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IHAVEN"T anything very exciting to offer you this time,”
Vance Richmond said as we shook hands. “I want you to
find a man for mé—a man who is not a criminal.”

There was an apology in his voice. The last couple of jobs
this lean, grey-faced attorney had thrown my way had ron to
gun-play and other forms of rioting, and I suppose he
thought anything less than that would put me to slecp. Was a
time when he might have been right—when I was 2 young
sprout of twenty or so, newly attached to the Continental
Detective Agency. But the fifteen years that had slid by since
then bad dulled my appetite for rough stuff. T don’t mean
that I shuddered whenever I considered the possibility of
some bird taking a poke at me; but I didn’t call that day a
total loss in which nobody tried to puncture my short, fat
carcass.

“The man I want found,” the lawyer went on, as we sat
down, “is an English architect named Norman Ashcraft. He is
a man of about thirty-seven, five feet ten inches tall, well

| il BEd fair-skiniied, wigg Hight hair and ble eyes. Four

years -age-he was a typical-specimen of the clean-cut blond
Britisher. He may not be like that now—those four years have
been rather-hard ones for him, I imagine. :

“I want to find him for Mrs. Ashcraft, his wife. I’know your
Agency’s rule against meddling with family affairs, but I can
assure you that no matter how things turn out there will be
no divorce proceedings in which you will be involved.

“Here is the story. Four years ago the Ashcrafts were living
together in England, in Bristol. It scems that Mrs. Asheraft is
of a very jealous disposition, and he was rather high-strung,
Furthermore, he had only what money he earned at his pro-
fession, while she had inherited quite a bit from her parents,
Ashcraft was rather foolishly sensitive about being the hus-
band of a wealthy woman—was inclined to go out of his way
to show that he was not dependent upon her money, that he
wouldn’t be inflnenced by it. Foolish, of course, but just the
sort of attitude-a man of his temperament would assume. One
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night she accused him of paying too much attention to an-
other woman. They quarreled, and he packed up and left.

“She was repentant within a week—especially repentant

since she had learned that her suspicion had had no founda:
tion outside of her own jealousy—and she tried to find him,
But he was gone. It became manifest that he had left En-
gland. She had him searched for in Europe, in Canada, in Aus-
tralia, and in the United States. She succeeded in tracing him
from Bristol to New York, and then to Detroit, where he had
been arrested and fined for disturbing the peace in a drunken
row of some sort. After that he dropped out of sight until he
bobbed up in Seattle ten months later.”

The attorney hunted through the papers on his desk and
found 2 memorandum.

“On May 23, 1923, he shot and killed a burglar in his room
in a hotel there. The Seattle police scem 10 have suspected
that there was something funny about the shooting, but had
nothing to hold Ashcraft on. The man he killed was un-
doubtedly a burglar. Then Ashcraft disappeared again, and
nothing was heard of him until just about a year ago. Mrs,
Ashcraft had advertisements inserted in the personal columas
of papers-in the. principal American cities.

«Ope day she received a letter from him, From -San,
Francisco. It was a very formal letter, and simply requested
her to stop advertising. Although he was throngh with thé:
name Norman Ashcraft, he wrote; he disliked sceing it pub*
lished in every newspaper he read.

“She mailed a letter to him at the General Delivery window
here, and used another advertisement to tell him about it. He
answered it, rather caustically. She wrote him again, asking
him to come home. He refused, though he scemed less bitter
toward her. They exchanged several letters, and she learned
that he had become a drug addict, and what was left of his
pride would not let him return to her until he looked—and
was at least somewhat like—his former sclf. She persuaded
him to accept enough moncy from her to straighten himself
out. She sent him this money each month, in care of General
Delivery, here.

«Meanwhile she closed up her affairs in England—she had
no close relatives to bold her there—and came to San Fran-
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cisco, to be on hand when her hus
to her. A year has gone. She stillb:ggd:ml:j;:ago;o 11=mm¢:h
month, She still waits for him to come back to her, Hce}trl o
pg.eal:cdly refused to see her, and his letters are evasl agllrc-
with accounts of the struggle he is having, makin, v;;_d -
asf‘l;ﬁt the drug one month, slipping back ,thc ncxf o
] ¢ suspects by now, of course, that he has no .intemion
:h ecvd:r C?E:g ba::k to her; that he does not intend giving u
ug; that he is S}mply using her as a source of income 1;
bave urged her to discontinue the monthly allowan for
while. That would at least bring about an interview, cIetl‘lirl;ka
znd she could learn definitely what to expect, But sh:: will not
st? that':. You see, she blames herself for his present c‘ox:lditiof’lt
]ic thmksd her foolish flare of jealousy is responsible for h1s
p_ght, an, she is aftaid to do anything that might either h
him or induce him to hurt himself further. Her mindel': o
changca_bly m?.dc up in that respect. Shc- wants him lzun-
wants him su'a.lght?ncd out; but if he will not come thcna:;lk;
guiosr]lat:nt to continue the payments for the rest t;f his life
Bur ehe wants to know ‘what she is to expect. She wants to
s devilish uncertainty in which she has been living,

“Whatwcwant,thcn,isfory_outoﬁndAshcraft.Wemt___

:Dmmmm‘ T there is anyhkehho'_ ihood of his ever becoming
¢ ma isagam,- or wh_ethcr' he is. gone beyond redemption,
The andyotheu:ﬂ]ol;.ﬁfmd him, learn whatever you can aboui':
th,th L then, r we know_ something, we will decide
er it is wiser to force an interview between them—i
ho‘l‘)Ic’il that_she Iw:.ll be able to influence him——or not.” .
lt » 3 14 ;
monthl;ryauc;mi;i’; 'When does Mrs. Ashcra&\st_:_nd him his
:gndthc_ ﬁ;t of each month.”
“Today is the twenty-cighth. N gi
m&%up a job I have Zyn hsagd gcia;l[lﬁivt; I:f?hgjg doys 0
. &fo;srtins;::crlay& -1:10. In her anger immediately after their
rcm’ind h;-,r sheraft estroyed ,ever_ything she had that would
renis - But I don’t think a photograph would be
e Rsircat help at the post office, Without consulting me
. Ashcraft watched for her husband there on several occa-,

sions, and did not see him. It i i
someone else call for his mai:.[l|.:”ls more than ikely that he bas
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I got up and reached for my hat.
“See you around the second of the month,” I said, as I left
the office.

II

On the afternocon of the first, I went down to the post office
and got hold of Lusk, the inspector in charge of the division
at the time.

“I*ve got a line on a scratcher from up north,” I told Lusk,
“who is supposed to be getting his mail at the window. Will
you fix it up so I can get a spot on him?”

Post office inspectors are all tied up with rules and regula-
tions that forbid their giving assistance to private detectives
except on certain criminal matters. But a friendly inspector
doesn’t have to put you through the third degree. You lie to
him—so that he will have an alibi in case there’s a kick-back—
and whether he thinks you’re lying or not doesn’t matter.

So presently I was downstairs again, loitering within sight
of the A to D window, with the clerk at the window in-
structed to give me the office when Ashcraft’s mail was called

< for.. There was_no mail for him there at the time. Mrs,

Ashcraft’s letter would hardly get to the, clerks that afternoon,
but I was taking no chances. I stayed on the job until the win-
dows closed at eight o’clock, and then went home. -

At a few minutes after ten the ncxtmornmglgotmyac-
tion. One of the clerks gave me the signal. A small man ina
blue suit and a soft gray hat was walking away from the win-
dow with an envelope in his hand. A man of perhaps forty
years, though he looked older. His face was pasty, his feet
dragged, and, although his clothes were fairly new, they
needed brushing and pressing,.

He came straight to the desk in front of which I stood fid-
diing with some papers. Out of the tail of my eye I saw that
he had not opened the envelope in his hand—was not going
to open it. He took a large envelope from his pocket, and I
got just enough of a glimpse of its front to sce that it was al-
ready stamped and addressed. I twisted my neck out of joint
trying to read the address, but failed. He kept the addressed
side against his body, put the letter he had got from the
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window in it, and licked the flap backward, so that there was
no possible way for anybody to see the front of the envelope.
Then he rubbed the flap down carefuily and turned toward
the mailing slots. I went after him. There was nothing to do
but to pull the always reliable stumble.

I overtook him, stepped close and faked a fall on the mar-
ble floor, bumping into him, grabbing him as if to regain my
balance. It went rotten. In the middle of my stunt my foot
really did slip, and we went down on the floor like a pair of
wrestlers, with him under me. To botch the trick thoroughly,
he fell with the envelope pinned under him.

I scrambled up, yanked him to his feet, mumbled an apol-
ogy and almost had to push him out of the way to beat him
to the envelope that lay face down on the floor. I had to turn
it over as I handed it to him in order to get the address:

My. Edward Bobannon, p
Golden Horseshoe Cafe,
Tisuana, Baja California, Mexico.

