'Come in,' he said. 'Miranda's inside. We'd better talk this over.'

It was one o'clock. Blooey Stevens, fortified with several large whiskies and
sodas, was feeling distinctly better. Narkat, his nerve recovered, stood in front
of the fireplace. On the other side of the fire, in an armchair, sat Miranda.

'Look,' said Narkat. 'l don't see what we've got to worry about. If Willie's
found out what we've pulled on him, he's not going to be feeling good. But |
don't think he's going as far as murder. | don't think he'd take a chance on that.
After all, seven years is better than a rope. I've got another idea. If he shows up
I'll try it on.'

'What's the idea, boss?' said Blooey.

'I'll buy that stuff off him,' said Narkat with a grin.

'Work it out for yourself. He's got out of prison and he's broke. With all this
war trouble on, if he's got some money, there's a good chance of him getting
away. He knows he's got that jewellery hidden somewhere and he knows we
don't know where it is. I'll do a deal with him.

'If he likes to hand it over, I'll give him a thousand. With that money and a bit
of luck he might make a getaway.'

Stevens said uneasily, 'Do you think he'll want to do a deal?’

Narkat shrugged his shoulders.
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'Well, what else can we do?' he asked. 'We can't go round to the police and
ask for protection, not unless we tell 'em the whole story. Anyway, he hasn't
appeared yet.’

The words were hardly out of his mouth before the telephone rang. Narkat
crossed to the instrument. He stiffened as a hoarse voice came over the wire.

'Good evening, Narkat,' said the voice. 'How d'you do? This is Willie the Mug.
I'd recognise that voice of yours anywhere. Well, what have you got to say?’

Narkat said nothing. He looked at Miranda and Blooey.

'Now you listen to me,' the voice went on. 'l've got out of stir, and I'm going
to stay out, see? And you're going to do what | tell you, Narkat, or I'm going to
get the lot of you.'

'Look, Willie,' said Narkat, 'I'm not unreasonable. Why not let bygones be
bygones? If | can do anything for you, you know I'll do it."'

'Like hell you will,' said Willie the Mug. 'Well, I'll tell you what you're going to
do now. I'm speaking from the callbox just opposite your flat. I've got a gun in
my pocket. If you don't do what | tell you, I'm coming over there to use it. Have
you got any money?"

Narkat winked at Blooey.

'Yes, Willie," he said. 'lI've got a thousand. I'll tell you what I'll do with you. If
you like to let me know where that jewellery is, I'll hand over the thousand and
I'll fix a hide-out for you.'

'All right,' said Willie the Mug. 'You get that thousand an' you come
downstairs an' walk round to my place in Sellers Alley. The door'll be open. An'
remember I'll be just be'ind you. If you try any funny business I'll let you 'ave it.'

He wheezed hoarsely.

'OK, Willie,' said Narkat. 'I'll be there.'

He hung up.

'It's all right,' he said to the others. 'He'll do a deal. We'll get that stuff and
there'll be a sweet profit.'

Narkat stumbled along Sellers Alley in the darkness. He found the door of
Willie the Mug's place open. He went in and stood in the hallway. The door shut
behind him. He could hear Willie the Mug wheezing. Narkat thought he sounded
pretty bad.

He felt himself pushed into the room on the right of the hallway. He stood
there leaning with his back against the wall.

'I've got the dough, Willie," he said. 'Where's the stuff?"

'It's under a pavin' stone at the back,' wheezed the other. 'l'll get it. But |
want to talk to you first. You tell Miranda that one of these fine days I'm going'
to fix 'er. You can tell 'er that!'

Narkat said, 'lt was tough on you, Willie, but what could she do? When
Blooey did the job he handed the stuff to her to bring to me. She saw that flycop
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Viners, an' got the wind up. So she planted it on you. She never thought that
you'd get pinched for it-or that when you did you wouldn't find a way out of it.'

Willie said, 'Shut up an' hand over the money.'

Narkat put his hand out in the darkness with the notes in it.

Suddenly a light went on. Narkat found himself looking at Callaghan. On the
other side of the room, standing by the windows which were shielded by
blankets, stood two more men-they were Flying Squad men.

Callaghan said, 'So you fell for it, Narkat. 'We've got all we want on you
now.'

Narkat muttered a curse.

'So you got at Stevens,' he said. 'I'll fix him for this-one day.'

'No, we didn't,' said Callaghan with a grin. 'l got the story from Ferdie Phelps
tonight. Then | got in touch with a printer who does odd jobs for me. We got
him to print a fake press report in the stop-press column of the evening paper.

'‘Blooey fell for it. | knew he'd come running round to you with the story.
Then all I had to do was to telephone through to you and say | was Willie. You
fell for that too.'

One of the Flying Squad men produced a pair of handcuffs.

'We've got the jewellery,' Callaghan went on. 'But | promised old Ferdie
Phelps that I'd get Willie out. This was the way we did it. By this time they've
picked up Miranda and Blooey.'

He grinned.

'You three are going to have a nice war,' he said. 'Inside!'
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11: The Tiger at Twelve

Collected In: The Adventures of Julia, and other stories,

SOMEBODY once said that Life— with a big L— begins at forty. I've never
believed this for two reasons. First that it rather sounds like someone making
the best of being forty, and secondly because I've always found that life— with a
very big L— begins at parties.

If you think back you'll probably agree with me. I'm sure you'll be able to
remember all sorts of nice— and not-so-nice— things that have happened as a
result of a good or an indifferent party. The reason? Well, | suppose everyone is
putting their best foot forward. The women are being as charming and
delightful, as well dressed, as they know how, and the men— well some men go
to parties to drink cocktails and others go to look at the women. Sometimes
they go for some other reason....

| went to Yvette Sterling's party because her house was on my way out of
town, and also because | wanted particularly to know the quickest route to
Betchworth Park Golf Course. Yvette is a great golfer. She's played every course
in the country and | was certain she'd be able to tell me. | wanted to know
quickly because | felt that | ought not to waste a great deal of time.

It was ten-thirty and darkish when | arrived. And | wasn't able to speak to
Yvette for quite a time. She was surrounded by crowds of admiring friends.
Eventually, when she did see me, she came quickly over to where | was standing
by the service table and positively hissed in my ear.

'My dear,' she said, 'first of all you're looking devastatingly lovely, but the
great thing is that there are two utterly delightful men here whom you must
meet. They're both terribly interesting and have done the most wonderful
things in the war. But one of them— Hugh Delayn— is definitely psychic and
immediately you came into the room he said that he must meet you. Probably
he's already tuned in to your psychic aura or whatever they call it.'

| said: 'Yvette.... | don't particularly want to meet anyone. | want you to tell
me the way to Betchworth Park Golf Course. I...'

'Of course,’ she said. 'That's easy. Fulham Road, Putney Bridge, Kingston By-
Pass to Dorking. First left at the Dorking roundabout and there you are. Now...."

| turned and saw that two young men had joined us. They were very nice-
looking, well-dressed, young men. Their clothes were absolutely right— almost
too right, if you know what | mean. They stood there looking at me with that
rather fatuous expression adopted by men when they're waiting to be
introduced.

Yvette said: 'This is Major Hugh Delayn.... and this is Captain Cleve Stenning.
Mrs. Adela Haynes.'
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The Delayn person looked me right in the eyes. He had a humorous
expression about his mouth but his eyes were not smiling. | thought perhaps
he'd had rather a tough time in the war. He looked like that.

He said: 'Immediately you came into the room, | felt awfully interested in
you. | felt that | knew all sorts of things about you.'

'Oh dear,' | said. 'l do hope they're nice things. Yvette has been telling me
that one of you is psychic. | suppose you're the psychic one?'

Cleve Stenning nodded. 'He really is, Mrs. Haynes,' he said. 'You wouldn't
believe it to look at him, would you? But he definitely is. | know.'

'How terribly interesting,' | said. But | wasn't a bit interested really. I've
never been able to work up any real enthusiasm about psychic young men.

Major Delayn smiled. A rather serious sort of smile. 'There are moments
when it is a rather useful attribute— this psychic business, | mean. This is one of
them. May | have a word in your private ear. | think it's important.'

Yvette laughed. She said: 'He's going to give you the gypsy's warning, my
dear. I'd better run along, otherwise he might tell me something | don't want to
hear about a dark-haired man or something.'

She disappeared into the adjoining room. Captain Stenning went away too,
after murmuring something. Then Major Delayn put his hand under my elbow
and piloted me towards a spot near the door that was fairly quiet and free from
people.

I'm beginning to feel quite scared,' | told him. 'l do hope that you're not
going to tell me something too awful for words.'

| leaned against the wall by the open door. Out of the corner of my eye |
could sec Captain Stenning in the hall. He had taken a novel from one of the
book-shelves and was flipping over the pages. | thought he seemed a rather
lonely sort of person.

Major Delayn dropped his voice. 'l want to convince you that | know what
I'm talking about,' he said. 'Let me tell you a few things about yourself. You are
on your way to Betchworth Park Golf Club Course. When you get there, you will
look for a certain house, the distinguishing marks of which have been given to
you. When you find the house you will hand over a package of documents which
you collected in Whitehall about half an hour ago and take a receipt for them.'

| looked at him in amazement. 'But how do you know this?' | asked.

'How can you know it?"'

He smiled. 'Please don't ask questions,' he said. 'And leave here as soon as
you can. Remember those documents might be vital.'

'‘But they're not,' | protested. 'l was told...."

He sighed. It was almost a sigh of boredom. 'Very often perfectly nice people
like you, Mrs. Haynes, are asked to deliver a package of documents and are told
that they are not important. In fact they might be terribly important— so
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important that you are asked to carry them because you are just about the last
person that an enemy agent would suspect to be a sort of unofficial King's
Messenger. Do you see?’

I nodded. 'l think I do,' | answered. 'But | also think that it's terribly clever of
you to know about it. I've never known any psychic person to be so awfully well
informed.'

| threw another look out of the corner of my eye towards the hall. Captain
Stenning was standing there between the bookshelf and the door. The idea
occurred to me that he might almost be on guard— standing sentry so that no
one should interrupt the téte-a-téte that was in progress between his friend and
me.

Major Delayn produced a gold cigarette case, offered me a cigarette and lit
it. He looked at me through the flame of the lighter. He said very softly: 'Perhaps
I'm not really psychic at all. Perhaps that's just a gag.'

'You mean that you've been detailed to keep an eye on me?' | said. 'So that
there's no possibility of those documents going astray.'

He nodded. 'That is just what | mean,' he said. 'And it's getting late. Don't
you think you ought to be on your way?"

'l do,' | answered. | gave him a very bright smile. 'l should have been on my
way already if it had not been for your psychic act,' | went on. 'l merely came in
here to get the quickest route from Yvette. Now I'll be going. Perhaps one day
we'll meet again.'

He gave me an awfully nice smile. 'I'm sure we shall,' he said. 'Au revoir—
and good luck!'

| said goodbye to Yvette and went downstairs. | was thinking of what Major
Delayn had said. The documents began to seem more important— if not
ominous— every moment.

When | got outside and looked for the car, my heart stood still. It was gone. |
felt quite panic stricken. | asked the hall porter who was standing in the
entrance what had happened to it.

'It's quite all right, Madam,' he said. 'You see there are a lot of cars here and
we can't have the entrance blocked. Some of them have been moved round the
corner. One of the chauffeurs moved them.'

| went round the corner. | breathed a sigh of relief when | saw the Jaguar,
sleek and shining in the light of a street lamp. It was head and bumper on
between two other cars with not an inch to spare.

But | need not have worried. A chauffeur, very trim in a blue uniform, said: 'l
moved your car round, Ma'm. I'm afraid it's rather a tight fit. Would you like me
to get it out?'
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| said I'd be glad if he would. Then | thought that whilst | was waiting | might
as well go back and get a book I'd forgotten— one I'd asked Yvette to lend to
me. | walked quickly round the corner and up the short staircase to Yvette's flat.

The door was open. | went into the hallway and, right in front of me on the
hall table, was the book— Crimson Rambler by Dechats. It was obvious that
Yvette had left it for me.

| picked it up and went downstairs once more. The chauffeur had succeeded
in getting my car out of the line. | gave him half-a-crown, got in and drove off.

| felt vaguely uncomfortable and unhappy. And not only vaguely. The
chauffeur who had moved my car had adjusted the driving seat for his own
convenience. It was too far back for me. | felt angry with him and myself and
everyone else. | pulled the car into the kerb, somewhere in the Fulham road,
switched on the dashboard light and adjusted the seat to its usual position. As |
did so | looked down on to the floor of the car in front of the passenger seat.
The book Crimson Rambler was lying where | had put it, but the front page was
open and there was some writing on it.

| picked up the book and looked at the pencilled note. The handwriting was
not Yvette's, and anyhow, at first glance, the words did not seem to make sense.
Someone had written— 'The Tiger at twelve at twelve'— which, when you come
to think of it, is not a fearfully illuminating message.

| dropped the book on to the floor, re-started the car and drove on. When |
got outside Putney | began to put on pace. | wanted to get this business of
delivering the package over, because for some reason which | could not fathom
it seemed to me that the matter was getting a little out of hand.

On the Kingston By-Pass | began to speed. | watched the speedometer
needle pass the sixty mark and took a look in the driving mirror. Behind me,
maintaining their distance with uncanny precision, were a pair of powerful
headlights. Not an unusual thing, but | didn't like that either. | came to the
conclusion that | didn't like anything very much.

| began to think about Major Delayn and Captain Stenning. If these two
young men had been detailed to look after me, to speed me on my way, then it
seemed fairly obvious to me that Sir Charles must have thought there was good
reason for such a process; that my apparently innocent mission might easily be
dangerous; that he was a little scared about me, which when you come to think
of it really did not make sense.

| took another look in the driving mirror. The headlights were still behind,
about eighty or ninety yards, | thought, and staying there. They made no
attempt to pass.

| began to think about the book Crimson Rambler. It was funny, | thought,
that Yvette had said nothing about it when | was there; that she should have left
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it in the hall on the chance of my picking it up on my way out. But had she left it
in the hall?

A new vista opened up in my mind. | remembered Captain Stenning standing
in the hall with a book in his hand, writing something on the fly' leaf. Supposing,
for the sake of argument, it was he who had written those words, 'The Tiger at
twelve at twelve.' Just supposing....

| leaned over and switched on the dashboard light. | looked at the clock on
the dashboard. Automatically, as | saw the time, which was half-past eleven, |
looked at my wrist-watch to check it. My wrist-watch said eleven twenty-five. |
thought that was funny because my dashboard clock always lost and never
gained. Then | looked down at the floor and saw, on each side of Crimson
Rambler, a tear or cut in the floor-mat.

Then | realised.....

Women aren't supposed to be awfully good at logical deductions. We are
supposed to be intuitive creatures, but | spent the next four or five minutes
indulging in a great deal of logical deduction. Occasionally, during the process, |
glanced in the driving mirror and saw that the headlights were still following me,
still seventy-five to a hundred yards behind.

I'd got to do something. | began to realise that | was in ratter a bad spot. I've
been in bad spots before and usually managed to get out of them, but | didn't
like this one. Not at all. | wondered what | was going to do.

Just then | ran underneath the Dorking railway bridge and started on the
stretch of road that leads to the roundabout. Arrived there | knew that | must
take the left turning to Betchworth Golf Course, and then, half-way up the
straight stretch, my headlights picked up the telephone box. | promptly turned
them off.

| put on the brakes and stopped the Jaguar. | stopped immediately by the
telephone box. | pushed Crimson Rambler under the seat, then got out of the car
and looked behind me. Sure enough, some seventy yards behind, just past the
railway bridge, the headlights that had followed me stood stationary. |
congratulated myself on my promptness in switching off the headlights.

| went into the telephone box and fumbled in my small handbag for two
pennies. It was only when | realised that | had no coppers that | also realised
that | didn't need any. Three minutes afterwards | came out of the call box, got
into the car and started off again. The headlights behind me started too.

But | felt slightly— but only slightly— happier. I'd at least done something
about it.

The roundabout was directly ahead. | swung left on to the Reigate Road.
Two hundred yards down, my headlights picked up a sign 'Betchworth Park Golf
Course'. | swung right up a steep hill. Two minutes' driving found me on the
Course.
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| was on a road that bisected the golf course. A pale moon had come out and
by its light | could see the rolling greens and fairways on each side of the road.
Somewhere ahead, about a mile or so | imagined, was the house | was looking
for.

| slowed down. As | did so the car behind me drew level; and then,
systematically and deliberately, began to edge over, forcing me to drive nearer
and nearer to the ditch on the left-hand side of the dirt road.

| sighed. | thought: Well, my dear, here it is and | hope your luck's in. | cut
the engine, braked to a standstill and sat, my hands resting on the wheel
awaiting whatever fate had in store for me.

The other car— a Bentley— pulled up twenty-five yards ahead. | heard the
door open and shut, and a man got out and came back towards my car. As he
approached | could see that he was smiling. Obviously, | thought, he's awfully
pleased about something or other.

It was Major Delayn. | thought it was going to be Major Delayn. | would have
betted on it.

He said: 'Well.... | hope you've had an interesting drive, Mrs. Haynes. And
now what about those documents?'

| smiled at him very brightly. 'l don't understand,' | said. 'Exactly what do you
mean?'

The smile faded from his face. He looked very grim. Now | could see the high
cheekbones and the tight lips and the cold eyes clearly. | didn't like him at all.

He said: 'l am not Major Delayn and Stenning wasn't Stenning. We are what
you would call enemy agents. We know what those documents are and |
propose to have them. The package was bulky and therefore it is not on your
person. Your coat and skirt fit much too well—' He cast an appreciative eye over
me. 'So the documents are in the car. Where are they? Produce them.'

| said: 'l shall do nothing of the sort.’

He sighed. Then, almost casually, he opened the door of the car, took my
right wrist in his hand and began to twist my arm. | bore it as long as | could and
then yelped with pain.

He said: 'You'd better tell me. Next time I'm really going to hurt you. | shall
make you talk eventually, | promise you.'

| shrugged my shoulders. | was quite furious and my eyes still full of tears
from pain and anger.

'| suppose that eventually | should have to talk,' | said. 'But the documents
are not in the car. | got rid of them.'

'When you stopped by the roundabout?' he asked.

| nodded. 'lIt's no good my trying to be brave,' | said, 'There's a telephone box
at the roundabout. | put the package under the telephone directories on the
little shelf inside."'
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He smiled at me. 'l think you are telling the truth,' he said. He leaned over
and removed the ignition key from the dashboard. 'That's so you can't run
away,' he said. 'lIt will take you quite a time to walk to civilisation and by that
time | shall be far away. Good-night.'

He went back to his car, got in, backed and turned and drove past me. |
looked at my watch. It was seven minutes to twelve and | calculated that it
would take him a good five minutes to drive back to the roundabout, stop at the
telephone box and look for the documents.

| got out of the car, opened the boot at the back, and found the heavy jack. |
went round to the front of the car, opened the bonnet and took a fearful swipe
at the petrol feed. It was a good shot. | smashed the pipe and the petrol began
to dribble out. | put the jack away and closed the boot.

Then | scrambled over the low fence that separated the road from the golf
course and hurried to the nearest green.

The moon was a little brighter now and | could see that this was the
eleventh green and the usual arrow indicated the direction of the twelfth. |
hurried towards the twelfth green keeping in the shadow of some lime trees on
the way. | didn't want to be seen at that moment.

The twelfth green was shaped like a dog's hind leg. The curved part was only
a yard or two from the road that ran through the course in the direction of
Brockham. There was lots of scrub and coppice, and quite a few trees, and | was
able to make my way towards the road without being too obvious. When | got
to that part of the rough that was nearest the road, | stopped and stood behind
a tree, trying to relax and make up my mind about one or two small points that
were worrying me at the moment.

But | had very little time to make up my mind about anything because, at
that moment, | heard the sound of a car; it seemed to be coming from the
opposite direction— from Brockham village. It stopped within six or seven yards
of my tree, on the grass verge. Nothing happened for a moment and then the
door opened and Captain Stenning got out.

He stood for a minute or two looking over the golf course. Then he began to
walk towards the twelfth green, passing within a few feet of me in the process.

| let him get well away from me. | waited until | could see him standing by
the silver beech tree on the side of the twelfth green and then | slipped from
behind my tree and went over to the car. | was there for two or three minutes,
after which | emerged into the open and began to walk without any attempt at
concealment towards the twelfth green.

But if | looked fearfully nonchalant | did not feel it. Candidly, | wasn't feeling
at all brave because it was obvious to me that if Major Delayn— or whatever his
real name was— was dangerous, then Captain Stenning— or whatever his real
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name was— was just as bad medicine. Hill it wasn't any good looking scared
whatever | felt.

The moon was brighter now and as | walked over the well-kept green | could
see the look of amazement that appeared on Captain Stenning's features for a
fleeting moment.

| said brightly: 'Good evening— or is it good morning, Captain Stenning? I've
come to tell you that | don't think Major Delayn will turn up. Do you mind very
much?"

He said sarcastically: 'So you don't think he'll turn up? And why not, dear
Mrs. Haynes?"

'First of all,' | said, taking out my cigarette case and extracting a cigarette
with fingers that were a trifle shaky, 'first of all he did not get your message. The
one you wrote on the front page of Crimson Rambler and left in the hull for him
to see on his way out. You see | went back after you'd gone and picked up the
book. Mind you, | had a certain amount of difficulty in working out what "The
Tiger at twelve at twelve" meant. Then suddenly | got it. It meant "The Jaguar at
twelve o'clock at the twelfth green." | thought it only polite of me to turn up and
tell you that he wouldn't be coming. In fact | doubt If you'll ever see him again—
well, not for some years anyhow.'

A spasm of something not very nice crossed his face. He said in a low voice:
'‘Exactly what do you mean by that?'

| tried to keep my voice steady. | said: 'By this time he's in the hands of the
Dorking Police. You see, when | was on my way down here | realised that | was
being followed. | also realised that having heard me ask Yvette Sterling for the
best route down here, that you had come on ahead after leaving that message
and that Major Delayn was carefully following me down here. Then | conceived
the rather bright idea that you two people might not be what you seemed to be.
So | stopped my car at the telephone box at the Dorking roundabout, left the
documents which you want so badly under the telephone directories, and then
called through to the Dorking Police and asked them to send down at once,
collect the documents and wait for Major Delayn, who was a not-so-nice person,
and take him along to the Police Station and wait until Whitehall sent further
instructions about him. Then | drove on to the golf course, where Major Delayn
caught up with me and twisted my arm until | was forced to tell him where | had
hidden the packet of papers. Naturally | did not tell him that I'd spoken to the
police. So he carefully removed the ignition key from my car and went back to
get the documents. He must have been awfully disappointed when he got there
and found the police waiting for him.'

There was an ominous silence. Then he laughed bitterly. He said: 'It's
amusing that two very old hands at the game like Delayn and me can be made
fools of by a pretty woman. But it can happen. | congratulate you.' He clicked his
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heels and made me a little bow. 'Now I will bid you good night,' he said. 'l do not
feel inclined to fall into the hands of your Dorking Police as well as my friend.'

'l can believe that,' | said cheerfully, 'but don't rely too much on driving away
in that Jaguar of yours. You see, just now, before | came over here, | cut the
petrol feed pipe.'

For a moment after I'd told him this glorious lie— because of course | hadn't
cut the petrol feed pipe of that car; I'd only stood beside the car for a minute or
two to pretend— | thought he was going to strangle me. Then he had the bright
idea which | had prayed would come to him. He said: 'Did you leave the ignition
key in my car?'

'Yes,' | answered. '"Why?"

'You aren't so clever after all,' he said grinning. 'Your car is a Jaguar— the
same model as mine. Delayn took the ignition key away from your car, but the
key from mine will fit it. | shall drive away in your car. | only regret that | have
not more time at my disposal. | would very much like to strangle you.'

He looked as if he meant it too. | was awfully relieved when he went away.

| watched him as he went back to the car, leant inside and took away the
ignition key. | prayed that he would not open the bonnet of the car. | sighed with
relief and happiness when he did not. Then he began to walk quickly along the
road.

| leaned up against the tree for a moment. | thought that life could
sometimes be very funny. | wondered what he would have said if | had told him
that he had driven my Jaguar away from the party; that the packet of
documents was under the driver's seat; that he'd been sitting on them most of
the evening!

| calculated that by this time he would be half-way to the other car. | hurried
round the edge of the green, keeping in the shadows, to my car. | opened the
door, got in, opened the cubby trap in the dash-board and found my spare
ignition key that | always keep there.

Then | got out, pulled up the driving seat and sighed with relief when | saw
the packet of papers where I'd put it. | got back, started up the car and drove
like a fiend down the road towards Brockham. | knew that the house | was
looking for was near Brockham Green— the last house on this road. | imagined
Captain Stenning trying to start up the other car; not being able to; feverishly
examining it to discover what was wrong and then finding out that it was his car
and with a smashed petrol pipe.

| began to feel just a little bit odd. This is the time. | thought, when the
danger is all over, that a woman is entitled to faint. | came to the conclusion that
| was not going to do anything of the sort. But | felt awfully relieved when | saw
the white house with the gables and the red roof and swung the car into the
drive.
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THE people to whom | had to give the documents were very nice, and it was
one o'clock, and after I'd eaten a sandwich and drunk a small glass of whisky and
soda, | thought | might ring up Sir Charles.

He came on the line in a hurry. He said: 'By jove, Adela, you've been having
an evening, haven't you? The police at Dorking came through to me and gave
me your message, after they'd got the so-called Delayn. | sent a couple of men
down at once. Incidentally, they've picked up Stenning too. Apparently they
found him wandering about near the railway station trying to get away. It seems
he hadn't any means of transport. Are you all right? | expect you are, knowing
you. And what happened?"

'It's a long story,' | told him. 'I'll tell you tomorrow when | see you. It might
have been rather nasty except for the fact that Stenning was driving a Jaguar—
exactly the same model as mine— and | stopped at a party to get the quickest
route and someone moved the cars and Stenning got into my car thinking it was
his own and drove down here to meet Delayn who was to follow me down. | do
hope that someone will tell Stenning that he was sitting on the documents all
the time!'

He said: 'You've been pretty good. I'll buy you a new hat tomorrow.'

'You'll buy me half-a-dozen new hats,' | told him. 'l suppose Delayn and
Stenning were Nazis?"

'Of course,' he said. 'Two very clever agents. They've been here for a long
time apparently. Members of the Werewolf organisation. You know, Adela, |
wouldn't have put you on this job if I'd the slightest idea that they were on the
look-out for you.'

'Of course not, Charles,' | answered brightly. 'You'd have put a tough man on
the job, wouldn't you? Someone with brains, I've no doubt. Is that what you
mean?'

He said: 'Er.... No, | didn't mean that at all.'

'You better hadn't mean it,' | murmured. 'Otherwise I'll have to buy a dozen
new hats. Good night, Charles, and no thanks to you that I'm still alive and all in
one piece.'

'You're my best operative, Adela,' he said. 'l don't know what I'd do without
you.'

| said good night and rang off. Then | thought I'd get through to Yvette. Her
parties always go on until the small hours.

When she came on the line | said: 'l took that book Crimson Rambler away
from your hall, Yvette. I'll bring it hack tomorrow.'

She said: 'Don't worry, darling. It's a most uninteresting book— no use to
anyone. By the way, did you find your golf course all right? Whatever did you
want with a golf course at that time of night?"
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'l just wanted to think, sweet,' | said. 'l like wide open spaces.'

She said vaguely: 'Do you, dear? Well, of course you know. Don't you think
that Major Delayn and Captain Stenning were awfully nice people? | wonder
who asked them. / didn't.'

'Maybe they just dropped in on the off-chance of meeting someone they
knew,' | said. 'Perhaps they saw me arrive and slipped in quickly. | think they
were fearfully nice.'

'And so psychic,' said Yvette. 'What did Delayn tell you when he took you
aside at my party?'

‘Nothing much,' | said. 'He said that he thought he was going away for a very
long time."

'How odd,' she said. 'Well.... good night, dearest.’

| hung up the receiver and went outside. The Jaguar was parked just inside
the drive. | got into it, switched on and started for London.

| said: 'Well, Jaguar, I'm awfully glad that you were the tiger at twelve. | don't
know what I'd have done without you.'
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12: The Affair of Mrs. Lotus Leaf
Age, Melbourne, 14 April 1928

IN SPITE of the mist, which, approaching from the direction of the palace, was
slowly enveloping the Green Park in a greeny-grey cloud, and in spite of the
drizzling rain, the face of the Mr. Etienne MacGregor bore that cherubic and
philosophic expression which had so often impressed people with the mistaken
idea that he had nothing to worry about. He sat on a seat immediately facing
the band stand. The park was deserted, except for one or two pedestrians, who,
under the shelter of umbrellas and rain coats, hurried to catch their last trains.
The fact that the seat was rapidly assuming an uncomfortable dampness was
increasingly borne upon Mr. MacGregor as each minute passed. But he sat there
with a faint smile upon his round countenance, looking at the band stand as if
concentration upon that structure would in some mysterious manner solve his
difficulty.

Things were not well with Mr. MacGregor. There was not the slightest doubt
about that. If one had been able to see beneath his tightly-buttoned rain coat
one would have been aware of the fact that his clothes were well cut and well
kept, but an investigation of his well-polished shoes would have informed the
close observer that the sole of the right shoe was becoming less on speaking
terms with the upper at every moment.

Not that he minded being hard up. He had been hard up for most of his 28
years, but there had always been methods of procuring money at difficult
moments. At least there had been one method— his uncle. But the letter which
reposed in his breast pocket had even nullified that source of income.

He drew it out from his pocket and read it for the tenth time, as if one more
perusal might help in the solution of the difficulty. The letter read: —

142 Lincoln's Inn Fields, W.C.

Dear Mr. MacGregor,—

With reference to your application for a further loan from your uncle, we regret to inform
you that this is impossible, owing to the regrettable fact that he died last Tuesday.

We have pleasure in informing you that you are his sole heir, and under his will you inherit
his fortune of about £25,000, but under certain conditions. These conditions are that you
supply us with the answers to thirteen questions.

Those questions will be given to you singly, and the answer must be brought by you to this
office within one week from the time you receive the question.

In the event of your not answering a question within the time stated, the whole of your
inheritance passes to the son of your uncle's partner — Mr. Suan Chi Ledf.

In the meantime, our instructions are to render you no financial assistance whatsoever, as
your uncle was of opinion that this method of leaving you his money would give you some
chance of satisfying what he describes as your "insatiable curiosity," and that if you succeed in
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answering the thirteen questions and remain alive he thought that you would have more than
earned the money.

The first question to which we must request your answer within seven days is:— Who is
Mrs. Lotus Leaf?

We are, dear sir,

your obedient servants,

RUDDER, FOAL and RUDDER, Solicitors.

MacGregor replaced the letter in his pocket and ruminated upon the
hardness of the world, and more especially upon his old curmudgeon of an
uncle. How could he answer questions of this description? The bit at the end,
too, about remaining alive did not sound too hopeful. He realised that there had
been but little love lost between himself and his uncle, and probably the old boy
had taken more than usual care to ensure that the questions should be
practically unanswerable. MacGregor was so engrossed with the proposition
that he failed to observe the odd-looking individual who had seated himself
upon the end of the seat, and who was regarding MacGregor with more than
usual interest.

Etienne got up from the damp seat and commenced to walk in the direction
of Piccadilly. So did the odd-looking stranger. As they approached the park gates
the seedy individual came close to MacGregor and touched his arm.

"Excuse me, sir," he said in a wheezy voice, "but | think that you are in a little
difficulty— a difficulty in which my assistance might be useful. My name is
Gubbs."

Etienne regarded the stranger for a moment, reflecting that his appearance
certainly was not prepossessing.

"Well, Mr. Gubbs," he said, after the scrutiny, "and may | ask how you intend
to help me?"

"Well, Mr. MacGregor," said the man, wheezing more than ever. '"You want
to find Mrs. Lotus Leaf, don't you? And | can tell you just where you will find
her."

"Now, look here," said MacGregor, stopping suddenly; "look here, friend
Gubbs. How do you know that | want to find Mrs. Lotus Leaf?"

The man smiled rather sadly. "It's my business— knowing things, sir," he
said. "You see | used to be one of your uncle's head clerks in China, until | was
dismissed. | know the conditions under which you will, or will not, inherit the
money."

MacGregor thought hard for a moment. When he looked up his smile was
more cherubic than ever.

"What do you expect to get out of this, Mr. Gubbs," he asked.

Gubbs looked pained. "I don't want anything, sir," he said, "nothing at all. |
thought I'd like to do something for my old master's heir, that's all."
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"I see," said MacGregor, quietly. "Just doing it out of kindness, er, friend
Gubbs? Well, that being so, just where is Mrs. Lotus Loaf?"

Gubbs smiled. "You'll find her at the Three Leaves Club; in Slater-street,
Limehouse, Mr. MacGregor. But if you want to see her you'd better go down
right away. She's leaving for Paris tomorrow, but if you go down there at once
you'll find her all right. I'll put you on the right bus. I'm walking down Piccadilly
myself."

In vain did Mr. MacGregor point out to the persistent Gubbs that he knew
the Limehouse bus routes quite well, for that worthy insisted on accompanying
the curious Etienne, and it was only when he was safely ensconced on the front
seat of a Limehouse bus that Mr. Gubbs, with a flourish of his dilapidated hat,
faded away.

It was characteristic of MacGregor that immediately Mr. Gubbs Imd
disappeared he got off the bus with alacrity, and walked quickly to his rooms in
Mortimer-street.

Mrs. Hands, the housekeeper, who opened the door, gazed at him in
astonishment.

"I never expected to see you, Mr. MacGregor," she said. "At least, not so
soon after getting your note!"

MacGregor smiled. "So you got a note from me, did you, Mrs. Hands?" he
said. "Brought, | suppose, about ten minutes ago by a seedy-looking gentleman
by the name of Gubbs. Can | see it?"

Mrs. Hands produced the note and handed it to MacGregor. It was signed
with a very fair imitation of his own signature, and stated that he had been
forced to leave suddenly for Paris; that he might not be back for some time, and
requesting Mrs. Hands to forward his clothes to the cloak room at the Gare St.
Lazare, Paris. MacGregor folded the note and placed it in his pocket.

For some moments after Mrs. Hands returned to her domain in the
basement he stood motionless in the hall, immersed in thought. It was only
when the housekeeper's fourteen-year-old son. Tommy, ascending the
basement stairs, sneezed violently that MacGregor came out of his reverie.

"Hallo, Tommy!" said MacGregor. "Your cold doesn't seem to have
improved."

"It ain't the cold | mind, Mr. MacGregor," said Tommy. "It's the stuff she
gives me for it. It's awful."

His face registered disgust.

MacGregor looked at the boy for a moment. Then his face broke into an
amused grin. "Listen, Tommy, my lad," said he. "l rather think that we are going
to have an adventure together. Incidentally, we are going to make use of that
cold of yours. In some ways | think it constitutes an extraordinary improvement
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on your speaking voice. We will repair to the nearest teashop, and over a dish of
cream buns discuss a blood-curdling plot. Are you game?"

"I'm game," said Tommy darkly. "There ain't been any excitement round
here since the boy next door got run over last June."

It was quite dark when the pair sallied out and made for the nearest Lyons.
Here, over a huge dish of cream cakes which brought joy to the heart of Tommy
Hands, MacGregor unfolded his plot, and fifteen minutes later he hurried off to
catch the Limehouse bus, leaving his accomplice to finish the cream buns and to
reflect on the wonderful adventure which had come his way at last.

IT WAS half-past ten when Etienne found himself in Slater-street,
Limehouse, looking left and right for the entrance to the Three Leaves Club. He
found it eventually, situated in a dirty alley which led off the main street. The
place seemed deserted and dismal, and it was only when he had pushed open
the battered door and descended a flight of stone steps that he was able to hear
the strains of the indifferent jazz band which was one of the "features" of The
Three Leaves Club.

At the bottom of the stairs was a dingy office, and as he approached a bullet
head protruded and asked him his business.

"My name is MacGregor," said Etienne amicably, "and | wish to see Mrs.
Lotus Leaf."

"You just wait a minute," replied the villainous-looking doorkeeper, "an' I'll
see if she'sin."

Mrs. Lotus Leaf was in, and two minutes afterwards Etienne found himself
following the doorman along a stone passage which ran alongside the dance
hall. A glance into the main club room assured Etienne that the Three Leaves
Club was no ordinary health resort. Full-blooded "blue" niggers, rubbed
shoulders with Lascars and Chinamen, and exchanged greetings with the white
scum of Limehouse.

At the end of the passage was a door, and after knocking upon this Etienne's
guide indicated that he might enter. MacGregor pushed open the door, stepped
inside, and stood transfixed.

The room was in absolute contradiction to the rest of the place. The
furniture was antique and valuable, and the carpet on which he stood was of the
finest quality, but it was the woman who sat at the desk facing the door, and
who rose as he entered, who was responsible for Etienne's lack of breath.

She was Chinese— and beautiful. Her skin, unlike the usual Asiatic
complexion, was pale, and her hair, dressed in European fashion, and piled high
on her head, gave her added height. She bowed to Etienne and indicated a
vacant chair which faced the desk. A young man, also Chinese, and dressed, in
the height of fashion, appeared from the end of the room and stood by her side.
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"I am delighted to meet you, Mr. MacGregor," she said softly. "May | present
my son, Mr. Suan Chi Leaf."

Mr. Suan Chi Leaf bowed. Round the corners of his mouth appeared the
ghost of a cynical smile. MacGregor noticed it, and his own smile became more
cherubic. "I am honored to meet you and your son, Mrs. Lotus Leaf — by the
way, isn't that a pretty name—" said MacGregor. Incidentally, | ought to explain
to you that my uncle having died and left me his money, providing that | can
answer certain questions, | am compelled to seek your assistance, the first
qguestion being, 'Who is Mrs. Lotus Leaf?' | shouldn't have known where to start
except for the kindness of a certain Mr. Gubbs."

"Exactly," murmured the woman. "l arranged that 'kindness' on Mr. Gubbs's
part. Your uncle had a peculiar sense of humor, Mr. MacGregor, which both my
son and myself appreciate. As you are aware, in the event of your not answering
the questions within the time stated, the money goes to my son, and | think
your uncle's rather cynical sense of humor was responsible for setting you to
match your wits against us. Unfortunate— for you— that sense of humor, | am
afraid."”

"Really," murmured Etienne. "May | ask why?"

She smiled. "Certainly," she said. "Because, Mr. Mr. MacGregor in an hour's
time you will be dead! You must realise that from our point of view you are
better out of the way. You will not leave this place alive! A note from you has
already been delivered to your housekeeper, who thinks that you have left for
Paris. You will leave for Paris. For my son will take your body across tonight in
our motor launch. Possibly in two or three weeks' time the body of Mr. Etienne
MacGregor will be found floating somewhere on the Seine, and there will be
nothing in the way of my son's inheritance."

She looked at him with a cool smile.

MacGregor yawned— politely— behind his hand.

"You are very beautiful, Mrs. Lotus Leaf, he said; "but, really, | don't think
you are nice to know. Or your jolly old son either! But I'm afraid that this awfully
clever idea of yours isn't coming off. You see, I'm very curious, and | wanted to
why dear old Gubbs was so awfully keen on actually seeing me on to that
Limehouse bus. That's why | got off and went home! | thought that as he knew
so much about me he'd probably know my address, too. | read the note he left,
and then | thought of a bright idea. | thought that you might like to write a note
for me to take to my uncle's lawyers telling them that | know all about Mrs.
Lotus Leaf, and before | came down here | arranged with K Division police
station to ring up here at ten past eleven and ask for me, and unless I'm back at
the police station by eleven-thirty I'm afraid they might come along and kick up
a fuss. So perhaps you'll write that letter. Incidentally, if you've got a few ten
pound notes about the place they'd be awfully useful at the moment!"
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The eyes of Mrs. Lotus Leaf narrowed. She was about to speak when the
telephone beside her rang. She answered the call, and handed the instrument to
Etienne without a word.

"Hallo, inspector,"” he said. "Thanks for phoning. I'll be with you in twenty
minutes. I'm just staying on for a bit to collect a letter and some cash from my
dear old friend Mrs. Lotus Leaf— such a sweet woman! | hope your cold is
better, inspector— you sound quite hoarse! One day when you've time you
must let me introduce you to Mrs. Lotus Leaf and her son. He's a great fellow—
a motor launch enthusiast, | believe. Yes, | very nearly went across to France
with him tonight, but | thought it was a bit too cold! Goodbye, inspector;
goodbye!"

ONE HOUR LATER Mr. Etienne MacGregor expounded the ethics of
arithmetic to Tommy Hands.

"Tommy," said he, "your voicee as the inspector was excellent, thanks to
that cold of yours. It sounded most manful. All of which goes to prove that my
curiosity plus your cold and some brains equals one question answered and fifty
pounds for me and unlimited cream buns for a month for you!"
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13: Dance Without Music
The Sydney Sportsman, Australia, 30 March 1942

AS the express stopped at the mainline station, Callaghan awoke. He sat up,
yawned, lit a cigarette, picked up his bag and stepped out onto the platform.
Over by the refreshment buffet he saw MacOliver. They went into the buffet
together. Callaghan ordered two double, whiskies and sodas.

He said: 'Well, what do you know?'

MacOliver said: 'She's been at home all day. Except for when she went to the
hospital early this evening. Harvin's pretty bad. When | was down there this
afternoon they didn't think he'd pull through. The bullet went through one lung,
then downwards and chipped the spine coming out.'

Callaghan drank his whisky.

'She went home after she left the hospital,' MacOliver went on. 'She didn't
look so good to me. She was at home till eight o'clock. Then she went out. She
went down to a bar— Gregory's Bar, they call it. It's in the tough part of the city.
She's been sitting there ever since looking right in front of her. She ordered a
drink but she hadn't touched it when | left.’

Callaghan nodded absently, then looked at his wrist watch. It was half past
ten.

'What do the police say about it?' he asked.

MacOliver shrugged. 'l spoke to the D.D.I. at the Central Police Station. They
haven't got any ideas at all. They knew that Harvin had a record. They picked a
fellow up this morning— Malinkel, of 22 Castle Street— and took him down for
questioning. They had to let him go. He'd got an alibi.

'The police surgeon says Harvin was shot some time between twelve and
twelve-thirty last night. That cleared this fellow. He was dancing at the dance
place here until after one o'clock.’

Callaghan stubbed out his cigarette and lit another.

'All right,' he said. 'You take my bag and leave it at the County Hotel. Wait
for me there.'

CALLAGHAN stood outside the station waiting for a taxi. A thin drizzle of rain
had started. He thought that all the provincial cities had the same dreary look on
a dark, wet night. When the taxi came, he told the driver to take him to
Gregory's Bar.