I had the address, but I had tipped my mitt. There was no
way in God’s world for this little man in blue to miss know-
ing that I had been trying to get that address.

I dusted myself off while he put his envelope through a
slot, Hé didn’t come backpast-me; but went-on-dewn-toward
the Mission Street exit. I couldn’t let him get away with what
he knew. I didn’t want Ashcraft tipped off before I got to
him. I would have to try another trick as ancient as the one
the slippery floor had bungled for. me. I set out after the
little man again.

Just as I reached his side he turned his head to see if he was
being followed.

“Hello, Micky!” I bailed him. “How’s everything in Chi?”

“You got me wrong.” He spoke out of the side of his gray-
lipped mouth, not stopping. “I don’t know nothin’ about
Chi,”

His eyes were pale blue, with needle-point pupils—the eyes
of a heroin or morphine user.

“Quit stalling.” I walked along at his side. We had left the
building by this time and were going down Mission Street.
“You fell off the rattler only this morning.”

He stopped on the sidewalk and faced me.
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“Me? Who do you think T am?”

“You’re Micky Parker. The Dutchman gave us the rap that
you were headed here. They got him—if you don’t already
know it.”

“You’re cuckoo,” he sneered. “I don’t know what the hell
you’re talkin’ about!”

That was nothing—neither did I. I raised my right band in
my overcoat pocket.

“Now I’ll tell one,” I growled at him. “And keep your
hands away from your clothes or I’ll let the guts out of you.”

He flinched away from my bulging pocket.

“Hey, listen, brother!” he begged. “You got me wrong—
on the level. My name ain’t Micky Parker, an’ I ain’t been in
Chi in six years. I been here in Frisco for a solid year, an’
that’s the truth,”

“You got to show me.”

Y can do it,” he exclaimed, all eagerness. “You come down
the drag with me, an’ I’ll show you. My name’s Ryan, an’ ]
been livin® aroun’ the corner here on Sixth Street for six or
eight months.”

“Ryan?” I asked.

“Yes—John Ryan.” .

I chalked that up against him. OF course thicic Have -ty
Ryans christened John, but not enough of them to account
for the number of times that name appears in ctiminal
records. I don’t suppose there are three old-time yeggs in the
country who haven’t used the name at least once; it’s the
John Smith of yeggdom.

This particular John Ryan led me around to a house on
Sixth Street, where the landlady—a rough-hewn woman of
fifty, with bare arms that were haired and muscled like the vil-
lage smithy’s—assured me that her tenant had to her positive
knowledge been in San Francisco for months, and that she re-

membered seeing him at least once a day for a couple of
weeks back. If I had been really suspicious that this Ryan was
my mythical Micky Parker from Chicago, I wouldn’t have
taken the woman’s word for it, but as it was I pretended to
be satisfied.

That scemed to be all right then. Mr. Ryan had been led
astray, had been convinced that I had mistaken him for
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another crook, and that I was not interested in the

1?ttcr. I would be safe—reasonably safe—in letting thAt:sl:icrtlJ;aaf-t
tion go as it stood. But loose ends worry me. And you can’t
alw:ays count on people doing and thinking what you want,
This I:_nrd was 2 hop-head, and he had given me a phoney-
sounding name, so . . .

“Wl_1at do you do for a living?” I asked him.

“Iain’t been doin’ nothin’ for a. coupla months,” he pattered,
“but I expec’ to open a lunch room with a fella nex’ week.”

“I;ct’s g0 up to your room,” I suggested. “I want to talk to
you.

He wasn’t enthusiastic, but he took me up. He had -two
rooms and a kitchen on the third floor. They were dirty, foul-
s:ncmng_roqms. I dangled a leg from the corner of a tabic and
waved him into a squeaky rocking chair in front of me. His
pasty face and dopey eyes were uneasy.

“Where’s Ashcraft?” I threw at him,

He jerked, and then looked at the floor.

“I don’t know what you’re talkin’ about,” he mumbled.

“You’d better figure it out,” I advised him, “or there’s a
nice cool cell down in the booby-hutch that will be wrapped
around you.”

:3‘17)1111 ai:“frgornothin’ ‘on-me.”

at of that? How’d you li i i
- tha you like to do a thirty or a sixty on

“Vag, hell!” e snarled, looking up at me. “I got five hun-
dred smacks in my kick. Does that 101:)1: like you g;lt vag m??l”

I grinned down at him. .

“You-knowt bcttcr than that, Ryan. A pocketfil of money’ll
get you nothing in California. You’ve got no job. You can’t
show where your money comes from. You’re made to order
for the vag law.”

I had this bird figured as a dope pedier, If he was—o:
anything else off color that nughf ccfmc to light when h: ww::
vagged—the chances were that he would be willing to sell
Ashcraft out to save himself; especially since, so far as I knew;
Ashcraft wasn’t on the wrong side of the criminal law, ’
th:If gi[l :vcrle c}{(p’:,” I went on while he stared at the floor and

ught, “I'd be a nice, obligi i
pogt, "Td ! bliging fellow and do my talking

——— e L e
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He twisted sidewise in his chair and one of his hands went
behind him.

I kicked him out of his chair.

The table slipped under me or I would have stretched him,
As it was, the foot that I aimed at his jaw took him on the
chest and carried him over backward, with the rocking-chair
piled on top of him. I pulled the chair off and took his gun—
a cheap nickel-plated .32. Then I went back to my seat on the
corner of the table,

He had only that one flash of fight in him. He got up
sniveling,.

«7’]] tell you. I don’t want no trouble, an’ it ain’t nothin’
+o me. I didn’t know there was nothin’ wrong. This Ashcraft
told me he was jus’ stringin® his wife along. He give me ten
bucks a throw to get his letter ever’ month an’ send it to him
in Tijuana. I knowed him here, an’ when he went south six
months ago—he’s got a girl down there—I promised I’d do
it for him. I knowed it was monecy—he said it was his ‘al-
imony’—but I didn’t know there was nothin’ wrong,”
“What sort of a hombre is this Ashcraft! What’s his graft?”
«] don’t know. He could be a con man—he’s got a good

——front—He’s a Englishman, an’ mostly goss by the name of Ed

Bohannon. He hits the hop. I don’t use it myself”—that was._
a good one-—“butyouknowhowitisinaburglikcthis,a'

man runs into all kinds of people. I don’t know nothin’ about
what he’s up to. I jus’ send the money ever’ month an’ get
my ten.”

hat was all I could get out of him. He couldn’t—or
wouldn’t—tell me where Ashcraft had lived in San Francisco
or who he had mobbed up with. However, I had learned that
Bohannon was Ashcraft, and not another go-between, and
that was something.

Ryan squawked his head off when he found that 1 was
going to vag him anyway. For 2 moment it looked like I
would have to kick him loose from his backbone again.

“You said you’d spring me if I talked,” he wailed.

« did not. But if I had—when a gent flashes a rod on me I

it cancels any agreement we might have had. Come on.”

1 couldn’t afford to let him run around loose until I gotin
+ouch with Ashcraft. He would. have been sending a telegram
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before I was three blocks awa uarry on
: . y, and my q would b
h;sImerry way to points north, cast, south and west, ¢
t E:as a g?od hunch I played in nabbing Ryan. When he
was - ger-printed at ic Hall of Justice he turned out to be
onc Fred Rooney, alias “Jamocha,” a pedler and smuggler
whq had_ crushed out of the Federal Prison at Leavenworth
Icav;?rfﬂ cight years of a tenner still unserved ’
@ you sew him up for a couple of da 2” T ask
- . L d
captain of: the city jail. “I’ve got work to }:iso that v:illthc
sm%othcr lfr:lilc can’t get any word out for a while.” 5
ure,” the captain promised. “The federal ' I ’
take him off our hands I keep hion -
el oo for two or three days. I’ll keep him air-

III

From the jail I went up to V: i i
o s v l[:.un . ance Richmond’s office and
“Ashcraft is getting his mail in Tij ivi
juana. He’s living d
there untcl:llcr the name of Ed Bohannon, and maybg h::v;x
xman ere. I've just thrown one of his friends—the one
o handled the mail and an escaped con—in the cooler.”
wo‘;?:; that ncct?ssary?”’ Richimond asked. “We don’t want to
k- y hardships. We’re really trying to help Ashcraft, you
“I could have spared this bird,” I i
I » I admitted. “But what for.
ﬁ:‘c w;s,‘all wrong. If: Ashcraft can be brought back to hll;i
s he’s better off with some of his shady friends out of the
:ﬂay. ]_fzfl‘ he calrlll’;; what’s the difference? Anyway, we've got
e line on hi towe ,
one line “f:m " ii:l”saﬁ:ly s d away where we can find it
The attorney shrugged, and reached fo:
MrHc .called a number., “Is Mrs. As;craf: E:rc%lepho%‘%is is
: Rlcﬁiﬁgw . .h. No, we haven’t exactly found hi.m, but
mmum_” where heis. . . . Yes. . . . In about fifteen
“He put down the telephone and stood up.
ngeli rrl.:lnm ul::c toers. Ashcraft’s house and see her.”
; utes later we were getting out of Ri ?
car in Jackson Street near Gough. The house was a erhclziil:r;
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white stone building, set behind a carcfully sodded little lawn
with an iron railing around it.

Mirs. Ashcraft received us in a drawing-room on the second
floor. A tall woman of less than thirty, slimly beautiful in a
gray dress. Clear was the word that best fits her; it described
the blue of her eyes, the pink-white of her skin, and the light
brown of her hair.

Richmond introduced me to her, and then I told her what
I had learned, omitting the part about the woman in Tijuana.
Nor did I tell her that the chances were her husband was a
crook nowadays.

“Mr. Ashcraft is in Tijuana, I have been told. He left San
Prancisco about six months ago. His mail is being forwarded
to him in care of a cafe there, under the name of Bdward
Bohannon.”

Her eyes lighted up happily, but she didn’t throw a fit. She
wasn’t that sort. She addressed the attorney.

«Shall 1 go down? Or will you?”

Richmond shook his head.

«Neither, You certainly shouldn’t go, and I cannot—not at,
present. I must be in Eurcka by the day after tomorrow, and

- have-to-spend. several .» He turned to me:
“You'll have to go. You can m [
could. You will know what to do.and how to do it. There aré
no definite instructions I can give you. Your course will havé
to depend on Mr. Ashcraft’s attitude and condition. Mis,
Ashcraft doesn’t wish to force herself on him, but neithet-
does she wish to leave anything undone that might help

Ms. Ashcraft held a strong, slender hand out to me.
«You will do whatever you think wisest.”

Tt was partly a question, partly an expression of confidence.
«] will,” I promised.

I liked this Mrs. Ashcraft.

v

Tijuana badn’t changed much in the two years I had
been away. Still the same six or seven hundred feet of dusty
and dingy street running between two almost solid rows of

no doubt handle it better than 1~
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saloons,—perhaps thirty-five of them to a row,—with dirti
: ; dirtier
side streets taking care of the dives th '
o e ves that couldn’t find room on
The automobile that had brought me d
‘ . own fro
Diego dumped me into the center of the town early in[trll'n:s::f[-1
ternoon, and the day’s business was just getting under wa
That is, there were only two or three drunks wa.ndennyg
around among the dogs and loafing Mexicans in the street, al-
though there was already a bustle of potential drunks mox:in
ﬁ-orndo:lhca saloc:lrll to the next. But this was nothing like thE
CrOW! t would be here the followi
O i sarted, owing week, when the sea-
In the middle of the next block I saw a big gi
ded horse-
s!mc. I went down the street and into the salgogdixhingr;:e
sign. It was a fmr‘san{plc of the local joint. A bar on your left
as you came in, running half the length of the building, with
three or four. slot machines on one end. Across from th,c bar,
against the nght-_hand wall, a dance floor that ran from thc’
front wall toa raised platform, where a greasy orchestra was
now preparing to go to work. Behind the orchestra was a row
of low smllf or booths, with open fronts and a table and two
benches apiece. Opposite them, in the space between the bar
?nd the rear of the building, a man with a hair-lip was shak-
mﬁpﬂlsoutofakenogoosc. : - '
t was early in- the day, and there were onl
_ A y a few bu
preseat, 5o the girls whose business it is to speed the salzeno;' ‘
dn“ans charge_ ddm]kdown on me in a flock.
uy me a drink? Let’s ha i i drink
honae s have a little drink? Buy a ,
I shooed them away—no casy j
: asy job—and caught a bar-
1t.:;lefdt.:r s cych&Ic was a beefy, red-faced Irishman, %ah'ithasorrel
" hfdlam_ red down in two curls that hid what litde forehead
“I want to see Ed Bohannon,” I told him ntl
confidentially.
£-Ie turned blank fish-green eyes on me, Y
TI ak}dgn’t know no Ed Bohannon.”
g out a picce of paper and a pencil I scribb
]“?I?h“ is capp;d, and slid the paper overI:o the ba:l‘:ndclred,
a man who says he’s Ed Boh A
o gire e s annon asks for that, will
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“] guess 50.”

“Good,” I said. “T’ll hang around a while.”

I walked down the room and sat at a table in one of the
stalls. A lanky girl who had done something to her hair that
made it purple was camped beside me before I had settled in
my seat.

“Buy me a little drink?” she asked.

The face she made at me was probably meant for a smile,
Whatever it was, it beat me. I was afraid she’d do it again, so
1 surrendered.

“Yes,” 1 said, and ordered a bottle of beer for myself from
the waiter who was already hanging over my shoulder.

The beer wasn’t bad, for green beer; but at four bits a bot-
tle it wasn’t anything to write home about. This Tijuana hap-
pens to be in Mexico—by about a mile—but it’s an American
town, run by Americans, who sell American artificial booze at
American prices. If you know your way around the United
States you can find lots of places—especially near the

Canadian line—where good booze can be bought for less
than you are soaked for poison in Tijuana.

The purple-haired woman at my side downed her shot of

——whiskey, and was opening-her mouth to. suggest that we have

anothier drink,—hustlers down there don’t waste any time at
all—when a voice spoke from behind me.

“Cora, Frank wants you.”

Cora scowled, looking over my shoulder.

Theén she made that damned face at me again, said “All right,
Kewpie. Will you take care of my friend here?” and left me.

Kewpie slid into the seat beside me. She was a little chunky
girl of perhaps eighteen—not 2 day more than that. Just a kid.
Her short hair was brown and curly over a round, boyish face
with laughing, impudent eyes. Rather a cute little trick. -

I bought ber a drink and got another bottle of beer:

“What’s on your mind?” I asked her.

“Hooch.” She grinned at me—a grin that was as boyish as
the straight look of her brown eyes. “Gallons of it.”

“And besides thatt”

I knew this switching of gitls on me hadn’t been pur-
poseless. ’

“] hear you're looking for a friend of mine,” Kewpic said.
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“That might be. What friends haw
. "

“Well, there’s Ed Bohann ne You i
Mty on for one. You know Ed?
“No—unot yet.”

“But you’re looking for him?”
“Uh'h‘-lh.”
“Maybe I could tell h im, i
wore e s you how to find him, if T knew you
“It doesn’t make any difference to me,” i
. . e,” I said carel
I'vea fcw more minutes to waste, and if he docsn’tcgo:vs -
by then it’s all one to me.” ?
Sa;h cudcilhcd against my shoulder.
“What’s the racket? Maybe I could get word 7
[ hat's the . get word to Ed.
i, a cigarette in her mouth, one in my own, and lit
“Let it go,” I bluffed. “This Bd of
. . yours seems t -
clusive as all hell. Well, it’s no skin off my fat::?sl’?l tl,;:las o
another drink and then trot along.” ' yIon
% jumped up.
ait a minute. I’ll see if I can get him. What’s
L3 “ ) ur i
useg’arkcr will do as.wdl as any other,” I said, tht:yo namréa;n;:d
o L A
*rou wait” shé called as she 1 ' )
T thE il B moved toward the back
.‘]‘:‘I think so t0o,” I agreed.
cn minutes went by, and a man ¢
the front of the establis,hmcnt.' He waasu;c btloonrgym
g less than forty, with all the marks of the gentleman gone
ui;)t on hun Not altogether on the rocks yet, but you
could sec evidence of the downbhil slide plainly in the dull-
f:;:ss of lus blue eyes, in the pouches under his eyes, in the
mt:in:cd lines a:_ount':l his mouth and the mouth’s loéscncss

y a;):::ang::'aylsh tint of his &km He was still fairly attmcﬁvé

i Appeara 1:I:lae—cnt. ough of his former wholesomeness re-

He sat down facing me acro:
;You’rc looking for me?” % the table.

here was only a hint of the Briti in hi
oy B B it of e Britisher in his accent.
He nodded.
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ays 280,” I told him
“ cha was picked up a couple of days ago,”. ,
“an{lan;zght to bpe riding back to :che Kansas big i;;us]:n by
now. He got word out for me to gIve you the rap. He knew
1 was heading this way.” o
«How did they come to get him? e
i s were suspicious on my face. .
E-‘I]1'.)5011:‘11’1':mk&:?g:vuf,” I said. “Maybe they picked him up on a
circular.” _ st
the table and traced a meaningless design
wigcaﬁﬁ?lv;cn:?na; puddlc e of beer. Then he looked sharply at
me again. _ .
“Di tell you anything else?
“II?Iled £§n’t t);.il me anything. He got “;ord out to me by
somebody’s mouthpiccc.lf -didn’t ;jtie?gun.
«“You're staying down here a whic _
“%2: Erstwycl)n gr three days,” I said. “I’'ve got something on
the fire.” - band
d up and smiled, and held out his nd.
I‘:]':I?h:?;,s fgrp the tip, Parker,” he said. “I_fyo,t’l Il take a walk
with me T’ll give you something real to drink. e
I didn’t have anything against that. He led me out ©
Golden-Herseshoe and down_ a side street ;o;s a:_l_a;lg_b: hi?u.:
s : i the descrt, T the front
sct out wheie the town fringed offifito t e
d'me to 2 chair and went into the next room.. -
m?‘mWhahctYd?‘;vou fancy?” he called through the door. “Rye,
i uila, Scotch—" .
gu}‘,Ttlel‘e; Jast one wins,” I interrupted his catalog. X .
He brought in a bottle of Black and Whmc, a s‘lgh on :ﬁlﬂ :
some glasses, and we settled down to drinking. len ba
bottle was empty there was another to take its place. We
drank and talked, drank and talked, and each of us pretended
to be drunker than he really was—though before long we
both as full as a pair of goats. _
weIrtcw:s a drinking contest pure and simple. He was u'yu;]gl t:}
drink me into a pulp—a pulp that would easily give up h
its secrets—and I was trying the same game on him. Neither

i 1 was young
made much progress. Neither he nor
:ﬁofgh in the world to blab much when we were drunk nﬂ;l::.
wouldn’t have come out if we had becn sober. Few grown

do, unless they get to boasting, or are very skilfull
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All that afternoon we faced each other over the table in the
center of the room, drank and entertained each other.