The woman was sitting alone at a table at the end of the long, low-ceilinged
bar. The smoke- and chatter-filled place was crowded, but there was no one at
her table. The reason, was obvious. She was sitting staring straight in front of
her. She looked like death. By her elbow was an untouched glass of whisky and
soda.

93



Callaghan paused to light another cigarette. Then he walked to the table. He
sat down opposite the woman. She looked at him with blank eyes that seemed
to look right through his thin face.

He said:— 'Take it easy, Mrs. Harvin. You must be feeling pretty bad, but
you'll have to pull yourself together some time, you know. Maybe things aren't
going to be so bad. Maybe he'll recover.'

She said dully: '"He won't recover. | telephoned the hospital five minutes ago.
He's dead. And | killed him.'

Callaghan's face softened into a sympathetic grin.

'You drink that whisky," he said, 'and don't say things like that. You know you
didn't kill him."

'l did,' she said. 'l killed him because | was the woman who made him go
straight. Ever since he's been married to me he's been straight. He was a crook
when | met him, and if | hadn't turned him into an honest man he'd be alive
now. He was shot because he was straight. So | killed him."

Callaghan picked up the glass of whisky at her elbow and held it in front of
her.

'Drink that,' he said. 'If you were as keen on him as all that you've got to help
find the man who murdered him. You won't help by talking nonsense. Drink it.'

She drank some of the whisky. He saw a little colour come back to her face.
He took out a cigarette, put it in her fingers, held his lighter in front of her face
so that she had to light the cigarette. He saw that she was trying to pull herself
together.

'Who are you?' she asked. 'And what do you want?'

Callaghan dropped his voice to a soothing note.

'My name's Callaghan. I'm investigating the robbery last night for the
insurance company concerned. My job is to find that missing jewellery. That part
of it doesn't interest you, | know, but this ought to.

'If | can find that jewellery it's a certainty that in the process I'll find the man
who's killed your husband. Because I'm a private investigator | can do all sorts of
things, take all sorts of chances that the police daren't take. They're tied by
regulations— I'm not.'

He leaned across, the table.

'Mrs. Harvin,' he said. 'What about giving me a hand in finding, the man who
killed Jim?'

'What's the good?' she said bitterly. 'l know who killed him. I've told them.
They won't believe me because he's been clever enough to fix himself a first-
class alibi. He's a specialist at alibis. Jim always said that.'

'Let's break that alibi down; said Callaghan persuasively. 'Let's work this
thing out together. Tell me the whole story— even the part the police wouldn't
believe. It's not going to hurt you to talk to me.'
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She pushed the empty glass away. Callaghan saw that her fingers had
stopped trembling. He lit a cigarette and listened.

'I married Jim a year ago,' she said, 'l knew all about him. | knew he'd been a
crook. | knew he was the best safe-cracker in this country. But | knew | could get
him to go straight. He did. | got him to come and live here because people knew
me in this city.

'Nine months ago | got him a job as a packer in Cringall's Store. My father
knew Cringall when the store was just a little shop. | told old Cringall all about
Jim. He said he'd take a chance on him, and he's never regretted it.

'Four months ago, they made Jim night watchman. I'll never forget how
pleased he was. He knew they trusted him. We were so happy that | began to
feel it couldn't last. | was right: it hasn't.' She swallowed a sob.

‘Three weeks ago Jim came home and told me he'd seen Willie Malinkel in
the town. That Malinkel had talked to him. Malinkel was Jim's partner in the old
days. He's one of the smartest crooks in the country. Jim said he was clever and
tricky and wonderful at getting out of tough spots, that he had a way with
women and made good— or bad— use of it.

'While Jim was talking, | felt a sort of shudder go through me.. | had the
feeling that Malinkel had discovered about Jim's new job, and he was going to
try to get Jim in on something. Well, | was right.

'Cringall's Store is a big place. It forms an island of its own at the end of
Market Street. Every night about twelve o'clock | used to go down there and ring
the bell at the packing department staff entrance on the Albert Street side.

'Jim used to come down, look through the iron grille in the door to see if it
were me. Then he'd open the door and I'd give him his can of hot coffee and a
packet of fresh sandwiches. Then we'd talk for a few minutes and I'd go back
home.

'Yesterday night, at half-past eleven, somebody telephoned me at home. It
was a man. | didn't recognise the voice. He said he was telephoning for Jim, that
| wasn't to come down as usual with the coffee and stuff because it was so
foggy. He said Jim was working on the other side of the store and couldn't
telephone himself.

'That was a lie. The police have questioned everybody at the store and
nobody knew anything about that phone call. It was done to stop me going
there. That was the time they'd planned to break in.

‘This morning they found Jim lying at the end of the passage leading to the
staff entrance door on the Albert Street side. He was dying. He never recovered
consciousness. So they learned nothing from him. The main safe in the jewellery
department had been opened and cleaned out by an expert. Only the valuable
staff had been taken.
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'l told the police about Malinkel. They knew his record. They picked him up
this morning. He had a cast iron alibi. He'd been at Rosemount Dance Hall, and
didn't leave there until after one o'clock. They had an extension last night until
two.

'The girl, the dance hostess— they have taxi-dancers down there, you know,
sixpence a time— who danced with him from eleven forty-five until one fifteen,
told the police that, and they let him go. She's a girl of good character. They had
to believe her. So they let him go. But | know he did it. | know he did it!

'What is the girl's name?' asked Callaghan

'Rosa Tremley,' said the woman. 'She's a nice girl. But that doesn't mean
anything. Jim told me that Malinkel always went for nice girls. They were the
sort of girls he liked. He had a way with him and they liked him.'

Callaghan nodded.

From the bar came a raucous voice: 'Time, gentlemen, please!'

He got up. 'This is where you go home,' he said. 'When you get there take
yourself a cup of tea and keep your chin up.'

FILBY, the manager of the Rosemount Dance Hall at the end of Rennet
Street, looked across his desk at Callaghan.

'The girls telling the truth, Mr. Callaghan,' he said. 'l believe her. She's one of
the best girls we've ever had here. She's been here four months. Even if this
Malinkel has got a police record, that don't make him a murderer, does it?
Malinkel came in last night somewhere about half past eleven. He bought a strip
of twenty dance-tickets and danced with Rosa all the time. She'd never met him
before, so why should she tell a lie?

‘Last night when we closed down at two o'clock, she handed in the twenty
tickets— here they are— and | credited her with the money— ten bob. Malinkel
had gone about a quarter past one and she hadn't danced with anybody else.’

Callaghan said: 'You've got a hostesses' room on the main floor. On the
Albert Street side. There's a big double window in that room. Malinkel and the
girl could have gone in there; and he could have got through the window, done
the job and come back the same way. She could have waited for him and gone
back on the dance floor with him. You say the place was crowded last night.
They'd never have been missed.'

Filby shook his head.

'No,' he said. 'We've got twenty hostesses— all taxi-dancers— here. They're
in an' out of that room the whole evenin'. Powderin' their noses and fixin' their
make-up. The light used to be on in that room the whole time. That's why | put
that notice up that you saw sayin' that any girl who didn't turn it off when she
went out of the room would be sacked.

96



'From this office window | can look at the fanlight of the hostesses' room
without movin' from this desk, an' last night it was going on and off the whole
time— that was girls going in and out. Malinkel could never have taken a chance
of getting out of that window and coming back through it. It's not possible.'

Callaghan nodded. He sat smoking silently, twisting the strip of twenty dance
tickets that Rosa Tremley had turned in the night before between his fingers.
After a while he got up. He threw the tickets on to Filby's desk.

'Thanks, Filby,' he said. 'ls Rosa Tremley here tonight?'

'Yes,' the manager answered. 'She'll be here till we close at twelve-thirty.
You talk to her if you want to. She's a nice kid.'

Callaghan put on his hat.

'Is the band playing tonight the same as the one that was playing here last
night?'

'No,' said Filby. 'Last night was an extension night. We had a special band,
new decorations, new numbers, the mayor giving prizes away, everything right
smack up to date. Last night we had Ferdy Marriner's Band here all evening.'

'Thanks,' said Callaghan. He drew in a lungful, of smoke and sent it out again
slowly through one nostril. Then he put his hands into his overcoat pockets and
went out.

CALLAGHAN walked down to Albert Street and stood before the door with
the iron grille— the packing department staff door. He stood there for quite a
while looking at the pavement in front of the door. Then he turned and began to
walk back along Albert Street, hoping that he would find a passage somewhere
leading from Albert Street to Rennet Street.

He was lucky. He found one. The passage started at the east end of Albert
Street and ran through into the south end of Rennet Street. Thirty yards from
the end of the dark passage, across the street, not three feet from the ground
was the window of the Rosemount Dance Hall hostesses' room.

Callaghan stood watching the electric light go on and off periodically as the
dancing girls entered and left the room. After a while he walked to the front
entrance of the Rosemount Dance Hall.

Callaghan bought five sixpenny dance tickets at the glass box at the end of
the dance floor. Then he walked over to the 'pen' where the dancing partners
sat. He said to a fair-haired girl in a neat black frock:

'Are you Rosa Tremley?'.

She nodded. He handed her the tickets. She got up smilingly.

Callaghan said: "We'll sit this dance out. Come and have some coffee.’

She nodded, still smiling prettily. They went over to one of the wicker tables
and sat dawn. Callaghan ordered the coffee.

'Do you do much dancing?' she asked.
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'Callaghan grinned. 'Very little; if ever 1 do I'll get you to teach me.'

Then he leaned over the table towards the girl and said grimly:

'You listen to me Rosa. You're being the worst sort of fool. That alibi you're
putting up for Malinkel's is false as hell and you know it!'

She tossed her head.

'What's it got to do with you? If my evidence is good enough for the police
it's good enough for anybody. You've got your nerve.'

'All right,' said Callaghan, 'if you've been telling the truth, you
tell me something. There was a new band here last night— Ferdy Marriner's
Band.'

'I've been talking to Marriner,' he lied glibly, 'and he tells me that last night
between twelve and twelve-thirty he played four new numbers. They've never
been played here before. They put a card up in the frame on the band platform
with the song titles on it. You tell me the names of those four numbers, or any
one of them!'

She looked at him quickly. He saw the sag of her jaw before she recovered
herself.

'You mind your own damn business,' she said. 'You leave me alone!'

She walked over to the hostesses' room, slammed the door behind her.
Callaghan grinned. He went to the cloakroom and got his hat and coat. Outside
the Rosemount he hailed a taxi.

He drove to the County Hotel and picked up MacOliver, then to 22 Castle
Street. Malinkel opened the door. A cigarette was hanging out of the corner of
his mouth. He was grinning.

'More coppers?' he queried.

Callaghan pushed the door open and stepped into the passage. Malinkel's
sitting-room door was open.

'Get inside,’ said Callaghan. 'l want to talk to you.'

Malinkel shrugged and stepped into the room. He flopped in an armchair.

'l s'pose you've got a right to be here,' he said easily. 'Got your warrant cards
with you?"

Callaghan said: 'I'm an investigator for the Climax and General Insurance. I'm
going to take you in for murder. You killed Harvin. And it's no good bluffing,
because Rosa Tremley's talked— at last. You forgot something. Marriner put
some new dance numbers on last night between twelve and twelve-thirty and
she didn't even know it. She saw the game was up and talked. It's over,
Malinkel.'

'You don't say!' said Malinkel, leaning back in the chair and sucking at his
cigarette stub. 'And what did Rosa tell you?' He was still grinning.

'She told me this: Four months ago you heard that Harvin had been made
night watchman at Cringall's Store. So you sent Rosa along to get that job as
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dance hostess at the Rosemount and get herself a reputation for being a nice
girl. That was in case of accidents.

'In case Jim Harvin didn't accept your proposition, you came over here and
saw him and tried to get him to come in with you on the Cringall Store job. He
wouldn't. He was going straight. But he didn't tell his wife about the proposition.
He thought it would worry her. Then you thought you'd play it another way.

'Last night you telephoned through to Mrs. Harvin. You said you were an
employee at the store speaking for Jim, that she wasn't to go down with his
coffee and sandwiches because it was foggy. She fell for that.

'Just before twelve last night you and Rosa slipped into the hostesses' room.
You locked yourself in the lavatory while she got the window open and slipped
into her street coat. She put the strip of 20 tickets you'd given her into her coat
pocket. Then she dropped out of the window.

'You waited your chance and dropped out after her, closing the window
behind you.

'You had to have her with you because you knew that Jim Harvin would be
expecting his wife at twelve o'clock as usual, and if he saw a woman through the
grille— he would only see her indistinctly to the fog— he'd open the door. He'd
think it was his wife. That's how you got in.

'Harvin got tough with you and said he'd hand you over, so you shot him.

'Meanwhile Rosa had gone back to the end of the passage into Bennett
Street, waited until you joined her there. Nobody was going to miss either of
you. The dance girls were too busy and the place was crowded.

'You both waited at the end of that passage until the mayor arrived to give
the prizes, and you knew when that was. That was the time when the light in the
hostesses room went out because all the hostesses would be on the dance floor
watching the prize-giving. Then you both got through the window and slipped
back on the dance floor.

Malinkel said nothing.

Callaghan went on:—

'It was too bad that when Rosa turned her tickets in last night there was one
short. Filby told me tonight that you bought twenty tickets. She only turned in
nineteen. He credited her with nine and sixpence instead of ten shillings. She
said she'd lost the other ticket.

'And it was too bad that she had to drop that ticket outside the packing staff
department door when she was standing there waiting for Jim to look through
and think it was his wife in the street. | found the ticket down there tonight,
caught in a crevice in the pavement. Here it is.'

Callaghan pulled the ticket out of his pocket. He held it so Malinkel could see
the date on it. The date was the day before.
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'When | showed that ticket to Rosa,' said Callaghan with a grin, 'that clinched
things. She's making a statement to save her own skin. She's at the Central
Station now. You'd better put your coat on, Malinkel."

Malinkel shrugged. His face was grey.

'It's a fair cop,’ he said thickly. 'It looks like my number's up, don't it? Oh,
well, it mighta come off. Come on, let's get goin'. Let's get it over with.'

IT was three in the morning and still raining. The London train was just about
to leave. Callaghan leaned out of the carriage window and lit a cigarette. He
yawned.

MacOliver, on the platform, said: 'That was a hell of a quick job, Slim. It was
a bit of luck your finding that dance ticket. He'd never have confessed if you
hadn't got that.'

'l never found it. | tore if off the strip when | was talking to Filby in his office.
Good-night!'

MacOliver stood looking after the train as it steamed out.

'Well, I'll be damned,' he said.
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14: The Diamond Scarab
Sunday Times, W. Aust., 28 April 1929

"IT'S a very nice flat you've got here. Mr. MacTavish," said Chief Detective
Inspector McCarthy, settling himself comfortably in his armchair and lighting
one of Alonzo's Coronas. "It must take a lot of money to keep a place like this
going."

"It does," replied Alonzo, smilingly. "But you didn't come here to tell me
that, did you, Chief?"

McCarthy grinned. "Candidly, | didn't," he replied. "And I'll tell you, very
briefly, why | am here." He leaned forward and regarded MacTavish quizzically.

"As you know. Mr. MacTavish," McCarthy went on, "there have been during
the past eighteen months, no less than six mysterious robberies In each case the
article stolen was of great intrinsic value, and in several cases of great historic
value as well, as, for instance, in the case of the Rodney Diadem. Well, the
strange thing about these six particular thefts is this: in each case we have been
unable to trace the thief, and also, in each case, after a fairly large reward bas
been offered, you have come forward, and, acting on information supplied by
you, we have recovered the stolen property!"

"Well?" queried Alonzo, still smiling.

McCarthy grinned. "Look here. Mr. MacTavish," he said, "let's not beat
about the bush. I've got my own opinion, and | think that you know what it is.
We've never been able to get our hands on you. You've always been too clever
for us. and you've been too clever, too, to dispose of the stuff that you've stolen
through the usual cheap channels. Oh, no, you just wait until the reward is big
enough! My own candid opinion is that your brain and your organisation was
behind every one of those theft?."

"Really, now. Chief," said Alonzo, laughing. "What do | say now?"

"Knowing you, | know that you say nothing, said McCarthy. "One of these
fine days, Mac, you're going to make a slip, and then I'm going to be on you like
a ton of bricks. | keep a little private notebook in my office at the Yard, and that
book is full of unexplained mysteries, behind which, in my mind, lurks the rather
clever personality of Alonzo MacTavish. You've given the police of Europe a jolly
good run, and | think it's time that they had a bit of their own back. However, I'll
get down to brass tacks, and tell you the real reason for my presence here
today. Briefly the situation is this. On the day after tomorrow, Cartier's head
assistant Crallard, is coming over from Dieppe. He is bringing with him a carved
Chinese box, and in that box is the world famous scarab belonging to the
Maharajah of Tipoore, which he is presenting to the Egyptian Society. Now it
occurred to me that that diamond scarab is just the sort of thing that would
interest the gentleman who has been responsible for the other six thefts, just
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the sort of thing that he'd like to get his hands on, and | suppose a few weeks
after its disappearance we should have Mr. Alonzo MacTavish coming forward
and claiming the reward and telling us where it could be found."

The Chief Inspector looked straight at Alonzo and grinned. "Well, Mac," be
went on, "my advice to you is this. Keep away from that diamond scarab.
Directly Crallard gets his foot on the boat at Dieppe, that scarab comes under
my charge. Two of my smartest men will never leave Crallard for one moment
until that jewel is in the Egyptian Society's safe-keeping. Forewarned is
forearmed; just keep away from that scarab, Mac."

The CID. man rose and picked up his hat.

"Chief," said Alonzo, rising, his usual charming smile illuminating his
countenance, "l think that this is awfully nice of you. But why you should think
the scarab interests me, | don't know. | suppose though, that if it disappeared,
there would be a fairly large reward offered, wouldn't there? However, Chief,
thank you very much for calling, I've been delighted to see you. Come in any
time you're passing, won't you?"

After McCarthy had gone, Alonzo sat deep in thought for half an hour. Then
be rose and pressed the bell. In a few moments Lon Ferrers, who when
otherwise disengaged, posed as Alonzo's man, entered.

"Listen, Lon," said MacTavish. "The day after tomorrow, Crallard, Cartier's,
the French jewellers' chief assistant, is coming over here via Dieppe, bringing
with him the diamond scarab, you, know, the Tipoone jewel. Get into touch at
once with our man in Paris, by telephone, and tell him to send us immediately a
perfect drawing of the box in which the scarab is kept— it's a Chinese casket I'm
told. If he gets on with it at once we should have the drawing by midday
tomorrow. Directly it arrives ring up Blooey Stevens and tell him | want him to
do a job for me. | shall leave for Dieppe probably tomorrow night, and you might
look out a suitable set of false whiskers for me. I'm coming back on the same
boat as this Crallard fellow."

"I thought you'd be after the diamond scarab, Mac," said Lon Ferrers."Be
careful, though. They'll take care of it."

"I know," laughed Alonzo. "McCarthy was here to warn me to keep off it.
Apparently they know who's been responsible for the last six jobs. I've got to be
careful Lon, but with a little luck, well pull it off."

ON THURSDAY afternoon Crallard, bearing the casket containing the
Diamond Scarab in a waterproof case beneath his arm, accompanied by two
burley CID men, made his way across the gangway of the Mail Packet Dieppe,
bound for Newhaven. Evidently McCarthy had told the detectives that they
were to take no chances for, once aboard the boat, they made their way to the
private deck cabin which had been reserved.
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Alonzo, wearing a small fair moustache, and looking like a tourist in a rather
loud suit of plus fours, quietly noticed the progress of the little party, and,
having seen them ensconced in their cabin, procured a deck chair and prepared
to while away an hour or so, with the aid of a newspaper.

He remained engrossed in the news for about an hour and a half, then,
under cover of the newspaper, he produced from his breast pocket a small tube
about the size of a tube of toothpaste. To this he fitted a small length of thin
rubber tubing to which was attached an air bulb. Then he rose from his chair
and walked casually in the direction of the cabin in which the party guarding the
Diamond Scarab were travelling.

The wind had become fresh, and a slightly heavy sea was running. Alonzo
was glad to note that the deck was fairly deserted. Standing with his back
against the door of the cabin, he cautiously inserted the nozzle of the rubber
tube through the keyhole, then puffing at his cigar, and holding the newspaper
before him in his left hand, he commenced to press the air bulb until the tube in
his right hand was empty. After which, with a glance round which showed him
that be had been unobserved, he quietly made his way back to his chair and sat
down.

He remained Interested in his paper for another half-hour, then he strolled
below, and securing his suit case, opened it, and took from within a package. He
made his way quickly back to the deck, his package under his arm. A quick
glance up and down the deck told him that the moment had arrived, and
inserting a master key In the Crallard cabin door, he pushed it open, slipped
quietly inside and closed and locked the door after him.

Once inside. Alonzo acted quickly.

First of all he, donned a small gas mask which he took from his breast
pocket. The inside of the cabin was hazy, and there was a distinct smell of
chloroform about the place. Crallard and the two detectives lay, in different
attitudes, just where the chloroform gas which Alonzo had pumped through the
keyhole, and caught them.

He unwrapped his package and placed the contents on the table. It was a
Chinese casket, exactly the same as the one in which the Diamond Scarab lay.

Alonzo worked quickly, and five minutes afterwards his task was completed.
This done, he opened the air shutter in the cabin wall and napping vigorously
with his newspaper, succeeded in dispelling most of the heavy fumes which
hung about the place. This job concluded to his satisfaction, he slipped quietly
from the cabin, made his way back to his deck chair, after dropping a small
parcel into the sea, and went to sleep.

THE DIEPPE was already in sight of the Newhaven cliffs when Mr. Crallard,
feeling very heavy about the eyes, awakened. He sat up, looking around the
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cabin, and rubbing his eyes. Then he saw the two recumbent figures of the CID.
men as they lay across the table, breathing heavily.

"Mon Dieu!" almost screamed Mr. Crallard, "Ze diamond... it 'as been stole!"
He shook the two sleeping figures frenziedly, until they, too, were awake.

"Someone 'as been in the cabin." exclaimed Crallard. "My friends, we 'ave
been drugged. Ze diamond...!"

"What about the diamond?" asked one of the detectives. "Have you looked
in the casket?"

Crallard undid the waterproof case which covered the casket, unlocked and
opened the casket and looked within. Then an exclamation of amazement broke
from his lips.

"Ze diamond is 'ere!" he exclaimed, excitedly. "It is not stole... Thank
Heaven... it is all right!'

One of the detectives looked over Crallard's shoulder. There was no doubt
about it. The Diamond Scarab lay in the middle of the velvet pad, untouched.

"It's funny," said the other C.LD. man, "all of us going off like that. Still, it
might have been the sea air. It does funny things to you sometimes, especially If
you're not used to it"

Crallard looked dubious. "I do not like eet," he said. "This MacTavish— this
master robber of yours.... | 'ave been warned against 'im."

"Well you haven't much to worry about Mr. Crallard," said the detective.
"There's the diamond all right in front of your nose! What have you got to worry
about? Don't let's find any trouble until it happens."

Half an hour afterwards Crallard felt more secure, for his little party were
met on the Newhaven Pier by four more stalwarts from the Yard. It was obvious
that Chief Inspector McCarthy was taking no chances. At the same time, had the
Frenchman seen the quiet smile which illuminated the countenance of Mr.
Alonzo MacTavish as he watched the party of seven making for the London
train, he would, possibly, not have for quite so much at peace with the world.

AT TWELVE o'clock that night, Chief Inspector McCarthy's telephone bell
rang. He went to the instrument, and was surprised to hear the cheerful voice of
Mr. Alonzo MacTavish.

"Is that you. Chief." said Alonzo. "I'm terrible sorry to hear about the
Diamond Scarab!"

"What the devil do you mean, MacTavish?" said the police officer.

"What do | mean?" repeated Alonso in surprise. "Well, | hear that the scarab
bas been stolen, that's all! Incidentally, | was going to suggest that if the reward
is big enough | might give you a hand in recovering the jewel!"
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"Now look here, MacTavish," said the astounded police officer, "I've had two
of my best men watching that casket ever since it arrived in London, and they're
watching it now. The jewel is there all right!"

"Is it?" said Alonzo cheerfully. "Well, I'm prepared to bet you a five pound
note that it isn't. I've information that the jewel has been stolen. Incidentally
I've got an excellent idea where the Diamond Scarab is at the present moment.
Look here, If you don't believe me, get into a taxicab and meet me round at the
Egyptian Society headquarters, where the jewel was taken on arrival. You'll find
that it's gone."

"Very well," spluttered McCarthy, "but | tell you, MacTavish, that its
impossible that the scarab has been stolen. Still, I'll meet you round there." He
rang off.

Half an hour later, Alonzo, McCarthy, two C.I.D. men, and the president of
the Egyptian Society, who had been summoned by telephone stood round the
table on which the casket stood McCarthy took the key and rather red in the
face opened the casket. The others crowded round, amazement written on their
faces, except in the case of Alonzo, who grinned cheerfully. The casket was
empty! The Diamond Scarab was gone!

McCarthy stifled an exclamation.

"Well, that beats me," he said "Who's got it, MacTavish?"

Alonzo grinned. "l can't say for certain," he answered. "But | think | know.
The point is that if you want that scarab back you'll have to be pretty quick
about offering a reward otherwise it will probably be out of the country by
tomorrow morning."

McCarthy looked at the president.

"We can offer a reward of fire thousand pounds," said the latter. "It is
absolutely necessary that we recover the scarab. Do you think that will be
sufficient. Chief Inspector?"

McCarthy, red in the face, scowled at Alonzo.

"I think it's too much," he muttered. "Still, | suppose it's got to be paid.
Where's that scarab, MacTavish?"

Alonso smiled. "I don't think we ought to be in a burry." he said, "Lets leave
it like this. I'm fairly certain that | can produce that stone when the reward is
paid over. So if you'll hand me the five thousand tomorrow morning, | give you
my word that I'll produce the stone within ten minutes of receiving the money.
Will that do?"

"Very well," said McCarthy. "In the meantime, I'm going to keep this casket.
There may be some finger prints on it. It'll go hard with the thief if | get my
fingers on him." He glowered at Alonzo.

Alonzo smiled cheerfully. "All right," he said. "Let's meet here tomorrow
morning. Good night, gentlemen."
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AT ELEVEN o'clock on the following morning the party met in the private
office of the president of the Egyptian Society. McCarthy had found no trace of
fingerprints on the casket, and was more nonplussed than ever.

Rather dubiously, the president produced a packet of bank notes and laid
them on the table.

"There's just one point, Mr. MacTavish," he said. "How do | know when |
hand you this money that you will actually be able to produce the scarab. Once
you leave this room, we have absolutely no guarantee.

"Quite," said Alonzo cheerfully, "but you see | do not intend to leave this
room." He reached out, took the packet of banknotes, counted them, and
placed them in his breast pocket Then he sat down and taking out his cigarette
case, selected and lit a cigarette.

"Well, said McCarthy impatiently. "Who's got that scarab, MacTavish?"

Alonzo looked up with a smile. "You have!" he said quietly.

"What the devil do you mean?" spluttered the angry detective.

"Look in the casket," said Alonzo, still grinning.

McCarthy took the key, opened the casket, and gasped. There, on its black
velvet setting, lay the Diamond Scarab, its brilliant facets twinkling in the
morning sunlight.

Alonzo put on his hat. "Well, gentlemen." he said, "thanks for the reward.
Possibly I'll see you later, Chief. Good morning, all!"

He sauntered out.

What Mr. McCarthy said is not printable.

IT WAS late that evening when Chief Inspector McCarthy rang the bell of
Alonzo's flat. Lon Ferrers, looking thoroughly staid, and without the shadow of a
smile on his grave countenance, led McCarthy to Alonzo's sitting room.

McCarthy accepted the cigar which MacTavish offered. Then, he sat back in
his armchair and looked straight at Alonzo, who sat smiling at him.

"Well," said McCarthy, "how was it done?"

Alonzo lit a cigarette. "They tell me that it was done like this," he said. "The
people who planned this job had someone on the boat who shot a little sleeping
gas through the keyhole of the cabin door where the scarab was being carefully
guarded. Crallard and your two men went off to sleep. Then, someone forced
the door, entered, and"— Alonzo paused and grinned— "simply substituted a
casket for the one containing the jewel, carefully placing the jewel in the new
casket. When Crallard and the two C.I.D. men awoke, they immediately looked
into the casket to see if the jewel was safe, and finding that it was, they did not
worry further.
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"Had they examined the casket carefully, they would have discovered that it
had a false bottom worked by a time watch mechanism, and eight hours
afterwards, the bottom simply turned over. Of course the casket appeared
empty. Twelve hours after that the mechanism worked again, and the scarab
reappeared, but in the meantime the jewel had been missed and the reward, so
generously paid to me, had been offered. | was paid for telling you where the
scarab was, and | did so. | told you it was in the casket— and it was! Have
another cigar, Chief?"

McCarthy rose to his feet. His face was a study. Then his sense of humour
got the better of him, and he roared with laughter.

"One of these fine days Mac," he said, "you'll go a little bit too far, and then
I'll get you— as sure as Fate!"

Alonzo smiled. "Possibly, Chief," he said. "But you'll have to get up a lot
earlier in the morning. Going? Good night. I'm off to Monte Carlo tomorrow to
spend a little of that five thousand. When | come back, I'll be glad to see you
again. Cheerio, Chief!"
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15: The Rope
The Wireless Weekly 28 June 1939

AT FIRST he had simply played with the idea. Like everyone else, he read dozens
of thrillers and police stories of murderers who'd got away with it or nearly got
away with it, and it seemed to him that the discovery and arrest of these
murderers was, in most cases, due to their own carelessness in their modus
operandi. He thought too that murderers were always in too much of a hurry
and rather vague in planning their murder. They missed some essential point or
they were careless in the execution of the deed.

Getlin made up his mind that he would take lots of time over his murder. He
knew just how he was going to do it.

GETLIN and Varne had been friends for years. Everybody in the small
provincial town in which they lived believed that the friendship was of the David
and Jonathan type. People believed that Getlin had spent the last three or four
years trying to get Varne to give up drinking. What they didn't know was that it
was the fact that Getlin had stolen Varne's girl years ago that had started
Tommy Varne on the downward path. But Tommy had never told anyone the
truth. Although he professed to be doing his utmost to stop Varne drinking,
Getlin in fact encouraged him to do so. but always in circumstances in which no
one would suspect the process.

Originally, when Varne had been indulging in one of his weekly bouts of
alcohol, he had been very easy to handle, and it was during these periods that
Getlin had induced him to advance sums of money. Unfortunately, as Tommy
got himself more and more into the toils of liquor, his temper did not improve.
Now the time had come when he wanted his money back.

He had gone so far as to write a note to Getlin to tell him that he was sorry
to have to threaten an old friend, but unless the £700 which Getlin had had
from him over the last three years was repaid promptly there was going to be
trouble.

In addition to all this, Getlin disliked Varne. He had always disliked him.
Underneath the superficialities of their reputed friendship there had been
concealed in the breast of Getlin a definite hatred for his friend.

After a bit the idea of murdering Varne seemed quite easy, and, in fact,
rather amusing. Getlin knew just how he was going to do it.

But no one would ever believe that Tommy Varne had been murdered. They
would believe that he had committed suicide, and the greatest support to that
obvious theory would come from Varne himself, who, during his bouts of
drinking, had informed all and sundry that he was fed up with life and would
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probably finish himself off one day during one of the fits of intense depression
which so often came upon him.

The first thing that Getlin had done, the first move he had made, in his well-
thought-out murder plot, was at the Christmas before— ten months ago—when
he had presented Tommy with a new dressing-gown. The dressing-gown was
one of those heavy wool affairs with a very thick strong silk cord.

Getlin knew that Varne was much too lazy to bother about tying a dressing-
gown cord, that he would pull it out of its loops and throw it in the corner of his
chaotic bedroom. He did just that thing, and it was Getlin who picked up the
cord one day with a laugh at Tommy's untidiness and hung it on the hook
behind the bedroom door. It had remained there ever since.

VARNE lived alone in a small house on the outskirts of the town. A woman
came in daily to clean up the place. She arrived usually at 8 o'clock in the
morning and left about 5. She had a key to the front door. Varne, of course, had
his key and Getlin had a key which Varne had given to him. He said that he liked
Getlin to be able to come in any time he wanted. The fact that Getlin had this
key was known, but he considered that this would have no effect on his plot.
Varne went on a drinking bout practically every week-end. He would start off
when he closed his business on Friday night— a business which was losing
money steadily owing to his neglect. By Saturday night he was usually "a case."

At 11 o'clock he would leave the local hostelry, stagger off to a "club" of
which he was a member until 12, and when he left after that time he was quite
stupid and hardly conscious of anything. He would stagger away down the street
towards his house. Sometimes he was so drunk that he could not insert the key
in the lock. He'd often been found next morning lying across the doorstep.

GETLIN realised that the time had come for him to act. Varne had been
especially difficult of late, and was drinking more heavily than ever. During the
previous three or four days he had told a dozen people that he was sick of life.
Getlin decided that the time was ripe for Varne to "commit suicide."

It was Saturday night and it was the thirteenth of the month. With his
tongue in his cheek. Getlin told himself that it was going to be a very unlucky
day for Varne.

At 7 o'clock Getlin told his house-keeper that he had a bad headache and
that he was going to lie down for an hour or so before going over to Thetterley.
He often took a walk to Thetterley on a Saturday night, the journey usually
taking him about three hours. Sometimes he did it in two hours and three-
quarters. and he invariably took the single-track paths or roads across the
common. It was seldom that he met anyone on the walk out or the return.
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Of course, he did not intend to go to Thetterley. But he knew that his
housekeeper went to bed at 10.30. She would probably be asleep when he
returned.

Getlin got up at 9 o'clock and washed. He put a pair of gloves in his pocket,
put on his cap and took the ash stick which he used when walking, and set out.

He walked down the main street, across the bridge and in the direction of
the common. He felt quite happy and perfectly certain that everything was
going to be quite successful.

At 10 o'clock he struck away to the right, off the path, and began to walk
across country. He was walking towards the straggling street in which was
Varne's house.

At 11.15, having made a half-circle round the town, he stood in the coppice
on the side of Mell's Hill. Below him, right at the end of the straggling street,
was Varne's place.

Keeping in the shadow of the hedges, Getlin began to move in the direction
of the house. And his luck was in. He passed nobody. Saw no one.

At 11.30 he quietly inserted his key— he had put on his gloves first— in
Varne's front door and let himself in. He listened for a moment, but. as he
expected, there was nothing to be heard. The house was empty.

Getlin stood in the dark hall for a moment smiling to himself, then he began
to mount the stairs to Varne's bedroom. He selected this room to wait in
because through the window, which looked along the street, he would be able
to see Varne returning. He would be able to ascertain the exact condition of the
man he proposed to murder.

He sat down in the chair beside the window in the dark room. He kept his
gloves on. He was not taking any chances of finger-prints.

After a while he thought of something. He walked gingerly across the room
in the darkness and felt behind the door to see if the dressing-gown rope was
still there. It was.

He smiled again and returned to his vigil by the window.

IT was twelve-thirty when Getlin saw Varne returning home. Varne was in a
bad way. He was staggering badly. Once he fell over and took two or three
minutes to get to his feet. After this he reeled a few more steps and then leaned
up against a wall.

Getlin told himself that Tommy Varne must have been drinking heavily.
Varne, having pulled himself together sufficiently to leave the support of the
wall, was negotiating the twenty-five yards which remained between himself
and his front door. He was fumbling in his waistcoat pocket for the key. He could
not even find the pocket. He stood there —now only some fifteen yards from
the front door, trying to find that elusive pocket.
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Getlin thought quickly. He had foreseen such a possibility as this. He had
foreseen that Varne might be too intoxicated to open the front door, and might,
as he had done before, go to sleep on the doorstep. This did not suit Getlin at
all.

He crossed the room, opened the door, descended the stairs, tiptoed to the
front door and unlatched it. Then he waited in the dark hall. A minute or so later
Varne cannoned against the door, which opened. He fell into the hallway. Getlin
very quietly stepped up to the door and closed it. Then he took Varne by the
arm and helped him up the stairs to the bedroom.

He propped Varne up against the wall just inside the room, walked across to
the other side of the room and brought over the four-foot lounge. He placed the
lounge in front of the door about two feet away from it.

Then he took hold of Varne. Who was still leaning— quite stupidly— against
the wall, and pushed him on to the lounge. Varne with a hiccup subsided at full
length, breathing heavily, almost unconscious.

Systematically Getlin searched him. He wanted to find the 1.0.U. for the
£700, which he knew Varne carried in his letter case. He found it. He found the
letter case in Varne's breast pocket. Getlin took the case out into the passage
and examined it by the light of his cigarette lighter. He found the I.0.U. and put
it into his coat pocket. Then he went back and replaced the letter case in Varne's
coat.

He smiled to himself in the darkness. Everything was going as planned.

He moved behind the lounge seat to the door and found the dressing-gown
rope. He tied one end of it securely round the clothes hook. He threw the other
end over the back of the lounge seat.

He opened the door so as to allow the cord to hang slackly. Then he tied the
other end of the silk rope round Varne's neck. Varne, snoring drunkenly, made
no movement. Then came the big job. Getlin, using all his strength, raised,
pulled and pushed Varne into a kneeling position on the lounge. Then keeping
the door at the back of the lounge half open with his foot, he pushed the lounge
back until it was almost against the open door.

Now Varne was slumping forward in a kneeling position on the lounge, the
noose around his neck. Getlin knew that when he sidled through the door and
closed it behind him Varne would fall forward. He would not be able to move his
bent knees from the lounge. He would strangle inside two minutes.

But when he was found he would present the picture of a suicide, the
suicide of a drunken man who had pushed the lounge up to the door, put the
noose round his neck and thrown himself forward.

Getlin took hold of the door with both hands. He pushed himself through the
aperture into the passage. There he transferred both hands to the door handle
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his side and, exerting all his strength, dragged the door shut. He knew by the
pressure from the other side that his plan had succeeded.

He went down the stairs. Opened the front door an inch and looked out. The
street was deserted. Getlin sidled out into the shadows. All he had to do now
was to burn the 1.0.U.

IT was ten o'clock when Getlin's housekeeper knocked at the door of his
bedroom and told him that a Police-Inspector was downstairs and wanted to see
him as soon as possible.

Getlin said he would be down in a few minutes. He wasn't at all surprised.
He knew just what had happened.

Varne's daily woman had arrived and found the "suicide." When she had
tried to open the door of Varne's bedroom, the weight on the dressing-gown
cord had pulled the door handle out of her hand. She had gone into the room,
seen what was left of Varne and gone rushing round to the police station.

And, of course, the police had come to Getlin to make the usual routine
enquiries from him, because he was Tommy Varne's nearest and best friend and
because Tommy had no relatives. This was going to be easy!

He dressed himself, and. whistling a tune— because, of course, he had to be
terribly surprised and shocked at the news, went downstairs.

THE Inspector looked rather odd and spoke coldly. Getlin was surprised at
the tone of his voice.

"Mr. Getlin," said the Inspector. "Thomas Varne was murdered last night.
We found him hanging from the hook on his bedroom door this morning. He
was hanging over the edge of a lounge seat that had been shoved in front of the
door.

"The Police Surgeon has done an autopsy. He says that there was much too
good for a drunken man for him to have tied the knot on the door and the knot
of the noose round his neck. The two knots were much too god for a drunken
man. The surgeon doubts if Varne could have even moved the lounge across,
but he might have been able to do that."

Getlin began to speak, but the Inspector interrupted him.

"I shouldn't say anything yet, Mr. Getlin," he said, quietly. Then he went on:

"There are only three people with keys to Varne's house," he said. "You see,
the place wasn't broken into. Varne had one, his daily woman had one and,
we're told, you had one."

He paused for a moment.

"The daily woman was over at Grantstone— she slept over at her sister's
place there last night," he said
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Getlin's throat began to feel odd. The muscles seemed to be contracting. His
voice sounded strange when he began to talk.

"Well..." he said. "What of it? Varne had his own key...?"

"No, he hadn't," said the Inspector. "He dropped it in the street last night.
Somebody found it and brought it into the Police Station at eleven o'clock. | was
on duty at the time. I've had it ever since."

He put on his uniform cap.

"That leaves you, Mr. Getlin," he said. "Will you come along to the station,
and," he went on, "l warn you that anything you say from now on may be used
in evidence against you..."
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16: Fast Work
The Wireless Weekly, 27 April 1940

Mr. ALONZO GREEN awoke at ten o'clock, screwed his eye-glass into his left eye;
appreciated the sunshine which emerged from the curtains of his bedroom in
Sussex Place. He ruminated for a few minutes on the mentality of the world in
general and detective officers in particular, after which he rang for his tea and
the newspapers.

The story was plastered on the front pages: "South Kensington Robbery—
£40,000 Pearl Necklace Stolen. Thieves leave empty jewel-case on library table,"
the headlines ran.

"Telephone through to Scotland Yard— ask for information," he told the
enterprising Frayne when that worthy answered the bell. "Find but who is
handling this Jewel Robbery case—you'll probably find it's Latimer. If they want
to know who you are, tell them that you are speaking for your master, Mr.
Estello Marquand; but don't give them an address. Understand?"

Frayne grinned.

"O.K. chief," he said.

Mr. Green drank his tea, arose, bathed, shaved and arrayed himself in a suit
of tasteful grey with brown shoes and a brown tie. He then went into his sitting-
room and took the cover off a portable typewriter. He selected a sheet of
expensive grey and black notepaper with the initials H.E.M. neatly embossed
thereon, adjusted his eye-glass and waited.

Frayne came in.

"It's Latimer all right," he said. "Information at the Yard asked who | was. |
said | was butler to Mr. Marquand and rang off quickly."

Alonzo Green nodded.

"I'm writing a letter to Latimer," he said. "It will be finished in twenty
minutes. Then | want you to take it to the District Messenger office in Piccadilly
and instruct them to send it by hand, immediately, to Scotland Yard. When
you've done that, start packing. We shall be leaving at midday."

Frayne disappeared.

Green lit a cigarette. Then he wrote this letter, addressed to Chief-Detective
Inspector Fergus Latimer, New Scotland Yard:

"DEAR INSPECTOR LATIMER, —I feel | must write and tell you about this
stolen necklace which isn't stolen at all. At the present moment it is quite safe in
the drawer of my dressing table, but as | have no doubt you are rather excited
about this so-called robbery, | feel | should tell you all about it.
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"My name is Marquand— Henry Estello Marquand. | am in this country on
holiday and previously worked for the Dettner Electric Safe Company in
Montreal, which, having regard to everything, is rather a joke.

"Well, last night | went to a theatre. | go to a show two or three times a
week and afterwards. | always stop at the South Kensington coffee stall for a
final cup of coffee. | like watching the types that gather there, and | think | may
say that | am both well-known and, | hope, popular there.

"Last night when | arrived there was only one other person at the stall— a
woman. And what a woman! I've travelled quite a bit and I've seen plenty of
females who could hit you for six to the boundary, but this one was the best
ever...