“Y’ know,” he was saying somewhere along toward dark,
“I’ve been a damn’ ass. Got a wife—the nicesh woman in.the
worl’. Wantsh me t’ come back to her, an’ all tha® short of
thing. Yet I hang around here, lappin’ up this shtuff-hittin’
the pipe—when I could be shomebody. Arc—architec’, y*
un’ershtand—goed one, too. But I got in rut—got mixsh up
with theshe people. C-can’t sheem to break *way. Goin’ to,
though—no spoofin’. Goin’ back to li’l wife, nicesh woman in
the worl’. Don’t you shay anything t* Kewpic. She’d raishe
hell ’f she knew I wash goin’ t’ shake her. Nishe gid, K-
kewpie, but tough. S-shtick a bloomin’ knife in me. Good
job, too! But I’m goin’ back to wife. Breakin® *way from p-
pipe an’ ever’thing. Look at me. D’ I look like a hop-head?
Course not! Curin’ m’self, tha’s why. I’ll show you—take a
smoke now—show you I can take it or leave it alone.”

Pulling himself dizzily up out of his chair, he wandered into
the next room, bawling a song at the top of his voice:

“A dimber mort with a quarter-stone sham,
A-bubbin’ of max with her cove—
-—A hingo fen in a crack-0-dawn drum,
A-waitin® for—"

He came staggéring into the room again carrying an elab-
orate opium layout—all silver and ebony—on a silver tray. He
put it on the table and flourished a pipe at me.

“Have a li’l rear on me, Parker.”

I told him I’d stick to the Scotch. :

“Give y’ shot of C, ’f y’d rather have it,” he invited me.

I declined the cocaine, so he sprawled himself comfortably
on the floor beside the table, rolled and cooked a pill, and our
party went on—with him smoking his hop and me punishing
the liquor—each of us still talking for the other’s benefit, and
trying to get the other to talk for our own.

I was holding down a lovely package by the time Kewpie
came in, at midnight.

“Looks like you folks are enjoying yourselves,” she
laughed, leaning down to kiss the Englishman’s rumpled hair
as she stepped over him.

I —
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She perched herself on the table and reached for the
Scotch.
«Eyerything’s lovely,” I assured ber, though probably 1
didn’t say it that clear.
I was fighting a battle with myself just about then. I had an
four or five

idea that I wanted to dance. Down in Yucatan,
months before—hunting for a lad who had donc wrong by

the bank that employed him—1 had seen some patives dance

the nawual. And that naual dance was the one thing in the
world 1 wanted to do just then. (I was carrying 2 beautiful
bun!) But I knew that if T sat still—as I had been sitting all
cvening—I1 could keep my cargo in hand, while it wasn’t
going to take much moving around to knock me over.

I don’t remember whether 1 finally conquered the desire to

dance or not. I remember Kewpic sitting on the table, grin-

ning her boy’s grin at me, and saying:
“You ought to stay oiled all the fime, Shorty; it improves

you.”
1 don’t know whether I made any answer to that or not.

Shortly afterward, I know, 1 spread myself beside the English-
man on the floor Mccp.

v

The next two days were pretiy much like the first one.

Ashcraft and 1 were together twenty-four hours each of the
days, and usually the girl was with us, and the only time we
weren’t drinking was when we were sleeping off what we had
been drinking. We spent most of those three days in either
the adobe house or the Golden Horseshoe, but we found
fme to take in most of the other joints in town nOW
then. I had only a hazy idea of some of the things that went
on around me, though I don’t think T misscd anything en-
tirely. On the second day somecone added a first name to the
alias I had given the girl—and thercafter 1 was “Painless”
Parker to Tijuana, and still am to some of them. I don’t know

who christened me, or why.

Ashcraft and I were as thick as thieves, on the surface, but
neither of us ever lost his distrust of the other, no matter how
drunk we got—and we got plenty drunk. He went up against

__
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his mud-pipe regularly. stuff,
y. I don’t think i ;
but sh i ot
slch :o?aki a pretty capacity for hard liqtft;rr ?scwiutlhcf ,
sleep not owing whether I was going to Wakc' ot
was safe urtlsess I ::llkng o gic;? o2 b T ﬁg:i:zhl;:tf
e unle myself into a j idn’
much,_ bcdtl_me usually caught me ?n]am. e S oy
Woﬁ ol a state that made
. Sanc% 1iz:lys_ of this, and theg, sobering up, I was riding back
0 San T cisco, making a list of what I kn ness
about Norman Ashcraft, alias Ed Bohann = and gucssed
'I'htE:H list went something like this: °
. (s:)e h;n m:.)srf:ic;tevc‘l’;fg he didn’t know, that T had come d
1o sec bim on b sm 8 account: he had been too smoothowfi1
e et e too well for me to doubt that; ( hem:l
pa y o :hc;dCd to return to his wife thougl,l ‘;1) vas
mcmguaranbly adfii b ; he would actually do ;o; (3) he ﬁ: not
ey, ot t:)hc drugs; he mercly smoked opium n(c)lt
regendiem of iftan Sunday supplements say, an opailI:m,
he might pall Himslf sogether ander b sifs eimeres o1
! : f er his wife’s i
it was doubtful: physically he hadn’t gone to t;emd‘:tg?&tbl;lt
. c

. taste-of the-gutter-and-scemed to-like- e (5 the

il Kewpic was crally in Iov with bim, while e |
bu;wm:itt_umj;nghlmsclfinsidc outomn:,r‘,l:lc::'lc Sl
. grc:;ldsmght s sleep on the train between Los Angel "
ol withco set me down in the Third and Townscndcss'a['ld
o iﬁeilyy normal head and stomach and notu.t‘::t
kinks nerves, I .
composed of more food than I;uﬁazw:zmi l?rcak_fast it wes
wcil;dl.lp to Vance Richmond’s office 10 thiee days, and
o “I.d,oRIChmn’t ond is, _stlll in Eureka,” his stenographer told
o expect him back until the first of the veek ”
you get him on the phone for me}” ek
She could, and did. “

Without mentionin
an
knew and guessed. § any names, I told the attorney what I

“I » 3 “
see,” he said, “Suppose you go out to Mrs, A’s house

and tell her. T will wri i
will write her tonight, and I probably shall be

back in the city by th
e d ; -
safely delay action until th:ﬁ;&u tomorrow. I think we can
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' 1 caught a street car, transferred at Van Ness Avenue, and
went out to Mrs. Ashcraft’s house.. Nothing happened when
I rang the bell. I rang it scveral times before 1 noticed that
there were two morning newspapers in the vestibule. I looked
at the dates—this morning’s and yesterday morning’s.

An old man in faded overalls was watering the lawn next

door.
“Do you know if the people who live here have gone

away?” I called to him.
«] don’t guess so. The back door’s open, I scen this

mornin’.”

He returned his attention to his hose, and then stopped to
scratch his chin.

“They may of gone,” he said slowly. “Come to think of it,
I ain’t seen any of ’em for—I don’t remember secin’ any of
’em yesterday.”

I left the front steps and went around the house, climbed
the Jow fence in back and went up the back steps. The kitchen
door stood about a foot open. Nobody was visible in the
kitchen, but there was a sound of running water.

I knocked on the door with my knuckles, loudly. There was

-fs-answering sound. I-p

Under a thin stream of water running from one of the
faucets lay a carving knifc with nearly 2 foot of keen blade.
The knife was clean, but the back of the porcclain sink—
where water had splashed with only small, scattered drops—
was freckled with red-brown spots. I scraped one of them
with a finger-nail—dried blood.