"She was just above average height, slender, a decided brunette with
amazing turquoise eyes. She was superbly dressed, and | could see that her
evening kit had cost A lot of money. But she looked scared stiff.

"Beautiful women have always interested me and | like talking to them. So |
passed her the sugar and suggested that she put her tea-cup down on the
counter because her hand was trembling so much that she'd upsetitina
minute. | said she looked very distressed and asked if | could be of any
assistance.

"She began to cry. In between sobs she said that | couldn't do anything for
her. That it was all quite hopeless and that she wished she were dead.

"I made her drink her tea and then | took her by the arm and suggested that
we went for a little walk, away from the coffee stall, and that she should tell me
about it— you know the old 'trouble shared is a trouble halved' stuff. She fell for
this and we went off.

"Walking through Courtfield Gardens she spilled the beans. From under her
cloak she produced a jewel case and showed it to me. Inside was the pearl
necklace!

"Well, the long and short of it was that she'd been blackmailed into assisting
in the burglary. Her job was to take the pearls out of the country to-day and
meet the people who'd stolen them in Hamburg. She said that the burglary had
been done while the Glenisdale family were at the opera. She said she'd lost her
nerve and couldn't go through with it; that she never had been a crook and
didn't want to start— you can imagine how she went on.

"Then | asked her what | could do for her. She pulled up dead and pressed
the jewel case in my hands and begged me to go round to the Glenisdale House
and return the pearls. Before | could say a word she turned and ran like a hare.

"Well, there | was. | couldn't run after her— | hate hurrying— and | thought
the best thing | could do would be to walk round to Lord Glenisdale's house and
hand back the pearls. | knew the house was somewhere in the neighborhood.
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"I met the policeman on the Gloucester Road beat and asked him where the
Glenisdale house was. | was a bit surprised when, after he'd told me, he said
that the Glenisdale family were away until to-day. Then | began to get suspicious
and a funny idea came into my head. Supposing the whole thing was a frame up!

"However, | was amused at the adventure and | went round to the house
and rang the bell. In a minute the door was opened by a perfectly turned out
butler, and when | told him that | wanted to see Lord Glenisdale and return
some pearls he nearly had a fit.

"However, he showed me along into the library, and there was my lord,
smoking a cigar, and in the comer of the room was a safe— and it was a Dettner
electric safe!

"I told the old boy the story and he was adequately surprised. He said that
the job must have been done while they had been out at the opera and that the
servants had heard nothing. | said the proper things and handed over the jewel
case. He then started fiddling with the safe and after a minute rang for the
butler and asked him if he could find the paper with the combination on it as
he'd forgotten what it was.

"The butler went off and came back after a few minutes and said that he
was sorry but he couldn't find the combination and he thought Lady Glenisdale
had it, and she was still out.

"Then | knew it was a frame-up. It flashed into my head that these crooks
had known that the family were away; that they could easily get into the house;
but that they couldn't get the safe open. They'd found out about me. They knew
I'd worked for the Dettner Company and knew the master combination. They
knew that | went to the coffee stall after the theatre, and the whole business of
the charming lady and her sob story had been a frame-up. It struck me like a
brick that the pearl necklace she'd given me was a fake, and that the idea was
that I'd open the safe for them so that they could steal the real one!

"I did. I told the old boy that I'd been employed by the Dettner Company;
that | knew the master combination. He was agreeably surprised. Then | picked
up the fake jewel case off the table, turned my back on him, opened the safe
and had a quick look. There, sure as shooting, at the back of the safe was an
exact replica of the jewel case in my hand.

"I was very quick. | knocked the electric table lamp on the table at my elbow
over and while 'my lord' was fumbling in the darkness picking it up, | snatched
the real pearls from their case, put them in my coat pocket, put the fake pearls
in the case in the safe, and casually, as he got the light going, put the empty case
back on the table. | knew they wouldn't bother to open that. Then | turned
around, leaving the safe door open, and after saying | was glad to have been of
use and being profusely thanked and given a drink, | left— with the real
Glenisdale pearls under my coat.
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"When | got outside | looked for a policeman. Of course, there wasn't one.

"Suddenly | heard a noise and looked back. There, outside the house, was a
car, and while | watched | saw the fake butler and the fake Lord Glenisdale get in
and drive off. And the car was driven by the woman!

"But as 'Lord Glenisdale' got into the car, | suddenly realised that | had seen
him somewhere before.

"I am very interested in crooks. | keep a cutting book about them. When |
got home | looked it up, and there sure as a gun was a picture | had cut out of
the Sunday Graphic two years before; a picture of 'Slim' Peters, Jimmy Fells and
Marie Cartoule. They had just been arrested in Paris on suspicion of stealing a
diamond necklace, and | recognised Marie Cartoule as the woman who had
waited for me at the coffee stall and put up that splendid act for my benefit!

"I am writing this note from my rooms in Sussex Place, and | am going to
send it round to you by hand immediately. Then after lunch | am going to
wander round to Lord Glenisdale's place— the policeman said they would be
back today— and hand over the real jewels to him. | shall be there about two-
thirty o'clock. If you like to come along and meet me there I'll tell you anything
else you want to know.

"Good wishes, Inspector; you ought to be very grateful to me. | have not
only saved the necklace, but | have put you on to the three crooks who
endeavored to steal it, but of course we must all do our best to help our
splendid police force.

"Au revoir.

"Sincerely,

"H. E. Marquand."

NEXT DAY at four o'clock in the afternoon, Chief Detective Inspector Fergus
Latimer was delighted to receive a telephone call from the Southampton police.
"Slim" Peters, Jimmy Fells, and the woman, Marie Coutoule, had been arrested
attempting to board a boat for America. Latimer smiled and caught the next
train.

"Slim" Peters looked at him with disgust. "What's the game?" he asked.
"What's the pinch for? There's going to be some trouble about this, | can tell
you."

"Don't bluff, Slim," said Latimer. "Why don't you make it easy for yourselves.
I'm charging you with breaking and entering and attempted robbery. The
Glenisdale necklace you've got is the fake one. Mr. Marquand was too clever for
you."

Peters grinned.

"I don't know what you're talkin' about," he said. "An' | don't know anything

about the Glenisdale necklace or Mr. Marguand— whoever he may be— but
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then | haven't read the papers. Anyway, Jimmy an' Marie an' | have been stayin'
down here for the last five days an' we can prove it, an' how do you like that?"

Latimer checked up. He found what Peters said was true. He didn't like it at
alll Back at the police station he looked at Peters glumly.

"Listen, Mr. Latimer," said that worthy, "what's it all about? Somebody has
pulled a fast one. Who put you on to us?"

Latimer explained. He told Peters about Mr. Marquand's letter.

Peters broke into a roar of laughter. He continued laughing, and when,
eventually, he decided to stop, he addressed Latimer with a certain amount of
satisfaction.

"That's Alonzo Green," he said. "He's taken you for a ride, like he took the
French police an' the Austrian police for a ride! Don't you get it? He broke into
the Glenisdale house. He pinched the real pearls and put the fake necklace in
their place. He knew the family was away. Then he went home an' next morning
he wrote you that hooey about a woman at the coffee stall under the name of
Marguand— an' you fell for it!

"An' then what does he do? He tells you he's goin' to be round there to hand
back the necklace at two-thirty o'clock in the afternoon, an' then he'll meet you
there. But he don't do it. He goes round there right away, hands old Glenisdale
back the necklace an' gets a reward out of the old boy— | bet he got £500—
well, what about it?"

Latimer nodded.

"You're dead right, Slim," he said. "When | got round there at three Lord
Glenisdale told me he'd been there at twelve o'clock, had pulled a sob-story on
the old boy, who'd given him an open cheque for £600—Glenisdale was going to
offer a reward of £1,000 anyway."

He sighed heavily.

Peters lit a cigarette.

"I wish | had his brains," he said.

"You got nothin' on him. You couldn't gyen bring a charge. You couldn't
prove he broke into that house an' switched the necklaces. You couldn't prove
that he didn't think he recognised us as the fake butler, the fake Lord Glenisdale,
and the fake woman at the coffee stall. You couldn't prove that he wrote the
letter signed by Marquand.

"He's gone off with £600 an' he's laughin' at you. An' he'll laugh some more
when | get through with you for malicious arrest just when we was goin' to
Americal!"
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17: 1 Should Know Better
In: Making Crime Pay, 1943

| SHOULD know better. Mind you, it isn't much comfort to say that to myself
now. But there's no doubt about it. This time the drinks are on me.

My lawyer says with luck I'll get away with about four years. He calls that
luck!

Mind you, there's a funny side to this story. | suppose | can say with a proper
amount of pride that | was considered the best confidence man in the Western
Hemisphere; but when | told you that the drinks were on me | meant what |
said, because the funny part of this thing is that I've never been picked up for
doing a job in my life, and now they have got me for something | didn't do. Put
yourself in my place and try to laugh that one off.

It was a lovely June afternoon. The car was singing along the road, with the
engine making that purring note that delights the heart of a keen motorist, and
I'm a keen motorist. It was a new car which | had just run in. I'd got my luggage
back in the boot. | had two hundred and fifty pounds in my pocket and | had
thirty-six thousand pounds in the Bank. Tell me what more a man could want.
But, of course, | wasn't satisfied. | had to look for a little trouble.

| can remember whistling to myself when | drove down the road past the
Eastbourne Golf Club. | thought I'd stay at Eastbourne just for two or three days.
I'm rather fond of Eastbourne. When | got into the town | was thirsty and |
needed petrol. So | pulled up at a hotel garage. While they were filling the tank |
walked round the corner into the cocktail bar where | ordered a whisky and
soda. | was drinking it when somebody touched me on the arm. | looked round.
It was Gringall.

Gringall, | should tell you, is a detective-inspector at Scotland Yard. He's
always been rather disappointed about me.

He said: 'Hullo, Steve, How's it going?"

| said: 'It's going very nicely, Gringall. Have a drink?"

He looked at me for a moment; then he said:

‘All right. | will.'

| ordered him a double whisky and soda. Then he said:

'You know, Steve, you ought to retire.'

| smiled at him. | asked: 'Really! You tell me why.'

He lit a cigarette and looked at the glowing tip of it before he answered.
Then he said:

'You're slipping, Steve. You're losing your technique.' | looked horrified.

'No?' | said. 'Not really! Tell me how and when and why.'

He finished his whisky, and put the glass down.
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"I'll tell you,' he said with a grin. 'Two weeks ago you "took" an American
millionaire named Marvin for thirty-six thousand pounds. He was staying at the
Savoy Hotel. You used one of the oldest plays in the world to separate that mug
from his money. Your technique was so old-fashioned that it almost creaked.’

| raised my eyebrows.

'You don't say, Gringall?' | said, but | wasn't feeling quite so good.

'You don't have to worry, Steve,' he went on. 'I'm going to admit that | was
very disappointed about that Marvin. We'd got the whole case in the bag. | was
looking forward to coming round to see you, to tap you on the shoulder and
take you inside. And then at the last moment he walked out on us. He wouldn't
prosecute.’

My heart had been thumping considerably. Now it began to slow down a bit.

Gringall said: 'You're a lucky cuss, Steve, aren't you? It seems that Marvin
had just got engaged to a very nice American girl about half his own age. He
thought that if he prosecuted you, when she read the story in the papers she'd
laugh her head off at his being taken for a sucker with that old trick you pulled
on him, so he decided he'd rather lose the thirty-six thousand pounds and let
you get away with it. You are a lucky fellow, aren't you, Steve?'

| didn't say anything. Then | asked him if he'd have another whisky and soda.
He said no. | ordered one for myself. | felt | needed it. Was that a close shave or
was it! | can remember picking the glass up off the bar and looking through the
amber-coloured liquid inside it, and saying to myself: 'Steven, my lad, this is
where you do retire.'

| said to Gringall: 'Well, life's a funny thing. Anyway, nothing matters,
Gringall, because | definitely am retiring.'

He grinned at me. He's got an insolent sort of grin.

He said: 'Oh, yes! What are you going to do?’

'I'll tell you,' I said. 'I'm going to stay here in Eastbourne for a few days. Then
I'm going to look round for a nice little cottage somewhere. I'll take it, live there
and play golf for six months, decide exactly what business I'm going into. | rather
think I'll go into the car business. | like motor-cars.'

He said: 'No, you won't, Steve. You're a confidence man. You've been a
"con" man for fifteen years, and you've got away with it. It's the salt of life to
you, that game. You could no more give it up than | could give up being a "blue-
ink". You'll go on being a "con" man and you'll slip up, and the next time you
slip, as sure as God made little green apples, I'm going to have you.'

| finished my drink and said: 'No, you won't, Gringall. | told you | was retiring.
In a year's time I'll probably be lord of the manor some place, and you'll touch
your hat when you see me and curtsy.'

He put on his hat. As he turned away, he said:

'Like hell I will! I'll have you inside, Steve, before I'm through with you.'
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I'D been at the Hotel Splendide for three days. I'd played golf and driven the
car round and enjoyed life generally.

It was on the Thursday, when | was having lunch, that she came into the
dining-room. She was the sort of woman who made you catch your breath. I'll
try to give you an entirely inadequate description of her.

She was tall—but not too tall—and willowy, and she moved with an amazing
grace that is quite indescribable. She had ash-blonde hair, violet eyes—big violet
eyes with long lashes—and a rather serious and remote air that was quite
alluring in these days of too obvious 'oomph'.

I'd seen her arrive just before lunch, and | suppose it was my professional
curiosity that made me interested in her. That she was well blessed with this
world's goods was obvious. She arrived in a 1939 Rolls sports car and her
luggage was right off the top shelf.

| was standing in the hotel foyer when she came in. She went to the desk to
register and, as she took the pen in her hand, she saw me. She looked at me for
what seemed a very long time. Then she put the pen down and turned and
looked through the doorway out towards the sea. Then she picked up the pen
and registered. She was smiling—a lovely remote sort of smile. Then she went
over to the lift.

When she'd gone | walked over and looked at the register. | saw that she
was Miss Paula Galloway and that she lived at Haddenham. Then | went in to
lunch.

The dining-room at the Splendide is a big room. There were quite a few
people in it, and they were all so busy looking at her when she came in that |
thought | might as well look too. She was one of those women that you couldn't
help looking at, even if it is rude to stare.

The head-waiter showed her to a table in the corner. When she sat down
she looked round the room and she saw me. She looked straight at me, and
then, without any hesitation, she came straight across to my table and sat down
in a vacant chair.

She said: 'Godfrey—my dear—after all these years!'

| ask you! So | was Godfrey. | was her dear, and after all these years!

| summoned up my most attractive smile, my most charming voice. | used all
the technique that | usually bestow on the less cultured American gents that |
used to separate so successfully from their bankrolls.

| said: 'I'm terribly sorry to tell you that you're making a mistake. My name
isn't Godfrey, and it's just part of my appalling luck that I'm not your—'

She interrupted me. She put out her hand—the ring on the engagement
finger was worth about a thousand pounds—and said softly:
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'My dear, you are Godfrey. The tragedy is that you don't remember. |
couldn't be mistaken about you; it's impossible. I've known all these five weary
years that I'd find you. | came over from Haddenham just to be here for a few
days and think about you, and because we'd been so happy here.'

Well—I stalled. How could | help it? As a 'con' man of ten years' standing, |
had to. This might be the best bit of business I'd ever done.

'Tell me something,' | said to her. 'Why are you so certain that I'm Godfrey?
And why wouldn't | know that | was Godfrey? Why do | think I'm someone else,
Miss Galloway?'

She turned the full blast of those two lovely eyes on me and smiled. | felt my
toes beginning to curl up. She said very softly:

'How do you know I'm Miss Galloway—Godfrey?"

| looked at the hotel register,' | said brightly.

‘Exactly,' she said. 'And you did that because you were interested in me.
D'you know why you are interested, darling?"

| didn't say anything. She held out the finger with the engagement ring on it,
and she said:

'You were interested because your brain was trying to remember. It was
trying so hard to remember that you are the man who put that ring on my
finger, the man whom | was about to marry. The man whom I'm going to marry.
And how do you like that, sweet?"

| said: 'l like it a lot, but | still don't understand. And | still don't believe I'm
Godfrey.'

She smiled again. Then she murmured:

'Of course you don't. Please listen carefully to what | have to say.' | listened.

'Five years ago', she began, 'you and | were engaged to be married. | think
we were the two happiest people in the world. Your name was and is Captain
Godfrey Ferring. You had fought with the Australians in the first part of the
Great War and afterwards with the Royal Flying Corps. You were dead keen on
flying.

'When | met you, you were very broke and terribly attractive—as you still
are. You spent your last money on my engagement ring.' She flashed a quick
smile at me. 'But you had a first-class carburettor which you had invented, and
when | showed it to Daddy, he said at once that it was a winner, and that he'd
use it on the new racing-car the factory was building then. Of course you don't
remember that Daddy agreed to pay you twenty thousand pounds for the
patent rights in the carburettor, and you don't remember—my poor darling—
that you haven't received a penny of the money, and that it's still waiting for
you.'

| pinched myself under the table. This was good!
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She looked away towards the window. | could see the tears in her lovely
eyes.

‘It was on a Sunday,' she went on. 'You'd come down to the Hall at
Haddenham for the week-end. You came on the Friday. We were to be married
on the following Thursday. We were both walking on air. Our whole future was
assured. Daddy had arranged for you to go into the factory and work on the car-
designing side. We had a credit with the firm of twenty thousand pounds for
your invention. Daddy thought you were a first-class person, and | adored you.'

| nodded. | was beyond words.'

'‘On the Monday afternoon you left the Hall at Haddenham and went over to
the car works at Fairley. The test car had been finished—the one fitted with your
carburettor. In spite of the fact that Williams told you that the car wasn't right
for the road, you insisted on taking it out. Williams says that you drove the car
round the test ground at about forty and then swung out on to the main London
road. He says that you accelerated hard, and that you must have been touching
ninety miles an hour, when—when you skidded and went into the hedge.'

She hesitated a moment and looked down at the table. | saw a tear fall on
the cloth.

'The car was smashed out of recognition,' she went on after a moment, 'but
you disappeared. No-one had heard or seen anything of you until to-day.'

| got it. | said, looking a little vague: 'l suppose I'd lost my memory?'

'‘Exactly,’ she said. 'lIt was quite obvious that you were not physically hurt.
You couldn't have been, because obviously you'd got out of the wreckage and
walked away. You weren't anywhere near when Williams got there with the
ambulance.'

She paused, and | did some of the fastest thinking I've ever done in my life. |
thought that it would put the seal on a career not entirely unsuccessful if | could
get away with this. | wondered if | could.

She continued: 'We did everything 'to find you. Daddy was distraught. I'—
she shrugged her shoulders a little pathetically—'went into a nursing home for
four months. | was nearly mad with grief. We advertised; we employed
detectives; we did everything.'

She smiled. That smile illuminated her face. Her eyes shone.

'And now I've found you,' she said. 'And I'm never going to let you go—
never.'

| thought I'd do a little investigating. | said:

'‘But supposing all this was possible. Surely I'd have contacted someone who
knew me. Friends or relations—'

'You had no relations, Godfrey dear,' she said. 'Both your father and mother
died when you were very young. | can remember you telling us that practically
every man you'd known in the old days was either killed in the Great War or had
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died since. You had no-one except us. There was nobody to recognize you. And
Heaven only knows where you got to.'

| made up my mind. | was going to chance this. This was going to be my
supreme effort. | thought back. Four and a half years ago I'd gone to India. I'd
been there two years before I'd come back to England.

According to her this Godfrey Ferring had no relatives, no friends. If it was
good enough for her to think | was Godfrey, it was good enough for me to be
Godfrey. All I had to do was to forget everything that had ever happened to me
before | went to India—a process that would suit me admirably—and there was
a first-class job in her father's car business waiting for me, with a big cash
balance in hand.

And she loved me. | ask you—what a set up!

| waited for a minute or two. | tried to look like a man who is struggling to
remember. Then | said:

'You know it is a bit odd. Of course I'm not agreeing that | am Godfrey
Ferring, but it's an awfully strange coincidence that | can't for the life of me
remember what happened to me before | went to India four years ago.
Whenever | try to think my mind shies away from the subject. The other odd
thing is that directly | saw you | had the idea that | knew you, that | knew you
awfully well.'

She turned the full power of those marvellous violet eyes on me. They were
very soft and dimmed with unshed tears. She put her hand over mine. She said:

'Don't worry, darling. Everything's going to be all right for us. I'm here for
three days, and then I'm going to stay with the Harneys at Clist Place—a few
miles from here. But | shall cut short my visit. I'm going to telephone Daddy after
lunch and tell him that I've found you. He'll be overjoyed, and then you and | are
going to talk. We're going to have two marvellous days together, after which I'll
go to the Harneys' for two or three days, come back here for you, and take you
back to Haddenham. D'you see, sweet?'

| said | saw. After all, what could / lose!

THOSE two days before she went to her friends were marvellous. | shall
always remember them. We bathed, played golf, and walked. She wouldn't let
me drive the car. She said she was going to stop me driving altogether; that
she'd nearly lost me through a car, and she wasn't going to chance it happening
again.

| tell you it was wonderful.

She'd been in touch with her father, and the old boy had sent me a wire that
must have cost him about four pounds telling me that he and his wife were
overjoyed that their little girl had found me and was going to be happy again.
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Between you and me and the gate-post, after two days, even I had almost
begun to believe that | was Godfrey Ferring. In point of fact, | was busily
engaged in trying to forget that I'd ever been anyone else.

Paula was an amazing girl. She was quite marvellous. She had everything.
Kissing that woman was like going straight to Heaven..

On the morning of the third day, | put her and her luggage in the Rolls. She
slipped in behind the steering wheel and put her hand in mine as | stood by the
side of the car.

She said: 'I'll be back for you in three days. Have your things packed. I'm
going to take you home, darling. While I'm away you're not to drive the car.
Remember, you promised. Neither of us is going to drive cars after we get
home. I'm afraid of them now. | shall leave the Rolls at the Harneys' and you can
garage your car here. We'll go back home by train. Is that a bet?"

| said it was a bet. She put her face up to be kissed.

'Au revoir, darling,' she said. She let in the clutch. Then: 'Sweet, do
something for me.'

| said I'd do anything for her.

'The last time | saw you,' she said, 'before the smash | mean, you were
wearing rather well-cut grey flannel trousers, a cream silk shirt with a soft collar,
a dark brown crepe de Chine tie, a brown Harris sports jacket, and brown suede
shoes. | always adored you in that kit. While I'm away, do get some things like
that, and wear them when | take you home. It will be just like o/d times.'

| said that would be easy. | said I'd jump off the end of the pier with weights
tied round my neck for her. | would have, too!

Then she went off.

| gave myself a double whisky and soda and drank a toast to Captain Godfrey
Ferring, after which | went into the town, found the best tailor, and ordered the
kit she'd asked me to get.

THREE days afterwards she came back. We lunched together and arranged
to catch the three-thirty for Haddenham.

By this time | had definitely got myself into the Captain Godfrey Ferring idea.
| had made up my mind that | was going right through with this thing, that | was
going to marry Paula, that | was going to work like the deuce in her old man's
racing-car business, and generally be a first-class fellow. Every time | looked at
her | found myself regretting that I'd spent so many years of my life working the
old 'con' act'.

We arrived at the station at three-fifteen. The train, it seems, was going to
be late, but we didn't mind. We waited on the station surrounded by miles of
luggage, enjoying every second of each other's company.

Suddenly she said: 'Oh, good heavens, | am a fool!' | asked why. She said:
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'Would you believe it? I've left my dressing-case—a new crocodile one—at
the Harneys'. Daddy gave it to me just before | came down. | hate being without
it. What a fool | am. | shall have to ask them to send it on—unless—'

‘Unless what?' | asked.

‘Unless you'll be a positive angel and take one of the hired cars that waits
outside this station and go and get it for me. Clist Place is only three miles from
Eastbourne. I'll wait here for you, and we can catch the four-fifteen. What do
you say, darling?"

| said: 'Of course, I'll go right away."

She said: 'The driver is sure to know the Harneys' place. When you get there
just tell the butler or someone that you're Captain Ferring and that I've sent you
back for my crocodile dressing-case. And don't dawdle, dear, because we must
catch the four-fifteen.'

| said | wouldn't dawdle.

| went outside the station, found a car and went off. It didn't take long to get
to Clist Place, which, by the way, was a big country house of the old style. | rang
the bell, and when the white-haired butler opened the door, | said my piece.

He asked me to come into the hall and wait. He went off and reappeared
five minutes later with the dressing-case. He apologized for the fact that
everyone was out.

| felt glad that they were. | wanted to get back to Paula.

| went back, handed over the case, was thanked prettily, and we caught the
four-fifteen. We got a carriage to ourselves and behaved like a couple of kids,
laughing and talking and making fatuous jokes. We were amazingly happy.

We had to change trains at Ashford. Paula, carrying her crocodile dressing-
case, went off to try and get a carriage in the new train, while | superintended
the transfer of our luggage.

It took a few minutes to find a porter and get the luggage moved, and then |
walked down the platform looking for her.

| couldn't find her. She had disappeared into thin air!

| was fearfully upset. Five minutes afterwards the train went off, and | stood
there on the platform, more distraught than I'd ever been in my life. She wasn't
on the train, and she wasn't on the platform. Where was she?

Eventually | made up my mind to go on to Haddenham, introduce myself to
her people, and explain what had happened. | felt that she must turn up, that it
was impossible that anything could have happened to her. After all, young
women don't disappear into thin air on Ashford Railway Station.

| had a word with the station-master, who informed me that there was no
through train to Haddenham, and that the only thing | could do would be to take
the slow train to London and catch a later direct train to Haddenham from
there.

126



| took it. | think it was the most sorrowful train journey I've ever had. No
Paula, no luggage, nothing. And | was worried sick about her.

The journey seemed interminable. It was seven o'clock before we pulled in
at Charing Cross. Somehow, for some unknown reason, | had an idea that Paula
might be waiting for me at the barrier.

She wasn't. | gave up my ticket and was walking across the station when
someone put a hand on my arm. | turned and saw Gringall. He was grinning.

He said: 'Well, Steve—I said I'd get you, and I've got you. | told you you were
slipping.'

| said: 'What do you mean, Gringall? | don't know what you're talking about.'

'Oh, no?' said Gringall cynically.

He handed me a copy of the Evening News. | looked at it and saw:

IMPUDENT JEWEL ROBBERY

'"An amazing jewel robbery took place this afternoon at Clist Place, near Eastbourne.

'Soon after Miss Paula Galloway and her fiancé— who had called for her earlier in the
afternoon— had left Clist Place by car, an individual who bore the most amazing resemblance
to Captain Ferring arrived at the house and said that he had come back for Miss Galloway's
dressing-case, which she had left behind and which she required.

'The rest of the family were out, and the butler went to Miss Galloway's room, found the
case and handed it over. It contained over twenty thousand pounds' worth of jewellery
belonging to Miss Galloway.

'The bogus Captain Ferring then left in a hired car.

'Earlier in the day a woman, described as being "very beautiful”, had spoken to one of the
gardeners working in the grounds and elicited the fact that Miss Galloway and Captain Ferring
would be leaving that afternoon.

'There is no doubt that this woman was working in conjunction with a housemaid in Clist
Place, who left suddenly that morning and who was able to inform the thieves that the real
Miss Galloway had arranged to send for her dressing-case containing the jewels the next day.

'That the ruse was carefully planned was indicated by the fact that the bogus Captain was
wearing clothes identical with those worn by the real Captain Ferring.

'An early arrest is expected.'

Gringall said: 'Come on, Steve. It's a pity | met you when you arrived at
Eastbourne. Directly the local police telephoned the Yard this afternoon, | knew
it must be you who had pulled the job.'

| sighed.

'Gringall,' | said, 'can we have one drink before we go?'

He said certainly we could. We went into the buffet. When we'd got our
whiskies and sodas | said:

'l don't expect you to believe what | say, and | know | haven't got a dog's
chance of getting out of this; but I'm going to tell you the truth, the whole truth
and nothing but the truth.

127



'Some woman has taken me for a ride. And what a woman! | can't even
dislike her for it. She must have noticed me at the Splendide at Eastbourne and
seen that | was Ferring's double. She pulled the fastest act on me that's ever
been pulled. She kidded me into getting the same clothes as those that Ferring
usually wears. She kidded me into going to Clist Place and asking for that
dressing-case. And then, when she'd got it, she walked out on me. Believe it or
not, that's the truth.’

Gringall grinned.

He said: 'You tell that to the horse marines, Steve. And if | were you |
wouldn't use that story as a defence. It'll get you an extra year. If | were you I'd
just plead guilty and do your time like a gentleman.'

| didn't say anything. What was there to say? But whoever she was, that girl
had something. She had brains, nerve and looks. She had all the things | thought
I had.

When | come out, | hope I'll meet her again. | won't even be annoyed with
her.

To do a thing like that to me—of all people! | should know better!

128



18: The Key
In: Making Crime Pay, 1951

MR. Eustace St. John Maninway stood in front of the mirror and regarded the
reflection of his clean-cut and aristocratic profile with eyes that were definitely
scared. Eustace realized that he was in a very tight corner.

He walked over to the sideboard and helped himself to a good measure of
neat whisky. He felt a little better, a trifle braver.

Then he sat down and read Marella Gallery's letter once more. Eustace, it
said:

I've found you out. | realize now that | am just another middle-aged woman with money
who's been taken in by a rather clever young man.

You will remember you sent me threcnovels to read two weeks ago. Caught between the
pages of one of those books was a piece of very slim platinum pendant chain. | recognized it
at once. It was the chain of Veronica's diamond pendant that disappeared so mysteriously at
that party she gave three months ago.

When | saw that little piece of metal, it was rather as if | was looking at my own death
warrant. | knew that you had stolen Veronica's pendant. That's why | came down here.

When | arrived | got in touch with a firm of private detectives in London. | asked them to
find out all about you. They have. It's a pretty sordid story, isn't it, William Stubbings, alias
Eustace St. John Maninway?

| am returning to town to-morrow. | shall arrive about five o'clock. I'm going straight to
the house, after which | am going round to see Veronica. | shall insist that she prosecutes. |
am quite appalled when | think what a fool I've been about you, when | think that only a
month ago | altered my will and left you enough to bring you £2,000 a year. This is another
thing | shall deal with on my return.

Marella Gallery.

Eustace drank a little more whisky. How the devil was he to have known that
when he'd pulled the diamonds off that pendant, a little bit of the chain had
fallen between the pages of that book?

After a while he walked to the bureau in the corner and took out a packet—
letters he'd received from Marella during the last six months. He began to read
through them, his brain vaguely trying to find something that would help.

He found it. It was a letter written by Marella some six months before. She'd
been in the country on a round of visits and she'd left him her car to use while
she was away. The last paragraph of the letter read:

So you must come down. Do try to be here by lunch, Eustace, because | must have the
car. The nearest railway station is seven miles away, and the family car is out of order. So
whatever you're doing put it off and come to my rescue, because | can't go on without you.

Love, Marella.
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Eustace saw that Marella's letter was written ontwo pages. The second page
contained only the words:

| can't go on without you,
Love, Marella.

Some devil in his brain began quietly to tell Eustace of a way out of this tight
corner. Marella said she was returning to town to-morrow. There were no
servants at the St. John's Wood house. They'd been sent off before Marella
went away.

He went and stood by the window and read the note again. '/ can't go on
without you, Love, Marella.' Well, Scotland Yard would know that note had been
written months before. But if somebody else saw the note before he destroyed
it— Veronica, for instance— they would know it existed. They would know that
Marella intended to commit suicide.

Eustace grinned evilly. He'd made his mind up. Here was the way out.

THE next afternoon he went round to see Veronica. His expression— Eustace
was a very good actor— denoted intense sadness.

'What's the matter, Eustace?' Veronica asked. 'You're looking glum. You
ought to be happy. You'll be a bridegroom next month.’

'That's what I've come to see you about, Veronica,' he said. I'm in the devil
of a jam about Marella. During the last three or four weeks I've been thinking
about this marriage. | knew it wasn't right. | knew that Marella attracted me a
great deal but that | didn't truly love her.

| wouldn't have minded people saying that I'd married her for her money—
that wouldn't have mattered to me if | felt that I'd honestly and sincerely loved
her.

'Well, three days ago | came to a conclusion. | rang her up and told her that |
couldn't go through with it'.

Veronica was silent for a minute. Then: 'Eustace,’ she said. | think you've
done the right thing. Of course Marella is upset, that's natural, but she'll get
over it.'

'I'm afraid it's not as easy as that, Veronica,' he said. 'Yesterday Marella
telephoned me. She sounded half mad. She said she didn't care whether | loved
her or not, that we'd just got to get married. She said if | didn't go through with
it she'd kill herself.

'This morning | got this.'

He handed the single sheet of notepaper to Veronica. She read it, handed it
back to him. He crumpled it into a ball and threw it into the fire.

'When is she coming back?' asked Veronica.
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'This afternoon,' said Eustace. 'She said she'd be back by four o'clock. |
wonder if | ought to go round and see her?' He got up— stood for a moment as
if undecided. | think I'll walk round there, Veronica,' he said, 'and wait for her.'
Eustace took his hat and went.

IT was ten past five when Veronica's telephone jangled. It was Eustace. His voice
was quivering.

'Veronica,' he said, 'she's done it!'

'Done what,' asked Veronica, her spine stiffening.

'She killed herself,' said Eustace.

EUSTACE was having tea with Veronica when the Detective-Inspector arrived.

'l just want to know that I've got this quite right, sir,' said the police officer
when Eustace finished telling how he had discovered the tragedy.

'You were about a hundred yards from the house when you saw Mrs. Gallery
paying off the cab. Then she went up the steps and opened the door. You're
certain about that point, aren't you, sir?' 'Quite certain,' said Eustace.

'I'm stressing the point, sir,' the inspector went on, 'because it seems that
some six or seven months ago Mrs. Gallery had an extra key cut for the front
door. | believe it was sent to you?"

'That's quite correct,’ said Maninway glibly. 'Mrs. Gallery did give me a key. |
lost it about two months ago.’

The police officer nodded.

'You were about eighty yards from the house when you saw Mrs. Gallery
open the door and go in, and the door was open when you arrived?"'

'That's right,' said Eustace. 'That's exactly what happened.’

The inspector looked more gloomy than ever.

'I'm afraid | shall have to ask you to come along with me, sir,' he said. 'l've a
Squad car outside.

'You see, Mrs. Gallery saw the stationmaster at Waterloo and borrowed her
cab fare home from him. She told him she was going to get into the house by
the pantry window at the back. She'd left her handbag with her money and keys
in it in Hampshire.'
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19: La Belle Dame Sans Souci
Modern Woman,Nov 1948

Collected in No Ordinary Cheyney, 1948 (Available free from Roy Glashan's Library)

THE time has come, | feel, to relate the rather extraordinary events which led to
the death of my friend Michael O'Shaughnessy, whose body— as you will
doubtless remember— was found in a coppice in the grounds of Honiton Place
on the Somersetshire border. The finest brains of Scotland Yard were unable to
trace the murderer. Nothing ever came to light except a one-legged sailor from
the Argentine who gave himself up for the murder in order— as he put it— "to
get a nice rest from his wife," and who was promptly sent about his business
when it was discovered that he was in an intoxicated condition in Lambeth at
the time of the tragedy.

The medical evidence shows that my friend Michael had been murdered
with a large-bore pistol, and as he had few friends and such relations as he
possessed merely regarded the whole business as rather vexing, the matter was
left where it was.

Michael O'Shaughnessy was a very charming and attractive man of thirty-
five years of age and the fact that he was rather bored with life has nothing to
do with this story except that he believed, and often told me, that there is little
romance in these utilitarian days; that life is indeed inclined to be weary, flat,
stale and unprofitable. The ideal of beautiful woman, he would say, was falling
into desuetude. And he would invite me to observe their lot. They stand all day
in queues, he said, and thereby acquire large feet; they lack cosmetics and
thereby acquire red noses. They waste their nerves, temper and their sweetness
in obeying or evading the hundred and one controls that restrict normal life.
And, as their men folk are much too busy getting into or keeping out of the black
market to spare any time at all in the consideration, much less the practice, of
the finer technique of romance, life, thought O'Shaughnessy, was almost
redundant.

His background was interesting. He had been born in England of Irish and
French parentage. He was temperamental in a queer way. When war broke out
in '39 he had been only twenty-six years of age and was learning to be an
architect.

He enjoyed the war. To him, it spelled adventure and romance. That tense
atmosphere of excitement, which on occasion could make even a doodle-bug
seem interesting, brought with it a certain glamour which appealed to him.
Naturally, he fought for his country, and as an officer in a cavalry regiment
whose light tanks were famous at the Battle of Alamein, he achieved
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experience, and a philosophy which stood him in good stead during his life and, |
must confess, at the moment of his death.

He was tall. His face was inclined to be thin; his figure elegant. He had the
soft eyes and high cheekbones of his Irish ancestry; the charm of manner and
ease in conversation of the French— his mother's— side of the family. He liked
to laugh, but was not averse from weeping if it would get him any place. He was
attractive because... well, he couldn't help being attractive.

So much for my murdered friend. Having introduced him to you, | can now
recount the events which took place on the night of his death.

AT nine o'clock on the night of the 30th January 1948, Michael
O'Shaughnessy, who was spending the week-end at the Moat Farm in a
romantic and secluded part of the country, the name of which cannot possibly
matter, decided to go for a walk. For some reason he was, on this particular
evening, a little affected by some peculiar quality in the moonlight. There was
something curiously romantic and attractive about it and, walking down the lane
which turned into the road that led towards the county border, he noticed, or
fancied he noticed, a strange radiance on fields, trees and hedges cast by this
full, brilliant and, as it were, tantalising moon.

He walked for some twenty minutes; decided to smoke a cigarette. But he
found, when the time came to light it, that a small breeze had sprung up. So he
stepped off the road into the little wood that fringed it and, after a minute or
two, found himself in a small clearing, at one end of which was a felled tree. He
liked this place, sat down on the tree, lit his cigarette and gave himself up to
ruminations on the past, present and future.

Quite suddenly he became aware that he was not alone. Sitting on the other
end of the tree was the portly figure of a middle-aged gentleman dressed in a
suit of shepherd's plaid check. He was smoking a very small cigar and now and
then, for some reason best known to himself, he wiped the corner of his mouth
delicately with a lady's fine suede glove which he produced from his waistcoat
pocket.

O'Shaughnessy gazed at this apparition; wondered how he had arrived on
the scene. And he began to get an odd impression that he knew this person;
that he had seen him before in several places; that, in fact, he had seen him and
talked to him in Alamein on the night before the attack, wearing a battle jacket;
and somewhere else, wearing something else.

The new-comer turned his head towards O'Shaughnessy, removed his
bowler hat courteously and said: "Good evening, Sir. My name is Krasinsky. |
think you know me."

"I believe | do." O'Shaughnessy smiled disarmingly. "But | cannot for the life
of me place you."
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"Men never can," said the other, "because | am one of those nebulous kinds
of person who get about considerably. Some men think | am their conscience;
others apprehend me as a sort of astral body driving about the place warning
people. They think a thousand things about me."

"Exactly," said O'Shaughnessy. "But forgive me— I'm rather puzzled by your
sudden arrival here. | didn't see you come through the wood."

"I didn't," said Mr. Krasinsky. "I arrive at any place where | wish to be
without appreciable effort. And | wanted to be here because | think | should tell
you the story of a young friend of mine who looked somewhat like you. He was
staying in this part of the world at one time, and circumstances led him, one
evening, to a certain mansion not half a mile from here."

O'Shaughnessy nodded. "You mean Honiton Place; I've heard about it. In
point of fact I'd intended to walk there tonight."

"A most interesting house," said Krasinsky. "Would you care to listen to my
story? | think you ought to."

A pleasurable feeling of anticipation stole over Michael O'Shaughnessy. He
felt, for some quite inexplicable reason, that the story which Krasinsky proposed
to tell him was bound up with his— O'Shaughnessy's— life.

He said: "I should like very much to hear it."

"I'll tell it to you," said Krasinsky, "and I'll make it as short as possible
because | observe"— he looked at the moon— "that time is getting on. Well
then, my young friend, whom | will call Armand Dulac, was staying at the Moat
Farm, and one night he decided to go for a walk. He walked down this roadway
and half a mile further on found the fork in the road. The right side ran away
over the hills and disappeared into the horizon. The other, which he took, led
him straight to the entrance, gates of Honiton Place.

"When he reached them Armand stood by these antique, wrought-iron
gates awhile and contemplated the broad parkland that spread out before him.
It was dotted with rhododendron bushes, shrubberies and trees. Beyond these,
at the top of some terraces, lay the large, historic building. He found it most
attractive in the moonlight, which was as bright as it is tonight....

"But," continued Krasinsky, "he was struck by one thing. He had heard the
house spoken of as uninhabited; yet the darkness was interrupted, in one single
corner on the second floor, by three lighted windows. Who, he wondered, could
possibly be the occupants of such a place, at such a time.

"Now curiosity was a strong point with him, as it is with most young men, so
he followed the carriage-drive, mounted the terraces and approached the
house. When he got there the entrance doors were, he was amazed to find,
open, and he walked through large and imposing portals into the hall. There he
received a second surprise, for the moonlight, flooding through high stained
glass windows, disclosed that, far from being empty, the wide hall before him
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was furnished with what seemed to be costly antique furniture. Valuable oil-
paintings graced the walls and here and there delightful figures, carved in
bronze or marble, looked down at him stonily.

"He stood in the middle of this hall possessed by a strange, and possibly odd,
desire to know more about the place. Then he concluded that as he had found
the doors open it was his duty to find his way up to the apartment, the windows
of which were lighted, and to inform the occupant who might, he thought, be
the caretaker, that the entrance doors were unlocked."

Krasinsky inhaled from his small cigar which, however much he smoked it,
never seemed to grow any smaller. He continued: "Armand then ascended the
flight of wide marble stairs on the other side of the hall and presently found
himself in the first floor gallery which surrounded the hall. The walls of this
gallery were lined from floor to ceiling with mirrors, and it was only after some
time and by the aid of the moonlight that he discovered the glass knob on one
of the mirrors.

"He turned the knob. The door opened. Armand stepped through and closed
the mirror door behind him. He was facing a curving carpeted staircase and,
without more ado, began to walk up it. At the top was a small landing and on
the other side a translucent glass door. Inside this glass door there was a softly
diffused light which intrigued him. He opened the door and went in.

"Now," said Krasinsky, "I shall have a little difficulty in describing to you the
atmosphere in which my young and enterprising friend found himself. He was in
a corridor, thickly carpeted, and furnished with rare furniture and pictures.
There was a strange atmosphere about the place— a suggestion of the most
delightful perfume— a certain fascinating languor in the air which touched
something within him. At the end of the corridor he saw a door ajar. He
approached it, knocked, and a voice said: 'Come in...." "

Krasinsky smiled. "Are you interested, Mr. O'Shaughnessy?"

O'Shaughnessy nodded. "I'm more than interested. I'm enthralled. Please go
on."

"I should explain to you," said Krasinsky, "that the words 'Come in' are two
very ordinary words. In point of fact they are spoken by millions of people all
over the world in all sorts of circumstances every day. But these two words were
different. | would like to be able to describe to you," said Krasinsky, stroking the
head of a baby white owl which had curved down and settled on his hand, "the
guality of the voice which uttered them; the low and vibrant tone; the superb
and complete enunciation of the two words, but | am afraid that | have not
sufficient vocabulary. Let it suffice that my young friend was so entirely
shattered at hearing these two words so beautifully spoken that he felt a little
weak in the knees. It was only after a minute's hesitation that he was able to
push open the door and step into the room."
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"And what did he find there?" asked O'Shaughnessy.

"I will tell you," answered Krasinsky. "The room was long, with a low ceiling.
The walls were of a rather mysterious shade of grey, but the lighting which was
concealed above them gave them an even more mysterious colour. Opposite to
him, beside a large log fire which glowed brightly, was a lady. It was she who
had said 'Come in'." Krasinsky sighed heavily. "Armand gazed at her with eyes
that almost popped from their sockets because never in his life had he seen a
woman with so much beauty, with so much allure... well, so much everything...
murmured Krasinsky, spreading his hands, at which the white owl flew away.

"Her face was superbly modelled. Her hair was auburn and fell about her
shoulders. Her eyes, which were of an exquisite shade of hazel, regarded him
coolly. But it was her mouth which fascinated Armand. It is impossible," said
Krasinsky, "quite impossible for me to describe the tremulous beauty of her
mouth." He paused and drew on his cigar; then: "Armand stood there and
eventually was able to speak. He said: 'I'm sure you'll forgive me for coming here
but | was walking in these parts and, inspecting the house, noticed that the front
doors were open. | thought I'd better come in and tell you.'

"She said very softly: '"How nice of you. Wouldn't you like a drink? And please
sit down.' Armand sat down. He found it impossible to take his eyes from her.
He watched the superb grace with which she moved to a nearby table; poured
out the whisky and soda; brought it to him. When she came near him he
trembled at her proximity because there came to his nostrils a suggestion of
such exquisite perfume that his senses were inclined to reel.

"He took the drink from her. He said hoarsely— and as he spoke the words it
was almost as if someone else were speaking— 'l don't think I've ever seen
anybody quite as lovely as you are. | don't think I've ever seen anyone who
speaks or moves as exquisitely as you do. | think | adore you.""

Krasinsky sighed again. "Don't you think that was rather charming?" he
asked.

O'Shaughnessy started. "l think it was utterly charming," he said in his
agreeable voice. "What happened then?"

Krasinsky continued: "The lovely lady was not at all surprised at this
declaration of love," he said. "She returned to her couch, sat down and regarded
my young friend Armand with her large, melting hazel eyes. She examined him
carefully from top to toe. Then she nodded her head and smiled. She said in the
same ravishing voice: 'How strange that you should say that, because | have
thought about you for a long time. | have sat here night after night hoping that
somebody that looked like you would come here and talk to me. That is why |
had the front doors left open. | think | shall always love you."'"

Krasinsky exhaled cigar smoke. "Now what do you think of that?" he asked.

O'Shaughnessy shook his head. "l can't think," he said. "Go on."
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Krasinsky went on: "Imagine the stupor into which this declaration from the
lady threw Armand. He found himself unable to move, to speak or think. He
would have sat there, | have no doubt, permanently, but for one thing...."

"What?" asked O'Shaughnessy impatiently.

"This," said Krasinsky. "The lady moved a little. Then she got up. She stood in
front of the fire, looking at him. Then she said softly, and with a most delightful
smile: 'Come here, my darling.""

Krasinsky regarded his finger-nails. "He went there," he said. "And at this
moment, presumably by some occult influence, the lights went out."

He stopped speaking. From the other end of the tree-trunk came a long sigh.

Krasinsky drew on his small cigar. "It was just after midnight," he said
quietly, "when Armand Dulac, having taken a lingering farewell of his most
beautiful companion, left the apartment and began to descend the curving
staircase that led to the gallery below. As he reached the bend in the stairs he
stopped and his jaw sagged a little, for approaching him rapidly, no less than
two stairs at a time, was a very large, stalwart, black-bearded and burly
gentleman whose normal ferocity of countenance was barely concealed by a
frosty smile.

"This person stopped three stairs below Armand and regarded him with
undoubted hostility, tinged with curiosity. Armand moved to the side of the
stair. He said: 'Good evening.' The other gentleman, who was immaculately
dressed in a dinner suit, said: 'l hope it will be, sir." His accent was unmistakably
Polish. He went on: 'l observe that you are leaving my wife's apartment. | shall
be grateful if you will return with me in order that we may indulge in a little talk.
Don't you think,' he added sternly, 'that a little explanation might be in order,
having regard to the time, the circumstances, my absence and my wife's
predilection for love?"

"Armand shrugged his shoulders. What could he say?" asked Krasinsky,
regarding O'Shaughnessy with equanimity. "So he allowed the Polish gentleman
to pass him and followed him docilely into the apartment, along the exotic
corridor, past the drawing-room, the door of which was open; then to the right
past another open door, through which the large gentleman put his head and
said politely: 'Good evening, my dear'. Then to the end of a smaller corridor,
through a door and into a comfortable and well-furnished library.

"Armand stood in the middle of the room whilst his host pulled two large
arm-chairs in front of the fire. He accepted one and sat down. The Polish
gentleman sat in the other. He beamed. He said: 'Sir, my name is Count Alexis
Michalovski.'

"Armand said: 'I'm charmed to meet you. | am Armand Dulac.'

"'Excellent,' said the Count. 'Now having presented ourselves to one
another we can indulge in a little conversation. It will be quite obvious to you,
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sir, that | have brought you back here for the purpose of killing you. | return to
my wife's apartment at midnight to find you leaving with an expression of
equanimity on your face which can only be likened to that of a cat which has
swallowed a canary— the canary being, in this case, the wife of my bosom. It
will be obvious to you as a gentleman that this situation is not possible.
Therefore you must die. Do you understand?"

"Armand thought that life was sufficiently sweet, having regard to what had
happened earlier in the evening, to make some effort to prolong it. So he said:
'Sir, | should like to tell you that you are making a very grave error. At ten o'clock
this evening | did not know of the existence of your wife; | had barely heard of
the existence of this house. | did not imagine it was inhabited. | came out for a
walk. | came through the iron gates because in the moonlight | thought that this
mansion looked old, romantic and interesting. | saw that there were three
lighted windows on the second floor; then | noticed that the front doors were
open. | looked into the hall and | saw that there were some valuable pictures,
antiques, and so on, there. | concluded that it was my duty to tell the caretaker
or whoever occupied the mansion that the front doors were open and that any
burglar could have entered and stolen what he wanted.'

"The Count fingered his moustache. He said: 'l am not certain that some
burglar has not done exactly that thing, even if his interest was not in pictures.'
He paused to regard Armand for a long time. 'You know, Mr. Dulac,' he
continued, 'I'm rather inclined to believe your story. You have about you an air
of innocence and truth. Also, | am reminded of my grandfather.’

"'Indeed,' said Armand. The more prolonged the conversation, he thought,
the more his chances of life.

"'Yes, indeed,' said the Count. 'My grandfather— Count Alexandrei
Michalovski— was exceedingly partial to Englishmen. When | was a little boy he
used to talk to me about "the word of an Englishman." In those days it was
considered to be extremely good.'

"The Count got up from his chair; began to walk about the room with long
strides. 'l am inclined to believe your story, Mr. Dulac. In fact, | will go so far as
to say that | do believe it. | hope my acknowledgment of your veracity pleases
you.'

"'Yes, indeed,' said Armand with a sigh. 'I'm most grateful to you, sir.
Naturally, | expected to be believed because | was telling the truth.' He added
under his breath: 'May God forgive me'.

"The Count said: 'Very well then, all that remains is for me to wish you a very
good evening.' Armand got up. They walked down the corridor into the main
passage towards the entrance to the apartment. The Count held the door open.
He said: T wish to tell you this, sir: | have decided that | will believe what you
say, mainly because | like the shape of your face and also because in some vague
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way you remind me of my grandfather. But | should also tell you that if | ever
see you inside this house again | shall, with pleasure and with a certain horse-
pistol which | possess, without one moment's hesitation, murder you. Do you
understand?"

"Armand said: 'l understand perfectly.'

"'Then, good night, Mr. Dulac,' said the Count. 'As you go down the stairs
you will observe on the landings, double electric light switches. The upper ones
illuminate the floor before you; the lower one on each landing turns out the
light above you, so that you will have no difficulty in finding your way out.' He
turned away, closed the door behind Armand and disappeared.

"Armand sighed. He thought that not only was there a little romance left in
life, but also a certain amount of luck. He began to descend the curving staircase
but, slightly disturbed, and incoherent in his mind at the events of the evening,
as he got to the bottom he switched the wrong switch, so plunging the staircase
behind him and the gallery in front of him into darkness. Worse, he found
himself unable to find the switch again, and he stood there, on the threshold of
the wide gallery surrounded by mirrors, not knowing literally or metaphorically
which way to turn. For the moon had disappeared and the place was dark with
an inky darkness.

"Armand considered the situation. He thought that if he could find the flight
of marble stairs that led to the main hall, he could grope his way down, and
once there surely, he concluded, it would be a matter of time before he found
the entrance doors."

Krasinsky exhaled cigar smoke. "Do you not find this a very interesting story,
Captain O'Shaughnessy?" he enquired.

O'Shaughnessy started. "I am very much interested," he said. "l don't know
why but I've never been quite so much interested in my life."

"That," said Krasinsky, "is comprehensible. | will continue. Our friend
Armand then took a few cautious and diffident steps in the direction, as he
thought, of the marble stairway. But just at this moment he tripped over some
small projection, fell forward, shot over the edge of the balustrade and pitched
head foremost into an immense Grecian urn which stood immediately beneath
the gallery almost as if it intended itself as a receptacle for him."

Krasinsky shrugged his shoulders. "He must have struck his head slightly
against the side as he fell," he said, "for at this moment an even inkier darkness
engulfed him and he lay in the bottom of the urn unconscious...."

O'Shaughnessy experienced a peculiar feeling. He could no longer see the
figure of Krasinsky at the other end of the tree-trunk. He could no longer see
anything. He thought that the moon must have gone behind a cloud. He felt
vaguely bemused and bewildered. His head ached. He found himself for some
reason no longer sitting on the tree-trunk but lying in a recumbent position. He
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put out his hands, to discover that they touched stone walls which were cold. He
sat up in amazement. What had happened? He felt in his pocket for his cigarette
lighter; found it; snapped it on.

With the aid of the light he looked about him. Utter astonishment overcame
him because, believe it or not, he found himself sitting in the bottom of what he
took to be an immense vase for no earthly reason that he could think of. He got
up. With difficulty, in spite of his agility, he managed to scramble out of the
vase; to drop down on the other side. Now the moon came out again.

He was standing at the side of just such a large hallway as Krasinsky had
described to him a short while before. But what was this? What was he doing in
this place? How had he arrived here? Obviously, this was the scene of Armand
Dulac's adventure which Krasinsky had recounted. Dreamily, O'Shaughnessy
remembered it. But what had he to do with this place? Why should he be here?

He moved towards the wide flight of marble stairs, sat down and considered
the matter. Either he was mad or he was sane. If he was sane he must somehow
have dreamed the encounter with Krasinsky; dreamed the whole of the story
which Krasinsky had told him— the story of Armand Dulac.

He remembered exactly what had happened. He had been taking a walk;
had stepped off the road into the clearing to light a cigarette; had sat down on
the tree-trunk where he met Krasinsky. He shrugged his shoulders. There was no
use in going over it. Here he was and what was he going to do?

He began to smile. His native curiosity asserted itself. Surely, thought he, if |
know this place because Krasinsky or somebody told me of it; if | know it well
enough to be here, then the rest of the story must be true. O'Shaughnessy
remembered the description of the mirrored gallery on the first floor, the
concealed door with the glass knob which led to the curving staircase by which
one reached the apartment of the lovely lady. He thought: Why not see if such a
gallery exists; if such a door with its attendant glass door-knob exists?

The moon through the stained glass windows was helpful. He ascended the
wide marble stairs. At the top he found himself in the mirrored gallery. He
walked slowly round, searching the reflecting walls for the doorknob. After ten
minutes, with a sigh of relief, he found it. He pulled the knob. The door opened
and he stepped through on to the stairway. He ascended the stairs slowly.

At the top he knew he would find a glass door. All he had to do was to push
it open. At the end of a corridor, if he remembered rightly, was Madame's
drawing-room and next to it her bedroom. He reached the top of the staircase,
opened the glass door. He stepped into the corridor. To his nostrils came the
vague and exotic perfume that Krasinsky had mentioned.

O'Shaughnessy walked slowly along the passage. He had reached the end;
was considering tapping on the door in front of him, when at the end of the
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shorter passage a door opened and, framed in the doorway, he saw the figure of
the Count.

Here was something which he had not anticipated. His heart jumped a little;
but he regained confidence when he saw that the Count was smiling.

"I am very glad to see you again," said that gentleman. "Won't you come
in?"

O'Shaughnessy moved slowly down the short passage and into the library.
The Count closed the door and indicated the arm-chair in front of the fire.

"I am extremely surprised to see you back so soon, Mr. Dulac," he said. "I
warned you what would happen, didn't I?"

O'Shaughnessy said: "I'm afraid you are making a mistake, Count. My name
is not Dulac. My name is Michael O'Shaughnessy. | came out for a walk and—"

"Nonsense," said the Count. "How did you know the geography of this
house? You knew, sir, because you are Armand Dulac and you were here less
than an hour ago. In this room you told me a story which | desired to believe. |
believed it at that time, although, after you had gone and | had looked into my
wife's bedroom and observed the seraphic expression on her face, | decided |
had made a mistake in believing you.

"And now, after my warning, you have the effrontery to return. You know
exactly what is going to happen to you?"

O'Shaughnessy thought: This really isn't so good. But he was overcome by a
sense of the strangest philosophy. He knew what the Count had threatened to
Armand Dulac. He knew that the same threat menaced himself— more
especially as the Count was certain that he was Dulac. And was that to be
wondered at?

O'Shaughnessy gave it up. He said: "l presume you are referring to the
horse-pistol, sir?"

The Count nodded amiably. "Exactly," he said. "I should like to show it to
you." He moved to an old carved cupboard in the corner of the room, opened it,
produced an immense horse-pistol. "This pistol, Sir, belonged to my grandfather,
of whom | spoke— that one who was so well inclined towards Englishmen. It is
a large pistol and takes an extremely large ball. But | assure you you need not
fear that. | am a crack shot and death, | believe, is practically instantaneous.
Would you care to stand up, as | hate to shoot at sitting targets?"

O'Shaughnessy stood up. He said: "If you will pardon the interruption,
Count, | think you will agree that a man who is about to die has a right to ask
one favour."

"Certainly," said the Count with a smile. "If it is possible. What do you
want?"

O'Shaughnessy said: "We have a proverb in this country that one might as
well be hanged for a sheep as a lamb. It is quite useless for me to point out to
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you that | am not Armand Dulac because | quite understand that it would be
impossible for you to believe that. If | were you | should not believe it myself,
because it seems to me that some rather extraordinary occult forces have been
at work. However, to return to the favour | wish you to grant me. In the
circumstances, and having regard to what is in your mind, | do not think it would
do you any harm to permit me merely to take a farewell glance at your most
beautiful wife, who is, | believe, asleep. That is all | ask."

"But why not?" said the Count with a smile. "I grant this favour willingly. |
will await your return expectantly."

O'Shaughnessy murmured his thanks, left the library, walked down the
passageway and pushed open the door of the bedroom. He looked in.

Lying in the middle of the wide bed, on which was a coverlet of embossed
green velvet, lay the most beautiful creature he had ever seen in his life. Her
bosom rose and fell with extreme regularity; her slightly parted lips showed
exquisite teeth.

O'Shaughnessy gazed at her in wonderment; then, with a slight sense of
dread, he realised that he must go. He smiled at her. He said softly: "Good-night,
my dear."

She moved a little. She murmured sleepily: "Good-night, darling."

O'Shaughnessy sighed and turned away.

In the library, the Count was standing in front of the fire, a whisky and soda
in one hand, the horse-pistol in the other.

He asked: "How do you think she looked?"

"Unutterably delightful," said O'Shaughnessy. "I should like to tell you, sir,
that | think it was worth it. | no longer fear death."

"That," said the Count, "is the spirit. Would you care to help yourself to a
whisky and soda?" He indicated the sideboard.

O'Shaughnessy went to the sideboard. Turning his back on the Count in the
process, he mixed a stiff whisky and soda. He knew that as the glass touched his
lips the Count would fire the pistol, and that would be the end of Captain
Michael O'Shaughnessy.

He raised the glass slowly towards his mouth. Then several things happened
simultaneously. The door opened and the lady, in a lace robe, stood framed in
the doorway. She said to the Count: "Alexis... must you do this...? It always
makes such a noise..."

At the same moment O'Shaughnessy heard the report of the pistol; dropped
the glass; crashed to the floor.

This then was death! Darkness descended upon him.

O'SHAUGHNESSY opened his eyes. He lay flat on his back looking up at the
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moon. After a little while he sat up. He found himself leaning against the felled
tree-trunk in the clearing. He was alive. He had not been shot.

He began to laugh. The whole thing, of course, was unutterably ridiculous.
The whole thing had been a dream. He remembered some time ago coming into
the clearing and sitting on the felled tree-trunk and lighting light a cigarette. He
had, he supposed, fallen asleep during the few seconds that had elapsed before
he had fallen off the log— those few seconds which can be so extended to
aeons of time in dreams. He had dreamed the whole thing; had dreamed the
meeting with Krasinsky, the gentleman in the check suit who had sat on the
other end of the tree; he had dreamed the story of Armand Dulac and the
mysterious house and the lighted windows; he had dreamed of finding himself
there; of the Count, the horse-pistol and the very lovely lady.

A hell of a dream, thought O'Shaughnessy. It had been so realistic that he
had almost lived it.

He got up, brushed some dry leaves from his clothes. He lit a cigarette. Life,
he thought, was not so unromantic after all, even if romance only occurred in
dreams.

He crossed the clearing; found the road; began to walk up it. It was a line
night and the moonlight was still cold and hard. O'Shaughnessy stepped out
manfully. Ten minutes' walking brought him to a fork in the road. The right fork
ran away over the hills; disappeared over the horizon.

Dimly, O'Shaughnessy remembered Krasinsky in the dream, telling him
about that fork.

He took the left road. In three minutes' time he found himself face to face
with old, wrought-iron gates. He walked through. Before him, at the end of the
long carriage drive, cleaving a large park, stood a house. It was large and old,
and it was in darkness except that, on the second floor, three windows at the
corner were lighted.

Slowly, almost in spite of himself, O'Shaughnessy began to walk along the
carriage drive towards the house. He mounted the terraces and approached the
entrance. He thought: It is quite impossible that | shall find the doors open.

He found the doors open. He went in. The moonlight, flooding through the
stained glass windows, showed him a hall which he knew— the hall which
Krasinsky had described to him in the dream....

Or was it a dream....?

Slowly he crossed the hall, began to mount the flight of wide marble stairs
that led upwards to the mirrored gallery. If the dream had been true, he
thought, somewhere in that mirrored gallery was a door with a glass knob. He
looked at the wall.

In front of him was the glass knob.
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He put out his hand and pulled the knob towards him. The door opened. He
went through. Before him lay the curving staircase leading upwards to the glass
door.

He sighed happily. Slowly, smiling to himself, he began to ascend the stairs
towards the glass door....
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20: Lady In Love
Collected in: Making Crime Pay, 1944

EFFIE THOMPSON came into the office. She closed the door quietly behind her,
stood with her back to it. She said:

'There's a lady outside, Mr. Callaghan. She wants to see you. She says her
business is urgent. She won't say what her name is."

'What does she look like?' asked Callaghan.

'I should say she's your type,' said Effie. Her tone was slightly acid. Callaghan
grinned.

'And what's that?' he asked. He lit a cigarette.

'She's very well-dressed, very beautiful. She looks interesting.'

'You don't say?' said Callaghan. | can hardly wait. Show her in, Effie.'

Callaghan got up as the woman came into the room. He thought that Effie
Thompson had not over-estimated her possibilities. She was more than
beautiful.

Callaghan said: '"May | know your name, please? We're rather keen on
knowing who the people are that we do business with.' He moved a chair
forward.

She threw back her furs and sat down. Callaghan stood in front of the
fireplace looking at her. She said: 'My name is Mrs. Gervase. Possibly you
remember it?' Callaghan nodded.

'l remember,' he said. 'A month or so ago, a Mr. Gervase came here and
asked us to keep an eye on his wife and a young gentleman in whom he thought
she was too interested. We told him we didn't do work of that sort,’ said
Callaghan, 'so he went away. Is there some connection?"

She nodded.

'That was my husband,' she said. 'Mr. Callaghan, you might as well know that
he was justified in his suspicions at the time. | thought | was very much in love
with that young man.'

'| see,' said Callaghan. 'l think, if | remember rightly, his name was Strange—
Eustace Strange?"

'That's right, Mr. Callaghan,' she said. 'That's the name. You have a good
memory, haven't you?'

'An excellent one,' said Callaghan. 'Well, Mrs. Gervase, having established
those facts, what can | do for you?'

She said: 'I'm afraid I'm going to ask you to do something that may seem
rather extraordinary, Mr. Callaghan. Let me be quite frank with you. Eustace
Strange has been in my husband's employ for some time. He's an extremely
attractive young man. My husband was always preoccupied with his business
and hadn't a lot of time to spend with me.' She shrugged her shoulders
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diffidently. 'I'm afraid | indulged in a little self-pity and saw myself as the
neglected wife,' she went on. 'And the next thing was that | thought | was in love
with Mr. Strange.'

Callaghan said: 'What did Strange think about that?"

She smiled.

'| think he liked the idea, Mr. Callaghan,' she said. 'At least he did everything
to encourage it. Up to the point when he suggested that we should run away
together.'

'| see,' said Callaghan. 'And | suppose this would be about the time when
your husband came to see me? He suspected that all this business was going on
between you two?"

She nodded.

'He was suspicious and came to you, and you refused to have anything to do
with it. | would like you to know,' she continued, 'that nothing actually wrong
occurred between Mr. Strange and myself.'

Callaghan said: 'Quite... And you suddenly decided that you weren't in love
with Mr. Strange?'

'Yes,' she said, | suddenly decided that. | suddenly decided that I'd been a
fool. | realized that when one has been married to a man for seven years one is
inclined to become a little tired of him— unjustifiably. | saw that because my
husband had been working hard at his business and not giving much of his time
to me, there was no reason why | should make a fool of myself.' She smiled
suddenly at Callaghan— a delightful smile. 'Women get flashes of logic
sometimes, Mr. Callaghan.'

Callaghan said: 'So it seems. | congratulate you, Mrs. Gervase.'

She went on: 'l went to him and told him the whole story, and he was as nice
about it as he is about everything. It seemed to both of us that the Strange
incident was closed.’

Callaghan threw his cigarette stub into the fireplace. He walked to the desk,
picked up the cigarette box, offered her one, and when she refused it, took one
for himself. He went back to the fireplace.

'And now, Mrs. Gervase, it seems that the Strange incident isn't closed? Is
that right?’

'Not quite,' she said. 'That part of it is definitely closed, but I'm afraid it's
broken out in rather an unexpected way.'

'That should be interesting,' said Callaghan. 'Tell me...'

She said: 'About a year ago my husband gave me a valuable diamond
bracelet. | kept it in the house, though | didn't often wear it. When, during the
Strange episode, Eustace suggested to me that we should run off together and |
asked him what we were going to do for money, he said the sale of the bracelet
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would finance us. He said he was perfectly certain that he could sell it for six or
seven thousand pounds.'

Callaghan nodded. He said nothing.

| haven't worn the bracelet for some time,' said Mrs. Gervase. 'But two days
ago | had an idea I'd like to look at it. | opened my jewel case. It was gone.

'And you think...?' queried Callaghan.

| don't think— | know,' she said. 'Eustace has stolen that bracelet.' Her voice
was bitter.

Callaghan said: 'If he has, he'd be on a pretty good wicket, wouldn't he? |
suppose he's counting on the fact that even if your husband discovered that he
had stolen the bracelet, he wouldn't do anything about it. He wouldn't want any
scandal.’

'‘Exactly, Mr. Callaghan,' she said. 'lt seems Eustace is much more clever than
| thought he was. He knows perfectly well that if my husband accuses him of the
theft and tries to prosecute him, the whole thing will come out. He knows that
my husband won't think a scandal worth while.'

Callaghan inhaled tobacco smoke; exhaled artistically through one nostril.
He said:

'What am | supposed to do about this, Mrs. Gervase?"

| have an idea, Mr. Callaghan,’ she said. 'A pretty desperate one, but | think
there's an excellent chance of it coming off. I'm certain that Eustace has that
bracelet. Two weeks ago he resigned from my husband's business. I've heard
he's going abroad. I'm certain he's going to give himself a fresh start on the
proceeds of the sale of that bracelet, and I'm certain | know where the bracelet
is.'

'Where is it?' asked Callaghan.

'There's a small wall safe behind a landscape picture in Eustace's sitting-
room at the Glendale Apartments in South Kensington,' said Mrs. Gervase. 'I'm
absolutely certain that that bracelet is there.'

'And supposing it is?' asked Callaghan.

She smiled. He thought she had a very beautiful mouth, lovely teeth. She
said:

'l want you to get that bracelet for me, Mr. Callaghan. | want you to steal it
back for me. Then it'll be a case of "the biter bit". And | think | can tell you
exactly how you can doit.'

Callaghan grinned.

'Retribution in the shape of Callaghan Investigations,' he said. 'Still it would
be rather amusing if that bracelet were in the wall safe in his sitting-room, and
we could get it. He wouldn't have a leg to stand on. The very fact that he
admitted it was in his possession would constitute a self-accusation.'
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She said: 'Mr. Callaghan, if you do this for me, if you'll get that bracelet, I'll
give you a cheque for two hundred and fifty guineas, and I'll be very very
grateful to you. To-night is the ideal time. | understand that Eustace is leaving
London to-morrow. | know he has an appointment at eleven o'clock to-night,
that his flat will be empty. If you went there about eleven to-night, if you could
get into the flat and get that wall safe open, I'm certain you'd get the bracelet.
Will you do it?"

Callaghan said: 'l ought not to, but you're very beautiful, Mrs. Gervase, and
I'm a great admirer of beauty. Also the idea of two hundred and fifty guineas
appeals to me. We'll see what we can do. | don't suppose getting into the flat
will be very difficult, and | hope | can get that wall safe open. Anyhow, I'll take
the chance.’

She said: 'I'm certain you'll be successful, Mr. Callaghan. I've heard that you
usually are. Thank you very much...."

CALLAGHAN stood for a moment outside the entrance door of the Strange flat;
then he tried two or three keys, opened the door, went inside. He closed the
door gently; stood in the dark hall listening.

The place was quiet. After a minute he produced a pocket torch, found the
electric switch, turned it on.

He went into the sitting-room, switched on the light, looked about him. On
the opposite wall hung a single picture— a landscape. He crossed the room,
stood looking at the picture for a moment; then, with his gloved hands, he
moved it to one side. Behind, let into the wall, was a small safe.

Callaghan examined the combination carefully, wondered just how difficult
the safe was going to be. He need not have worried. When he took hold of the
combination knob the door of the safe opened. It was unlocked.

He looked inside. The safe was empty except for a dark blue velvet case that
lay casually in one corner. Callaghan took it out, opened it. He stood, watching
the reflection of the electric light flash on to the diamond bracelet in the case.

He took out the bracelet, examined it. A nice piece of work, he thought,
easily worth ten thousand. He put it back into its case, slipped the case into his
overcoat pocket, closed the safe, replaced the picture.

He looked at his wrist-watch. It was seven minutes past eleven. He stood for
a moment in the centre of the room, thinking. Then he took out his cigarette
case, selected a cigarette, lit it, moved across the room towards the hallway. He
was almost at the door when he heard the sound of a key in the front door.

Callaghan moved quickly. He took off his overcoat and hat, flung them
across a chair, sat down in an armchair and relaxed.

A young man came into the room. He saw Callaghan; stood with his mouth
open.
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'And who the devil are you, may | ask?' he said.

Callaghan got up.

'Sorry about my unconventional entrance,' he said. 'But | came here to see
you and found the front door off the latch. So | came in and waited. My name's
Callaghan. I'm a private detective. You're Strange, aren't you?"

'That's right,' said the young man. 'And what is all this about?"

'Candidly, | came along to give you a little advice,' said Callaghan. 'Some
weeks ago, your employer, Gervase, came to see me. He wanted me to keep
you, and his wife, under observation. | turned-the job down because my
organization doesn't do that sort of work. But | thought it might be a good idea
if | gave you the tip that he's very suspicious. He's after your blood, so you'd
better look out.' Strange shrugged his shoulders.

'It's very nice of you, I'm sure,' he said. 'But you could have saved yourself
the trouble. | don't care what Gervase thinks. In any event, I've chucked up my
job with him and I'm going abroad. As for his wife, Well...' He shrugged his
shoulders again.... 'l don't care about her either.'

Callaghan grinned.

'I see,' he said. 'So it's like that. It looks to me as if you haven't given the lady
a very straight deal.’

'No?' said Strange. 'Well, candidly, your opinion doesn't interest me.
Incidentally, if you see the lady in question, you might tell her that I'm leaving
England, so she can save herself the trouble of coming up here and creating
hell...'

'‘Really..." said Callaghan amiably. 'She wouldn't do a thing like that now,
would she?"

'Oh no!' said Strange cynically. 'She came here two days ago and created a
scene. She can indulge in hysterics on the slightest provocation, and if that
doesn't work, she goes in for fainting fits. I'm fed up with the whole damned
business.'

Callaghan picked up his hat.

'Well, | thought I'd let you know,' he said. 'Perhaps it's a good thing you're
leaving. Good night."

'‘Good night, and thank you for nothing,' said Strange. He stood on one side
to allow Callaghan to pass.

Callaghan got out of the lift on the ground floor and began to walk towards
the entrance doors. He stopped when Mrs. Gervase came through them and
hurried towards him.

She said: 'Mr. Callaghan... something terrible has happened. This evening my
husband wanted me to wear the bracelet. When | couldn't produce it, he forced
the whole story out of me. | told him about you, and what I'd done to try and
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get the bracelet back. He's outside in the car. He says he's going to call in the
police....'

Callaghan smiled.

'Take it easy, Mrs. Gervase,' he said. 'It's no good worrying about the
bracelet. It wasn't there anyhow. | searched the whole place...'

Her eyes were wide. 'Not there!' she said. 'But | can't understand. I...'

Callaghan said: 'Strange isn't here either. He's gone abroad. He left this
evening.'

He drew on his cigarette.

'You'd better go and calm down that husband of yours,' he said. 'Tell him it's
no good crying over spilt milk and that you might have mislaid the bracelet.'

She said: 'He'll never believe me. He knows that Strange has it. He'll never
rest until Strange is in prison.'

'He'll have to catch him first,' said Callaghan. 'Anyhow, there it is. Still...
there is something I'd like to talk to you about, Mrs. Gervase. Drop in at my
office to-morrow morning. | might have some news for you. I'm trying to find
out just where our friend Strange has gone.'

CALLAGHAN sat back in his office chair smoking a cigarette. Nikolls sat in the
armchair on the other side of the fireplace, his hands folded across his plump
stomach.

He said: 'Why do | have to be present at this interview?"

'You don't have to be,' said Callaghan. 'But | thought it might be a good thing
to have a witness present.' He looked at his wrist-watch. 'Mrs. Gervase will be
here in a minute.'

He went on smoking. After a few minutes, Effie Thompson came in.

'The lady is here,' she said, 'the one who came yesterday.' Callaghan said:
'Show her in.'

Mrs. Gervase came into the office. Nikolls gave her a chair. She sat down.

Callaghan said: 'Would you like a cigarette, Mrs. Gervase?'

She said: 'No, thank you. | only smoke when I'm nervous.'

'Then you'd better have a cigarette, because | think your nerves are going to
get a little shock in a minute.' She raised her eyebrows.

'Really, Mr. Callaghan?' she asked. 'And may | ask why?' 'You may,' said
Callaghan. 'By the way, | suppose you've brought my cheque with you, Mrs.
Gervase?' She shook her head.

'l haven't,' she said. 'Of course, | suppose | shall have to pay you some sort of
fee, but not two hundred and fifty guineas. | was prepared to pay that to get the
bracelet back.'

Callaghan said: 'You'll pay it anyway.'

She smiled at him. He thought she had a good nerve.

150



She said: 'Shall | really? Perhaps you'll tell me why. | don't like your tone.'

'I'm sorry about that,' said Callaghan. 'But you'll pay the two hundred and
fifty guineas... and like it.' She said: | don't understand....'

Callaghan said: 'Mrs. Gervase, I'm going to tell you a little story. Eustace
Strange was never in love with you. But you were in love with him. You set your
cap at him, and you probably made his life a misery. Your husband became
suspicious just about the time that Strange told you he was fed up with the
whole business, and was going to resign his job and go abroad so as to get away
from you.'

Callaghan drew on his cigarette.

'Your husband's suspicions ceased when he realized that Strange was going,’'
he said. 'But you weren't satisfied with the situation. You had suggested to
Strange that you two went off together and he refused. Maybe,' said Callaghan,
'vou've heard of a proverb: "Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned." You
wanted revenge on Strange at any cost for slighting you. A couple of days ago
you went round to his flat at the Glendale Apartments, created a scene. You
pretended to faint. Whilst he was out of the room to get water or brandy or
something, you threw your bracelet in its case into the wall safe behind the
picture. You knew Strange would never guess it was there, because you knew he
never used that safe.'

Callaghan grinned.

'That's why it was open when | got there,' he said. 'Then you came to me
with that cock and bull story about getting the bracelet back again. You knew
that Strange wouldn't be at the flat at eleven o'clock, but he'd be there soon
afterwards. So in the evening you told your husband this fairy story about
Strange having the bracelet, knowing that he'd go straight round to the Glendale
Apartments with you, expecting to meet me coming out with the bracelet—
conclusive evidence that Strange had stolen it.'

Callaghan took another cigarette. He lit it slowly.

'Quite a clever little plot, Mrs. Gervase. But it didn't come off. | have your
bracelet here in my desk drawer. Now you'd better write out that cheque for
two hundred and fifty guineas, take the bracelet and think up another little story
for your husband. You'd better tell him that you'd mislaid it. He'll probably
believe it.' He grinned again. 'He seems to believe most things you say.'

She got up. She looked at him through half closed eyes. Then she opened
her handbag; took out a cheque book.

Callaghan handed her his fountain pen.

151



21: : Love with a Gun
Illustrated March 4 1939
Mail (Adelaide) 13 May 1939

'EDDIE' is not really his name, but so far as | know (and this goes for the G-men,
too), 'Eddie' is the only real, dyed-in-the-wool gangster of the 1929 hooch-
running, hijacking, shop-blasting, racketeering period who ever showed a profit
on crime. He got away with it because he gave it best.

However, | must be careful what | say about this, because his wife, Gerda—
who is a friend of mine— is inclined to get a little ritzy with people who try to
take a quiet poke at Eddie, and | don't want to get my ears slapped back— even
by post!

IN 1929 Chicago was as wide-open as a town which had won medals for
prohibition-dodging ever since the United States went dry could be. The mobs,
politicians, free-lance gunmen, and, | regret to say, some of the policemen (both
great and small) were all linked together in one big mix-up of crime. So that
authority sometimes found it difficult to sort itself out. There were, however, a
large percentage of police officers who had never taken graft and who
sometimes, to, their own disadvantage, did their duty.

Among these was Police Captain Nils Olinsen, a six-foot, blue-eyed, two-
fisted specimen of humanity whose parental background had been a Swedish
father and an Irish mother— which is a background good enough for anybody—
especially in Chicago.

After the Purple Mob carried out a little wholesale execution one evening on
the North Side (which, by the way, is a nice part of the city and doesn't like
wholesale murder), Olinsen went out and arrested someone who was so well in
with everyone in local politics, from the cheapest ward-heeler to the most
expensive big-time civic grafter, that he had, in the past, enjoyed complete
immunity from police interference. This in itself should indicate that Olinsen—
who was a man of fifty— still had his nerve. But the nerve served no good
purpose.

THE next morning the gentleman responsible for the killings was out on bail,
and Olinsen had received an official memo politely informing him that he was
transferred to a police precinct right away on the other side of the North Clark
street area— a precinct where nothing ever happened and a still ambitious
police captain might sit all day and twiddle his thumbs without ever a chance of
further promotion.

This process (they called it 'sending to Siberia') was a neat method used by
mob-interested politicians for 'toning down' too enthusiastic police officers.
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Usually it broke their hearts in a month. In this case it did not. Olinsen grinned
when he read the memo, and went over to his new precincts. He took with him
two detectives (also transferred for tneir part in the arrest) named Yates and
Shansy.

On their way Shansy— who was an Irishman— said he had bought a couple
of new 'patience' games that they could use over in the new office; that they
had got to make the time pass somehow! Three months afterwards fate decided
to take a hand, and a gentleman by the name of Anselmo Perruqui 'moved in' on
the North Clark street district.

PERRUQUI had been in the liquor business. He had, it was estimated,
'bumped off' in the process of making his money as many, if not more,
competitors than most of his predecessors. This fact in itself marked him out as
a big shot. But Perruqui, whose ambition was still unsatisfied, decided to
expand, and to begin operations among the dyeing and cleaning factories that
abounded on the North Clark street side. Having settled in, Anselmo Perruqui
proceeded to send his emissaries round the district politely inviting the more
important dyers and cleaners to become members of his 'protective
association.'

Such individuals as were inclined to hesitate were informed smilingly that it
would be a good thing for them to make up their minds quickly, otherwise
somebody might throw a 'pineapple' into the dye works— a 'pineapple' being a
neat and handy-sized bomb which was then very popular with most of the boys
who carried out blasting operations on reluctant subscribers.

It is an unfortunate fact that the majority of the dyeing and cleaning
potentates in the district came to the conclusion that they would rather pay
Perruqui and not have their shops bombed or their lorries hi-jacked and the
contents burned all except one obstinate individual, Jake Sharman, of Sharman
Cleaners Incorporated ("We Dye to Please You'), who was very rude to the
Perruqui envoy.

The sad result was that three days afterwards some ill-intentioned person
threw a 'pineapple' through the open doorway of Sharman's biggest shop in
Barrell street. The place was wrecked, and, foaming at the mouth, Jake
telephoned through to Nils Olinsen and asked whether there were any police in
the district and if so what were they doing.

Nils moved quickly. He wanted to get an open and shut case against the
actual bomb-thrower. Yates and Shansy were unknown in the area, and within
one hour of Sharman's telephone call they were out and about in the pool-
rooms and speakeasies with which the district was — and still is —
honeycombed.
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SHANSY was the lucky one. Within twenty-four hours he had got a line on
the 'pineapple’ expert, and within another twelve he was able to report to
Olinsen that the thrower of the bomb was an individual of twenty-five years of
age, who was extremely good looking, very popular with the girls, and who
rejoiced in the name of 'Eddie'— nobody seeming to know what his other name
was. Shansy was also able to report that Eddie was a fairly recent recruit to
Perruqui's bomb squad, and had lived in the North Clark street area most of his
life.

Olinsen grunted, and ordered Shansy to bring in the bomber, with the result
that forty-eight hours afterwards Shansy appeared at the precinct with Eddie,
whose face was wreathed in a charming andxinnocent smile, which told pf his
complete astonishment at being suspected of anything at all.

With a well-chewed cigar sticking out of the corner of his mouth Olinsen sat
behind his desk in a tilted back chair, and regarded Eddie with a certain disgust.
'So you're the clever boy who blasted out the Sharman shop-front, hey?' he said.
'| suppose you've got an alibi?"

'SURE,' said Eddie casually. 'The Sharman shop was blasted at 11 o'clock
Tuesday morning. Well, right then | was over at Seegar's Pool Hall on Twelfth,
an' there are about forty guys who was in there at the time can tell you so.' His
smile became more disarming than ever.

'I know,' said Olinsen. 'l know all about it. You had your alibi fixed before you
did the job. Perruqui looked after that, and you're standing on the fact that even
if somebody did see you on the job they haven't got the nerve to go into the
witness box and say so. They'd be too well 'looked after' by some of your
friends.'

He looked Eddie over from top to toe.

'You're a nice-lookin' fella,' he said, 'for a lousy punk. A kid. You've got good
shoulders, strong arms an' legs, an' a sweet smile. | suppose the girls go for you.
| know all about you. You haven't got a police record because you've only just
joined up with Perruqui. | wish you had!'

He threw the stub of his cigar into the waste basket. 'You're a cheap punk—
one of the results of prohibition,' he went on. 'You're a dumb kid an' you reckon
its only mugs that work for a living. You think that you can draw down a couple
of hundred dollars a week from Perruqui an' that everything will be jake
forever.'

He paused for the moment, but Eddie didn't say anything.

'l know how you mugs get into the rackets,' he continued. 'l haven't been a
policeman for twenty-five years for nothin'. You start off as kids pinching apples
off street stands, an' then you go into the newspaper business and stand on
street corners tipping off smalltime yeggs when a copper's coming their way.
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'After a bit you grow up, an' the only thing you want to do is to join up with a
mob. You end up in Sing Sing, in the electric chair, or in the morgue. | wonder
which of the three things is goin' to happen to you.'

Eddie's smile grew wider. Olinsen thought he was a damn good-looking kid.

'l wouldn't know,' said Eddie. 'You know everything. You tell me!'

The police captain wrinkled his brows in disgust.

'Get out of here,' he said. 'lI've nothing that | can hold you on. | know you
blasted Sharman's place an' so do you, but | can't prove it, and you know | can't.
'‘But I'm warning you. The next time | get something on you— | don't care
what it is— I'll get one of my boys to take you up an alley an' let you loose. He

can do a little pistol practice on you while you're runnin'. Now scram!'

Eddie tipped his hat and smiled sweetly.

'You're the boss,' he said. 'Thank you for havin' me round. It's been so nice!’

He walked out of Olinsen's office with a light and airy step. Outside in the
corridor Shansy awaited him.

‘Come on, punk,' said Shansy. 'Get goin'. | don't like you cheap mobsters.
One of these days I'm goin' to send you a coupla visitin' cards outa the end of
my gun!'