Except for the sink, I could sce nothing out of order in the
kitchen. I opened 2 pantry door. Everything seemed all right
there. Across the room another door led to the front of the
house. I opened the door and went into a passageway. Not
enough light came from the kitchen to illuminate the pas-
sageway. I fumbled in the dusk for the light-button that I
knew should be there. I stepped on something soft.

Pulling my foot back, I felt in my pocket for matches, and
struck one. In front of me, his head and shoulders on the
floor, his hips and legs on the lower steps of a flight of stairs,
lay a Filipino boy in his underclothes.

shed the door open_and went jn..
The sound of water came from the sink. I looked in the sink. -
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He was dead. One eye was cut, and his throat was gashed
St'r:light across;hclosc up under his chin. I could see the killing
wi c’)ut even shutting my eyes. At the top of the stairs-—the
killer’s left hand dashing into the Filipino’s face—thumb-nail
g;)ugl;ng mt:hl;ege—flz)ushting the brown face back—tightening

e brown at for the knife’s edge—the slash—an
shove down the steps. ’ & the

The light from my second match showed me the button

. 1 I
clicked on the lights, buttoned my coat, and went up the
steps. Dried blood darkened them here and there, and at the
second-floor landing the wall paper was stained with a big
blot. At the head of the stairs I found another light-button
and pressed it. ,

I walked c!own the hall, poked my head into two rooms
that §ccmt?d in order, and then turned a corner—and pulled
up with 2 jerk, barely in time to miss stumbling over a woman
who lay there.

She was huddled on the floor, face down, with knees dra
up under her and both hands clasped to her stomach. glv::
wore 2 nightgown, and her hair was in a braid down her back.

Iputa finger on the back of her neck. Stone-cold.

Kneeling on the floor—to avoid the necessity of turning

her over—I Jooked at her face. She was i  ha
admitted Richmond and me four days ago'.:hc =
I stood up again and looked around. The maid’s head was
almost touching a closed door. I stepped around her and
pushed thc. door open. A bedroom, and not the maid’s. Tt was
an mvdy dainty bedroom in cream and gray, with
French prints on the walls. Nothing in the room was dis-
arranged except the bed. The bed clothes were rumpled and
tangled, and piled high in the center of the bed—in a pile that
was too large. . . .
Ttha.ningdov'cr the bed, I began to draw the covers off.
e second piece came a i i
e secon P way stained with blood. I yanked the
Ih_dIrs. Ashcraft was dead there.
er body was drawn up in a little heap, from which her
head hung crookedly, dangling from a neck that had been cut
clean through to the bone. Her face was marked with four
deep scratches from temple to chin. One sieeve had been torn
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———3il;was the first-man-up-the.steps.

== . » - . -mas
from the jacket of her blue silk pajamas. Bedding and paj

soggy with the blood that the clothing piled over her
were

et i dead
hc%dpﬁpilio? dl'yutlgovcr her agm:tll, ;;i(;g::ls t;;la: st:'xvti’.t ch?:g

i , and went down the . ]
o mo mlit:]:tshaklxlunﬁng for the telephone. I'J_v.:arb'chv.:c ﬁoﬁt_;t,
o stairs T found it. I called the police detective bux

Richmond’s office.
m‘j&:ﬂ WX:ECSO Mr. Richmond that Mrs. Ashcraft has been

“1? d he
rdered.” I told his stenographer. .I m zt h_cr htct»:scr:l,caxil .
::na‘; get m, touch with me here any time duling

01-Tht:n Ihﬁ':out of the front door anﬂcll sat E:c the top step,
i cigare tte while I waited for the police. "
smf?emltgr:tten. T’ve seen dead people in larger ql:canhtlatclise : :I;.
in my time, and I've seen somc that wehﬂ ackec, =
e ul:adly}r" but ;:hls thing had fallen on me W e my
EJ:::YmSECJ G i t;;)c?ule:zlg;ht.: corner and began
The police automobile swung arov e o e cigaront

i i before I had cigareftc.
gfg;ﬁi :irt::encﬁve scrgeant in charge of the Homicide De:
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“Hullo,” he greeted me. “What bave you got hold' of this -
’ | .
et to see him. This squat, bullet-headed scrE:ant at _
Imila;mHmCdcparmmthu,mdhc and T have
i been tucky when we tied up together. " 100king'” i
wazels found three bodies in there before I qui ,

told him as I led him indoors. «Maybe a regular detective like

__with a badge and everything—can find more.

idn’ — lad,” he said.

i dldI;ir:c(si: E:g pi.;:cza 1 was eager to get cti.o w:Irll;

o wool lving dead around the house were mercly ;:d -
Thc?c Do e aast —or almost. I remembered the ;
S, As gaa.llr’lt?s :lgu?rjxliland-in mine, but I stuck that mcmorg vl:;
Nks.l:umci:1 of my mind. You hear now and then of deht::.wu
thl:o la;avc not become callous, who have not lost w.
Wl

uman touch feel sorry for them, and
e i ’t chu;l: :lzllwacig;sobs and find another line

wonder why they don

. . ﬁ
of work that wouldn’t be so hard on their emotions. A sleu
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who doesn’t grow a tough shell is in for a gay life—day in and
day out poking his nose into one kind of woe or another.

I showed the Filipino to O’Gar first, and then the two
women. We didn’t find any more. Detail work occupied all of
us—O’Gar, the eight men under him, and me—for the next
few hours. The house had top be gone over from roof to cel-
lar. The neighbors had to be grilled. The employment agen-
cies through which the servants had been hired had to be
examined. Relatives and friends of the Filipino and the maid
had to be traced and questioned. Newsboys, mail carriers,
grocers’ delivery men, laundrymen, had to be found, ques-
tioned and, when necessary, investigated.

When the bulk of the reports were in, O’Gar and I sneaked
away from the others—especially away from the newspaper
men, who were all over the place by now—and locked our-
selves in the library.

“Night before last, huh? Wednesday night?” O’Gar grunted
when we were comfortable in a couple of leather chairs, burn-
ing tobacco.

I nodded. The report of the doctor who had examined the
bodies, the presence of the two newspapers in the vestibule,
and the fact that neither ncighbor, grocer nor butcher had seen

m'iﬁcc Wednesda "

Y, combined to make Wednesday
pight—or early Thursday morning—the correct date.

“I’d say the killer cracked the back door,” O’Gar went on,
staring at the ceiling through smoke, “picked up the carving
knife in the kitchen, and went upstairs. Maybe he went
straight to Mrs. Ashcraft’s room—maybe not. But after a bit
be went in there. The torn sleeve and Jthe scratches on her
face mean that there was a tussle. The Filipino and the maid
heard the noise—heard her scream maybe—and rushed to her
room to find out what was the matter. The maid most likely
got there just as the killer was coming out—and got hers. I
guess the Filipino saw him then and ran. The killer caught
him at the head of the back stairs—and finished him, Then he
went down to the kitchen, washed his hands, dropped the
knife, and blew.”

“So far, so good,” I agreed; “but I notice you skip lightly
over the question of who he was and why he killed.”
He pushed his hat back and scratched his bullet head.

ra

fl
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“Don’t crowd me,” he rumbled; “T'll get around to that.
There seem to be just threc guesses to take your pick from.
We know that nobody else lived in the house outside of the.
three that were killed. So the killer was cither a maniac who
did the job for the fun of it, 2 burglar who was discovered and
ran wild, or somebody who had a reason for bumping off
Mrs. Ashcraft, and then had to kill the two servants when
they discovered him.

“Taking the knife from the kitchen would make the burglar
guess look like a bum one. And, besides, we’re pretty sure
nothing was stolen. A good prowler would bring his own
weapon with him if he wanted one. But the hell of it is that
there are a lot of bum prowlers in the world—bhalf-wits who
would be likely to pick up a knife in the kitchen, go to pieces
when the house woke up, slash everybody in sight, and then
beat it without turning anything over.

“Go it could have been a prowler; but my personal guess is
that the job was done by somebody who wanted to wipe out
Mus. Ashcraft.”

“Not so bad,” I applauded. “Now listen to this: Mrs,
Ashcraft has a husband in Tijuana, a mild sort of hop-head

__.who is-mixed up with a bunch of thugs. She was trying to

persuade him to come back to her, Be has a girl down. there
who is young, goofy over him, and a bad actor—one tough
youngster. He was planning to run out on the girl and come
back home.”

“So-0-0t” O’Gar said softly. -

«But,” I continued, “I was with both him and the girl, in
Tijuana, night before last—when this killing was done.”

“So-of”

A knock on the door interrupted our talk. It was a police-
man to tell me that I was wanted on the phone. I went down
to the first floor, and Vance Richmond’s voice came over the
wire.

“What is it? Miss Henry delivered your message, but she
couldn’t give me any details.”

I told him the whole thing.