But Eddie was not listening. Through the swing doors at the entrance end of
the corridor came a girl. She was twenty-two years of age, and she was the sort
of girl who made you give a gasp when you looked at her. She was an
ashblonde, with a lovely face, a lovely figure, and everything that goes with it.

'‘Boy!" murmured Eddie. 'Can you see what | see?"

'Keep moving, louse,' growled Shansy. 'An' don't look at Miss Olinsen that
way. You ain't fit to look at any decent dame.'

Eddie said nothing, but he appeared to be thinking deeply. Then he grinned
at Shansy and got out.

FOUR days afterwards a carload of Perruqui's henchmen stuck up a branch
bank not half a mile from the precinct. They killed a cashier and wounded two
customers.

This time there was evidence. The getaway car was found and a witness
came forward who was prepared to swear to the identity of one of the
mobsters. Quite obviously it was a Perruqui job, and Olinsen went after Perruqui
with both hands. And that night he raided two 'speaks' where Perruqui's boys
used to hang out, and collected six of them in a patrol wagon. The day
afterwards Yates picked up Perruqui's 'chief of staff' on Walnut avenue, and
shot him dead when he attempted a getaway.

Perruqui began to get very annoyed with Olinsen.

The next afternoon Gerda Olinsen left home to visit her father at the
precinct. She did not arrive. At 6 o'clock in the evening Olinsen and his wife
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began to worry. At 8 o'clock they realised that they had something to worry
about.

AN anonymous telephone call came through to the precinct and the caller
said that if Olinsen wanted to see his daughter again— alive— maybe he'd like
to lay off being so active and to accept bail for the six Perruqui mobsters that he
had in the can. Perruqui had snatched Gerda.

It was next morning that Shansy remembered Eddie's remark about Gerda
on the day that Olinsen had had him picked up for questioning.

'He's the punk who's behind this." said Shansy. 'l reckon that when you
started in on Perruqui this so-an'-so told the big shot about seein' Gerda round
here, and suggested that snatchin' her would just about even off the book.'

He scratched his head.

'What are you goin' to do about it?' he asked.

Olinsen thought for a moment. He looked very grim. Then: 'l think you're
right, Shansy,' he said. 'That kid's behind this snatch. Get every man in the
precinct out lookin' for Eddie. Cover every joint he's ever been seen in, an' when
you've found him just don't do a thing. Just let me know. I'd like to deal with him
personally.’

'0.K.,' said Shansy.

He hoped that Olinsen would get Eddie before something happened to
Gerda. But nothing was heard of Gerda.

THREE weeks afterwards Shansy got a line on Eddie. And that afternoon he
telephoned through to Olinsen, whose hair had gone a little greyer, that Eddie
was living at the Altimira Hotel on Green street at Sloane; that he had a suite on
the third floor at the back, No. 264B, and that he was in the hotel right then.

'0.K., Shansy, thanks a lot. Just come in, will you? I'll handle this.'

Then he put his service pistol in its holster and took a cab to the Altimira. He
went straight into the lift, up to the third floor, and along the corridor to 264B.
The door was locked, but that didn't worry Olinsen. He drew his pistol and shot
the lock off. Then he stepped into the room. On the other side of the room,
behind a desk, sat Eddie, writing a letter. He put his hand into the desk drawer
as Olinsen came in.

'Take your hand out of that drawer,' said Olinsen. 'Put both your hands on
the table. Maybe you remember a little talk | had with you not so long ago. | told
you that guys like you always ended up in Sing Sing, in the electric chair, or in
the morgue. Remember?'

'Well, you're goin' to the morgue. But before you go I'd like to know where
my daughter Gerda is, an' if you're wise you'll come across, because, as you
probably know, there are two ways of shooting a mobster— a quick way an' a
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slow way. If you don't talk I'll give it to you where it'll hurt most an' take
longest.'

Eddie didn't say anything. He had the same wide-awake smile across his thin,
handsome face. He was just about to say something when Olinsen saw the smile
disappear from Eddie's face. He saw, too, that Eddie was looking beyond him at
the door behind Olinsen's back.

Olinsen grinned. It was an old trick to try and make the man holdr ing the
gun look behind him? He didn't fall for it. He just jerked up his pistol so that it
covered Eddie. And in that split second Eddie's hand went into the drawer again
and re-appeared holding a nasty-looking snub-nosed .38 revolver. Olinsen
squeezed the trigger, and Eddie slumped over the desk, but as he did so the
police captain noticed that his eyes were still on the door.

Olinsen looked behind him. Perruqui stood on the doorway. He had a gun in
his hand, and he was in the act of raising it when Eddie, slumped over the desk,
fired first Olinsen thought it was for him. But he was wrong. Eddie's shot hit
Perruqui squarely between the eyes. The big shot just crumpled and flopped on
to the floor.

Olinsen put up his gun and went over to Eddie, who was still grinning
vaguely.

'l don't get this,' said Olinsen. 'What's it mean?’

'You listen to me,' said Eddie. 'Because | don't feel like a long conversation.
Perruqui snatched Gerda an' | expect he'd given her the works before now, but
didn't sorta like the idea. | saw her the day you gave me that long spiel about
mobsters, an' your sermon an' her eyes sorta matched up— if you get me.

'0.K. Well, I snatched her off Perruqui. She's locked in the end room of this
suite. | kept her there because | knew he was lookin' for me— and her. She's
O.K.'

He managed a rather feeble grin.

'An' you can telephone for an ambulance,' he said. 'l need a little attention.
Not that I'm goin' to die, because everybody knows you damn coppers can't
shoot straight!' He flopped over the desk.

ON the day that Olinsen told Yates and Shansy that he'd given permission to
Gerda to marry Eddie, both those boys nearly died of heart disease. They spent
the evening drinking double highballs and talking about whether crime didn't
really pay and how the hell was it right that a punk like Eddie should get away
with a girl like Gerda? What they didn't realise, of course, was that Eddie wasn't
really a crook. He only thought he was.

And | am finishing on this note because, as | have already told you, | do not
want to get my ears slapped by Gerda— even by post!
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22: The Orange Kid
In: Making Crime Pay, 1944

SNEVELSKY, Third Assistant in the District Attorney's office, who trebled his
official salary by 'fixing' for Parelli, the local big shot, walked out of the elevator
and along the passage. He had his coat collar turned up but he couldn't disguise
his bow legs, his thin shoulders, his peculiar walk.

Lounging outside Parelli's main door, Scanci and Fannigan, the mobster's
two gorillas, quickly recognized him. Scanci grinned.

'Hey-hey, lookit,' he mouthed. 'Here comes the law. Howya, Snev? Haveya
come for a cut or are you pinchin' somebody to-day?’

Fannigan raspberried. Both gorillas laughed.

The Third Assistant D.A. shot them a venomous look, pushed past, went
through the first door along the passage, through the second into Moxy Parelli's
room.

Parelli pushed the girl he was kissing back into her chair. He straightened.
His wide mouth eased into a grin when he saw Snevelsky.

'Hey, where's the fire?' he said cheerfully. 'What's eatin' you, Snev? Have
they got wise to you around at the D.A.'s office an' handed you a kick in the
pants or have you come around here to say that you're thinkin' of raisin' the
ante. If so, come again. There's nothing doin'. Not a thing.'

Snevelsky turned down his coat collar. There were beads of sweat across his
forehead.

'Send that moll outa here,' he said. 'This is business.'

Parelli nodded at the girl. She got up and went out. She pulled a face at
Snevelsky as she went. She was twenty-three, plump in the right places, with
good legs and an impudent expression.

She was expensively and somewhat flashily dressed with a skirt that was too
tight round the hips. Snevelsky found himself thinking that he liked molls in tight
skirts.

'So what?' said Parelli. He did not offer a drink. He did not like the Third
Assistant. He despised him.

'It's bad, Moxy,' said Snevelsky. 'Here's the set-up. We can't cover up any
longer for you on that down-town warehouse shootin'. The Feds, are on the job.
They got some tie-up that the shootin' was connected with a Treasury bond
grab. They're makin' it a Federal job, see? O.K. The D.A. had me in to-day an'
gave me a nasty one off the ice.

'He says we gotta pull somebody in for that killin'. He don't care who, but its
gotta be somebody an' its gotta be quick. If we don't that lousy "G" crowd will
be around here puttin' the heat on the town generally an' we'll all be sugared.
Got that?"
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Parelli sat down. He ran a finger between a fat neck and a silk collar. He
thought.

| got it,’' he said at last.

He began to grin. He leaned forward as far as his gross stomach would let
him. Then:

'Get this, Snevelsky,' he said, 'an’ get it right. I'm goin' to throw a party to-
morrow out at the Grapevine Inn. O.K. The place will be full up an' they'll all be
my boys, see? There won't be strangers around.

'Right. At eleven forty-five you concentrate a police cruiser out there. They
can hide in among the trees on the other side of the highway. O.K. They just
stick around, see? They wait there.

'At ten minutes to twelve I'm goin' to send a certain guy out of the inn by the
front doorway. This guy will have an orange in his hand— you got that? That's
good enough for you. Directly the cruiser squad see this guy come out with the
orange in his hand they let him have it plenty. They don't arrest him. They just
let him have it good in the guts an' they're goin' to be justified, see? The reason
they shoot right away like that is becos he's got an orange in his hand, see?’

Snevelsky looked across at Parelli with wide eyes.

'You mean...'he said. 'You mean?’

I mean the guy with the orange will be The Orange Kid,' said the mobster.
'Ain't that good enough?' He grinned. 'Everybody knows that when that bozo
chucks a bomb its always inside an orange skin. So all the cops have gotta say is
that he was just about to chuck one of his usual egg-bombs inside the usual
orange skin an' they hadta shoot first.'

'l got it,’' says Snevelsky. 'But why the Kid? Why?"

'Don't get curious,' said Parelli. 'You keep your nose clean an' shut your trap.
| got reasons.' He grinned. 'That was the Orange Kid's doll in here just now,' he
went on. 'See?"

| see,' said Snevelsky. '0.K. | got it. We give it to The Kid for resistin' arrest
an' attemptin' to throw a bomb, an' we discover afterwards that he was the guy
who pulled the warehouse killin".

'Correct,’ said Parelli. 'Now scram becos you make me feel sick in the
stomach.'

It was eleven-thirty. The party at the Grapevine was tops. Everybody who
was anybody was there. Most of them very high. When Parelli threw a party he
threw one.

Irma, who was dancing with the Kid downstairs, stopped when she saw
Scanci giving her the eye-sign. She told the Kid she had broken a suspender, that
she'd be back in a minute.

Upstairs in the bedroom corridor Parelli was waiting for her. He gave her a
big hug.
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'Now, listen, kiddo,' he said. 'Here it is. In five minutes I'm goin' to send for
the Kid. I'm goin' to send him out to pick up a guy on the other side of the
highway.

'Just as he's goin' outa my bedroom here you come along the passage an'
ask him to bring you back an orange with him.

'I've fixed that the only place where there's an orange is on the stand just
inside the front entrance, an' there'll only be one orange there, see?

'So the Kid will grab it off the fruit girl pronto becos it's the only one an' he'll
take it out of the front entrance with him so's nobody else gets it, becos he loves
you so much.’

He grinned. 'After which we'll buy him a nice wreath of roses with "He was
our dear pal" in silver wordin' on it, an' you can move over to me. Got that?'.

| got it,’' she said. She put up her lips. 'Gee, have you got brains, Moxy!' she
gurgled.

Fannigan found the Orange Kid in the bar. 'Hey, Kid,' he said, 'the Big Boy
wants you— he's up in his room. It's business.'

The Kid nodded. Finished his rye. Turned round and made for the stairs. He
was five feet ten, slim, an elegant dresser. He'd got style. He moved like a
professional dancer and he could twist a four-inch nail between his fingers. He
had big blue eyes and an innocent expression. Women went for him.

The Kid had played along with Parelli for five years. He knew where he was
with Parelli. To him the mobster was the Big Boy— the real thing. To an East-
Side wop kid, brought up to pinchin' off barrows from the age of four, snatching
bags in the street, and acting as look-out for 'the Boys' from the age of ten, and
every sort of mayhem from the age of fifteen, Parelli looked like the real
business.

Parelli had made him what he was. And he was the finest shop-front blaster
in the business. From the time the bombs were made down in McGarrow's
warehouse basement to the time when the Kid threw them concealed in the
usual orange skin with unerring aim into the shops, offices, even bathrooms of
such folks as were foolish enough not to consent to pay for 'protection’.

The Orange Kid saw the business through coolly and smilingly. And even if
the blasting business was not so profitable since repeal, he was also a very good
and useful guy with a gun.

Life was O.K. The Orange Kid thought he was big-time in the mob, thought
that Irma was the cutest doll ever. Everything was okey doke. So what the hell!

He pushed open the door of the bedroom and sauntered in. Parelli was
sitting at a desk in the corner. Scanci grinned at the Kid and handed him a
highball.

160



'Sit down, Kid,' said Parelli. 'Here's the way it is. Windy Pereira is coming
down to-night from Wisconsin. He's due to show up here right now. O.K. Well, |
don't want him to come in here.

| just come to the conclusion that it wouldn't be so good. There's too many
wise guys around here to-night who might put the wrong sorta construction on
me havin' a meetin' with Pereira, see?

'Scram downstairs, Kid, an' go over the other side of the highway. Flag
Pereira when you see that fight blue sedan of his an' tell him to lay off comin'in
here. Tell him to ease right along to the Honeysuckle Inn an' that I'll come along
there an' talk business to him at twelve o'clock. You got that?"

'0.K.,' said the Kid.

He swallowed the drink and went out of the room whistling. Outside, down
the passage, he met Irma coming out of a bedroom.

'You wanna dance, Kid?' she said.

He smiled at her. 'Nope, I'm doin' a little job. I'll be seein' you.'

'I'm staying right up here till you come back, Kid,' she said. 'l don't want
them monkeys downstairs man-handlin' me on the dance floor. I'll wait.'

He lit a cigarette.

'Sweet baby,' he said. He gave her a hug.

'An' bring me back an orange, Kid, when you come,' she said. There's some
at the entrance. You better grab one as you go out becos they all got dry mouths
downstairs an' they'll be fightin' for 'em later on.'

'0.K., honey,' said the Kid.

He walked towards the stairs.

THE orange basket in the front hall was empty.

'I'm sorry,' said the fruit girl. 'Some drunk grabbed the last one before | could
stop him. | told the sap that Mr. Parelli said it wasn't to be touched, but he
wouldn't listen.'

'Where'd he go?' asked the Kid.

'He went outa the side entrance,’ said the girl. 'He was high all right!'

The Kid walked back along the passage and out by the side entrance. Away
across the lawn, leading to the side road, he could see the drunk lurching along
precariously. The Kid went after him.

Out on the side road he stopped with a grin. The drunk had evidently
dropped the orange. It was lying in the gutter. The Kid picked it up and polished
it with his handkerchief.

As he stood in the shadow of the hedgerow that surrounded the Grapevine
he stiffened suddenly. Two cars slid along the side road, pulled up across on the
waste ground in the shadow of the trees.
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The Kid watched them. Saw four men get out of each. Two with Tommy-
guns, two with sawn-off shot-guns. Moonlight flashed on a Sam Browne belt
buckle. The law!

The Kid stood there thinking. There flashed back into his mind the remark of
the fruit girl— | told the sap that Mr. Parelli said it wasn't to be touched....'

Why should Parelli want that orange left there, and why did Irma suddenly
want an orange? And why was he sent out to meet Windy Pereira and his exit
timed with the arrival of a couple of police gun-squads?

The Kid got it. So he was to be the sucker!

He walked quickly back across the lawn, around to the back of the
Grapevine, into the garage. He found his roadster, started it up, backed it out on
the gravel path at the back of the inn rear wall. He got out and left the engine
running.

He opened the tool box in the rear carrier and took out what he wanted. He
put it inside the breast of his jacket. Then he eased quietly around to the side
entrance, went in and up the stairs.

Irma was waiting in the corridor. She looked a trifle surprised when he
appeared.

'Hello, Kid,' he said. 'Come along here. | got something funny to tell you.'

They walked along to Parelli's room. The Kid kicked the door open, pushed
the girl in and stepped in after her. He had a flat, snub-nosed automatic in his
left hand.

Inside, Parelli, Scanci and Fannigan looked at him. Nobody said anything.

'0.K.,' said the Orange Kid. 'Here we go!'

He put his right hand inside his coat, brought it out with something that
looked like an orange in it. He threw it into the room, stepped back, shut the
door. As he ran for the stairway the bomb detonated. The roar shook the inn.
Downstairs a woman shrieked.

THE Orange Kid put his foot down on the accelerator and headed for the
State line. He didn't expect to get far, but it was worth trying.

He was doing seventy. He took his right hand off the wheel and felt about on
the floor. After a second he found the orange he was feeling for.

He changed it over to the left hand and drove with his right. He bit through
the orange skin and appreciated the tang of the juice. Somewhere behind him a
police siren shrieked.
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23: Mayfair Melody

Britannia and Eve, Nov 1939

| SUPPOSE | can only blame myself. | suppose I've asked for it really and | shall
have to take what's coming to me like a gentleman. But it's damned hard, that's
what it is... and all because one relied on one's friends— people one thought
one could trust. Of course, | should have looked after myself from the start.

| never thought that Hubert would be so unutterably lousy, or that Paula
could sink to the appalling depths of letting me down like this... and | was almost
in love with her at one time, too. That makes it rather harder.

My solicitor says that there's a fearfully good chance of my going to prison,
that | was really lucky to get bail. Well... if | go to prison, | shall just be another
'Mayfair man'... another sentimental sort of idiot who has been let down by his
best friend and agirl that he thought the world of.

| can remember every incident in the whole thing from the start. It was on a
Thursday night and Hubert and | were sitting in the back bar at The White Owl
Club. It was round about supper time and we weren't feeling awfully good,
because Rickaldi— who runs the place— was being a bit snorty about six dozen
of champagne that Hubert and | had got from him some two months before.
Rickaldi had discovered— | suppose he'd been snooping about the place in the
rather underhand way these fellows have— that we'd sold the whole lot at half
price to Lozzi, who runs the Padrones Club. Neither of us could see what
justifiable grouse Rickaldi had, because we should have paid him some time
anyway, and Hubert and | have taken good lot of people to The White Owl—
people who'd spent good money there.

Hubert said that things were pretty awful. A lot of tradesmen and people
were getting after him, and he was having some trouble about a cheque he'd
cashed at some place that had been returned. It's extraordinary the fuss some
people kick up just because you give them a cheque that bounces back. | mean
to say, it's a thing that could happen to anyone, isn't it?

| was rather in the dumps too, because things weren't good with me either.
I'd had a job— of sorts— selling cars on commission for a firm. Two days before
they'd written me a stinking letter saying | was to finish, merely because | had
sold a car for them to a fellow | knew and taken the commission in advance,
after which he'd refused to take the car. They said that it was a put up job
between him and me, that he'd never intended to buy the car and that I'd
arranged a fake sale, so that he and | could split the commission. | suppose they
thought | ought to work for nothing! Anyhow, they were the fools for paying the
commission before they'd got paid for the car.

Hubert and | agreed that there was absolutely nothing at all doing in the way
of business. The American crowd that one used to be able to take about and
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make a little money out of seemed to have disappeared entirely, and the agency
place that used to pay Hubert and me three or four guineas to go to parties—
thrown by people who wanted a few good-looking men who were really
gentlemen about the place— had struck us off the list, just because somebody
had stolen a woman's brooch at the last party we were at.

| was furious about this. It was a damned libellous thing to say. Neither
Hubert or | knew anything about it, although Hubert said that he thought
Mervyn Hall-Pelisse— whom we'd taken along with us— had seen the brooch
lying about the place and pocketed it. Well, why the deuce don't these people
lock their jewellery up! They deserve to lose it, and, anyway, Mervyn threw a
hell of a party the next night— a fearfully amusing party

Just as Hubert and | were agreeing that something really must be done,
Paula came in.

I'd always thought that there was something rather fine about Paula— yes,
that's the word— fine. She's a fearfully good-looking girl and knows how to wear
clothes. She has the sort of figure— the style— that would make an old sack
look like something by Schiaparelli. She and | had known each other for quite a
while, and we'd always got on together.

She came over to our table and sat down. She agreed with Hubert and | that
things were absolutely lousy, and that there wasn't anything doing at all. She
said that the war was frightening all the money out of the West End.

Hubert said that, anyway, it was always the wrong people who had the
money. Nouveaux riches and profiteers and people of no particular culture or
breeding were the only people who had money to-day. People like Wilks
Greening, the fellow who had been winning big money at all the Mayfair
gambling parties, who never seemed able to lose.

Paula agreed. She said that Greening was a perfect example. Just because he
was rolling in money he invariably won when he gambled. Whatever he did
turned into cash. She described Greening as the perfect specimen of rich
bounder that one met about the place these days. Then she told us how, one
night, at a gambling party at Ferdinand Tolletly's place, Greening had won
fifteen hundred pounds and then refused to give her a fifty pound note
afterwards, although she was the person who'd taken him along to Ferdinand's
place after having met him for the first time that evening.

'The fellow is quite fearful,’ Hubert said. 'He's the sort of man who ought to
be taught a lesson. It would do him a lot of good if someone took some of his
money off him!'

'He is rather awful,' said Paula. 'Tell us, Hubert... if you had the opportunity
how would you teach him a lesson? I'm sure he deserves it.'

Hubert laughed. Then after a bit he said that he'd invented a little gadget
that one could wear inside one's coat sleeve— a gadget for holding, playing
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cards. He said he used to use it for sleight-of-hand tricks. This gadget shot a
card— one you wanted— into your hand at any moment without any of the
other players seeing.

'I'd like to play cards with Greening and use that gadget,' said Hubert. 'l think
it would be marvellous to watch his face while he lost all the time."

Paula said: 'Why don't we do it? It would be great fun.' Hubert looked at me.
'Look here, Wilfred,' he said, 'why don't we teach this fellow a lesson? It
would be a fearful scream if we played poker with him and won a lot of money.

It would just serve him right!'

| said | thought so, too. | said that it wouldn't really be dishonest because
he was such a bounder, but that | didn't see how it could be arranged.

Paula said that she could fix it. She said that if she asked Greening to dine
with her one evening she would bring him back to her flat for a drink, and that
we could drop in and suggest a game. Greening was mad keen on gambling.
He'd fall for it at once.

'That's all very well,' said Hubert, 'but the thing would be to let him win a
little money first. You've got to let a man like Greening win a bit and then he'd
want to double the stakes. When the stakes are doubled I'd begin to use my
gadget and give myself the most wonderful hands.'

He asked me if I'd got some money to put up, so that we could let Greening
win a bit first. | said | hadn't— that | was absolutely broke— which was true.

Hubert looked a little annoyed.

'Well, surely you've got a cheque book,' he said.

| said that | had a cheque book, but no banking account. I'd had a little
trouble with the bank a fortnight before and they'd closed my account. Hubert
thought for a bit; then he said:

'Well that doesn't matter. Look here, Wilfred. As Paula's supplying the flat,
and I'm putting up my gadget to win the money with, | think you ought to put up
the capital.’

| told Hubert not to be a silly ass. How could | put up money when | hadn't
got any?

He said: 'That's easy. Let's suppose that Paula can get Greening for to-
morrow night. Well, you write a cheque out for two hundred pounds. I'll get it
cashed to-morrow evening after the banks are closed. | know a man who'd cash
it if | guaranteed it. Well... we shall win the money to-morrow night and you'll
be able to pay the two hundred pounds into your bank to meet the cheque
before it comes in for payment.'

| thought that over and it sounded all right. After all, it was going to take two
days for the cheque to go through, and | could get the money round to the bank
the morning after the next. So | said | was game to do that.
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We all laughed like the devil. After all, it would be too fearfully amusing to
teach Greening a lesson. It would do him an awful lot of good.

Hubert was fearfully thrilled. He ordered a bottle of champagne, and while
they were bringing it Paula went off and telephoned Greening. When she came
back she said we were in luck— that Greening had asked her to dinner next
night and had agreed to go along to her place afterwards for a friendly game of
poker.

We finished the bottle and ordered another. We'd all bucked up immensely.
It's funny how the idea of teaching a first-class bounder a lesson can cheer one
up. Paula said that it would be fearfully good for him: that he was mean and that
one of the worst vices was meanness.

Hubert said he thought so too. Then he said it was quite on the cards that—
with a bit of luck— we should get a couple of thousand or so out of Greening
next night, but that having won so much around Mayfair he couldn't squeal,
anyway. He said that whatever we won we'd split fairly between the three of us
after I'd been given back the two hundred pounds capital that | was putting up.

We got a final bottle off Rickaldi and went along to my place, and | wrote out
the cheque and gave it to Hubert. He said he knew some old fellow— a distant
relative— who was an awfully trusting old bird— who'd cash it, after which we
went round to Hubert's place and he showed us how the gadget worked. It was
a fearfully clever bit of work. It was a sort of wire contraption that fitted inside
one's shirt cuff and held two dozen cards. Hubert dealt himself a couple of poker
hands and showed us how he could practically make up any hand he wanted
using the reserve cards and getting rid of the discards in the same way.

We were all terribly happy and laughed a great deal and drank White Ladies
and toasted Greening. When the drinks were all gone we agreed to meet at
Paula's place at eleven o'clock next night and Paula and | went off our separate
ways.

WE met next night as arranged. Paula and Greening were there when we
arrived. They'd had an awfully amusing dinner and seemed very happy.
Greening was doing his best to be inoffensive, although it was terribly easy to
see that the man wasn't a gentleman. He was really quite funny at times. He
said "serviette" for napkin and "commence" instead of begin, and all those sort
of cad things. He and Paula had brought back half a dozen bottles of champagne
with them and we laughed and talked a great deal.

We started to play poker at twelve o'clock. Whenever Hubert was dealer he
gave Greening good hands and the rest of us only poor ones. Hubert had sent
round sixty-five pounds each earlier in the evening to Paula and me, retaining
the balance for himself. So he'd apparently cashed my cheque all right.
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By one o'clock Greening had won practically all our money. Hubert said we
were all having most wonderful luck and Greening said jocularly why not raise
the stakes?

We all agreed and Greening put the cash in his pocket and suggested that
we played with counters which Paula provided. We began to play five pound
"rises", and | must say the way Hubert worked that gadget of his was
too terribly clever. I've never seen such beautiful handwork.

Well, to cut a long story short, we played on until four o'clock. Greening was
losing heavily, and after a final round of jackpots we agreed to stop. We added
up winnings and losings and it seemed that Greening owed us three just over
three thousand pounds.'

He was pretty philosophic about it too. He said that he'd been having a run
of luck lately, and knew that it couldn't go on. Then he produced a cheque book
and wrote out a cheque to Hubert for the three thousand two hundred and
twenty, Hubert having said that he would cash it next day and pay Paula and me
off.

When we were going, Greening looked a bit sheepish and put his hand in his
pocket and brought out a little case and handed it to Paula. She opened it and
there was a rather nice little diamond brooch inside. Greening said he hoped she
would accept it and thanked her for a marvellous evening. | suppose he thought
he stood a chance with Paula.

Then we three men went off. Outside Greening said that we must give him
his revenge one night, and we said we would. After he'd got into his cab and
gone, Hubert and | stood there laughing like fools. It was really the funniest
thing.

| walked with Hubert round to his place and left him on the doorstep. He
said that he'd cash the cheque and meet Paula and me at The White Owl for
dinner at nine o'clock next night. Hubert said that it was a damn good evening's
work and that we'd have over a thousand each after I'd got my original two
hundred back. He said that, anyway, it would teach Greening a damned good
lesson, and when | asked him how it could do that because Greening would
never suspect that the game had been rigged, he said 'Quite', and we both stood
there roaring with laughter like a pair of idiots. We just went on laughing and
laughing, because, say what you like, it was really a quite divine sort of joke.

It was five o'clock next afternoon when | woke. I'd a bit of a head and | lay in
bed for some time thinking about things. Suddenly | remembered the fact that |
was worth over a thousand and began to plan what I'd do with it. | thought it
might be fun to fly over to Paris for a week or so and see how things were over
there.

| got up eventually and, after a bath and a double Martini made with Scotch,
| felt like a king. | telephoned through to Paula and told her that the
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arrangement was that she and Hubert and | were all to meet at The White Owl
for dinner, and that Hubert would have our money for us.

When I'd finished saying my piece, Paula said in an odd sort of voice; |
wouldn't be so certain about getting our money, Wilfred. | think Hubert's gone."

'What d'you mean, Paula?' | said. 'Gone... gone where?"

'Well,' she said, 'l telephoned his flat at four-thirty this afternoon, and the
porter said that he'd gone. He said that Hubert had gone off about four o'clock
and taken his bags with him. The porter said he thought he'd gone north for a
few days.'

'My God!' | said. 'The fearful outsider! He's gone and taken our money with
him. What a terrible thing to do.'

'Pretty lousy,' said Paula. 'But then | was never quite certain about Hubert.
After all, that gadget thing was a bit hot, you know. It occurred to me last night
when we were playing that he'd probably used it on us at different times.'

'l suppose he's cashed Greening's cheque,' | said.

'No,"'said Paula, 'he hasn't done that. He didn't wake up until three-thirty,
the porter says. He's left a packet to go round to his bank first thing in the
morning, and my guess is that the cheque's in it. Hubert's going to clear it in the
ordinary way and draw against it wherever he is.’

'What a fearful rotter,' | said. 'To do a thing like that to his friends. This is
too awful. And what am | going to do about that two hundred pounds that
I've got to get into my bank first thing tomorrow morning?’

She said, rather coldly | thought; 'l don't know what you're going to do,
Wilfred, but | know what I've done. I'm a girl, more or less on my own, and I've
got to look after myself. Hubert has behaved like a fearful crook, and so when I'd
made up my mind that he'd gone off and didn't intend to pay us | did the
obvious thing.'

'The obvious thing, Paula,' | echoed. 'And what was that?"

| went straight round and saw Greening,' she said primly. 'And | told him the
whole story. | said that Hubert was playing a crooked game last night, but that |
didn't like to say anything then for fear of creating a scene. | advised Greening to
stop payment of the cheque and he's done so.’

'That's very nice for Greening,' | said. 'So he's going to save his three
thousand odd and still stick to my two hundred that he won in cash before we
began to play with counters. | think I'll go round and see Mr. Greening and ask
for it back!'

| don't think I'd do that, Wilfred dear, if | were you,' said Paula. 'Because |
don't think you'll get it. Greening was rather grateful to me for going round and
telling him about it, and he gave me five hundred for myself. | don't think he'll
be too keen on paying out any more!’
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| was so astounded that | could hardly speak. After all to be let down in the
first place by Hubert was pretty grim, but to hear Paula talking like that was a bit
too much.

‘Look here, Paula,' | said. 'You know damned well that I've got to have that
two hundred at least. Hubert has let us both down, but you've got to play the
game. You must. Damn it, you are a gentlewoman, Paula. You've got to let me
have three hundred of that five hundred that Greening's given you. You must!'

'Well, | don't see it, Wilfred,' she said sort of definitely. '"Hubert and you and |
were in this thing as partners. Well, he's walked out on us and I've made the
best of a bad job, and looked after myself. After all it was | who found out that
Hubert bad flown, while you were still asleep, and it was | who went round and
warned Greening. I'm entitled to the money he's given me but | don't see how,
from any conceivable angle, you can expect me go give you any of it, and to put
it quite bluntly, Wilfred dear, I'm not going to."

| was quite speechless.

'I'm fearfully sorry of course,' she said. 'But I've got to go now. | shall be at
The White Owl at nine for dinner tonight. Come along afterwards, Wilfred, and
have a drink.'

She hung up.

| stood there almost gasping. After all, these people were my friends. | was
almost heartbroken. Here was Hubert behaving like a first-class crook going off
with Paula's and my money like a criminal— that was bad enough, and now,
Paula had taken the meanest advantage of me and, by rushing round to
Greening, had got herself five hundred pounds, and refused to give me a penny.
When, as | told you before, | realised that at one time | had almost loved that
girl, | could have shrieked. The whole thing was too shattering.

And | had put up the original capital for the whole thing. Without my two
hundred pounds nothing could have been done. And on my capital Hubert had
gone off with a three-thousand-pound-odd cheque, and Paula had got herself
five hundred.

| stood there by the telephone and | was very near to tears. | realized that it
would be impossible for me to do such a thing to people who were my friends;
that | would rather have died than done anything like that either to Hubert or to
Paula. | felt quite awful. Absolutely slain with sorrow and anger.

At seven o'clock | had an idea. | dressed rather carefully and strolled along to
the Silver Bar. | bought a cocktail and began to pass the time of day with Harold
the barman. After a bit | said:

'Tell me, Harold... you remember saying something a week or so ago about
the detective who was making-enquiries about gaming parties in Mayfair. Do
you know who he is?'

Harold looked round rather secretively; then he said:
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'Yes, | do, sir. He's Detective-Sergeant Martin, and he's sitting over there in
the corner, reading the newspaper.'

That was a bit of luck. | finished my drink and strolled over to the corner
table. The detective bird looked up at me and | said:

'Look here... here's rather a funny situation. My name's Wilfred Fettingwell
and last night | was at a little gambling party, and | saw a fellow win a whole lot
of money by cheating. He had a gadget up his sleeve and dealt himself cards
from it when he wanted to. What ought | to do?"

| sat down and signalled for drinks.

The detective asked me if | knew the man's name and | told him I did. | told
him the man was Hubert Tolquhart. He made a note of it. Then he asked me if
there had been anyone else at the party whom | regarded as being suspicious.

| said well... possibly. | told him how much Greening had lost, and | said that
there had also been a woman there who might have been an accomplice of
Tolquhart's. I said that | didn't know her name and that | hadn't seen her about
Mayfair very much.

The detective fellow was awfully nice. He said that he was obliged for the
information about Tolquhart and that if | could find out the name of the woman
he'd be glad to have it. He said that there were all sorts of complaints going
about regarding crooked gambling in the neighbourhood.

| said I'd do my best to find out for him and, if | was successful, | would
telephone him at Vine Street which was, apparently, his headquarters. He gave
me a card and the telephone number and | went off.

By this time | was feeling a bit better. | was getting over my shocking
disappointment about Hubert and Paula. | went back to the flat and had a drink
and at nine o'clock | telephoned Paula at The White Owl.

'Look here, Paula,' | said. 'l've been thinking about things and I've come to
the conclusion that Hubert's an absolute crook. | had a bit of a struggle with
myself, but I've done what | consider to be my duty. I've been to the police.'

'Oh, have you?' she said. 'And what did you tell them, Wilfred?"

'Well..." l answered. 'lI've told them about the party and about Greening
losing all that money and how Hubert cheated with that gadget of his. They
asked me who else was there and | said that there was a woman there who, |
thought, was a friend of Hubert's.'

Paula said, in a rather strained voice: 'You didn't mention my name, Wilfred,
did you?'

'No,' I said. 'l haven't done that... not yet. I've been talking about our
telephone conversation of this afternoon, Paula, and | knew that you couldn't be
serious about not letting me have that three hundred. So | thought I'd telephone
you once more before speaking to the detective officer. | shall probably be
ringing him to-night.'
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'I see,' she said. There was a little pause, and then she went on: 'You know,
Wilfred, I've been thinking things over since | spoke to you earlier to-day and |
came to the conclusion that | ought to let you have some of the money that
Greening gave me. It would be the fair thing to do. So if you like to come round
here I'll give it to you.'

| said: 'Well, Paula, I'm fearfully glad you've come to that conclusion because
| think you're only doing what's really morally right. I'll come along and collect
it.'

| got into a cab and dashed round to The White Owl and saw Paula. She gave
me the money in an envelope. | told her that, of course, under no circumstances
would | mention her name to the police now that she had done the right thing
by me.

We drank a couple of Martinis and then | went off. | felt that | wanted to be
alone, that things had been a bit too much for me during the last twenty-four
hours. | wanted to forget about Hubert and what a complete and utter outsider
he'd been.

| went back to my flat to see if there was any post. Two letters were waiting
for me. One was a bill and the other was from the bank. The letter from the
bank said that a cheque drawn by me on my account which had been closed, as |
knew, a fortnight before, had been presented for payment, that the cheque was
for two hundred pounds and that although the handwriting was rather similar to
mine the signature was incorrect, the cheque having been signed 'W. G.
Fettingwell' instead of with my usual signature 'Wilfred G. Fettingwell'.

| must say | grinned to myself. | felt rather pleased— having regard to
Hubert's conduct— that I'd signed the cheque in that odd way. | felt glad that I'd
protected myself.

| wrote a note to the bank and said that | knew nothing about the cheque.
That | was not the sort of person who would write out a cheque on an account
that was closed, and that the fact was proved by the incorrect signature. | said
that | had missed my old cheque book a few days before and hadn't worried
about the fact because | knew the account was closed, but that now | had
reason to believe that the cheque had been stolen by one, Hubert Tolquhart,
who, | thought, was wanted by the police.

| sealed down the envelope, stamped the letter, had another Martini and
went out. | was feeling better. After all, one must be of good cheer, one must be
gay, even in the face of adversity and even if one's friends do let one down.

| posted the letter at a pillar box and strolled along to Gustavo's to dine. |
made a good dinner and drank a bottle of excellent champagne. | felt rather
bucked when | paid my bill with one of Paula's new five-pound notes.
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| remember reading somewhere or other— in the days when | used to
read— that one must be greater than circumstances. | had a definite feeling that
| had been greater than circumstances.

| had just lit a cigarette and was wandering out of Gustavo's when someone
spoke to me. It was the police fellow— Detective-Sergeant Martin.

‘Excuse me, sir,' he said, quite affably.' But I'd be very glad if you'd come
along to Vine Street. The D.D.l, would like to ask you a few questions!'

| asked why. | asked why the deuce the D.D.l.— whatever that might mean—
should want to question me.

He explained that D.D.l, meant Divisional Detective-Inspector. Then he
produced some quite shattering news.

He said that Greening was a crook, that he had been 'working' May-fair very
successfully for the last three weeks, that the police had been after him for
some time.

He also explained that he had been very interested in my conversation of
earlier in the evening because Hubert had apparently tried to change the
cheque that Greening had given him for his losses early that evening, that the
cheque, the signature and the whole box of tricks was absolutely phoney. They'd
arrested Hubert at six o'clock on two other charges.

| said | was very pleased to hear it, but what had it to do with me. | was a
little bit upstage with this policeman fellow. He was beginning to bore me.

He said that the note | had just given in payment of my bill was counterfeit.

| was absolutely staggered. Then | recovered myself. | told him the truth. |
asked him how was | to know that. That the note had been given to me in
payment of a debt by a woman friend, and that | was not to know that it was
counterfeit.

He said that he was quite prepared to believe that, but that they had picked
up the lady in question at The White Owl, three-quarters of an hour ago, and
she had stated that the notes had been given to her by Greening, and that she
had handed some of them to me.

| said that was quite in order, but | still failed to see what | had done. Of
course | was prepared to make good the bad note | had given Gustavo's, and
that | thought his attitude in asking me to go to Vine Street was definitely rude
and that | objected to it.

He said he was sorry about that, but that the D.D.I, wished to talk to me
aboutanother little matter. That there was in fact a definite charge to be made
against me.

| told him | thought he was being rather amusing and that | would very much
like to know what the charge was.
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Then he said that he was charging me with uttering a cheque signed in a
false signature on an account which | knew to be closed, and being accessory to
Hubert in cashing it.

| said, rubbish... utter rubbish...! That | had earlier received a letter from the
bank about the cheque; that | had written and told them that | knew nothing
about it; that whoever had written it had not even used my correct signature
and that | was certain that Hubert Tolquhart had done it.

He said quite pleasantly: 'I'm afraid you'll have to explain that to the D.D.1.,
sir. You see, your friend, Miss Paula Meraulton, has definitely stated that she
saw you write out the cheque, and is prepared to swear to that fact. Would you
like to take a cab, sir, or will you walk?"

D'YOU wonder that | feel bitter? My solicitor says that he thinks I'll be rather
lucky— all things considered. That | shall probably get off with six months in the
second division. Of course the police have trumped up some other rubbishy
charges against me.

| suppose I've only myself to blame. | trusted Paula and | trusted Hubert. |
thought they were my friends and | thought they were loyal and decent. Well,
they've let me down.

| suppose the Press will call me another '"Mayfair man'. Whereas in fact, as
you will plainly understand, | am just a rather sentimental sort of ass who's been
badly let down by his best friend and a girl he thought the world of.
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24: Nice Work
The Evening Standard (London) 5 Oct 1936

THE GUY IN THE DIRTY GREY FEDORA looked like he might have come out of the
Bellevue Morgue— off a slab. He was big and his jaw jutted over the edge of his
upturned coat collar. His eyes shifted all over as if he was waiting for somebody
to pick up any time. His shoes were broken and the upper of one had gone
rotten with wet. Each time he took a step it squelched.

He had four days' growth of hair on his face and he kept in the shadow of
the wall. His fingers inside his coat pocket, were clasped round the butt of a .38
police Positive that had once been issued to a copper who got himself cited for
bravery in the line of duty the day after they buried him.

The guy hadn't got a collar or a shirt. Under the overcoat was a cotton
undervest. The pant-legs showing urider the overcoat were too short and the
cuffs at the bottom were grimed with mud that never came from New York.

Every time he passed a store or somewhere where it was light he stuck his
head down into his coat collar. Once he saw a kid carrying some bread, and he
licked his lips like a hungry dog. His nose was bothering him. He hadn't a
handkerchief and it was sore. If you've ever tried blowing your nose on
newspaper you'll know what | mean.

He turned off Bowery at Kenmare. He was limping. He had a blister on his
right foot where the shoe was broken. He hastened his steps with an effort. On
Mott he saw the newsboy.

The boy was standing on the edge of the sidewalk looking around. When he
saw the guy in the dirty grey fedora he crossed the street and stood in the
shadow. Further down the limping guy crossed and slowed up. Then he looked
around, too, and worked up slowly towards the boy.

The boy made a play of selling him a news-sheet. The limping guy took it. On
the front page he could see his own picture, and across the top of the sheet was
a banner caption— 'Fremer Breaks Jail— Kills Two Guards'.

That was him.

He spoke to the boy through the side of his mouth. He licked his lips before
he spoke.

'Talk quick,' he said. 'Where's that blonde of Franchini's?"

The boy grinned at him. 'You're in luck, mug,' he said. 'She's in Moksie's dive.
She's hangin' around there plenty. An' is she drinkin' or is she? She's the rye
queen an' toppin' off with rum. Does she get high!'

The limping guy swore quietly.

'Where's she gettin' the dough, kid?' he asked.

The newsboy spat graphically.
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'She ain't,' he said. '"Moksie's puttin' it on the cuff.' He dropped his voice.
'Seen that in the sheet about you?' he muttered. 'They're offerin' five grand for
you, dead or alive. How'd you like that, Pal?"

But the man was gone. The newsboy looked after him as he disappeared
into the shadows and spat once more.

THE guy limped toward the waterfront. He stood up under a light in an alley
and read the paper. What the kid had said was true. They were offering five
grand for him dead or alive. He licked his lips and grinned—like a wolf. Then he
began to walk.

It was midnight when he dragged himself down the stairs at Moksie's speak
on waterfront. The place was near empty. Moksie was leaning over the bar
reading a news-sheet. The limping guy walked over slowly and looked at Moksie.

'Keep your trap shut, and like it, sucker,' he said. 'l've gotta gun in my pocket
that's liable to go shootin' itself off supposin' somebody starts to do anything
that even looks screwy. Where's Franchini's girl?'

Moksie nodded his head towards the far corner. The guy looked over and
saw her. There was a measure of rye at Moksie's elbow. He picked it up and
drained it. Then he limped over to the woman.

She was twenty-eight and still pretty. She was pretty high, and a half-bottle
of rotgut with a fake bacardi label stood in front of her. Her eyes were heavy
and her last perm had gone haywire on her. Her skin was good and her hands
were trembling. She kept tapping on the floor with a four-inch heel.

The guy slumped into a chair opposite her. She looked at it and then him.

'So what?' she said. She grinned cynically. 'You ain't the only guy worth five
grand,' she said. 'Feelin' good, | suppose, because you broke out. Well... maybe
they'll get you, sucker. They do get 'em, you know. An' what do you want
anyhow?"

He leaned towards her.

'Listen, kid," he said. | gotta talk fast an' you gotta listen. | been on my feet
for forty-eight hours, an' unless | get under cover they'll pick me up and fry me.
I'm nearly through. I'm soaked an' hungry, ah' | could use liquor'—she pushed
the bacardi towards him and he took a swig from the bottle—'but | gotta
contact Franchini. | tell ya | gotta. Now, don't give me that stuff about not
knowin' where he is. | know all about it. They're offering five grand for him, too,
ain't they? An' you're his girl, ain't you? Well... so you gotta know.'

She jerked up her head and looked at him. A gleam of faint interest showed
in her eyes.

| contacted Marelli to-night,' he went on. 'He says that he can get Franchini
an' me away if | can lay under cover for two days. Well, where's Franchini hidin'?
Join me up with him. Another two hours an' they'll have me. Marelli will get us

175



outa this burg in two days, an' | can fix to get him paid an' he knows it. Well... I'll
do a trade.

'Get me along to his hide-out. | got no dough— nothin' except an empty gun
an' a cough. Fix me some eats an' contact Marelli. He'll get us out of here on
Thursday. I'm tradin' my lay-up with Franchini for the getaway for him. Well... do
we deal?'

She smiled. Her teeth were white and even.

'What a fine pair of killers youse two are,' she said. 'Takin' it on the lam both
of you an' both scared stiff.' She looked at the paper. 'So you bust out up the
river,' she said. 'How'dya get down here? Hi-jacked a car?"

He nodded. | bumped a guy in a Ford,' he said. | think | done him too. He
took two slugs. They got plenty on me now...."

She took another drink and passed the bottle back to him.

'D'ya meet a guy called Lloyd Schrim in the big house?' she said. 'A young
kid— about twenty-three. He got life for a killin".'

He nodded. | know,' he said. 'He got it for rubbin' out Gerlin' at the Polecat
Road-house. He told me he never done it. He said he took the rap for some
other guy. He's not a bad kid. He's ill. He's got no dough, so they got him workin'
in the jute mill. He's got I.B.— they get that way in the mill. | reckon he was
played for a sucker by the guy who did the job, but he wouldn't talk. That's why
they're ridin' him an' makin' it tough. | don't reckon he'll last much longer.' She
looked at him.

'Why don't he try a break?' she asked. 'You done it. Why can't he?'

He grinned. | got friends outside,' he said, 'friends with dough. You can make
a break, but it costs dough. It cost some pals of mine seven grand to get me out.'

She grinned.

'Ain't you the expensive baby?' she said. 'Seven grand to get you out and the
cops offerin' five for you. You oughta feel swell.'

He coughed. Underneath the table she heard his shoe squelch.

'Listen, kid,' she said, 'I'll fix it. I'll trade puttin' you up with Franchini until
Marelli can get you both away. Franchini ain't got no pals like you with dough
and contacts, an' he can't put his nose outside the dump. They're offering five
grand for him, too.

'Now, listen. I'm going outside to grab a cab. Pull your hat down an' get in so
the driver don't see you. Get him to drop you on Tide Alley at Parata Wharf.
Down the bottom is a bust-in warehouse. Franchini's on the top floor, but be
careful. He's liable to shoot anybody he don't know.

'I'll be along in half an hour. When | come you tell me where | contact
Marelli, an' we'll fix the job. So long— killer!"

176



FRANCHINI opened the door and looked at the limping guy. Franchini was
tall and thin and dirty. He hadn't shaved for a week, and his mouth was still
twitching from cocaine.

He grinned. 'Come in,' he said. 'You're Fremer. The dame 'phoned me. |
reckon the idea of gettin' out of this hell-broth looks good to me. I'm for
Canada.’

The other grinned. 'Me too,' he said.

He closed and bolted the door behind him, and took a swig at the bottle on
the table. Beside it was an automatic. There was another in Franchini's hand.

Franchini put the second gun down beside the first and sat at the table with
the two guns in front of his hands, which lay on the table behind them.

'You gotta gun?' he asked.

Fremer pulled the police pistol out of his pocket and threw it on the table.

'No shells," he said laconically. 'There was only two in it, an' | used 'em on the
guy in the Ford | came down in.' Franchini nodded.

'0.K.," he said. 'We'll wait for the dame."

They sat there waiting, taking swigs from the bottle on the table.

It was quiet. Franchini was just taking a wallop at the bottle when they heard
a car grind round the corner outside. Fremer, who had his fingers under the
table ledge, suddenly uptilted the table. Franchini's guns crashed to the floor.
Simultaneously Fremer went across the table top at Franchini.

The door smashed open. Haifa dozen cops under a police lieutenant burst in
with their guns showing.

'Stick 'em up, boys,' said the lieutenant. 'We got a date for you two with the
hot seat. Take it easy now.' He snapped the steel cuffs on Franchini and turned
towards Fremer with another pair.

Fremer kept his hands up.

'0.K., lieutenant,' he said. 'Just feel in the lining of my coat and you'll find my
badge. I'm Lemmy Caution, New York "G" Division. We played it this way to get
Franchini. | guessed the dame would come and spill the works to you.'

The lieutenant found the badge. Caution dropped his hands. Franchini began
to be sick in the corner.

'You're a mug, Franchini,' said the 'G' man. 'You oughta know that dame of
yours was always stuck on Lloyd Schrim. We reckoned that if we planted a fake
story about some guy called Fremer bustin' out of the big house an' taking it on
the lam to New York, and splashed his picture on the front page, she would fall
for the set-up.

'How the hell do you expect a woman to be in love with a guy and have two
killers bottled up in a room and not squeal when she's just been told that her
boy friend was dyin' of T.B. through workin' in the jute-mill; that they was ridin'
him for not talkin' over a job that she knew durn well that he never pulled?
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'She reckoned that the ten grand she'd get for turnin' us in would fix an
escape for him. | thought she would, an' took a chance on it, Take him away,
boys.'

THE 'G' man limped down the steps at Moksie's. He walked over to the bar
and ordered rye. Moksie pushed the bottle over the bar.

The 'G' man picked it up and walked over to the corner table where the
woman was slumped. Her head was between her arms. She was crying.

He sat down opposite her and put the bottle on the table. He put his hand
under her chin and pushed her head up. She fell back in the chair.

'Cut it out, sister,' he said. 'It can be tough. | sup'pose they told you that
there wasn't goin' to be no reward, huh? That it was a frame up? Well, that's the
way it goes. Have a drink an' stop the waterworks. It annoys the customers.'

She took a drink from the bottle.

'You're funny, ain't you, copper?' she said. 'lt's a big laugh, ain't it? You pull a
fast one on me, an' | shoot my mouth an' wise you up to where Franchini is
hidin' out, an' you get him fried and I'm left on the heap.'

The 'G' man grinned.

'Listen, sweetheart,' he said. 'This act wasn't so easy to put on. | ain't had
any food for two days an' | walked on this broken shoe so as to give myself an
honest to goodness blister.

'‘Another thing, it ain't so bad as it looks. You see, | handled that Polecat Inn
shootin' a long time ago. | never believed that your boy friend pulled it. As a
matter of fact, Franchini did it, an' Lloyd took the rap for him an' wouldn't talk.
When Franchini bumped that last mug an' scrammed, an' we couldn't find
where he was, | thought this little act up an' it worked.

'Have another drink an' then let's go and eat. There's a guy waitin' for you
down at Centre Street by the name of Lloyd Schrim. | had him sprung this
mornin'. He reckons he wants to marry you or something like that.

'An' there ain't no need to ask a lotta questions. He never worked in no jute
mill an' he ain't got T.B. Say, do you know what's good for a blister?’
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25: The Philosopher
Telegraph (Brisbane) 5 May 1936

PURE HAY SEED! And he certainly looked every grain of it as he stood there,
gazing with a sort of rapt curiosity at the stupendous pile of the Dorchester
Hotel. Not that he looked— at any rate to the observer who possessed any
sense of psychology— in any way foolish. Oh, no! Plainly he was of the village,
but he was equally not its idiot!

The tanned face, with its hint of ruddy, healthy colour beneath the brown,
wore a simple enough expression, but in the grey eyes there was more than a
hint of shrewdness, and in the lines that showed in the corners of those eyes,
and around the big, good-tempered mouth, a gentle sense of humour was
plainly to be observed.

But in the rather aged bowler hat, with its oval crown, and its wide brim,
curled at the sides; in his rather bright blue suit, in the ill-fitting clasp of which
he looked definitely uncomfortable; in the stand-up collar, and the big white
satin tie, with its silver horse-shoe stickpin; in the big silver albert watch-guard,
with its dangling football medals, and in the clumsy, rather over-polished black
boots, the whole life and soul of Little Muddlecombe-on-the-Splosh could be
seen incarnate.

Indeed, so plainly could it be seen that during his short stay In London the
attention of several of the more zealous plain-clothes police officers had been
definitely attracted. He looked so much too good to be true! Some of these had
shadowed him for a bit; others had got into conversation with him. But in, every
case the result had been the same— they had been reluctantly forced to pass
him out as true-blue.

Equally with the police, the gentlemen of the opposite fraternity had been
tickled by him. The expert pickpockets had passed by him knowing that yokels
such as this, forewarned to the dangers of London, invariably keep their money
in an un-get-at-able place.

Of the "con-men" many had taken him (as the police had done) to be a
colleague; others had decided that it was too much like robbing a blind man.
The findings of the third, and more business-like, contingent may be summed up
in the words of "Dutch Sam," one of the cleverest of the fraternity.

He rejoined his two confederates, after a short conversation with the
intended victim:

"No good to us, boys!" was his curt verdict.

"Why not Sam? No dough?"

"Oh, yes— he's got a bit of dough, all right!" Sam laughed, and the others
looked at him inquiringly. "He told me all about himself— or most things,
anyway. Says that twenty years ago 'ole Garge Bassett' paid a visit to London,
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and came back with such a wonderful yarn about all he'd seen here, that then
and there our friend decided he'd pay a visit too. He started to save that very
week. He was a farm-boy then, earning four-and-six a week. He put aside
sixpence exery week-ever since. Sixpence a week for twenty years amounts to
£26. His fare and lodgings have cost him four pounds— 'and so' (says he,
slapping himself), 'l got more'n twenty pound left to spend, like-only' (and he
laughs like fun) 'l can't find nothin' to spend it on! Ain't that danged funny?"

"Well, what's, the matter with that?" inquired one of Dutch Sam's
confederates. "Reckon we can show him, can't we? And, after all, twenty
smackers is better than nothing!"

"Maybe," said Sam. " But it can't be done— he's no good to us !"

"Why not?"

"Because— as his Nibs on the Bench pointed out the last time he sent me
down — the confidence trick only appeals to men who are naturally greedy—
why want to get something for nothing. See? And this guy doesn't— he just ain't
interested, any more than he is in that flash girl who's trying to get off with him
now! Come on, boys, we're wasting time here— and we've got to find a mug
somewhere!"

It was the following day— his last In London, for the coach that took him
home left the Victoria Coach Station at six o'clock— that Garge was caught. His
captor was little Jerry Sline, who touted for a number of clubs, gambling hells,
and less savoury places. Jerry saw Garge standing in Leicester Square, gazing
around him, and Jerry promptly swooped.

"Excuse me, but could you direct me to Green Street?"

"I be sorry, sir, but ye see | be a stranger here myself, like!"

Garge's , beaming and childlike smile convinced Jerry he was a winner.

"Indeed? Well, never mind! Ah, here's a pub— they'll be bound to know in
there. Would you care to take a little refreshment with me, sir?"

The genial eye of Garge gleamed, responsive to the hospitality offered.

"Glad to, sir — if so be as ye'd take a glass with me after?"

"Sure | willl Come on, let's get to it!"

Jerry knew his business! In less than five minutes they were talking like old
friends. Over the second glass Jerry remarked:— "Twenty years' savings, eh? My
word, that must amount to something useful?"

Garge grinned, and blushed a little; "Tidy bit, sir— at least, it seems so to
me. Us doan't earn a mortal lot, though, down country— an' | be a married man
now. Still | got twenty pound in my pocket, so | 'ave!"

"Have you though?" Jerry hid his disappointment cleverly— he had hoped
for more. "And — you're returning this evening, you say?"

"Aye, sir!"
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"Got your ticket, of course?"
"Aye, sir, surely!"

"Ah, well, well....!" Jerry seemed to be suddenly smitten by a bright idea. "By
the way, doing anything special this afternoon?"
"Why, no, sir!"

"Good! Then why not come along to my club, eh? You'll find club life in
London quite interesting, if you've never visited one before. Have you?"

"Why. no, sir. |I— I've read about they places, though!"

The grin on Garge's face was encouraging.

"Well, you come along, then. You'll find it interesting all right. Plenty of
pretty girls— drinks all the afternoon. Have a flutter on the tables, too, if you
like!"

"Eh? Flutter on the tables?"

"Little gamble, you know! Roulette — chemie, if you care for it?"

Garge's honest grey eyes were sparkling, and there was a sudden eagerness
in his tone:

"What, like they do at Monte Carlo? I've always wanted to have a look at
that there Cas-i-no....?"

"My boy," quoth Jerry, clapping him on the back, "You won't know you're
not at Monte itself, once you're inside there! You come right along— now!"

GARGE, having reluctantly allowed his hat to be taken from him by a
uniformed attendant (who had some difficulty in hiding his grin at that
wonderful piece of headgear), stared around him in gentle amazement.

Certainly, it was a wonderful place, all right! Just like the real Monte Carlo,
he thought. Smartly dressed men, who carelessly produced great wads of notes
when they paid for drinks. And the women. Slim, satin-clad forms— hair of
lustrous black; gleaming gold and flaring red— wonderful jewellery— neat,
silken ankles— marvellous high-heeled shoes! Just like the pictures, so 11 His3
friend— who seemed to know everybody there, and was cheerily hailed as
"Jerry-old-boy!" by the men, and "Jerry-darling!" by the women— took him to
the bar, and bought him a bottled beer. Then Jerry whispered to the waiter, and
the waiter hurried off and whispered to a wonderful creature with almost silver-
coloured hair. Presently the wonderful creature rose, and walked towards the
bar.

Garge watched her approach with something like awe. She was sheathed in
blue silk that shimmered as she glided across the floor. She was slim as a young
reed, with a marvellous complexion and a cupid-bow mouth of deepest scarlet.
Her arms were bare, and as white as marble, and her frock— an afternoon one
actually— seemed to Garge to be an infinitely daring evening one. Jewels
flashed on her hands, around her neek, and dangled daringly from her ears.
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"Hey, Eve...!" called Jerry. She gave a little start, and then came towards
them, smiling. By gum, Eve was the right name for her, too— a pretty one, she
was.

"'Lo Eve!" quoth Jerry. "What's the poison? Say, meet my friend, Mr. George
Dimmock, will you? | want You to look after him for a bit— | got to see a feller
about something!"

Her hand was marvellously soft and cool; her smile radiant; her eyes blue
pools of invitation.

"Mr. Dimmock might like a little flutter!" said Jerry, as he hurried off.

"Shall we?" murmured Eve, slipping a bare arm through George's. Asin a
dream he allowed her to lead him to the tables. On the way he giggled once.

"What's the joke?" asked Eve.

"If Mary Ellen could see me now!" grinned George.

"Who's Mary Ellen?"

"My missus!"

"Oh!" said Eve, and pouted adorably. At the tables she made him siton a
chair, and then she sat, bold as brass, on his lap. Garge was near mazed— just
like on the pictures, it was. He'd never thought he'd ever be like this...! She
initiated him into the mysteries of roulette— still sitting 'On his knee, with one
bare, cool arm around his shoulders— touching his brown, sun-roughened neck.
Garge decided that this must be a dream— rather a nice one, though.

"By gum," said Garge, as he put another pound note in her hand. "That be
the last of 'em!"

"Mean you're broke?" asked Eve sharply.

"Aye, for sure!" grinned Garge. Five minutes later that had gone, top.

"Really broke, are you?" queried Eve.

"Surely!" agreed Garge.

"Hard luck, chummy!" said Eve, and, bending, she actually kissed him—
lightly, like the touch of a butterfly. Garge gasped, then grinned again.

Eve rose, and glanced up the room meaningly. The manager made a signto a
couple of big husky looking fellows with hard faces, and they followed him
unobtrusively to the table. Garge was still sitting there.

"Finished playing, Sir?" asked the manager, in his ear.

"Aye!" said Garge, and then grinned: "l be broke!"

"If you don't mind, then— somebody else will need your chair...?"

"Surely!" said Garge, and rose.

"Any drinks, Sir?"

"I can't!" said Garge. "l jest told 'ee — | be clean broke!"

The manager had heard all about this strange country cousin, and had
thought him rather pathetic. Also, he wasn't a bad sort of chap in his way.
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"If a little loan's any use...?" he pulled a couple of pound notes from his
pocket.

Garge reddened: "Why, thank'ee kindly, Sir, but | ain't never 'ad no need to
take charity yet, an' | bean't thinking of starting now— If you'll pardon me, Sir!"

"That's all right! But— I'm afraid I'll have to ask you to leave the premises,
now, Sir!" He glanced at the two big men, who closed in a little.

"Surely!" said Garge. "If | could have me hat...?" Almost magically the weird
contraption was in his hands. At the door, he hesitated, then thrust out a horny,
work-worn hand to the manager:

"Well, thank 'ee kindly. Sir, fur a very nice afternoon. Maybe I'll be seeing 'ee
again, sir— in about ten years time. | reckon. Ye see, | be earning' bit more now,
an' | reckon | can save a bob a week, maybe!"

"That'll be fine!" smiled the manager.

"Now I'll be getting home, an' tell my missus. She will laugh!"

"Will she, though!" said the manager. "Well, I'm sorry you had such bad
luck"— he was quite sincere for once— "twenty years savings, eh?"

"Ah, well, sir," grinned Garge, from the doorway. " 'Twern't so bad, sir, not
really! 'Twill be something to tell the boys in the 'Plough'— and no doubt ye
know the old saying, sir — easy come, easy go! Good arternoon to ye, sir!"

And the door swung to, blotting out Garge's good-humoured smile from
beneath the quaint old bowler hat.
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26: A Spot of Murder
In: Calling Mr Callaghan, 1953

From the last Cheyney short story collection, published posthumously.

WHEN Callaghan came into the office, Effie Thompson stopped typing. She said:
"Good morning, Mr. Callaghan. There have been a few telephone calls, and your
letters are on your desk."

Callaghan said: "Right, Effie. Has Fallon or Craske been through?"

She shook her head. Callaghan went into his office. She followed him with
her notebook.

She said: "You're expecting a call from Fallon or Craske? If either of them
come through while you're out what shall | do about it?"

Callaghan said: "There's nothing you can do, Efiie. Both those birds ought to
be pretty scared by this time— both of them or one of them."

She said: "You don't know which one was really responsible for that
fraudulent claim?"

Callaghan said: "No! But with the situation like it is, | bet the guilty one's
feeling scared and the innocent one is beginning to get ideas." He lit a cigarette.
"Of course," he went on, "there's a chance they were both concerned in it."

He began to dictate his letters.

The telephone jangled. Effie Thompson took off the receiver. She put her
hand over the transmitter. She said: "Talk of the devil! Mr. Fallon wants to speak
to you, Mr. Callaghan."

Callaghan reached out for the instrument. He said: "Hello, Fallon. What is
it?"

Fallon said: "Look, Mr. Callaghan, I've been thinking things over and | think
I've got them straightened out. | think I'm in a position to prove that Craske—
my partner— has been the person who double-crossed the Insurance Company.
| can prove | had nothing to do with it."

Callaghan said: "I'm glad of that, Fallon. You know we never accused you of
anything."

Fallon said: "I know. At the same time | realized you probably suspected the
pair of us. After all, no Insurance Company likes to pay twenty thousand on a
fake claim, and I'm afraid that's what it was."

Callaghan said: "That's what | thought." There was a pause. Then: "What do
you want me to do?" he asked.

Fallon said: "Look here, circumstances have broken pretty well for me.
Craske went off this morning and took the train for Newcastle. So he'll be out of
the way. All the books and everything are in the safe down here on the
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houseboat. | went through them directly he left a couple of hours ago, and with
the information that I've got | can show you just how he did it."

Callaghan said: "You want me to come down?"

Fallon said: "Yes. I'd like to do a few more hours' work on the books, but if
you could get down this evening about nine o'clock, | think I'd have the whole
thing straightened out."

Callaghan said: "All right. I'll be there. I'm glad you've got yourself in the
clear, Fallon. I knew it had to be one of you, but, of course, there was always the
chance that it was both of you. I'll be with you at nine o'clock."

"Right ho !" said Fallon. "The houseboat is moored by the landing stage oil
the road about a hundred and fifty yards from the Star & Crown. Anybody']l tell
you where itis. I'll be there."

Callaghan asked: "Where are you speaking from?"

"From the Star & Crown," Fallon answered.

Callaghan said: "All right." He hung up. He stubbed out his cigarette, lit a
fresh one. He said to Effie Thompson: "Fallon says he's got the goods on his
partner Craske. He says he can prove it was Craske who pulled that fake claim.
Fallon wants to see me. I'm going down to the houseboat to see him at nine
o'clock to-night."

Effie Thompson said: "Are you going on your own? It might be a plant,
mightn't it? You've only got Fallon's word that it was Craske who was
responsible for the fraud."

Callaghan said: "That's true enough. At the same time you've got to take a
chance sometime. But thanks for being concerned, Effie." He blew ruminative
smoke rings. Then he went on: "l suppose there might be something in this thing
called woman's intuition."

She smiled. She said: "Every woman thinks so, Mr. Callaghan."

"All right," said Callaghan. "Take this note down. I'm going out in a few
minutes, so | shan't be here when Nikolls arrives. When he comes in give him
the note."

She said: "Very well, Mr. Callaghan."

Callaghan dictated the note.

A SHARP WIND was blowing and a few big rain spots fell as Callaghan,
leaving the road by the Inn, turned off on to the footpath that ran down to the
river's edge. After a few minutes' walking he could see in the dusk the outline of
the houseboat moored to the bank in the little backwater.

He paused a moment to light a cigarette, then continued on his way. He
reached the houseboat, stepped aboard. There was no sign of life. Callaghan
called out: "Fallon!" There was no reply.
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He walked along the side of the boat until he came to the main door. It was
unlocked. Callaghan pushed it open. It was quite dark inside, the windows being
screened by black-out curtains. Callaghan put his hand on to the wall by the
door, felt for an electric light switch. He found it, snapped it on. At the other end
of the cabin, behind a desk, sat

Craske. The automatic in his right hand was pointed at Callaghan's stomach.

He said: "Come in, Callaghan. Close the door behind you. | want to have a
little talk with you."

Callaghan grinned. He said: "So it seems. This is a surprise, Craske."

Craske said: "I bet it is. Sit down, Callaghan, in that chair and keep your
hands on the arms. Don't take any chances."

Callaghan said sarcastically: "l don't intend to take any chances."

Craske said: "You thought you were going to see Fallon, didn't you?"

Callaghan nodded. He said: "Do you mind if | give myself another cigarette?"

Craske said: "No, | don't mind anything so long as you don't try anything
funny."

Callaghan stubbed out his cigarette end. He produced his cigarette case, lit a
fresh cigarette. He inhaled from the cigarette, then he said: "Yes, | thought | was
going to see Fallon, and | thought you were in Newcastle. It seems | was wrong."

Craske said: "Yes. But Fallon wasn't kidding you."

Callaghan raised one eyebrow. "No?" he queried. There was a pause. Then:
"What's the idea in the gun, Craske?" he asked. "That sort of stuff isn't going to
get you anywhere."

"Oh yes, it is," said Craske. "I'm sorry, Callaghan, but I'm going to kill you.
You see, I've got to."

Callaghan said: "You don't say! Why?"

Craske said: "I'll tell you. | got the idea some time ago that Fallon was wise to
what I'd been doing. | got the idea that he'd been checking up on what had been
going on." He grinned. "I knew he'd been going through the firm's books which |
had down here over the weekend," he went on. "He thought | didn't know.
Fallon's a bit of a mug, you know."

"Callaghan said: "You're telling me. But any man would have to be pretty
clever to be your partner, Craske."

"Maybe," said Craske. "Anyhow, | came to the conclusion he was going to do
something about it. So | thought I'd give him the opportunity. | told him this
morning | was going up to Newcastle. Then | packed my bag and cleared off. |
went along to the Star & Crown. | went upstairs to the first floor landing and
watched to see if Fallon would come along and telephone after he'd had a
chance of going through those books."

"He did. He telephoned from the box downstairs." He grinned. "There's
never anybody in the office on the first floor in the morning. | knew that that
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Manageress is always downstairs in the kitchen at that time. | went into the
office. | listened on the extension line. | heard him fixing up for you to come
down to-night. | heard what he said."

Callaghan nodded. "Nice work," he said.

"Not too bad," said Graske. "When he'd gone | went downstairs, rang for a
car, drove to the station, picked up the Newcastle train. | was careful to let the
porter see that | actually caught it. You see | happened to know the train stops
for water on this side of the Blackwood tunnel— twelve miles away."

Callaghan nodded. "And when the train stopped you just got out?"

"That's right," said Craske. "I waited till seven o'clock this evening, then |
telephoned Fallon at the Star & Crown— | knew he'd be there for dinner— and
told him his mother was dying. | made out | was a friend of his mother's. | knew
that would move him, and | knew he wouldn't telephone your office because
he'd know it'd be closed. Half an hour ago | slipped back here and waited for
you. No one saw me."

Callaghan drew easily on his cigarette. He said: "All very interesting. And
what's the big idea?"

"The big idea is this," said Craske. "You'll be dead. | was seen on the train
going to Newcastle to-day, so I'm all right. Your office know that you had an
appointment here with Fallon at nine o'clock. Fallon will say that he wasn't
here— he went to see his mother who was dying. Who's going to believe him.
His mother's not dying, and she's not even at the address | gave him." He smiled.
"I gave him the address of an empty house. You get the idea?"

Callaghan said: "l get it. The idea is that the Insurance Company I'm working
for know that | suspected both of you as being in this job. They'll believe Fallon
killed me. You'll have an alibi and Fallon's alibi won't stand up— it's obviously a
fake."

Craske nodded. He said: "That's right."

Callaghan said: "Nice work | | congratulate you, Craske. Just because Fallon's
alibi is so obviously a fake— although it was the truth— the police won't check
too carefully on your alibi which looks good although it's a fake. All they'll do is
to check you got on that Newcastle train." He nodded appreciatively. "You
know, Craske," he went on, "it's not at all a bad idea. In point of fact it's almost
watertight. It's really very hard luck on you that you won't get away with it."

Craske said almost casually: "What's the good of bluffing, Callaghan? You'd
better make up your mind to take what's coming to you." He leveled the gun.
"I'm going to give it to you in a minute," he said. "Perhaps you'd like to turn
round?"

Callaghan said: "l wouldn't even bother. But you'd be awfully silly if you
squeezed that trigger before | told you what I'm going to tell you. After all, it's
not so bad doing five or six years imprisonment for making a fraudulent
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insurance claim, but it would be just too bad to be hanged for an unnecessary
murder."

Craske said: "What do you mean— an unnecessary murder?" He looked
surprised.

Callaghan said: "I'll tell you. | said your idea was very nearly watertight. But
you see the unfortunate thing was that Fallon never got anywhere near that
empty house where you told him his dying mother was. He was knocked over by
a car. The hospital phoned through to my office— my secretary happened to be
working late. It's too bad," said

Callaghan, "because you realize that it will be quite obvious that Fallon didn't
kill me the only other person who would have a motive for being on this
houseboat and finishing me off would be you. That being so, that Newcastle alibi
of yours will be closely checked, which it would not be in the ordinary course of
events. They'll discover that you never arrived at Newcastle. You won't be able
to tell them who you saw there— what you did there.

"I'm sorry about Fallon," Callaghan went on. "The reason | was a bit late
getting here was because | went to the hospital. He died at eight o'clock to-
night."

Craske sighed heavily. He put the automatic pistol on the desk. He said:
"Well, that lets you out."

Callaghan said: "So you've changed your mind, Craske?"

Craske nodded. He grinned. "Why not?" he said. "Now that Fallon's dead,
the situation becomes a little easier. Before he had that telephone conversation
with you this morning you've admitted that you suspected both or either of us.
Now my story's going to be that it was Fallon who pulled that claim on the
Insurance Company. You can say what you like about this interview. Who's going
to believe you? My story's as good as yours. They'll never be able to convict me
of that fraud in a thousand years, and you know it."

He pulled the ammunition clip out of the butt of the gun, threw the clip and
the pistol into the desk drawer. He said: "There's another idea, too." He grinned
at Callaghan cynically. "Look," he went on, "my story is going to be that Fallon
committed suicide. Here he was this evening in a district that he had no reason
to be in, getting knocked down by a motor-car. Maybe he threw himself under
that car because he knew he was going to be found out. That's a good story
too," Craske concluded.

Callaghan nodded. He said: "It's not bad. You're a clever fellow, Craske."

Craske said: "l think so, too!"

"Well," said Callaghan, "it looks as if | can't do any good staying here. I'll be
on my way."
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Craske said: "Good-night, Callaghan. I'm not going to do a thing. If the
Insurance Company put the police on to me, I've got my story all ready for them,
and nobody can prove anything different."

Callaghan got up. He stubbed out his cigarette end in the ashtray on the
desk. He walked slowly to the door of the cabin. He opened the door, turned. He
stood looking at Craske.

He said: "You know, Craske, life is damn funny. When Fallon rang through to
my office this morning | didn't actually believe him. | thought it was a plant. |
thought he wanted to get me down here to-night to try something on. So | tried
a little idea of my own. Would you Like to hear what it was?"

Craske said nothing. He looked at Callaghan.

Callaghan went on: "l left a note for Windemere Nikolls, my assistant, to get
down here this afternoon, and if the coast was clear to get a Dictaphone fixed in
the wall of this cabin. You might like to know that every word that's been said in
here will be produced as evidence. Nikolls got a line running up the bank. He's
been sitting there behind a tree with the earphones on ever since | came here.

Craske gasped. He looked at Callaghan as if he had been pole-axed.

"So much for that," said Callaghan. "The other thing is we've got all the
evidence we want against you— including Fallon. I shall put Fallon in the witness
box against Craske."

Craske said: "What the devil do you mean? Fallon's dead."

Callaghan grinned. He said: "Nuts, Craske! That little story | told you about
Fallon being knocked over and killed was phoney. | made that up. Good-night,
Craske."
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27: The Perfumed Ghost

Britannia and Eve, Jan 1940

| WAS leaving the office when the telephone rang. Lefty took off the receiver.
After a minute he put his hand over the transmitter and turned to me. 'lIt's a
woman,' he said, 'with a pretty voice. She wants to see you. Says it's urgent.
She's introduced by Van Dine.'

| don't usually see clients at nine-thirty at night, but Van Dine was a good
friend of mine and if he'd sent this woman | thought I'd better see her. | nodded
to Lefty. 'Tell her to come round,' | said. Lefty spoke to her, then he hung up.

'She says she'll be round in ten minutes, chief,' he said with a grin. 'Gee, has
that dame got a swell voice! Do | stay?'

'You stay,' | said. 'You go in the other office and turn on the dictaphone so
that we have a record of what she says.'

| had been running an investigation office in the Rue Clery, Paris, since | left
the U.S. Infantry at the end of the war. Paris is an amusing place, and the
investigation business was a profitable one. Lots of Americans get into trouble in
Paris, and they like someone to get them out.

At the moment | was wondering about this woman who'd telephoned. It had
to be pretty urgent for her to ring up the office at nine-thirty. In a few minutes
the outer office door bell rang and Lefty let her in.

She was a picture! She was of good height, with a superb figure. She had a
complexion like cream, and turquoise eyes that might have melted the heart of
a stone image. She was superbly dressed too, and as she came into my office
she brought with her a very attractive and faint perfume. | have got a memory
for scent. | solved one of my most important cases with my nose, but | certainly
could not place this rare and exotic perfume which emanated from my visitor.

Lefty gave her a chair and went into his own room. After a second | heard
the faint click which denoted that he had switched on the wall dictaphone. She
came straight to the point. Her voice matched the rest of her. It was low,
charming and had an indescribable quality,

‘I must apologize for coming so late, Mr. Valentine, but there was no time to
be lost. Mr. Van Dine told me that | would be perfectly safe in dealing with you.'

She smiled and | understood the fable of Helen of Troy launching a thousand
ships. | gave her a cigarette.

'Do you know Mr. Van Dine well?' | asked.

She nodded.

'My name is Mrs. Cynthis Severn,' she said. 'l am an Englishwoman. | have
known Mr. Van Dine for a long time.

| nodded.
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'l wonder, did you know his great friend Duborg, another client of mine?' |
asked. She smiled agreement.

'I knew him too,' she said. 'l have known both of them for some years.’

| sat down in my chair again.

'Now for the story,' | said. 'Having satisfied ourselves about each other, we
might as well get on."

'l am afraid you will laugh at me, Mr. Valentine,' she said, 'but I've come to
see you about something which will probably seem very silly to you. Frankly, the
situation is this:

'Up to a year ago, | was living in a flat just off the Faubourg St. Antoine. | was
very fond of the flat, but always there seemed to me something mysterious
about it, something which unsettled me in a vague way.

'Eventually, the night before | left, | saw a ghost, or at least | thought | saw a
ghost. It was the figure of a most charming man, dressed in modern clothes and
looking very distressed. | was going to leave the flat in any event, but this thing
decided me. | left next day, and since then I've done nothing but worry.'

'About what?' | queried.

She laughed quietly.

'About whether | really saw the ghost or not. Can you understand that?"

'Oh, yes,' | said, 'l understand perfectly. Ever since you have wondered
whether you saw the ghost or whether your eyes played you false. You are not
certain.'

'Quite,’ she said. | am not certain, and | want to be certain. That's why | have
come to you.'

| smiled.

'This sounds as if it's going to be an interesting case, Mrs. Severn,' | said,' and
a rather nicer one than those which usually come my way.'

'l am glad to hear that,' she said. 'What | want you to do is this. After | left
the fiat | made enquiries and | found that there were rumours about the place
being haunted. It is said that this ghost appears once a year, and the anniversary
on which it is due is to-morrow night. The day after | am leaving Paris and
returning to England, but before | go | must know about this ghost.'

'And so...?" | queried.

'Well,' she said, 'to-morrow | want you to come with me to the flat, which is
now unoccupied, and then we can see whether there is a ghost or whether | was
suffering from nerves or imagination. What will your fee be, Mr. Valentine?'

I laughed.

'l don't know,' | said. 'It's difficult to assess the value of my services as a layer
of ghosts.'

She opened her handbag and placed an envelope on the corner of my desk.
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'There are two thousand francs in that envelope,' she said, smiling. '"Will that
be enough?' | grinned.

'More than enough,' | said. 'That's a very nice fee for such a short job of
work.' She smiled and held out her hand.

'‘Excellent,' she said. 'Then it's all settled. Will you come for me tomorrow
night at my hotel, the Splendide, at eleven o'clock? Then we might have some
coffee and go round to the flat some time about the witching hour of midnight.'

| got up and showed her to the door. As | helped her with the expensive fur
which had slipped from her shoulders another whiff of that superb perfume
came to my nostrils.

'I shall be there, Mrs. Severn,' | said.

| watched her as she walked towards the lift. Then | went back to the office.

Lefty was waiting for me.

'Well, what do you know about that, chief?' he said. 'So you're going to be a
ghost layer. What a swell job! Two thousand francs for that!' | sat down in my
chair and looked at him.

'You never learn anything, do you, Lefty?' | said. 'Don't you realize there's
something very funny about this business?'

'Funny?' he queried. 'How?"

'Work it out for yourself,' | said. 'Here is a woman, a very charming and
beautiful woman, who has been worried for over a year as to whether she's
seen a ghost or not, so she has to wait till half-past nine to-night to phone this
office about it. That's point No. 1

'Point No 2 is that she's introduced by Van Dine. You heard that | was careful
to ask her whether she knew his great friend Duborg, another client of mine.
She said she did. Very well then, why didn't she get Duborg to introduce her to
us? He is in Paris, whereas Van Dine, whose name was mentioned in the first
place, is in ltaly, and we couldn't check up if we wanted to.

'In any event, and this is point No. 3, to prevent us checking up she pays a
large fee of two thousand francs in advance. Well?"

Lefty scratched his head.

'You always see something that | don't,' he said. 'Well, chief, where do we go
from here?'

This is an interesting business, Lefty,' | said, 'but | think there's something
behind it. Go out right away. Walk round to this flat, this haunted flat, she talks
about, and have a look round and see if there's a way we can get in without
disturbing the neighbourhood or the police. I'd like to take a look at that flat,
and I'd like to do it to-night.’

IT WAS eleven o'clock when Lefty and |, having secured admittance to the
flat through a back window, which abutted on a garage, examined the place. It
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was large, empty and desolate. All the rooms, of which there were many, led off
the main corridor, and we went through them one by one. We found nothing.

Eventually, we came to the last room— the bathroom. It had one of those
large marble baths sunk flush with the floor, and as | stood on the edge
something vague stirred within my mind. At last | got it.

'Well, Lefty,' | said, 'what do you know about this?"

He looked at me vacantly.

'l don't know anything, chief,' he said. 'All | can see is a bath.' | smiled.

'Well, get down on your knees and smell it,’ | said. 'Then tell me what you
think.'

He did so and looked up at me from the floor with amazement written all
over his face.

'Well, what do you know about that, chief,' he said. 'This bath smells of the
same perfume as she did.’

'Right first time, Lefty,' | said. 'And what does that tell you? Bath salts don't
hang about a bathroom for a year, you know. It means that woman was using
that bath up to the last two or three days. The odour of the bath salts has not
had time to evaporate. Now we'll go home.'

We made our exit by the same means as we had entered. Outside | sent
Lefty off. For myself | lit a cigarette and walked slowly back to my flat on the
Boulevard Montmartre.

| was very interested in Mrs. Cynthis Severn.

NEXT morning | sent Lefty out to make some enquiries about the haunted
flat. He came through to the office at noon, and had some interesting
information to give me.

The flat had been occupied up to a few days before by a Russian woman, a
blonde named Madame Alexia Starinoff. A fortnight, before, this lady reported
that a valuable diamond had been stolen from the flat and brought a claim
against the Lyons-Marseilles Insurance with whom the gem was insured. She
then left the flat because, apparently, she was afraid of further burglaries, as she
was the owner of other valuable jewellery.

| did a little quiet thinking and went round and saw the insurance people.
They were not particularly satisfied with the case, but had decided that they
would have to pay as the lady was pressing them.

| managed to get an exact description of the stolen diamond from them,
and, at my request, they also procured a photograph of the jewel. Armed with
this, and Madame Alexia Starinoff's address, | dropped in at the Cafe de la Paix,
drank two grenadines, and made up my mind. | took a cab and went over to
Papa Dubinet— Dubinet was the best 'fence' and general jewel crook in Paris—
and got him to work.
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Then | had lunch and proceeded to instruct Lefty.

THAT night | picked up Cynthis Severn at the Splendide. She looked ravishing
in an evening gown that must have cost a small fortune. | drank some coffee
with her, and we took a taxi round to the haunted flat in the Faubourg. She had
secured the keys and permission to inspect the place from the agents.

When we arrived the flat looked very much the same as on the night before.
Moonlight flooded through the windows, making grotesque shadows on the
bare floors, and as we walked along the corridor | felt my companion give a little
shudder.

Eventually we stood in a corner of what had been the drawing-room, and I lit
myself a cigarette after she had refused one.

'I'm much too excited and frightened to smoke,' she said. 'What do you think
about it all, Mr. Valentine?"

| grinned.

'I'm thinking that it's the easiest two thousand francs I've ever earned,’ |
said.

The words were hardly out of my mouth before she gripped my arm. She
was standing on my left and she pinched hard in her excitement.

'Look,' she whispered excitedly. 'Look— the ghost!'

| looked towards the door, but saw nothing at all. | had a .32 Colt automatic
in a shoulder holster under my left arm and | drew the gun and went out into
the corridor with Cynthis Severn at my heels. | walked through the flat but there
wasn't a sign of any ghost. | told her so.

'l don't care,' she whispered. 'l saw it, and now my mind is at rest.’

I laughed.

'So now you can go back to England,' | said, 'two thousand francs the poorer,
but with a mind at peace. Let's go.'

| slipped the automatic back into its holster, and we made our way towards
the flat entrance. Outside she took my arm with a charming little gesture of
friendliness.

'Come back to the hotel and have just one little drink,' she said, 'in honour of
the ghost!'

We drove back and | drank a whisky and soda with her in the lounge at the
Splendide. After a minute or two | asked to be excused and went into a
telephone box and phoned Lefty who was waiting at the office.

'Put a phone call through to here in three minutes' time,' | instructed him,
'and ask for Mrs. Severn. When she gets into this booth pretend there's some
mistake. Keep her here for just a moment.

'After that get round here and wait for me on the door. Just follow me and
don't interfere. Do just what | told you to do.’
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| went back and finished my drink.

Two and a half minutes afterwards | made some complimentary remarks
about my companion's evening bag. It was a pretty trifle in white and black silk,
with a big jade clasp and her initials in ivory. | asked to look at it and she handed
it to me. As she did so a bell-boy told her she was wanted on the telephone and
she asked to be excused, leaving the bag in my hands.

Whilst she was away listening to Lefty apologizing for getting the wrong Mrs.
Severn, | opened the bag and did what | wanted. | had just replaced it on the
table and lit a cigarette when she returned.