«T"]] leave for the city tonight,” he said when I had finished.
“You go ahead and do whatever you want. You’re to have 2
free hand.”
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“Right,” I replied. “I’ll probably be ‘ ou
get bac:.k. You can reach ml:: th.rou};h tl?: :\;inmc;wilfwgfln vzat:lu
to get in touch with me. I’m going to wire Ashcraftyto n:omt
T °

on hung up, I ity jai
asked the captain if John iyaﬂ: oy cﬁim? oo :l?ac:
Imlc\;(:hai?“:;s craslt:i.ll there. i

“No. Fe officers left for ith hi
two or:her prisoners yesterday momgwmh with him and

2?mmcmra:hye again, I told O’Gar hurriedly:

g the evening train i

that the job was made in Tijuana. I’ﬁmcﬁgc;angm;s
up. I want to get him away from the Mexican town for a-dac
or two, and 1f l-1c’s up here you can keep an eye on him. I’ll 'VZ
you a dcsc;nptlon of him, and you can pick him up ;t Vai:c
Richmond’s office. He’ll probably connect there first thing.”

Half an hour of the little time I had Icfe T spent writing and
sending three telegrams. The first was to Ashcraft,

EDWARD BOHANNON,

"'GOLDEN HORSESHOE CAFE,

TIJUANA, MEXICO.

MRS, ASHCRAFT IS DEAD..CAN YOU COME

IMMEDIATELY}

VANCE RICHMOND.
The other two were in code. One wen i
_ . t to the Continen

Detective Agency’s Kansas City branch, asking that an 0pcrt:
tive be sent to Leavenworth to question Jamocha. The other
rcqucs.tcd the Los Angeles branch to have a man meet me i
San Diego the next day. =

Then I dashed out to m
y rooms for a ba
dothes, and went to sleep riding south again, gful of clean

VI

San Diego was gay and packed when I got i

;hc next afternoon—filled with the é‘r%\:dﬁ‘ ﬁ:tmﬂt: cgrr?tr

lvaj@[.tm_'day of the racing secason across the border had drawn

. a?lwc fo]_k from Los Angeles, farmers from the Impcriai
cy, sailors from the Pacific Fleet, gamblers, tourists,
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grifters, and even regular people, from everywhere. I lunched,
registered and left my bag at a bhotel, and went up to the
U. S. Grant Hotel to pick up the Los Angeles operative I had
wired for.

I found him in the lobby—a freckle-faced youngster of
twenty-two or so, whose bright gray cyes were busy just now
with a racing program, which he held ina hand that had a fin-
ger bandaged with adhesive tape. I passed him and stopped at
the cigar stand, where I bought a package of cigarettes and
straightened out an imaginary dent in my hat. Then I went
out to the street again. The bandaged finger and the business
with the hat were our introductions. Somebody. invented
those tricks back before the Civil War, but they still worked
smoothly, so their antiquity was no reason for discarding
them.

I strolled up Fourth Street, getting away from Broadway—
San Diego’s main stem—and the operative caught up with
me. His name was Gorman, and he turned out to be a pretty
good lad. I gave him the lay.

“You’re to go down to Tijuana and take a plant on the
Golden Horseshoe Café. There’s a little chunk of a girl hus-

ing_drinks in there—short curly brown hair; brown eyes;

round face; rather largé red mouth; square shoulders. You’

can’t miss her; she’s a nice-looking kid of about cighteen,
called Kewpic. She’s the target for your eye. Keep away from
her. Don’t try to rope her. Tl give you an hour’s start. Then
I'm conﬁngdowntotalktoher.lwanttoknowwhatsl;e
does right after I lcave, and what she does for the next few
days. You can get in touch with me at the”—I gave him the
name of my hotel and my room number—*“cach night, Don’t
give me a tumble anywhere else. I'll most likely be in and out
of the Golden Horseshoe often.”

We parted, and I went down to the plaza and sat on 2
bench under the palms for an hour. Then I went up to the
corner and fought for a scat on 2 Tijuana stage.

Fifteen or more miles of dusty riding—packed five in a seat
meant for three—a momentary halt at the Immigration
Station on the line, and I was climbing out of the stage at the
entrance to the race track. The ponies had been running for
some time, but the turnstiles were still spinning 2 steady
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stream of customers into the track. I turned my back
. th
%aaﬁ fmmgt over t;) the row of jitneys in ﬁ'ohtyof the l?/ilont:
¢ big wooden casino—got i i
e O T got into one, and was driven
The Old Town had a deserted look. Nearly everyb
over watching the _do'gs do their stuff, Gorma!';fs ﬁ'cck?;lc}i( ;:::
showcdlover a drink of mescal when I entered the .Golden
Hors.cshoc.- I hoged he had a good constitution. He needed
gim‘:c if he was going to do his sleuthing on a distilled cactus
et.
The welcome I got from the Horseshoers j i
1 was just like a
homecoming. Even the bartend ith ‘ down
e e er with the plastered-
“Bthrthc’s Kewpie?” T asked.
“Brother-in-lawing, Ed?™ a big Swede girl leered
“I’ll see if I can find her for you.§ gir | e
“chplc came through the back door just then.
blet:l.lol,1 Paflicﬂ:“!” She climbed all over me, hugging me
rubbing her against mine, and the Lo :
“DoI}vn for another swell sous::?” @ Hord knows what all
“No,” I said, leading her back toward “Busi
e tone, Who's B the stalls. “Business

' U P norih. His wife Kicked off and he’s gone to collect the

remains.” -
“That makes you sorry:”
She showed her bi i i i
¢ sho er big white teeth in a boy’s smile of pure
“Y ! It i
" sug:r Bet It’s tough on me that papa has come into a lot
I looked at her out of the corner of m
was As:pposed to be wise. Y cyesa glance that
“And you think Ed’s going to bri j
ring the jack back to i
E-Ier eyes snapped darkly at me. : o
'What’s eating you?” she demanded.
I smiled knowingly.
“One of two things is going to haj » i
. ' ppen,” I predicted. “Ed’s
ggiiig ttcz d;t;c;h;i you—h; was f_ig'u.ring on that, anyway—or he’s
Boing to bdngcic:y rownic he can scrape up to keep his
“You God-damned Liarl”

et
—cm e

R
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Her right shoulder was to me, touching my left. Her lefi
hand flashed down under her short skirt. I pushed her shoul-
der forward, twisting her body sharply away from me. The
knife her left hand had whipped up from her leg jabbed deep
into the underside of the table. A thick-bladed knife, I no-
ticed, balanced for accurate throwing.

She kicked backward, driving one of her sharp beels into
my ankle. I slid my left arm around behind her and pinned
her elbow to her side just as she freed the knife from the

table.

«What th® hell’s all *is?”

I looked up.

Across the table a man stood glaring at me—legs apart, fists
on hips. He was a big man, and ugly. A tall, raw-boned man
with wide shoulders, out of which a long, skinny yellow neck
rose to support a little round head. His eyes were black shoe-
buttons stuck close together at the top of 2 little mashed
nose. His mouth looked as if it had been torn in his face, and
it was stretched in a snarl now, baring a double row of

crooked brown teeth.
“Where d’ yuh get “at stuff?”™. this lovely person roared at me.

_He-wastoo-tough to-reasonwith___ .. . -
«Tf you’re a waiter,” I told him, “bring me a bottle of beer-
and something for the kid. If you’re not a waiter—sneak.” -
He leaned over the table and I gathered my feet in. It
lookcdlikclwasgoingtonccdthcmtomvcaroundon. '
“I’ll bring yuh a—" .
The girl wriggled out of my hands and shut him up.
“Mine’s liquor,” she said sharply.
He snarled, looked from one of us to the other, showed me
his dirty teeth again, and wandered away.
“Who’s your friend?”
«you'll do well to lay off him,” she advised me, not an-
swering my question.
Then she slid her knife back in its hiding place under her
skirt and twisted around to face me.
“Now what’s all this about Ed being in trouble:”
“You read about the killing in the papers:”

“Yes.”
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“You oughtn’t neced a map, then,” I said. “Ed’

: X . s onl i
to put the job on you. But I doubt if he can get :WZ o:;i
that. If he can’t, he’s nailed.” 4

“You’re crazy!” she exclaimed. “You weren”

. t too drunk

sgg:v:hat both of us were here with you when the killin gwta(.:

“I’'m not crazy enough to think that ythin;

” proves an !
corrected hel". But I am crazy enough to expect to gogb’ack
to San Francisco wearing the killer on my wrist.”

Slsu: laughed at me. I laughed back and stood up.
“See you some more,” I said as I strolled toward th
I returned to San Diego and sent a wire to Los A;;:i::
asking for anotl}cr opgrative. Then I got something to eat anci
spent the evening !ymg across the bed in my hotel room
smoking and scheming and waiting for Gorman.
g It lv)vas late wshcn he arrived, and he smelled of mescal from
n . .
San | g;:go to St. Louis and back, but his head seemed level
th“Lookcd like T was going to have to shoot you loose from
c place for a moment,” he grinned. “Between the twist
ﬂash.mg.thc pick _and the big guy loosening a sap in his
pocket, it looked like action was coming.”

" “You let me alone,” 1 ordered, “Your job is to.sec What

goces on, and that’s all. If I get carved, can ion it i
your report, but that’s your limit. Wham youﬂﬁ%?ﬁ N

‘After you blew, the g!.rl and the big guy put their noodles
together. :I‘hcy seemed kind of agitated—all agog, you might
say. He slid out, so I dropped the girl and slid along behind
m. He came to town and got a wire off. I couldn’t crowd

.cl_osc cngugh to see who it was to. Then he went back to
the joint. Thmgs were normal when I knocked off.”

ﬁo is the big guyt Did you learn?”

"He’s no sweet dream, from what I hear. ‘Goosencck’
51211111 :;li the name on his calhng cards. He’s bouncer and gccn-
coup111c of?y ml:n fm:i tl-l:c joint. I saw him in action against a

gobs, and he’s nobody’
throw-out as I’:rc ever seen.” s mestas prety & double
So this Gooseneck party was the Golden
Horseshoe’ -
up man, and he hadn’t been in sight during myotch:ec:f;:y

i

it

i
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spree? I couldn’t possibly have been so drunk that I’d forget
his ugliness. And it had been on one of those three days that
Mrs. Ashcraft and her servants had been killed.

“I wired your office for another op,” I told Gorman. “He’s
to connect with you. Turn the girl over to him, and you camp
on Gooseneck’s trail. I think we’re going to hang three
killings on him, so watch your step. I’ll be in to stir things up
a little more tomorrow; but remember, no matter what hap-
pens, everybody plays his own game. Don’t ball things up try-
ing to help me.”

“Aye, aye, Cap,” and he went off to get some sleep.

The next afternoon I spent at the race track, fooling around
with the bangtails while I waited for night. The track was
jammed with the usual Sunday crowd. I ran into any number
of old acquaintances, some of them on my side of the game,
some on the other, and some neutral. One of the second lot
was “Trick-hat” Schultz. At our last meeting—a copper was
leading him out of a Philadelphia court room toward a fiftten-
year bit—he had promised to open me up from my eyebrows
to my ankles the next time he saw me. He greeted me this af-
ternoon with an eight-inch smile, bought me a shot of what

—— they sell for gin under the gran 1dstand, and gave me a tip on
2 horse named Becswax. T’m not foolish enough to play any-
“body’s tips, so I didn’t play this one. Beeswax ran so far ahead

-of the others that it looked like he and his competitors werc
in separate races, and he paid twenty-something to one. So
Trick-hat had his revenge after all. .

After the last race, I got something to eat at the Sunset
Inn, and then drifted over to the big casino—the other end
of the same building. A thousand or more people of all sorts
were jostling one another there, fighting to go up against
poker, craps, chuck-a-luck, wheels of fortune, roulette and
twenty-one with whatever money the race track had left or
given them. I didn’t buck any of the games. My playtime
was over. 1 walked around through the crowd looking for
my men.

1 spotted the first one—a sunburned man who was plainly
a farm hand in his Sunday clothes. He was pushing toward
the door, and his face held that peculiar emptiness which be-
longs to the gambler who has gone broke before the end of
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the game. It’s a look of regret that is not so much for the loss
of the money as for the necessity of quitting.

I g;)t betwcPc”n the farm hand and the door,

“Clean you?” I asked athetic

A shccpﬁ ot ;?/mp ally when he reached me.

“How'd like to pick w j i :
e th;:ted s P p five bucks for a few minutes

He would like it, but what was the work}

“I want you to go over to the Old Town with me and look
at a man. _Then you get your pay. There are no strings to it.”

That didn’t exactly satisfy him, but five bucks are five
bucks; and he could drop out any time he didn’t like the
looks of things. He decided to try it

I put the farm hand over by a door, and went after an-
other—a little, plump man with round, optimistic eyes and a
weak mouth, He was willing to earn five dollars in the simple
a_n.d casy manner I had outlined. The next man I braced was
a ht_:t:lc. too timid to take a chance on a blind game. Then I got
a Filipino—glorious in a fawn-colored suit, with a coat split to
the nc?k and pants whose belled bottoms would have held a
keg apicce—and a stocky young Greck who was probably ei-

ther a waiter or a barber,

“Four men were enough. My quartet pleased me immens
’I:hey didn’t.look too intelligent for rﬁy purpose, and ﬂlcg;
didn’t Jook like thugs or sharpers. I put them in a jitney and
took them over to the Old Town. :

. :‘Now_ this_is it,” I coached them when we had arrived.

I'm going into the Golden Horseshoe Café, around the
corner. Give me two or three minutes, and then come in and
b}1y yourselves a drink.” I gave the farm hand a five-dollar
bill. “You pay for the drinks with that—it isn’t part of your
wages. There’s a tall, broad-shouldered man with a long, vel-
low neck and a small ugly face in there. You can’t miss him.
I.want you all to take a good look at him without letting
him get wise. When you’re sure you’d know him again any-
where, give me the nod, and come back here and you get
your money. Be careful when you give me the nod. I don’t
want anybody in there to find out that you know me.”

It sounded queer to them, but there was the promise of five
dollars apiece, and there were the games back in the casino,
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where five dollars might buy 2 man into a streak of luck
that—write the rest of it yourself. They asked questions,
which I refused to answer, but they stuck:

Gooseneck was behind the bar, helping out the bartenders,
when I entered the place. They needed help. The joint bulged
with customers. The dance floor looked like a mob scene,
Thirsts were lined up four deep at the bar. A shotgun wouldn’t
have sounded above the din: men.and women laughing, roar-
ing and cursing; bottles and glasses rattling and banging; and
Jouder and more disagreeable than any of those noises was the
noise of the sweating orchestra. Turmoil, uproar, stink—a
Tijuana joint on Sunday night.

1 couldn’t find Gorman’s freckled face in the crowd, but I
picked out the hatchet-sharp white face of Hooper, another
Los Angeles operative, who, I knew then, had been sent
down in response to my second telegram, Kewpie was farther
down the bar, drinking with a little man whose meek face had
the devil-may-care expression of a model husband on a tear,
She nodded at me, but didn’t leave her client.

Gooseneck gave me a scowl and the bottle of beer I had or-
dered. Presently my four hired men came in. They did their
“parts beautifullyl- - o
"~ First they peered through the smoke; looking from face to.
face, and hastily avoiding cyes that met thieirs. A little of this,
and one of them, the Filipino, saw the man 1 had described;
behind the bar. He jumped a foot in the excitement of hig
discovery, and then, finding Gooseneck glaring at him,
rurned his back and fidgeted. The three others spotted

Gooseneck now, and sncaked looks at him that were as con-
spicuously furtive as a set of false whiskers. Gooseneck glow-
ered at them.

The Filipino turned around, looked at me, ducked his head
sharply, and bolted for the strect. The three who were left
shot their drinks down their gullets and tried to catch my eye.
I was reading a sign high on the wall behind the bar:

ONLY GENUINE PRE-WAR AMERICAN
AND BRITISH WHISKEYS SERVED HERE

I was trying to count how many lies could be found in
those nine words, and had reached four, with promise
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more, when one of my confederates, the G

. » ? r : .
ma:vxﬂ:i t!m noise of a gasoline engine’s bzccmcaggof:

e tarter i h

e ging down the bar, a bungs in one hand, his

I locked at my assistants. Their nods

. . wouldn’t have. b

terrible had they come one at a time; but they wcrcvctakmFé;::g
chances on my looking away again before they could get their
reports in. The three heads bobbed together—a signal that
nol:;zlg m:hl?thtw;nty feet could, or did, miss—and they
scooted .ow '
e~ o . e door, away from the long-necked man and

I emptied my glass of beer, sauntered out of
s s A ut of the saloon and
wound w:l tc.:ornt’.r. They were clustered where I had told

:Wc’d, know him! We’d know him!” they chorused

:ma:lf fine,” T praised them. “You did great. 1 think

you're satm’al—bqrn gumshoes. Here’s your pay. Now if I
were you boys, I think I’d sort of avoid that place after this;
because, in spite of the clever way you covered yoursclve;
up.-and you did noblyl—he might possibly suspect some-
thing. There’s-no use taking chances, anyway.”

They grabbed their wages and were gone before I had fin-

on hand in case.one of them should decide
to
come back there to spill the deal to Gooa;c:nccks‘:ll e o.ut. and
doI:cwple had left ber model husband, and met me at the
r. t§h¢: stut;k an arm through mine and led me toward the
md tt1111e Il;mldlmg I noticed that Gooseneck was gone from
¢ bar. i i
e o o wondered if he was out gunning for my four
“Business looks good,” I chattered as
] we d thro
m crowd. ,You know, I had a tip on Beemx%a&emciih
: wouldn’t play the pup.” I made two or three more aim-,
‘:a: ﬁﬂlcracksf of that _sort—just because I knew the girl’s mind
pas of something clse. She paid no attention to anything
But wh i
- askvcvdcn we had dropped down in front of a vacant table,
“Who were your friends?”
“What friends?”