We talked for a little while and then she thanked me prettily for my services
and we shook hands. She told me to go and see her if ever | was over in England.
Then | said good night.

| walked out of the Splendide and went in the direction of the Boulevard
Montmartre. | walked up to the Rue Clichy and turned down one of the dark
side streets. | had got about ten yards down the street when somebody who had
come up behind me sandbagged me and | went out on the pavement, my last
thought being that | wasn't particularly surprised.

| came to about five minutes later to find a very concerned Lefty, doing a
first-aid act with a wet handkerchief. | had a big bump on my head like a duck's
egg, but beyond the headache | was fairly happy. Lefty got us a taxi and took me
home. | went to bed with a cold compress on my head and slept like a top.

NEXT morning | got up early and went round to Madame Starinoff's address
in the Rue Bercere. The flat was situated in a handsome block on the first floor. |
rang the door bell and the door was opened by a Russian girl— obviously a
maid. | told her | wanted to see Madame Starinoff.

'Pardon, m'sieu,' she said. 'But it is impossible. Madame can see no-one.'

I laughed, pushed her into the flat, followed her in and shut the door behind
me. | walked straight across the hall to a room next to a bathroom in which |
could hear the water splashing. | tapped at the door and looked in.

Cynthis Severn, looking perfectly sweet in an ivory negligée, was taking her
breakfast in bed. Her pretty mouth opened in surprise.

'Good morning, Madame Alexia Starinoff,' | said. '"How are you this morning,
and aren't you surprised to see the big bad wolf breaking in on you like this?
Now be a good girl and order another cup for some coffee for me. I'm going to
talk turkey to you, as we say in the United States.'

She took it very well. She made a little moue and then she rang for the maid
and ordered another cup.

'Well, where do we go from here?' she said as she poured out my coffee. 'l
had an idea that you were a little more clever than you look.'
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'That's my failing,' | said. 'You see | was on to your game when | went to that
haunted flat the same night that you came to see me, and smelt your bath salts
in the bath. That perfume you use is very distinctive, you know. Next morning
we checked up on Madame Starinoff's jewel robbery.

'| got the idea at once. You had been living in the flat as Madame Starinoff,
wearing a blonde wig and talking Russian like a near-Cossack. Then you stage a
fake robbery and claim from the Lyons-Marseilles people. But you know that
they are a little bit suspicious and likely to make some very close enquiries and
possibly do a little detective work on their own.

'Of course the diamond was never really stolen. You just left it in the flat
stuck under a ledge in a piece of putty.

'"Two days ago the Company said that they would pay, and your next job is to
regain possession of the diamond.

'In order to do this you've got to get into the flat, and naturally you want to
go back there as Mrs. Severn not Madame Starinoff. So you come round to my
office and you tell me that fairy story about the ghost and you pay me my fee in
advance. You've got to have me for two reasons. One is that you're going to pick
up the diamond when we visit the flat, but you think that there is just a chance
that someone might recognize you when we come out as the recent tenant—
Madame Alexia Starinoff— the woman whose diamond has been lost.

'The only person likely to do this would be an investigator on the Insurance
Company staff, in which case you would have indignantly denied that you were
Madame Starinoff, produced your passport to prove that you were Mrs. Cynthis
Severn, and if he had continued to be suspicious you would have insisted on
being searched. | should have supported your story that you were Mrs. Cynthis
Severn, have explained our reasons for returning to the flat, and, of course, no-
one would have thought for a moment that the diamond was attached to the
inside of my left-hand coat sleeve where you stuck it when you grabbed my arm
at the time you pretended to be excited about seeing the ghost.

'We then go back to your hotel, and when | leave some hired thug of yours
sandbags me near the Place Pigalle, removes the diamond and returns it safely
to you.

'To-day the insurance people would have paid up and you would have had
both the money and the diamond. Then off you go to England, leaving me with a
bump on the head and two thousand francs.'

She laughed.

'You're pretty good | must say,' she said. 'Well— what are we going to do
about it?"'

'l don't think we'll do anything much,’ | said. 'You see, I've seen the insurance
people this morning, and stopped them from paying. | told them that you'd sent
me round to tell them that you'd found the diamond, so that's all right.’
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'You've got a nerve, | must say,' said Cynthis severely. 'And | needed that
money too. You know | can't sell the diamond very easily at the moment and |
do need money badly, and I've never done anything crooked before, | promise
you.'

‘Let this be a lesson,’ | said. 'You see, now you haven't got either the
diamond or the money!'

'What do you mean?' she said, 'l have got the diamond. It's in the drawer
over there.'

'‘No, it's not,' | said. '"What you have got in the drawer over there is a very
good paste imitation Papa Dubinet made for me and which | substituted for the
real one whilst we were driving back to your hotel after our visit to the flat!'

'Well, | am surprised,' she said, 'and | thought you were such a nice honest
man. And so you've stolen my diamond, have you? Will you tell me why |
shouldn't telephone for the police at once?"

| laughed.

'The joke is, Cynthis,' | said, 'you can't even do that. You see, | haven't got
the diamond. You have; but unless you're a good girl | won't tell you where it is!’

'And what do | have to do to be a good girl?' she asked demurely.

| smiled. 'You pay me another two thousand francs and | tell you where it is,’
| said.

'Oh dear,' she said. 'l am in trouble, aren't I? Just hand me my bag from that
dressing-table, will you, Mr. Al Capone?"

| handed her the bag. She opened it and peeled off two one-thousand-franc
notes from a roll.

‘There you are,' she said. 'Now where's my diamond?'

'I stuck it under the clasp of your evening handbag,' | replied, 'whilst you
were having that phoney telephone call with my assistant. You remember |
admired your bag and you left it with me whilst you went to the telephone?"

'Dear me,' she said. 'The man is clever, isn't he? Marietta!' she called to the
maid. 'Bring me my black and white evening bag.'

Marietta brought it and we found the real stone just where | had stuck it,
right under the clasp.

‘Let this be a lesson to you, Cynthis,' | said. 'Don't try to pull any more
phoney business with Insurance Companies.'

She smiled. She was really adorably pretty.

'l won't, sir,' she said. 'And now would you please get out of my bedroom so
that | can dress? I've got to go to England.'

| got up.

'l wouldn't if | were you,' | said. 'There's a very nice race meeting at Auteuil
to-day. | think that you should lunch with me and we might possibly find a
winner.'

197



'What's the good?' she pouted. 'I've got no money to back a horse with—
even if | wanted to.'

| grinned.

'Here's your four thousand francs,' | said, handing her the money. 'l've
worked for you for nothing. Let's see if you can find a winner to put that on!'

'l can't take that,' she said. 'After all, two thousand of it was your fee, and
you blackmailed me for the other two thousand—it's all legally yours. Besides, |
don't see why | should make money out of you. | don't know that I like you!"

'‘Have no scruples, Cynthis,' | said, 'because the Insurance Company paid me
ten thousand francs this morning for my services over this little matter.'

She raised her eyebrows.

'What a man!' she said. 'Well—go away and I'll think it over. | might come
racing with you.'
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28: Not so Dumb
Britannia and Eve, Feb 1942

Featuring Flagg of Counter-intelligence

WHEN Flagg crossed the room to say good-night, Leonore looked at him quicky.
She thought he was rather attractive in an undefinable way.

He said: 'Thank you very much for a good party, Mrs. Adams. I've enjoyed
myself.' She laughed softly.

'l wonder if that's really true,' she said. 'Most of the time you seemed to be
standing in the corner watching people.'

Flagg said: 'l like watching people; but I've talked quite a lot, too. | spent
guite seven minutes talking to the delightful Mrs. Soames.'

'l bet | know what you were talking about,' said Leonore. She picked up a
silver cigarette box, handed it to him. The gesture indicated subtly that she did
not want him to go. 'l expect you were talking about Adela, weren't you?' she
went on.

'You're quite right,' he said. 'We were talking about Adela. Tell me, Mrs.
Adames, is she really as stupid as they say?'

'She's much worse than that,' she said. 'Adela just can't stop talking. We call
her "The Unconscious Fifth Columnist".'

'Why?' asked Flagg.

'Well, she just has to ask questions,' said Leonore Adams. 'If Adela sees a
man in uniform she immediately subjects him to the most vivid cross-
examination. And she's so beautiful that the poor dears invariably tell her what
she wants to know. Then she goes around town telling all her friends.'

Flagg said: 'That is rather stupid, isn't it? | wonder why she does it? You'd
think she could find something else to talk about besides the war.'

Leonore nodded.

'Tell me— why are you so interested in her?' she asked.

'It's an odd reason,' said Flagg, 'but Mrs. Soames was telling me that Adela
Vallance was a great friend of Jimmie Daynor. | know Jimmie very well— a most
serious person. | should have thought that his influence might have done
something to stop Adela talking so much.’

Leonore said: 'Well, heaven knows he's tried. He's lectured her about it till
we thought their friendship would be definitely broken off.’

'l can imagine Jimmie doing that,' said Flagg. 'l should think a woman who
talked would be like a red rag to a bull to him. But | should like to meet her.'

Leonore said: 'Well, you always can.' She looked at her watch. 'It's a quarter
to eight now. | bet you any money you like', she went on, 'you'll find Adela at
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this moment in the cocktail bar at the Hotel Le Due. She's usually there at this
time.'

Flagg said: 'l shall be passing the Le Due. I'll look in and take a peek at Adela.’

'Do,' said Leonore. 'Introduce yourself. She's very beautiful. She's worth
taking a peek at.'

Flagg said: 'l like looking at beautiful women. That's why I've enjoyed talking
to you. Good night! And thanks once again for the party.'

He smiled at her and went away. She stood, for a moment, looking after
him, thinking that he was a little odd— but rather nicely odd.

Flagg stood looking through the glass doors of the lounge at the Hotel Le
Due into the cocktail bar.

So that was Adela. He began to grin a little. She was beautiful enough, he
thought. Beautiful and slim and well turned out and fatuous. Every gesture she
made, every expression proclaimed a silly self-satisfaction as egoistic as it was
unintentional.

She was talking to three young men, one in khaki— a subaltern— and two
junior naval officers. They were all smiling gallantly and, apparently, hanging on
her every word.

Flagg wandered into the small bar. He walked casually up to the counter and
ordered an old-fashioned. He drank it slowly and listened to Adela's well
enunciated and nicely clipped words.

'He said it was too marvellous,' she said. 'Too breath-taking for words. He
said it had got every aeroplane gun beaten to a frazzle, that it worked on an
entirely new principle— something to do with a gas condenser or something—
I'm sure you know what | mean. Then he told me about another wonderful
thing. He told me that...'

Flagg walked out of the bar, through the lounge and into the telephone box
at the end of the fawn carpeted passage. He dialled a Riverside number. After a
moment he said:

'Is that you, Dizzy? Look, I'm at the Le Due. Yes— she's in the cocktail bar....
In about half an hour. Yes... | think we might chance it. I'll open the ball for you if
| get the chance. All right."

He hung up. He walked back into the deserted lounge and sat downin a
position from which he could watch the glass doors of the cocktail bar.

Five minutes passed. Flagg could see the two naval officers making their
adieux. They passed through the lounge and disappeared.

Flagg got up, walked through the glass doors into the bar. He walked slowly
towards Adela. The subaltern looked at him casually. Flagg thought possibly the
young man was relieved at the interruption in the conversation.

He said: 'I'm sorry to interrupt, but surely you're Mrs. Vallance?'

Adela smiled brightly.

200



'Oh yes,' she said.

'I'm Hubert Flagg,' he continued. 'Leonore Adams said that if ever | saw you
here | was to introduce myself.'

She said: 'And how did you know it was me?"

'Leonore said that you were very beautiful,' said Flagg seriously. 'When | saw
you | knew that you must be the Mrs. Vallance.'

'l see,' she said. 'l think that's a very gallant speech. Won't you sit down?"

The subaltern looked at his wrist-watch. He said:

'By jove, | must be going. I'm on duty to-night, and it's past eight now.' He
got up. 'Good-bye, Adela,' he said. 'See you again soon. I've loved talking to you.'

'So have |,' said Adela. 'l mean to say, it's been marvellous, hasn't it, talking
about all those things— so interesting...'

The subaltern nodded to Flagg and went away. Flagg sat down in an
armchair opposite Adela. He said:

'Leonore Adams said you were beautiful, but | didn't expect that you were
going to look as wonderful as you do.'

Adela bridled. It was obvious that she liked flattery. Flagg thought she was
not going to be too difficult.

She murmured archly: 'l can see Leonore has been talking about me. What
else did she say? And could | have a gin and Italian, please?"

'Of course.' Flagg beckoned to the sleepy waiter and gave the order.

'It was because of what Leonore said that | wanted to talk to you,'

Flagg went on. 'She said you were an awfully interesting person as well as
being a very beautiful one. She said you can talk intelligently about the war. |
think the war is an absorbing topic'

'It's the topic,' said Adela. 'You know, | think it's awfully silly all this
Government business about "Careless Talk Costs Lives". Just as if the repetition
of anything one heard could possibly hurt anybody.

'Another thing, my opinion is that if everybody was to talk about all the
wonderful inventions— just as much as they could— you'd have such a wave of
super-optimism sweeping over everybody that the Fuehrer would probably
throw his hand in.'

'l think you're right,’ said Flagg seriously. 'l think it's quite stupid— this
campaign of keeping quiet— trying to turn us all into a nation of dismal jimmies
who simply keep quiet.’

He turned his wrist over casually so that he could see the time. He said:

'There are so few people who are interested in the things that matter. It's a
pleasure to meet someone who is intelligent. The man I'm waiting for, for
instance— he'd enthral you, Mrs. Vallance. He's travelled, cultured, good-
looking, supremely intelligent. He's a Cuban.’
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Adela said: 'What a wonderful person! I'd love to meet him. | think all South
American men are so vital.-Most of the men one meets to-day are so ordinary,
aren't they?'

'Look,' said Flagg, 'Santos D'lanazzi is coming through the lounge now.'

She looked. Flagg noted with approval that she caught her breath.

D'lanazzi came through the glass doors into the bar towards them. His
shoulders were broad and his body tapered down to a thin waist and lean hips.
His hair was black and waved beautifully. His face, tanned to a superb olive, was
long and his chin was pointed with a dimple in the middle. His eyes were brown.
He had thick black lashes. His forehead was broad and intelligent. He gave an
impression of controlled strength, of agility both mental and physical. His
clothes were perfect.

Flagg said: 'Santos, this is Mrs. Vallance— Mrs. Adela Vallance. She's a very
intelligent person as well as being a very beautiful one. You two people ought to
take to each other.'

D'lanazzi said: 'l would like not'ing better than to talk for a long time to Mrs.
Vallance. How unfortunate | came here to ta-alk beezness weeth you.'

Flagg said: 'You don't have to talk business with me. I've settled the business
about that cigar shipment. I'll probably see you to-morrow. Can | drop you
anywhere, Mrs. Vallance, or would you rather talk to Santos?"

D'lanazzi said: 'If you take the so beautiful Mrs. Vallance away from me |
promise you | will keel you at the first opportunity. | theenk she is the mos'
wonderful thing | have ever seen in my life.

Adela said: 'Mr. D'lanazzi, you are as big a flatterer as Mr. Flagg. | mean to
say | expect you say that to every woman you meet.'

D'lanazzi said: | do not meet many women, sefiora.'

Flagg said: 'Well, | must go. Forgive me for running away, Mrs. Vallance. I'm
looking forward to seeing you again.'

Adela said good-bye vaguely. Flagg could see that all her interest was for
D'lanazzi. He nodded to the Cuban, walked out of the bar, through the lounge,
out into the street. He was smiling, showing his white teeth.

It was nine o'clock, Adela Vallance and Santos D'lanazzi were sitting on the
settee in the small bar at the Le Due. D'lanazzi said softly:

'So really, Adela, you do-on't like theese war. You ha-ate it. Tha-at's why you
ta-alk about it." He smiled sympathetically. | know,' he said. 'lt ees a sort of
escape. You ha-ate it all so-o much, it frightens you so-o much, that the only
thing you can do is to ta-alk about it all the time. Tha-at way you theenk you can
do away weeth some of the fear.'

She said: | think you're right. All my friends think | am just sort of scatter-
brained. Do you know,' she went on, fixing him with her blue eyes, 'do you know
that they actually had me up at Scotland Yard and gave me a warning. They said
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| had been discussing one of the best kept secrets around every cocktail party in
the West End. Well, I'm not that sort of person at all. You've guessed that?'

D'lanazzi nodded.

'Of course, of course!’ he said. 'The trouble weeth you is you are much too
sensitive a person to be in theese atmosphere of the war the whole time. How |
wish it were possible for you to get away from it.'

'I'd love to get away from it,' said Adela. Her voice changed. D'lanazzi
thought that for once she was actually speaking the truth. She went on: | don't
think anybody's ever understood me before. Directly | met you | knew that you'd
that thing that most South Americans have— an understanding of women.'

D'lanazzi's face was very sympathetic. He said:

'I kno-ow. You are too sensitive for thees— too sweet. It ees a sha-ame that
you should be here.'

'Well,' said Adela. 'What can | do? Where do | go? How does anyone
escape?’ She leaned forward, put her white slim hand on D'lanazzi's knee.
'Where does one escape to?' she said.

D'lanazzi said: 'You should live in Cuba. Cuba is sooch a beautiful country.
There ees marvellous scenery, lovely theatres, beautiful flowers. The sunsets are
so gorgeous they would ma-ake your heart ache. The sea ees always blue. No-
obody ees ever bad-tempered.' He shrugged his shoulders and sighed. 'I'm
homesick myself,' he said.

Adela sighed.

She said: | think I'd give two fingers off my right hand if | could go to Cuba.’

D'lanazzi smiled at her. He looked straight into her eyes.

'You could go-o to Cuba if you wa-anted to. But first | theenk you ought to
ha-ave a leetle drink. What you wa-ant is a champagne cocktail— a large one.
Forgive me for a moment.’

He went to the bar. Adela could hear his soft voice with its delightful accent
giving precise instructions to the bartender.

When he returned the waiter was just behind him with the tray. D'lanazzi
handed her a glass.

'Drink tha-at,' he said. 'You will feel so-o much better.'

Adela sipped the champagne cocktail. She said:

'l think you're awfully funny. | mean to say, you say the strangest things,
don't you? You said | could go to Cuba. Tell me how I can go to Cuba.’

D'lanazzi said: 'lIt ees quite simple. | will tell you now.'

He began to talk to her. His voice was very low, very soft. Adela was feeling
pleasantly odd. She thought, possibly it was the effect of the champagne— plus
Santos. She listened attentively. A strange feeling of well-being permeated her
mind. The war which she feared was beginning to recede into the background.
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He said: 'You mus' understand tha-at in Cuba there ees a great friend of
mine. Well, a couple of years ago he had a leetle trouble with his wife and she
went awa-ay. She went to Paris. My friend wanted to get a divorce but he could
not beca-ause he did not know ahythk g about her— where she was or wha-at
she was doing. It ha-as always been an understood thing between heem and me
that if ever | should co-ome across her | would let heem know.

'Well, | have co-ome across her. I've found out all about her. I've got all the
evidence tha-at my friend wa-ants. Now the theeng ees to get it to heem. You
see, I'm not going ba-ack to Cuba for another six mont's. That's a lo-ong time to
waste.' He smiled. 'Especially when one wa-ants to marry somebody else as my
friend does.'

| see,' said Adela. 'You want somebody to take the evidence back by hand?’

D'lanazzi nodded.

'Well, it's a delightful idea,' said Adela. 'l'd love to do it. But you're not
seriously suggesting, Santos, that | go to Cuba merely to carry a letter containing
legal evidence to your friend? What should | live on while | was in Cuba?'

D'lanazzi nodded.

'Tha-at would be all right,' he said. 'As a matter of fact, my friend would have
a first-class job for you in Cuba. He ees a man of importance. He would look
after you.'

He looked at her quizzically.

'Do you mean to tell me', he said, 'that eef it wa-as arranged that there
would be a nice position for you in Cuba and you ha-ad not to worry about
money— do you mean to say tha-at you would go?"

Adela swallowed hard. Then she said with a little gulp: 'Yes, | would!'

'All right,' he said. 'Then it ees settled, Adela. Leesten! First of all about the
money thing..."

He put his hand into his outside jacket pocket and produced a leather case.
He opened it. Adela saw in the case, nestling against a white velvet background,
one of the most superb diamond bracelets she had ever seen in her life.

D'lanazzi said: 'You can ta-ake that bracelet with you. You ca-an wear it.
When you get to Cuba anybody will give you the equivalent of about seven
t'ousand pounds for it. After you ha-ave seen my friend and given heem the
letter which | shall give you, he will arrange a ver' nice job for you— something
not deeficult— something that ees well paid.'

Adela nodded. She felt almost hypnotized. 'l see,' she said. 'And when do |
go?'

'The day after to-morrow,' said D'lanazzi, still smiling. 'There ees a bo-oat
leaves tha-at day. | ha-ave friends here and | ca-an let you ha-ave a passport. So-
o all you ha-ave to do is to be ready to leave the day after to-morrow. Can you
do tha-at?"
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'Yes,' said Adela triumphantly, 'l can.’

'Well, tha-at ees all settled,' he said. He produced a notebook. 'Will you
write down your address?"

Adela took the pencil, wrote down her name and address. She handed the
book back to D'lanazzi. He said:

'I'm going to give you the letter and the bracelet now. | am doing that
because | shall not be seeing you again. Some time to-morrow evening | shall
send you round your passport and your steamship ticket and a letter of
introduction to my friend.' He showed his white teeth in a smile. 'Isn't it
marvellous to be going to Cuba?"

'Wonderful,' sighed Adela.

D'lanazzi put his hand in the left side pocket of his jacket. He produced a
thick heavily-sealed manilla envelope. It was addressed to Sefior Enrico Faragos
at an address in Havana. He handed it to Adela.

'Now there ees the letter with the evidence in it for my friend. I'm going to
ask you to be ver' careful and not lose it.'

'You needn't worry,' said Adela. 'l shan't lose it.'

'There ees only one other thing,' said D'lanazzi. | don' theenk it would be a
good theeng if you were to tell your friends that you were going off suddenly to
Cuba. | would ha-ate anything to turn up to stop you going.'

'You needn't worry about that,' said Adela. 'l'll be as silent as the grave.'

D'lanazzi got up. He said:

'Thees has been wonderful. One of those sudden, unexpected and quite
delightful meetings that end in a marvellous adventure. When | come ba-ack to
Cuba in six mont's' time, | shall find you settled there and 'appy and
comfortable. And then you and | mus' dine together and ta-alk about a-all the
theengs we have not had time to ta-alk about now.'

'Yes,' said Adela. 'That will be wonderful, won't it?'

D'lanazzi held out his hand. When Adela put hers into it he carried her
fingers gracefully to his lips.

He said: 'Adids, sefiora.' He went away.

She watched him walk across the lounge and disappear. Her heart was
pounding violently. She was almost gasping with excitement. After a few
minutes she got up. She walked quickly out of the bar, along the passage and
into the telephone booth. She dialled a Park number, gave a little gasp of relief
when Jimmie Daynor's voice said: 'Hallo!'

Adela said breathlessly: 'This is Adela. Listen, Jimmie, you've often told me |
was a fool. Everybody's told me that | talk too much, that | can't keep quiet—
that I'm a menace. All right. Well, I've done something that all you clever people
couldn't do.'
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Daynor said casually: 'Well, you seem fearfully excited about it, Adela. What
have you done now?'

'This evening', said Adela, | met a Cuban. His name's Santos D'lanazzi. He was
introduced to me by a man called Flagg, who seems to know Leonore Adams.'

'Go on, Adela. I'm all ears,' said Daynor.

'Well,' said Adela with a gulp, 'the Cuban was most interesting. | told him |
was fed up and bored with everything, and he said | ought to go to Cuba. He said
| could go to Cuba. When | asked him how, he told me that if | took an envelope
he's given to me with some papers inside it to a friend of his in Cuba, he'd
arrange my passage; arrange, for me to have a job there. He's even given me a
most wonderful! diamond bracelet so that | should have money when | got
there. | ask you!'

Daynor whistled softly.

'It certainly sounds odd,' he said. 'You think he's a spy or something, do
you?"

'I'm certain of it,’ said Adela. 'l sensed it immediately. You can take it from
me that there are plans or something in this envelope. He knows jolly well it's
got to be delivered by hand, and he thinks I'm fool enough to do it. What ought |
to do, Jimmie?'

Daynor said: 'Just get into a taxi-cab and come over here. Bring the envelope
with you.'

'All right,' said Adela. 'I'll do that. I'll come at once. Isn't it exciting?. | mean
to say it's too exciting, isn't it?"

IT WAS half-past ten when Adela arrived at Daynor's apartment Her fingers,
tightly clasping D'lanazzi's thick envelope, were trembling..

Daynor opened the door. The sight of his broad honest smiling face
comforted Adela.

He said: 'So you've arrived, carrying the secret plans with you! Come in, my
dear.'

He stood aside while Adela walked across the cool hallway into the sitting-
room beyond.

She said: 'Well, you can laugh at me if you like, Jimmie, but there is
something very odd about this business.'

'Maybe,' said Daynor. 'Help yourself to a cigarette, Adela, and let me look at
this mysterious envelope.'

She gave him the envelope. He slit one end of it, pulled out the packet of
papers.

After a minute he said: "My god!'

Adela, in the action of lighting a cigarette, looked up.

'Well, what is it, Jimmie?' she asked.
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'This beats everything,' said Daynor. 'You were dead right. This is one half of
a set of plans of a new Bofors gun they are making here. By jove, Adela, you
really have pulled one this time. You'll probably get an O.B.E. for this.'

Adela said: 'Well, there you are. So I'm not such a fool after all, am |,
Jimmie?'

'On this occasion you certainly are not,' he said.

He stood, the papers in his hands, looking out of the window, thinking.

'What ought I'to do, Jimmie?' said Adela.

'Don't worry,' he replied. 'Leave those papers with me. I'll look after this
business from now on, Adela. Now tell me exactly what happened to-night.'

She told him. He listened attentively. Eventually, when she had finished, he
said:

'Well, all you have to do is to go quietly home and wait the arrival of your
passport and the rest of the stuff. Whoever brings these things round to your
place will be working with D'lanazzi. The police will have that gentleman taken
care of and | expect he'll tell the whole truth to save his skin.’

Adela said: 'l suppose you'll see the police at once about this, Jimmie?"

Daynor said: 'Don't worry, my dear. I'll see that Mr. Santos D'lanazzi is taken
care of.'

Adela sighed.

'It's been a marvellous adventure,' she said. 'l shall have something to talk
about for the rest of my life.'

The doorbell rang. Daynor went into the hallway and opened the door. After
a few seconds, Adela, her eyes wide, saw him as he backed into the sitting-room
with both hands held above his head. Over his shoulder she could see the
smiling face of Santos D'lanazzi and, behind, the saturnine Flagg.

D'lanazzi said: 'I'm so-o sorry to be such a nuisance, Adela. But you see we
are not such fools as you theenk. We knew Mr. Daynor was a friend of yours and
we knew that eef you ca-ame here to heem immediately after | had left you, you
were not going to play square with us. We thought tha-at you might like to ta-
alk too much to Mr. Daynor.' He looked at the table on which the opened
envelope and the papers lay. 'We were right,' he said.

Flagg shut the door. Daynor, his hands still in the air, was standing in front of
the fireplace. D'lanazzi, smiling, stood in the centre of the room, an automatic
pistol levelled at Daynor.

Adela sat where she was and gasped.

Daynor said: 'You can't get away with this sort of business in this country,
D'lanazzi.'

The Cuban grinned.

'Mr. Daynor,' he said, 'you'd be surprised. Shall | tell you wha-at we are going
to do?'
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'I'd like to hear,' said Daynor evenly. D'lanazzi shrugged his shoulders.

‘It ees mos' unfortunate for you and the beautiful Adela,' he said pleasantly.
'You see, we ha-ave to get tho-ose papers out of the country quickly, which ees
not so-o easy. These Engleesh are not such fools as people theenk. Well, Adela
looked like a good chance, but | wa-as not quite certain, so-o we waited to see
wha-at she would do. It ees mos' unfortunate for you.'

Daynor asked why. D'lanazzi said:

'We ha-ave got to keel you— bo-oth of you.' He turned to Flagg: 'Hubert, ta-
ake Adela away. Ta-ake her into the next room or somewhere while | fineesh
our friend here.' He was smiling. Adela opened her mouth to shriek, but before
the sound came Flagg hit her across the mouth. He led her out of the room.
Adela went quietly.

D'lanazzi looked at Daynor. Daynor began to speak, the words tumbling out
of his mouth. He said:

'You can't get away with this. They'll get you in no time. You must be mad.'

D'lanazzi said: 'On the co-ontrary | am ver' sane. They'll certainly get us eef
we don't deal with you and the beautiful Adela. So-o we are going to do it.'

Daynor gulped. He said:

'You'd better listen for a minute. You're working for U.A.l, aren't you? If you
were after the plans of that Bofors gun I'll bet any money you like that
Schnimnel is your boss.'

D'lanazzi whistled softly through his teeth. He dropped the barrel of the gun.
He said:

'Theese ees mos' interesting. Go on.'

Daynor relaxed. He said:

'Well, what's the odds? I've been working for Schnimnel for three years. |
know how badly they want those plans. The joke is I've got the first half of 'em. |
thought they might be able to reconstruct the second half with what I've got. |
was getting out with it to-morrow. My passage to Portugal is arranged.'

D'lanazzi said: 'Theese ees what you call a scream! Theese ees the thing that
happens once in a million years. All right! I'm going to believe you eef you can
prove it.'

Daynor went to the writing desk by the window and brought out a packet of
papers. They were the first half of the plans. Underneath them was a code book.
He handed them both to D'lanazzi.

D'lanazzi said: 'That ees good enough. So-o you're the man that Schnimnel
used to call Johnnie?"

Daynor said: 'That's right.'

D'lanazzi went on: 'Theese ees lucky. You can go to Portugal and you can ta-
ake all the papers with you.'

'All right,' said Daynor. 'But what about Adela?"
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D'lanazzi said: 'Adela has go-ot to die. She knows too much. We'll tell her
tha-at the whole thing was a jo-oke to try and stop her ta-alking. We'll let her go
now but we'll keel her later to-night. | theenk you have been ver' clever being
such a good friend of Adela.’

Daynor said: 'You bet | have. The information | have got from that woman is
nobody's business.'

D'lanazzi said: 'All right!' He called out: 'Hubert, bring Adela in.' Flagg came
in. He was still holding Adela.

D'lanazzi said: 'lIt ees a sha-ame that we ha-ave frightened our poor Adela so
much. Let her go, Hubert, the jo-oke's over.' Flagg got it. He grinned happily.

Daynor said: 'Sorry about this, Adela. This is all my fault. | thought it was
time that someone taught you a lesson. I'm sorry if we've frightened you. Maybe
you'll remember this.'

Adela said: 'You beast, Jimmie. Oh, you beast! I'll never forgive you for this.
You gave me a terrible shock. You've made a fool of me.' She looked at D'lanazzi.
She said: 'And | hate you!'

D'lanazzi said: 'Not really— just for the moment. Pliz to give me ba-ack the
bracelet | ga-ave you, eef you don't mind.'

Adela fumbled in her handbag. She found the bracelet, handed it to
D'lanazzi. Then she walked out of the flat. The hall door slammed behind her.

Flagg said: 'What's the idea?"

D'lanazzi grinned.

'Would you believe it?' he said. 'Hubert, theese ees Johnnie. Schnimnel
thought a lo-ot of Johnnie. The other jo-oke ees he's got the first half of the
Bofors plans. He ees taking the lot to Portugal to-morrow. Johnnie's no fool.'

Flagg said: 'Well, I'll be damned. What a break!'

D'lanazzi lit a cigarette. He inhaled the tobacco smoke slowly. He said:

'You've got to ta-ake care of that woman Adela, Hubert. You'll have to feex
her some time to-night. She ees dangerous— she ta-alks too much.'

Flagg said: 'I'll fix her.'

D'lanazzi said: 'So long as you let me know to-morrow that Adela's been ta-
aken care of. That ees all | wa-ant to know. Well, good night, Johnnie. Nice
journey to you.'

He went out of the flat, Flagg at his heels. When the front door closed
quietly behind them Daynor fit a cigarette, stood in front of the fireplace
smiling.

ACROSS the road was a telephone box. D'lanazzi went inside. He dialled a

Whitehall number. After a moment he spoke. Strangely enough he spoke
perfect English. There was no trace of a Cuban accent. He said:
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'‘Good evening, sir. This is Dizzy speaking. It came off. We got at Daynor
through Adela Vallance. We pulled that stunt on him that we arranged. He
talked. He's got the complete set of Bofors plans and he thinks he's going to
Portugal to-morrow to deliver them...'

He listened while the voice at the other end spoke, then he hung up. He
came out of the telephone box into the cool night air. He said:

'Well, Hubert, it came off, didn't it?"

Flagg said: 'Daynor must be chortling. | suppose they'll shoot him within the
next fortnight.'

'Probably sooner than that,' said D'lanazzi, whose name was Jones. 'lt's a
lovely night, isn't it, Hubert?'.

They began to walk towards Knightsbridge.

Adela Vallance swallowed two aspirin tablets, drank a little water. She
leaned out of bed, picked up the telephone from the bedside table. She rang a
number. She said:

'Is that you, Leonore? Well, I've got something absolutely amazing to tell
you. I'd never believe that a man could be so unkind; | have had the most fearful
joke played on me and by the last person in the world— Jimmie Daynor. You'll
never believe it when | tell you. | mean to say— listen to this....'
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29: One Born Every Minute

lllustrated Magazine, April 29 1939
Adelaide Mail 18 Nov 1939

An Alonzo MacTavish story

THERE are few men who are not affected by feminine beauty, and Mr. Alonzo
MacTavish was not one of these few. No matter how hardhearted a man may
be, no matter how tough his constitution, it will be admitted, I'm sure, that he is
something less than a man if he can stand by and see an extremely beautiful
woman continue to lose her money at a roulette table without feeling a pang of
something or other.

Also. when with each play and its accompanying less, the face of the
beautiful loser becomes more white, more drawn, her hands tremble more
obviously, and the light of despair shines more strongly in her eyes, then it
would be a poor fish of a man who would not feel it incumbent upon himself to
do something about it— more especially when the lady is obviously alone. So it
was with Alonzo.

MR. Alonzo MacTavish found the air of Monte Carlo most agreeable, and his
contentment was. no doubt, due to the fact that for three days he had been
winning steadily. His original capital of 25,000 francs— the result of the sale of
some less important plans which he had skilfully extracted from the portfolio of
a member of the Andarian Embassy during a railway journey— had now
increased to somewhere in the region of 200,000 francs and, as he would
himself have said, it is a poor heart that never rejoices One thing had marred his
pleasure on this particular night, and that 'was the appalling luck of the
charming girl who was playing on the other side of the table. She was
sufficiently striking to merit description. She was tall, supple, and willowy. Her
hair, of an exquisite Titian red. lent additional whiteness to her superb skin, and
— previous to her bad luck — there had shone in her turquoise eyes a light of
contentment and happiness. But the happy light had disappeared. Alonzo, doing
a quick mental calculation, had come to the conclusion that she must have
dropped, during the evening, somewhere in the region of 20,000 francs. It was
also quite obvious to him that she could not afford to lose the money. Each time
she played and lost, her despair became more obvious. ‘Faites, vos jeux,
mesdames, messieurs' intoned the croupier, and Alonzo backed rouge, manque,
and impair. He was interested to note that the lady staked her remaining
plagues on noire and impair. The wheel spun, a number came up. and Alonzo
saw that he had won and that she had lost once again.

She gave a little despairing shrug and turned from the table. As she moved,
it seemed to MacTavish that her eyes rested on his for a moment: that there
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was in them a pathetic appeal. As she moved away from the table, he swept his
winning into his pocket and went after her. She walked slowly from the room.
Walking disinterestedly and discreetly a few yards behind her, Alonzo had ample
opportunity of studying a walk which could only be described as patrician. There
was a story here, he thought, and one which might even interest him.

By now she had reached the steps and walked slowly down to the casino
gardens. Alonzo, standing on the top step, lighting a cigarette, suddenly saw the
svelte figure crumple and fall by the side of a clump of rhododendrons. He
threw away his cigarette, descended the steps in three jumps, and in a moment
was beside her. A few yards away was a pergola and. inside, a garden seat. He
stooped over the recumbent figure of the girl, picked her up and. carrying her
into the pergola placed her gently on the seat.

After which he proceeded to do those things which are supposed to revive
fainting womanhood. He pinched her nostrils gently, fanned her vigorously with
his handkerchief and. in a minute, was rewarded by the fluttering of an eyelid
and a little gasp which betokened a return to this life. He dashed off and
returned with a brandy and soda. She was still there, looking listlessly before
her.

'I suggest a spot of this won't hurt,' he said, holding it out. 'Try it.'

She drank a little of the brandy.

'I'm fearfully sorry.' she murmured. 'lt was awfully silly of me, but suddenly |
felt so ill— life seemed so awful.'

Alonzo smiled in the half darkness.

‘It can get that way.' he said. 'especially when one is losing a great deal more
money than one can afford. I've been watching you. Supposing you tell me
about it.' She looked at him. Then she smiled an unhappy little smile.

'I suppose these gardens | have heard the tale so often," she said. 'But in my
case, there isn't even an excuse. I'm afraid that I'm just a dyed-in-the-wool
gambler, that I'm too fond of the tables, and that I've never had to think
sufficiently about money to care. Well — I'm afraid I've learned my lesson this
time.'

He nodded sympathetically. 'Perhaps | can help.' he said. 'Really, I'm rather a
nice type of man — especially on occasions such as this. 'My name's MacTavish
— Alonzo MacTavish.'

'l think you're very sweet. Mr. MacTavish.' she said. 'But I'm afraid that
nobody can help me. I've been a fool. And more than that I'm rather inclined to
think that I've been a criminal fool."

'That," said Alonzo. 'sounds very interesting. Tell me some more.'

She shrugged her shoulders. 'My name is Carnaway— Helen T. Carnaway.
and my father is Cyrus Carnaway, who owns Consolidated Steel Manufactures
in Pittsburgh — you may have heard of him?' Alonzo nodded. He had. Carnaway
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was a millionaire. 'l came over here in order not to marry a man | disliked,' she
went | on. 'l felt rather desperate, spent a great deal of money, and gambled
heavily. Two or three days ago | wired my father for some more money.

'l imagined it would come like it always has in the past and, in the meantime.
| needed some money to play at the tables.

'Well, I did a very silly thing. | have excellent credit here in Monte Carlo and |
went along to Raymondes the jewellers, and selected half a dozen diamond
bracelets. | had them sent to my hotel on approval. They were to be returned
tomorrow morning.

'| was so certain that my father would wire the money that | did a stupid
thing. | felt sure that if | could play tonight | would win back all my losses. | took
the diamond bracelets from Raymondes and pawned them. | felt certain that |
should be able to redeem them tomorrow morning and all would be well.

'Instead of which— ' she shrugged her shoulders, 'you saw what happened.'
she said miserably. 'And tonight | received a cable from home : saying that my
father was away and that the money could not be despatched to me until next
week.'

Alonzo nodded. He gave her a cigarette and lit one for himself. As he lit her
cigarette he could see her lips trembling.

'Well, why worry?' he said. 'Explain to the jewellers that you wish to keep
the bracelets for a few days longer and wait until your father's draft comes:
redeem them, and return them to Raymondes.'

'l wish it was as easy as that.' she murmured. 'Earlier this evening, when |
saw that luck was against me, | telephoned the man with whom | pawned the
bracelets. His name is Sidonay. He is not a nice man. 'He told me that he had
discovered where the bracelets had come from, that they had been lent to me
on approval, and that | had committed a criminal act in pawning them.

'He said that tomorrow he was going to the police— unless— unless—'

'‘Quite," murmured Alonzo. 'l quite understand. He's legally right, too! Some
of these pawnbrokers can be very annoying, can't they?"

He blew a smoke ring across the pergola. 'Tell me, little Helen.' he said softly.
'How much did Sidonay advance you on the bracelets?'

'Twenty thousand francs,' she replied. 'All six of them were worth about
120,000 francs.'

He nodded.

'All right, my dear.' he said. 'Well, I'm going to be Father Christmas. I'm going
round to see your friend Mr. Sidonay, pay him his 20,000 francs, get back those
bracelets, and then meet you at your hotel for a late night cocktail.’

She caught her breath. 'l can't believe it.' she said. 'lt's too generous of you. |
don't know hew | can ever thank you?'

'Now where can | find Sidonay?' asked Alonzo. 'And where do | find you?'
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'His house is on the rue Vergalles,' she said. 'And | am staying at Les
Palmiers. | don't know what to say to you. | think you are wonderful.'

'Say no more.' said Alonzo. 'Just return to Les Palmiers' and wait until you
hear from me. All will be well!'

MONSIEUR Sidonay, who was, Alonzo thought, a remarkably unpleasant-
looking gentleman, regarded his caller with an ironic smile.

'Monsieur MacTavish.' he said. 'l have no doubt that you consider this
business of being a knight errant to ladies in distress will eventually show you a
profit— more especially when the lady happens to be the daughter of an
American steel king. But | have other plans!'

Alonzo flipped the ash off his cigarette. 'l take it then that you refuse to
allow me to redeem the bracelets?' he demanded.

Sidonay nodded vigorously.

‘Exactly.' he said. 'These bracelets were obtained on approval from
Raymondes. They are returnable tomorrow morning. If Mademoiselle Carnaway
likes to visit me tonight and discuss the matter | might consent to let her have
the bracelets back in return for the amount | advanced. Otherwise. | shall
esteem it my business to go to the police.'

MacTavish got up. He learned across the table and placed his hand flat
against the face of Monsieur Sidonay. Then he pushed very hard. Sidonay did a
perfect back fall over the back of his chair and landed in the fireplace. Alonzo
followed him there, picked him up with one hand, and threw him on to a settee.

'l shall come and see you tomorrow morning at ten o'clock’ he said. 'l shall
have your 20,000 francs and you will hand those bracelets over to me.
otherwise—'

He put on his hat and made a graceful exit. A perfect moon shone on the
terrace at Les Palmiers Hotel, creating an effective halo about the head of
charming Miss Carnaway as she walked with MacTavish.

'‘But, Alonzo,' she said, 'there is nothing you can do now. If Sidonay refuses
to allow you to redeem the bracelets and goes to the police tomorrow, they will
arrest me. They must arrest me. Heaven only knows what my father will say and
do when he hears about this. And whatever are you smiling at?'

‘Listen, Helen,' said MacTavish. 'All is not yet lost. Here is my new plan.
Tomorrow at nine o'clock— immediately they open, | am going round to
Raymondes. | am going to buy all those bracelets. You see. I've been pretty lucky
during the last few days and it's a labour of love, anyway!' He fell the pressure of
her hand on his arm. 'Then,' he continued. 'I'm | going round to see Sidonay
again. I'm going to ask him to allow me to redeem those bracelets. If he refuses,
I'm going to send for the police. Now don't argue. You can easily repay me when
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your draft arrives, and I'd go out of my way to score off that Sidonay bird. So
that's settled.'

She gave a sigh of relief. 'You're rather wonderful— Alonzo,' she said. And if
that moment her lips were rather close to his and he took advantage of the fact,
well— what would you have done?

AT TEN o'clock on the following morning Mr. MacTavish. immaculately
garbed, presented himself at the residence of Mr. Sidonay. He informed the
maid that he desired to see the moneylender immediately, and that if Sidonay
attempted any delay, he. MacTavish. would enter and take him along to the
police station by the nose! Within two minutes he was standing in the study
regarding the pawnbroker with an expression of extreme contempt. 'Sidonay.'

"Sidonay," he said, "you remind me of a noxious door and | shall be glad to
get away from you. Here is your 20,000 francs. Now hand over those bracelets
and give me a receipt for the money or I'll take you along to the police station!"

Sidonay sneered. "Very clever," he muttered. "Very clever and heroic. Well
— I've been through to Raymondes on the telephone and they tell me that you
have bought the six bracelets on behalf of Miss Carnaway." He shrugged his
shoulders. "l suppose you're entitled to feel pleased with yourself," he
concluded. He unlocked a drawer in his desk and took out the bracelets.

MR. MacTavish, walking on air, made his way towards Les Palmiers Hotel. He
felt very pleased with himself. Fortune was being more than kind. He had
rescued a very attractive young woman who also happened to be the daughter
of a millionaire, and whom it seemed, did not find his company undesirable.
Within a few days the money that he had expended would be repaid. He had
also had the pleasure of pulling Sidonay's nose.

Helen was waiting for him in the lounge at the hotel. He dropped the
bracelets into her lap.

"And that's that," he said. She gave him a charming smile.

"I do think you're marvellous," she said. "And I've got some good news, too.
Father's been through on the telephone from Pittsburgh and my draft will be
here tomorrow. Then | can repay all that money you've spent for me, although |
shall always owe you a great deal for saving me from that horrible Sidonay."

"Think nothing of it," murmured Alonzo.

"Please wait here for a moment," she said. "l want to put these bracelets in
the hotel safe."

He waited. After 10 minutes he wandered out on to the balcony. Women
always did take a long time to powder their noses, he ruminated. And then he
saw something— something that made him grin very ruefully.
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Driving down the promenade in a large touring car with a boot full of
luggage, were two people. One was Mr. Sidonay and the other was Miss Helen
Carnaway. And with them went Alonzo's 20,000 francs and six diamond
bracelets.

All of which goes to show that no matter now clever a man may be, there
will always be somebody who is just a little bit more clever. Standing there.
Alonzo almost found it in his heart to admire the clever scheme for which he
had fallen so heavily. He turned back into the hotel.

"There's one born every minute," murmured MacTavish.
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30: The Three Grey Men Of Mote Hall
Queenslander 19 June 1926

THE ATMOSPHERE of the Lyon's Tea Shop was restful. Outside, the busy traffic
in. Southampton Row, and the summer heat, made life unendurable. Alonzo had
already consumed three pots of China tea, mainly as an excuse for staying on, in
order to consider the problem which, for the last hour had engrossed his
attention. He propped the newspaper up against the tea pot, and read, once
again, the paragraph which had caught his eye early that morning.

MOTE HALL MURDER MYSTERY.
BODY IDENTIFIED.

The body of the man who was found murdered in the entrance hall at Mote Hall, the
deserted Sussex Mansion, was today identified as that of Carl Kleiner. This information serves
to deepen the extraordinary mystery which has puzzled Scotland Yard and the Sussex Police
for the last fortnight.

Kleiner is a clever American crook, who landed in this country only three days before he
was found stabbed to the heart in Mote Hall. His presence in the empty house is
unaccountable. He had been staying at Carret's Hotel, Mayfair, and had told the hall porter
that he was going to Sussex for two days and would return to the Hotel.

Robbery was not the motive for the crime, as his watch and a large diamond ring were
found on the body. The medical evidence at the inquest stated that the force which drove the
dagger to Kleiner's heart must have been practically superhuman.

Alonzo ordered a fourth pot of tea, and considered the mystery. Carl Kleiner
was a clever American crook, who had managed, very successfully, to evade the
police for the last five years. What was he doing down at Mote Hall, in Sussex?
An expert burglar does not usually amuse himself inspecting deserted country
mansions, Alonzo thought, and Kleiner was very expert, besides which be was a
man of imagination, and something told Alonzo that there was more in the
sudden visit to the empty mansion than was obvious at the moment.

A slim, dark young fellow entered the tea shop, and, catching sight of
Alonzo, made his way to the table. "Hullo, Mac," he said cheerfully. "I got your
‘phone message all right, but | had to jump about a bit to get the job done, but |
think I've got the dope on Kleiner."

"Where did you get it, Lon ?" asked Alonzo, signalling for another cup.

Lon Ferris grinned. "Do you remember Lopey Steve, Mac?" he asked. "Well,
he wasn't particularly fond of Kleiner, but he knew more about him than
anybody this side of the Atlantic. Here you are..."

He threw a folded paper across the table, and drinking the cup of tea which
Alonzo had poured out for him, put on his hat.
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"So long, Mac," he said. "I'd like to know what the game is. but | know it's no
use asking. Till next time. So long!"
Alonzo, left to himself, opened the slip of paper and read :—

"Kleiner came over three days before he was found croaked in Mote Hall. He was believed
to have some game on down there. Said he was thinking of buying the place, but that was all
eye wash. There must have been something big on, for Kleiner only went out for big stuff.
Hertz, a Dago, who used to be Kleiner's 'side stepper landed in England the day after Kleiner
arrived. He had it in for Kleiner, who, he said, had twisted him on their last deal. Hertz may
have done Kleiner in. He will stick at nothing. Photo herewith."

Alonzo examined the photograph of Hertz carefully. He came to the
conclusion that he had never seen such a villainous-looking face in the course or
his adventurous career.

After some further consideration, Alonzo came to the conclusion that there
was nothing for it but to go down to Mote Hall and investigate. He was certain
that there was something tangible in Mote Hall, and that Kleiner had been after
it.

An A.B.C. borrowed from an adjacent chemist's shop told him that there was
a train for East Shallock— a station about five miles from Mote Hall— at four-
thirty. He took a cab to his flat at Earl's Court, and packing a suitcase, into which
he slipped his automatic pistol, he caught the train and was soon en route for
Mote Hall.

East Shallock was a small country station that boasted of no cabs or other
means of conveyance. Alonzo learned that there was an inn two miles further
along the road where he could find accommodation. Gripping his suit case he
swung cheerfully along the road, his brain busily endeavouring to evolve some
scheme of action.

Presently he inn came in sight. It was a prepossessing-looking, old-fashioned
place, where Alonzo obtained. a hearty greeting from the landlord, who, he was
glad to find, was inclined to be talkative.

"Terrible thing, this 'ere murder, sir," he volunteered presently, as Alonzo
was eating his dinner in the tiny dining room. "We ain't 'ad a murder in these
parts for nigh on 30 year. A strange business for a man to be found stabbed m a
‘ouse that 'asn't been lived in for two 'undred years. But Mote 'All's a strange
place—| wouldn't like to spend a night there, and many's the strange tales they
do tell about the old house."

"Haunted?" queried Alonzo, with a smile.

"They do say so, sir," replied: the landlord. "You see, the 'all used to be a
monastery in the olden times, and the monks as were in it never came out of
the place. When they died they were just buried by the others. Well, the story
goes that at last there was only three of 'em left, an' these three used to take
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turn and turn about to guard the treasure that was supposed to be in the vaults
underneath. Some rapscallion in the neighbourhood, thinking to get the
treasure, climbed the monastery wall one night. He was never 'eard of again,
but years after they found, what was left of 'im in the 'all, just the same as this
‘ere Mr. Kleiner. There's old folk about 'ere who swear they've seen the ghosts
of the Three Grey Men of Mote Hall— as they are called— walkin' about the
grounds at night with daggers in their 'ands, and tho' it may sound silly like. I've
often thought I've seen a light in the windows late at night myself."

Alonzo, his dinner finished, lit a pipe. It was strange, he thought, that Kleiner
should have met his death in the manner of the old legend, for although. Alonzo
did not believe in ghosts, he had encountered strange coincidences in his time.
After a few minutes he strolled into the passage between the dining-room and
the private bar. He looked through the bar door, then drew back quickly out of
sight, for, sitting against the bar, drinking a whisky and soda, was the man
whose photograph was in Alonzo's pocket— Hertz!

Alonzo, back in the dining-room, considered the situation. What was Hertz
doing at Mote Hall? Was it merely curiosity to see the scene of his late partner's
death, which had brought him here, or was there some other and more sinister
motive?

A glance at the inn's register showed him that Hertz had registered as a
"Tourist." with an address in Paris. Alonzo smiled gently to himself, and,
knocking out his pipe, went up to bed.

IT WAS 3 o'clock the next morning. The moon had sunk behind the clouds,
and the night was dark as Alonzo ascended the bracken-covered path which led
to Mote Hall. The outline of the old mansion, ghostly in the dim light, brought to
Alonzo's mind the landlord's story of 'The Three Grey Men." A convenient tree
helped him to scale the wall, and ten minutes afterwards he forced the dusty
shutters which covered a ground floor window and made his way into the
house.

Walking on tiptoe he quickly found the entrance hall and examined the spot
where the body of Kleiner had been found. The ominous red stain was still on
the wooden floor, and, as Alonzo's electric flash lamp travelled over the walls of
the old place, he wondered whether the story of the treasure was true, and
whether Kleiner had. thought the tale worth investigating. After a few minutes'
search he left the hall and, mounting the wide staircase, examined the rooms on
the first floor. Empty and thick with dust, they told him nothing, and, after some
fifteen minutes' fruitless search he returned to the entrance hall.

He flashed his lamp round the place once more, and as the white beam of
light fell on the back of the ancient fireplace he stifled an exclamation. Almost
hidden behind a projecting stone was a piece of white paper. He picked it up,
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and a soft whistle of astonishment escaped him. The handwriting was the same
as that in the inn register. The note in his hand had been written by Hertz. He
opened the folded paper and read:

"Dear K.,—The stuff is in the third vault next to the old torture chamber. Wall facing the
door. Fourth stone from the ground upwards, sixth stone from the wall sideways. Press. When
wall opens out, you will, find oak cupboard inside. Press middle rose in bunch of flowers carved
on right panel, and the cupboard opens. Meet you as arranged. Good. luck. H."

So Hertz had been in the game with Kleiner! And, the stuff was downstairs in
the vaults!' Alonzo sat for a moment, his torch switched off, staring straight at
the darkness in front of him. Then a smile curved his lips, and he nodded his
head, in silent amusement.

After a minute he rose and, walking as quietly as a cat, made his way by the
winding stone staircase down to the vaults. The light of his torch enabled him to,
find the middle vault—the one next to the small square room which had been
used, as a torture chamber in the olden times. He walked to the opposite wall
and, carrying out the instructions in the note, threw his weight against the brick
indicated. A moment passed, then, with a creaking noise, a square of the stone
wall moved outwards, disclosing, as the note had said, the door of an ancient
oak-carved cupboard.

Alonzo stepped back, every nerve strained to catch the slightest sound.
Suddenly he switched off his torch, and, moving quickly and silently to the stone
staircase which led upstairs, he ascended halt a dozen steps. Above him he
heard a slight shuffle. Descending quickly, he switched on his torch again, and
making his way to the treasure cupboard, he found the middle rose in the bunch
of flowers carved on the right panel. He put his thumb on the rose and pressed,
and, an the cupboard doors slowly commenced to open, he sprang backwards.

A second later an iron bar, worked by come hidden mechanism, came
downwards and outwards from the cupboard. Affixed to the top of the bar was
a gloaming knife. The bar struck suddenly at the place where Alonzo had been
standing, then disappeared back into the cupboard. Alonzo switched off his
torch and dropped it with a crash ; then, giving a deep groan, he moved into the
shadows. As he did so the light of an electric torch appeared on the stairs and; a
moment later, his face working with excitement, the figure of Hertz appeared at
the bottom of the stairway.

Alonzo stepped forward into the circle of light.

"Good evening, Mr. Hertz!" he said, smiling into the astounded countenance
of the other. "How disappointed you must be at the failure of your little scheme.
Your annoyance at not seeing me lying dead on the floor must be acute, | am
sure!"
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"What the hell do you mean?" gasped Hertz, his face white with fear and
anger.

"I'll tell you, my friend, exactly what | mean." replied Alonzo. "You knew of
the existence of this treasure and you wanted to get it; at the same time you
were aware that the doors were guarded by this device of the olden time
monks, and that if any one attempted to open the door without knowing the
actual secret they would be stabbed by the mechanical knife. I've seen another,
exactly like it, in Strasbourg. But you had to got the doors open somehow, and
so the idea came to you, that you might kill two birds with one stone. You put
Kleiner on to the job, and when he was stabbed you came down to Mote Hall
and moved the body upstairs carrying away just as much of the treasure as you
could.

"You saw me enter the Hall tonight, and you wrote out that note, which |
found in the fireplace, whilst | was on the first floor. You knew that | would
descend to the vaults and carry out the instructions in the note, and you hoped
to get me out of the way and the treasure chest open a second time. Luckily for
me | realised that the note which | found had been written only a few minutes
before. | have good eyesight, and | realised that that note was not three weeks
old. Hard luck, Mr. Hertz!"

"Who are you, any way?" asked Hertz angrily.

"My name is Alonzo MacTavish," replied Alonzo quietly.

Hertz gave an exclamation of surprise. "MacTavish," he ejaculated, "Why
Kleiner often told me about you— the cleverest crook in the world, he called
you. Now, look here, MacTavish, you've got me beat. | guess you're right about
Kleiner. | had to get him out of the way, but he'd have done the same to me.
Help me get this stuff away, and we'll go halves. There's a king's fortune in that
cupboard. Well, what do you say?"

"I don't do business with murderers, Hertz," replied Alonzo, quietly.

"Say, don't be a fool," Hertz pleaded. "Do you know what that stuff is in the
cupboard ? Well, I'll tell you. Don't you believe any old stories about monks'
treasure— the stuff in that chest is the jewels brought from the Russian
Churches during the revolution. There's diamond crosses and things worth
thousands. | guess some refugee royalists put it here for safety, so that the
Bolsheviks shouldn't claim 'em, thinking that nobody would ever find 'em out. |
found out anyway, and I'm. going to have my whack at 'em."

"Oh, no, you're not, Mr. Hertz," said Alonzo. "I've done some funny things in
my time, but | don't work with murderers, and | don't rob churches. This stuff is
going to stay exactly where if is for the moment."

Alonzo took out his cigarette case and lit a cigarette. Then he looked up—
straight into the barrel of the heavy automatic which shone in Hertz's hand.

221



"Oh, you think so, my chivalrous friend, do you?" answered Hertz. "Well, I'll
tell you what I'm going to do. You know too much, and I'm going to see that you
don't talk. I'm going to shoot you, my friend, and your body is going into that
cupboard when I've cleared it of some of the stuff that's in it. Dead men tell no
tales, and—"

Something whizzed past Alonzo's head, and Hertz, dropping the revolver,
staggered back, his eyes wide with fear. A long knife, unerringly thrown, had
transfixed his right arm. Alonzo spun round then stepped back with an
involuntary gasp of astonishment. Half of the wall which separated the vault
from the torture chamber had swung back, and in the opening stood the Three
Grey Men of Mote Hall!

The dim light from the chamber beyond showed faintly on the long grey
monk's gown and the hoods which concealed the faces of the wearers. The
tallest of the three stepped forward and spoke to Hertz.

"Do not be alarmed, my burglaring friend," he said, speaking with a slight
accent. "We are not ghosts, but very much flesh and blood."

He bowed to Alonzo.

"Sir," he said, "may | introduce myself— Colonel Count Stefan Ketivra, late of
the Russian Imperial Life Guard." The next grey-gowned figure stepped
forward— "Lieutenant Kapek Packski, of the Sharpshooters, and"— as the third
figure advanced— "Lieutenant Karolis Ilvanoff, of the same regiment."

Alonzo returned his bow.

"I'am Alonzo MacTavish," he said— "gentleman adventurer, night of the
road, or, if you will, plain crook!"

Ketivra held up his hand.

"Sir," he said, "crook or not, you would have protected the holy treasure
which we guard, and for that we salute you. For years we have guarded this, the
remnants of our churches' treasure, and, but for the conversation which we
overheard, this murderer would have succeeded in his foul plot. We shall deal
with him in good time. As for you, you must leave Mote Hall at one, and never
set foot in it again. This you must swear upon your honour, also that you will
never mention what you have seen this night."

"I give you my word," said Alonzo.

"Good," replied the Count. "We have found the ancient legend of The Three
Grey Men most useful for our secrecy, and it must be guarded. And now. Good-
bye. Kapek will see you safely away."

Alonzo bowed and followed the silent lieutenant of Sharpshooters.

AS THE VILLAGE clock struck five and the dawn broke, Alonzo, whistling
quietly to himself, walked along the country road towards the inn. The mystery
of Kleiner's death was solved, and Alonzo's curiosity was satisfied. He stood on
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the crest of the hill and looked back at Mote Hall. Suddenly, on the quiet
morning air, a shot rang out: then all was silence. Alonzo raised his cap.
"Good-bye. Mr. Hertz," he said, and, singing, strode off to the inn.
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32: Love And Larceny

Collected in: Velvet Johnnie and other stories, 1949

O'DAY came out of the theatre; walked slowly down St. Martin's Lane. It was a
lovely summer night, rather like that in the last act in the play he had just seen,
which had sought to prove that the course of true love never did run smoothly.

O'Day found himself pondering about love and life in general, and the
detective business and himself in particular. People, he thought, either did not
get into the sort of amatory troubles they used to, or if they did, they were not
inclined to take so much notice of it.

His mind went back to the years just after the war, when his offices had
been besieged by a crowd of clients, all of them seeking advice or a way out of
some difficulty. These were the personal cases which had given him a great deal
of satisfaction. Now, ninety per cent of his business consisted of insurance
investigations and matters that were so impersonal, so far as he was concerned,
that they almost creaked.

He lighted a cigarette; began to think about Donoghue— the man on night
duty on the telephone switchboard at his office. He wondered how long it was
since the slumbers of Donoghue had been disturbed by some importunate
feminine voice demanding O'Day's services to track down some erring husband
or lover; or the voice of some disturbed husband who had reason to believe that
Madame was looking sideways at another male and wanted to know what he
could do about it.

O'Day wondered casually how Donoghue passed the long hours of the night.
He grinned to himself. On the opposite side of the road was a telephone box. He
thought it might be amusing to ring his office and see whether Donoghue was
asleep or not.

He found two pennies, dialled the office number, and heard the buzz.
Almost immediately Donoghue's brisk voice came on the line: "Terence O'Day
Investigations. Can we help you?"

O'Day said: "Yes. Congratulations, Donoghue. | rang you up to see if you
were asleep."

"I am very glad you did ring up, Mr. O'Day. A lady's been on the telephone
six or seven times since | came on, and | told her there was just a chance you
might ring or come in after the theatre. She seems very worried about
something."

O'Day asked: "Did you get her number?"

"Yes," Donoghue replied.

O'Day said: "Ring her up. Tell her to come down to the office. Tell her I'll be
there in ten minutes. Put her in the waiting-room, and give her something to
read to keep her mind off things."
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"Very good, sir."

O'Day hung up. He came out of the telephone box; began to walk slowly
towards the office. He allowed his mind to wonder speculatively on the woman
who had telephoned. He wondered what she would be like.

According to all the rules in the detective novel she should be tall and slim,
very beautiful, up to her neck in all sorts of mischief from which she would, in
due course, be rescued by O'Day Investigations.

He grinned to himself. Probably she would be not at all like that. She might
be some plain, middle-aged woman who sensed an air of infidelity when her
husband came down to breakfast, or a maiden lady who believed that some
unkind neighbours were talking maliciously about her, and who had been told
that she should consult a private detective.

Fifteen minutes later he walked into the office; went to the telephone room.

Donoghue said: "Good evening, Mr. O'Day. She's in the waiting-room. And is
she something!"

O'Day grinned. "l can't wait!"

He went into his own office; switched on the lights; crossed the room;
opened the door of the waiting-room.

She was sitting in a leather arm-chair on the other side of the room, holding
a copy of the Tatler in her hand. O'Day realised that Donoghue had not
exaggerated. He ran a quick and practised eye over her. She was beautiful and,
by the cut of her nostrils, sensitive. He put her age at about somewhere
between thirty and thirty-five. Her clothes were superb.

He said: "Good evening. | am Terence O'Day. Would you like to come into
my office?"

"Thank you." She got up; moved gracefully across the waiting-room into
O'Day's office. As she passed him he caught a subtle whiff of the perfume she
was wearing. O'Day, who had a nose for perfume, recognised it as Scandale.

He said: "You will find the chair facing my desk is very comfortable, Miss—?"

"My name is Aurora Verdayne."

O'Day said: "Well, Miss Verdayne.... | think it is a very becoming name.
Before we begin to talk, is it necessary for me to remind you that people should
always tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, to their
doctors, lawyers, bank managers, and "— he smiled at her— "private
detectives?"

"l'intend to do that, Mr. O'Day. There is no reason why | shouldn't, except
that | am not particularly pleased with myself at having to tell you this story."

O'Day hung his hat up on its peg. He went behind his desk and sat down.
"You know we all make mistakes, Miss Verdayne. Supposing you tell me all
about it?"
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She hesitated, then: "This story may sound ridiculous to you, Mr. O'Day, but
it isn't ridiculous to me. | don't know what you will think of me when I've told it
to you."

O'Day took out his cigarette case; offered her a cigarette; lighted it. "Things
always seem much worse than they are, Miss Verdayne. Now let's have the
story."

"It starts in 1939," she said. "I should tell you, Mr. O'Day, that at this time |
was receiving quite a large allowance from my trustees. My father and mother
were dead, but it was generally known that when | was thirty— last year— |
should come into a very large sum of money which would be under my own
control. | suppose this must have been one of the reasons that men found me
not unattractive."

O'Day grinned. "l could give you another half a dozen reasons beside that,
Miss Verdayne. But go on."

"I was a very stupid, foolish, and romantic young woman," she continued. "I
met a man whilst | was travelling on the Continent. He was extremely attractive,
and | thought | was very much in love with him. | wrote him the rather amorous
letters that a young woman does write, but eventually | discovered that he was
not a particularly nice person, and did my best to put an end to the friendship."

O'Day queried: "And that wasn't so easy?"

She shook her head. "It was not at all easy, Mr. O'Day." She went on: "This
man became a positive menace. Wherever | went he followed. He made my life
a misery. | didn't know what to do. Eventually | came to the conclusion that it
would be a good idea if | went off on a long cruise— far enough away not to be
followed.

"Imagine my horror when, four days after the ship sailed, | discovered that
the man was on board. Heaven knows how he had managed to find out that |
should be on the ship, but he had. Remember, Mr. O'Day, that | was young and
foolish, but | was scared stiff."

O'Day asked: "What did you do about it? Did you go to the Captain?"

She shook her head. "How | wish | had. But | did what | considered to be the
next best thing. | had made the acquaintance of another man on the ship. His
name was Augustin Selby He was older than |, but he seemed intelligent,
delightful, and wise. That night, in an outburst of confidence, | told him about
this man who had made himself so unpleasant to me. | asked for his advice. He
gave it to me, and it astounded me."

"Very often advice does astound people. What was it?" asked O'Day.

She said: "He told me that he thought the best thing for me to do would be
to 'become a married woman.' He said that would be a very effective method of
putting a stop to the other man's operations."
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O'Day raised his eyebrows. "The advice was certainly interesting. But go on,
Miss Verdayne."

She said: "Naturally | was amazed. | asked him if he was seriously advising
me immediately to marry somebody else. He said yes and no, and made a
suggestion, which at the time, Mr. O'Day, seemed rather amusing.

"He said that next day we would be stopping for two days at an island in the
Pacific called Gwalu. He suggested that we should land there; that he would ring
up the British Consul and make an appointment to see him on some business
matter. He said that when he went to keep his appointment with the British
Consul I should accompany him, and when we returned to the ship | should
inform the Captain, and other acquaintances, that | had been married to him by
the British Consul on Gwalu.

"He suggested that | should ask the Captain to radio advertisement of the
marriage to be inserted in The Times and The Telegraph, just to make the thing
look absolutely O.K., as he put it. This fake marriage, he said, would spike the
guns once and for all of the man who had been pestering me."

O'Day said: "Well, it wasn't a bad idea really, was it?"

She nodded: "That is what | thought. Anyway | agreed. When the ship
stopped at the island we landed. He rang the British Consul and made an
appointment for the next morning. | accompanied him to the Consular Office,
where he interviewed some officials about starting some sort of business on the
island, after which we left. When we went back to the ship | told the Captain
and several other people. The Captain immediately arranged for a radio
telegram to be sent to the Daily Telegraph and The Times with a notice of my
marriage to this man to be inserted in both papers."

O'Day said: "So far, so good. | suppose when the ship returned to England
you and your fake husband both went your respective ways?"

"Yes," she said. "l thought it had been rather amusing. He had always
treated me with the greatest chivalry and respect. | thought he was a lot of fun,
and that | need not fear the other man any more."

O'Day asked: "And then what happened?"

She said: "Nothing. Nothing until two days ago. | believe | told you that last
year | came into the bulk of my fortune, and about five or six months after that |
met the only man in my life that | have ever really cared for. | had the
satisfaction of knowing that he was not in love with me because of my money. |
believe that he has a very big business, and that he is very well off. | am engaged
to him and we are to be married in two months' time. And now something has
happened. Something happened two days ago, Mr. O'Day, which was so awful |
can hardly believe it." She stubbed her cigarette out in the ash-tray.

She went on: "The telephone bell in my apartment rang, and Augustin Selby
spoke to me. He told me that he wanted to see me particularly. That he had
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heard the news of my engagement and wanted to congratulate me, but in
addition to this he wished to see me on the most urgent business.

"That afternoon he came to see me. He said he was very glad to hear that |
was engaged to be married, but how did | expect to be able to go through with a
ceremony of marriage when | was already married to him."

O'Day whistled quietly. "Rather an amazing situation. Exactly what did he
mean?"

She said: "He meant just this. He explained it very carefully. In 1941 Gwalu
had been invaded by the Japanese. The entire British Consulate staff were killed.
The Consulate was burned down, and every record in the building was burned
with it. In other words, it was impossible for me to prove that | was not married
to him and, as he pointed out to me, | had told my friends on the ship and the
Captain that | had married him. | had also inserted the advertisement of the
marriage in two London papers."

O'Day got up. He began to walk about the office. He said: "You know, Miss
Verdayne, this sounds to me very much like blackmail. What did he want?"

She said: "He wanted money, Mr. O'Day. He told me that if | was willing to
give him ten thousand pounds, in bank notes, and take it to his apartment, he
would be prepared to give me evidence which would ensure that | got a divorce
from him."

O'Day laughed. "The idea of divorcing a man you haven't married is
amusing."

She nodded miserably. She went on: "But he told me that it would be the
safest thing for me. Everybody was entitled to believe that we were married, in
the absence of any evidence to the contrary, and the best thing to do would be
for me to obtain a divorce."

"This fellow has a nerve. What did you do?" asked O'Day. "Did you give him
the money?"

She said: "Yes. | went there this morning at half-past twelve and handed an
attaché-case to him containing ten thousand pounds in five-pound notes. Before
doing so | asked him to give me a letter stating that we had never been legally
married. He agreed readily; asked me to wait. He went out of the room, and a
few minutes later returned with the letter. | read it. It seemed all right. | put it in
my handbag, and left him the attaché-case with the money in it."

O'Day said: "Yes. And then?"

"I went. When | had not gone more than twenty yards from the entrance to
his flat my handbag was snatched. | never even saw the man who did it. He
disappeared too quickly into the crowd."

O'Day said: "He had arranged that with a friend when he went out of the
room to write the letter. He telephoned somebody outside to wait for you." He
went on: "So now you are in exactly the same position as you were before.
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Except that he has ten thousand pounds of yours. He can still say that he is
married to you, even though we know that he isn't, and unfortunately | think
that most people, in view of the fact that you yourself talked about this
marriage and had insertions put in two London newspapers, would believe it."

She said miserably: "l know. What am | to do, Mr. O'Day?"

He went back to his desk; lighted another cigarette. "Candidly, | don't know.
I'll try and think something out." He grinned at her. He opened a drawer in his
desk, took out a writing pad. He passed it to her. "Miss Verdayne, | want you to
write down your name, address and telephone number, the address of Selby's
flat where you saw him this morning, and also the name and address and
telephone number of the man to whom you are engaged."

She looked up. She said quickly: "What do you want that for, Mr. O'Day?"

He said: "l think it is a good thing to have it. By the way, does your fiancé
know about this?"

"I told him the story when we were engaged," she said. "But | haven't told
him about Selby telephoning me, and about my going to him with the money. |
just couldn't do it."

"I understand that," said O'Day. "Now write down the names and
addresses."

When she had finished, O'Day took the pad; returned it to the drawer. "Now
go home, Miss Verdayne. Don't worry too much. Possibly | shall be able to do
something. | will ring you in a few days' time."

She got up. She held out her hand. "l am feeling a little better already, Mr.
O'Day. You are a very reassuring person."

O'Day picked up the telephone; spoke to the operator on the switchboard.
He said: "Get Miss Verdayne a cab."

AT one o'clock in the morning O'Day was still sitting slumped back in his
office chair, his feet on the desk, blowing smoke rings in the air. Then quite
suddenly he stubbed out the cigarette; removed his feet from the desk and
reached for the telephone. He dialled a number.

After a few minutes he said: "Is that you, Lanny? Are you doing anything?
You're not? Good. | think | have a little job for you—one that might be
profitable. Get in a cab and come round here, will you? All right, I'll expect you
in a quarter of an hour."

He replaced the receiver; waited a few seconds; dialled again. He drummed
impatiently with his fingers on the desk until he heard a voice on the line; then:
"Is that you, Inky? Listen to me.... | want you to check immediately on these
three people." He read out the names and addresses that Miss Verdayne had
written on the pad. "l know it's late," he went on, "but I've got to have this
information some time to-morrow. O.K. Get cracking, Inky."
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He hung up; lighted a cigarette and settled down to wait for Lanny.

AT three o'clock on the Monday afternoon John Harding was shown into
O'Day's office.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, expensively dressed—a manly and impressive
figure.

O'Day said: "I'm glad to meet you, Mr. Harding. | thought that you might like
to talk about this thing with me. | expect that by now Miss Verdayne has told
you about her visit here on Saturday night."

Harding nodded. He took the chair that O'Day indicated; accepted the
proffered cigarette; lighted it.

"Yes. It is @ most unpleasant business, Mr. O'Day. It has worried me very
much."

O'Day said: "l can understand that. | am very glad that Miss Verdayne told
you about it in the first place."

Harding said: "So am I. Otherwise this would have been rather more of a
shock than it has been. | think she was very foolish to pay that scoundrel the
money."

"I wonder," said O'Day. "Of course, the whole story is ridiculous. It sounds
almost impossible, but you probably know as well as | do, Mr. Harding, that very
often the impossible comes off. Being in love with Miss Verdayne, you of course
believe everything she says. You know she is an honest and trustworthy person,
but supposing that you were an ordinary member of the public— or better still,
supposing you were a judge sitting in court and trying the issue between this
man and your fiance— would you be inclined to believe it? He said that he went
ashore at Gwalu with Miss Verdayne, that they went to the Consulate office,
where they had an appointment; that they were married there; and everything
supports that story. The making of the appointment with the Consulate; the
keeping of the appointment. And then what happens afterwards? Miss
Verdayne returns to the ship, tells her acquaintances that she is married, and
asks the aid of the Captain in getting ship radio messages through to London to
insert the news in The Times and Daily Telegraph. Every one of these things
supports his story, and what is her answer? Her answer is that she went to the
Consulate with a man she had only known for a few days in order to create the
impression that she was marrying him, because she wished to escape the
attentions of a man she had met some time before.

"Now you and | know that is true, Mr. Harding. But a lot of people would
believe him and not her. The tough part is that he knows it. His story can't be
disproved because unfortunately all the documents in the Consulate were
destroyed. The Consul and his staff are all dead."

Harding asked: "What are you going to do, Mr. O'Day?"
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O'Day got up; lighted a cigarette; began to walk about the office. He said: "It
is very annoying that a man of this character should have managed to obtain ten
thousand pounds from Miss Verdayne on the strength of his story which, we
must admit, is a good one. Now what is your candid opinion, Mr. Harding? Do
you think if we went for Selby; if we took the matter to the police, that Miss
Verdayne would stand a chance of getting the ten thousand back again?"

Harding said: "She might, but it's doubtful, isn't it? She has absolutely no
proof whatever of her story, whilst he has a certain amount of circumstantial
evidence to support his. Very good circumstantial evidence, too. | must say that
my inclination, Mr. O'Day, is to let sleeping dogs lie. Let him have the ten
thousand."

"All right," said O'Day. "And supposing we do? Is he going to be satisfied?
How would you like it if in a year's time, when you are married to Miss
Verdayne, this Selby turned up again with his story; suggested to you that your
marriage to Miss Verdayne was bigamous because he was her husband? What
would you do about that? How could you stop him doing that?"

Harding said: "A horse-whipping might help."

"Would it? How? He'd probably feel much more spiteful and desire even
more vengeance after a horsewhipping than before."

Harding said: "l suppose so. This scoundrel seems in a very good position. If
only Aurora hadn't been so stupid..."

"Precisely," said O'Day. "But she was stupid."

Harding thought deeply for a few minutes. Then he said: "Look here, Mr.
O'Day. You probably won't like this suggestion, but it is the only one | can make.
Miss Verdayne, as you know, is a very rich woman, and | am not exactly a poor
man myself. Supposing, for the sake of argument, you can arrange a meeting
between all of us here at your office. You tell Selby that if he is prepared to
make an affidavit telling the truth about this matter; if he is prepared to swear
such an affidavit before a Commissioner of Oaths, we would allow him to keep
the ten thousand he has got and give him another, say, five thousand pounds.
Such a sum would not hurt Miss Verdayne very much, and we would guarantee
him immunity from any prosecution in the future."

O'Day said: "Yes. That might succeed. But it's a lot of money to give a
scoundrel."

Harding shrugged his shoulders. "It is much better for Aurora to have a
peaceful mind about this matter. Her happiness is of more importance than the
money."

"I suppose so." O'Day stubbed out his cigarette. "Have you discussed this
with Miss Verdayne?"

Harding said: "l suggested to her that in default of your having some better
idea I'd put the suggestion up to you."
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"I think you are right," said O'Day. "I'll try and get hold of this fellow Selby. |
will try and get him here at the office this evening at seven o'clock. Will you be
here at that time, and bring Miss Verdayne with you? It may be a good idea to
have her here, and then we can settle this matter and get the thing over and
done with."

Harding got up. "I'm sure, Mr. O'Day, that you are taking a very sensible
viewpoint. | will be here at seven o'clock, and bring Aurora with me. Good
afternoon. And thank you."

He shook hands with O'Day; went out of the office.

A FEW minutes before seven o'clock Selby was shown into O'Day's private
office. O'Day thought he was a slick-looking person— too well dressed, and with
a veneer that would have deceived few people. Also he seemed very sure of
himself.

He said: "Good evening, Mr. O'Day. | had your telephone message this
afternoon." He smiled. "Maybe | have an idea what you want to see me about."

"Good," said O'Day. "It saves a lot of talk. Miss Verdayne consulted me on
Saturday night. She told me the whole story. This morning | had an interview
with her fiancé, Mr. Harding. It rather looks as if you hold all the trump cards."

Selby looked at his finger-tips. "It does rather, doesn't it?"

O'Day said: "It's a good story and you're going to stick to it?"

"Oh, yes. You see, it isn't a good story. It's the truth, Mr. O'Day." Selby
looked almost archly at the detective.

There was a knock at the door. O'Day's assistant came in. He said: "Miss
Verdayne and Mr. Harding."

O'Day got up as they came into the room. He said: "Sit down, please. You'll
find chairs on the other side of the office. As you see, Mr. Selby has arrived."

He went back to his chair. He went on: "The position is briefly this, Selby. Mr.
Harding came to see me this afternoon. Of course we all realise that you were
the person who was responsible for having Miss Verdayne's handbag snatched
after she left your apartment last Saturday. But we might as well admit that we
can't prove it. We can't prove that you're wrong when you say that Miss
Verdayne married you, and we can't prove that you had her handbag stolen.
There's only one thing we can do."

Selby lighted a cigarette nonchalantly. He asked: "And what's that?"

O'Day said: "We can give you some more money in exchange for an affidavit
sworn by you that you and Miss Verdayne were not married."

"That seems very reasonable of you," said Selby. "Incidentally, that's about
all you can do. What's the offer?"

232



O'Day said: "If you're prepared to accompany me to my lawyer to-morrow
morning and swear the affidavit which we shall have ready for you, we'll pay you
the sum of two thousand five hundred pounds."

"That's very nice of you," said Selby. "But I'm afraid it's not enough. I'd want
rather more than that—"

O'Day asked: "What would you want?"

"Five thousand pounds," said Selby.

Harding said angrily: "I'd like to get my hands round your throat, Selby."

"Probably you would," said Selby, "but it wouldn't do you any good, would
it? And I'm not such a pushover as | seem. It might make things even a little
worse for you, Mr. Harding."

O'Day said: "No quarrelling, please, gentlemen. So you agree, Selby. In
return for a further five thousand pounds you are prepared to make the
affidavit?"

"With great pleasure," said Selby. "I'm quite prepared to come here to-
morrow, receive the five thousand pounds and go to any lawyer you like and
swear that affidavit."

"Good...." O'Day took out his cigarette case; selected a cigarette; lighted it
slowly. "There is one little point, Selby. Quite obviously you haven't been to that
wall-safe behind the picture in your drawing-room since Saturday."

"What the devil do you mean by that?" Selby's expression changed. His eyes
glittered venomously. "You don't mean?"

O'Day said: "l do. After | had my interview with Miss Verdayne on Saturday
night | telephoned an old acquaintance of mine. | won't bother to tell you his
name, but he's the finest cracksman in Europe, and he's never yet met a safe he
couldn't open. We knew you couldn't pay the money into a bank on Saturday
because they were closed when you saw Miss Verdayne. He visited your
apartment very early on Sunday morning and at eleven o'clock he handed me
the attaché-case which Miss Verdayne left with you with the ten thousand
pounds in it intact. Quite obviously, when you came here this evening you
hadn't inspected the safe. Why should you? | guessed in any event that you
wouldn't pay that money into the bank; you wanted notes, didn't you, Selby?"

Selby's eyes glittered. "Very well, you admit that this money was stolen from
me. The money is mine. It was given to me on Saturday by Miss Verdayne, as
you call her. On Saturday night you, as her agent, had my flat burgled and the
money stolen. | am going to the police." He got up.

O'Day said: "Just a minute, Selby. Isn't your story that Miss Verdayne is your
wife?"

"Yes, it is. That's why she gave me the money. Because she is my wife;
because she wanted to make a present to me. She knew | was hard up."
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"That's all right," said O'Day. "But what are you going to the police about?
You can't accuse Miss Verdayne of being responsible for this robbery. She's
quite entitled to take the money or to employ someone else to do it for her."

"What the hell do you mean by that?" asked Selby.

O'Day said: "I mean this. If she's your wife you can't prosecute her. Don't you
know English Common Law? A husband can't charge his wife with taking
anything out of his possession. See what | mean?"

Selby said: "My God...."

"Precisely," said O'Day. "It means you've cut your own throat. The attaché-
case with ten thousand pounds inside it is in the drawer of my desk. It's going to
stay there. But you're still going round to my lawyer to-morrow morning, and
you're still going to swear that affidavit. Would you like me to tell you why?"

Selby had recovered his composure. "Yes, | should. I'd be very interested."

O'Day turned to the woman. "Miss Verdayne, when you came to see me you
told me that for some unknown reason you'd always attracted the wrong sort of
men. You're still doing it." He pointed to Harding. "Your fiancé is an accomplice
of Selby's. Didn't it strike you as being very funny that this man Selby has
allowed all these years to elapse before trying to blackmail you? Why? Because
the information that you were engaged to this man who calls himself Harding
was given to him by Harding. He suggested the scheme. My operatives have
been checking on Harding. He's not a rich man and his business is a fake."

O'Day got up. He grinned at Harding. "When you came to this office this
afternoon and suggested that we paid another five thousand to this blackmailer
Selby to swear that affidavit, | knew my information about you was right. The
pair of you would have split the fifteen thousand pounds." He put up his hand.
"There's no need for you to do any talking, Harding— not unless you want me to
ring for the police now." He turned to Selby. "The position is this. I've an open
and shut case of blackmail by you and Harding against Miss Verdayne. The case
proves itself. I'm going to suggest that if the affidavit is not sworn by eleven
o'clock to-morrow morning I'm going to apply for a warrant for the arrest of the
pair of you. Well, what are you going to do, Selby? Are you attending here at
eleven o'clock to-morrow morning for the purpose of swearing the affidavit?"

There was a long pause, then Selby said: "Damn you, yes.... | suppose I've got
to."

"Good," said O'Day. "And you, Harding, can turn up at the same time. I'd like
a little note from you confirming your part in this little plot. If | get it, we'll take
no action against you. If | don't get it I'll have you arrested on a separate count.
There are about four things we could charge you with. Well, do we see you too
at eleven o'clock to-morrow morning?"

Harding shrugged his shoulders. He said urbanely: "l suppose it might be
best."
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"Good," said O'Day. "Now get out, the pair of you. And don't try any funny
business, because there'll be somebody on your tail until | see you to-morrow
morning. Good evening, gentlemen."

They went out of the office. At the door Selby paused. He said: "I know what
I'd like to do to you, O'Day."

O'Day smiled. "l think | can guess. It'd be very interesting, wouldn't it, Selby?
Good night."

Selby followed Harding out of the room. The door slammed behind them.

O'Day said: "It looks as if it's all right, Miss Verdayne."

She got up; came towards him. She said: "l don't know what to do or say to
thank you, Mr. O'Day."

"Don't try to. Incidentally, | hope you're going to be a little more careful
about your men friends in future. Remember what you yourself said— that you
were rather inclined to attract the wrong sort of men."

She looked at him. "I promise you I'm going to be very, very careful, Mr.
O'Day. In fact | know I'm quite safe now."

She looked at him and dropped her eyes quickly. "You see, | have a definite
feeling that I'm being attracted by the right sort of man!"

End
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