" ished my speech. T returned to the Golden Horseshoe—to be
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“The four jobbies who were at the bar when you were
there a few minutes ago.”

«Too hard for me, sister.” I shook my head. “There were
slews of men there. Oh, yes! I know who you mean! Those four
gents who seemed Kind of smitten with Gooseneck’s looks. I
wonder what attracted them to him—besides his beauty.”

She grabbed my arm with both hands.

“$o help me God, Painless,” she swore, “if you tic anything
on Ed, "Il kill you!”

Her brown eyes were big and damp. She was a hard and
wise little baby—had rubbed the world’s sharp corners with

both shoulders—but she was only a kid, and she was worried
sick over this man of hers. However, the business of a sleuth
is to catch criminals, not to sympathize with their ladyloves.

I patted her hands.
« could give you some good advice,” I said as I stood up,

“but you wouldn’t listen to it, so T’ll save my breath, It won’t

do any harm to tell you to keep an eye on Gooseneck,

though—he’s shifty.”

There wasn’t any special meaning to that speech, except

that it might tangle things up a little more. One way of find-
——jgg-irat’s at the bottorn-of.cither.a cup of coffee or a situa-

tion is to keep stirring it up until whatever is on the bottom’

comes to the surface. I bad been playing that system thus far

on this affair.

Hooper came into my room in the San Diego hotel at a littic

before two the next morning,. _
«Gooseneck disappeared, with Gorman tailing him, imme-

diately after your first visit,” he said. “After your second visit,
the girl went around to a rdobe house on the edge of town,
and she was still there when I knocked off. The place was

dark.”
Gorman didn’t show up.

VI

A bell-hop with a telegram roused me at ten o’clock in the
morning. The telegram was from Mexicali:

[
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DROVE HERE LAST NIGHT HOLED UP WITH
FRIENDS SENT TWO WIRES.

GORMAN.,

That was good news. The lon
! g-necked man had fall
rg;s fslag?ml;ad takcnthmy four busted gamblers for fourcnwfi(:
5 taken their nods for identifications. G
peses, tad o ifi . Gooseneck
s 1 ﬂjght,w o had done the actual killing, and Gooseneck
I had shed my pajamas and was reachin
g for i i

when the boy came back with another \E'n'c ?‘g.ism:gn s
from O’Gar, through the Agency: . -

ASHCRAFT DISAPPEARED YESTERDAY

I used the telephone to get Hoo
I 0 per out of bed.

. Get down to Tijuana,” I told him. “Stick up the house
zlvl chc you left the girl last night, unless you run across her at
! e ol.dcn Horseshoe. Stay there until she shows. Stay with

er tcu;:ul she connects with a big blond Englishman, and then
svtch o him. He’s 2 man of less than forty, tall, with blue
cyes and yellow hau' Don’t let him shake you—he’s the big
.mm.justdnml;ﬂ_be-down. If the Englishman.
e c}y;to hlme: and the girl leaves us, tzke her, but other-

I dressed, put down some breakfast '

sed, ; and caught a stage fo
tbhc Mexican town. The boy driving the stage made faj:g;xncr

ut y:u woadu:d have thought we were standing still to see e:
maroon roadst i
aroon roa ter pass us near Palm City. Ashcraft was driving

The roadster was em ing i

s pty, standing in front of the ado
:o!.lsc, Wh'cn.I saw it again. Up in the next block, Hooper wt;.:
oing an imitation of a drunk, talking to two I;dians in th
uniforms of the Mexican Army. e

I kno_cked on the door of the adobe house

K;prxc’s voice: “Who is it?” .

“Me—Painless. Just heard that Ed is back.”

£Obl” she exclimed. A pause. “Come in »

_1 pushed the door open and went in. The Englishman
tilted back in a chair, his right elbow on the table, his rigs;:



252 THE GOLDEN HORSBSHOi

a;n in that pocket it

hand in his coat pocket—if there was

inting at me. .
wa‘ilgzlllr:au’?ghz said. “I hear you've been making guesscs
i)

abgl(lil;.lr.lnf;:; anything you like.” I pushed a chair over to

i “But don’t let’s
ithi le of feet of him, and sat down. .
E;hic?lc:;fer. You had Gooseneck .knock y?lu:mawcllf; ‘:;fi s:l
could get what she had. The mistake yoO de was in
¥ ek sap like Gooseneck to do the turn—a sap ho went
plcmlqg']l?n Ps ree and then lost his nerve. Going toﬁi1 an
it % Eausc three or four witnesses put the finger on
Wﬂt‘;‘- A‘:ls; o;ly going as far as Mexicalil That’s a ﬂm;1 prrc:i (t’z
h%i:‘ic.' 1 suppose he was so scared that the five or siX fld'”
B - the Lills scemed like a trip to the end of the worldl”
0W'I.Thc man’s face told me nothing. He cased hml;s ;f;t ind
i hischa.iraninchortwo,whichwoqldpavc _tﬁ)u L one
gun i his pocket—if a gun wusﬂ:lere-—m'hnc wi ::27 ick
B e TkI;c .l was somewhere behind me, fi geting
" & her. She was crazily in love with this

ronin "&Io::sofaiaclfl 1 T sscn the blade she wore on one

imagi itching for it now. The man
lfhig- glmy-dldn—’i:::;rrry me nlmch sI-Ie: was not rattle-brained,
and he wasn’t likely to bump me off
fun of it. I
j goms. - . -

Egﬁtarngx’t a sap, Ed, and neither am L I wa:l:.llt to take y:;;l
riding north with bracelets on, but I'm in 201 :;rzn thWhayou.
e o e  matee of I or deat

is is all in my dailygrin.tmn, nat : feath
i £t ey L il
. °ll get you in the cnd, :
mo(::-r—o-:;d thE: wj:)on’t break my heart. Thu:c sa r:dogm
¥ny vest and my belly. If yo’ll have ISCWPIC get i
tforthcmlklwanttc.)make_. "
beI?I!: i:oddcd slowly, not taking his eyes from mz. OT::;:: '?nry
came close to my back. One of her hands ‘cam

houlder, went under my vest, .
;Scfore she stepped away she laid the pmm;:l
the nape of my neck for an instant—a gentic

aged not to squirm or jump.

of her knife against
reminder. I man-

either in panic Of for The _

t, and my old black gun left me.

"
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“Good,” I said when she gave my gun to the Englishman,
who pocketed it with his left hand. “Now here’s my proposi-
tion. You and Kewpie ride across the border with me—so we
won’t have to fool with extradition papers—and I’ll have you
locked up. We’ll do our fighting in court. I’m not absolutely
certain that I can tie the killings on either of you, and if I flop,
yowll be free. If I make the grade—as I hope to—you’ll
swing, of course. But there’s always a good chance of beating
the courts—especially if you’re guilty—and that’s the only
chance you have that’s worth a damn.

“What’s the sense of scooting? Spending the rest of your
life dodging bulls! Only to be nabbed finally—or bumped off
trying to get away? You’ll maybe save your neck, but what of
the money your wife left? That money is what you are in the
game for—it’s what you had your wife killed for, Stand trial
and you’ve a chance to collect it. Run—and you kiss it good-
by. Are you going to ditch it—throw it away just because your
cat’s-paw bungled the deal? Or are you going to stick to the
finish—win everything or lose cverything?”

A lot of these boys who .make cracks about not being
taken alive have been wooed into peaceful surrender with
thatldndoftalk.Butmygam_ejustnowwast_:qpc:sqade Ed.
—4d Ki§"gifl ©o bolt: If they let me throw them in the can I
might be able to convict one of them, but my chances
weren’t any tog large. It depended on how things turned
out later. It depended on whether I could prove that
Gooseneck had been in San Prancisco on the night of the
killings, and I imagined that he would be well supplied with
all sorts of proof to the contrary. We had not been able to
find a single finger-print of the killer’s in Mrs, Ashcraft’s
house. And if I could convince a jury that he was in San
Francisco at the time, then I would have to show that he
had done the killing., And after that I would have the tough-
est part of the job stll ahead of me—to prove that he had
done the killing for one of these two, and not on his own
account. I had an idea that when we picked Gooseneck up
and put the screws to him he would talk. But that was only
an idea.

What I was working for was to make this pair dust out. I
didn’t care where they went or what they did, so long as they
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cooted fit out
ocoted. I’d trust to luck and my own hca!:l to get pro

:)cf their scrambling—I was still trying to stir things up.

The Englishman was thinking hard. I knew I had him wor-
ried, chicfly through what I had said about Gooseneck Flinn,
If I’had pulled the moth-caten stuff—said that Goqscncck
had been picked up and had squcaled—_—tlns Enghshman
would have put me down as a liar; but the little T had said was

thering him. _
boH:nbif his lip and frowned. Then he shook himself and
chuckled. o )

«You're balmy, Painless,” he san-:l. But you— .

I don’t know what he was going to say—whether 1 was

ing to win or lose. '
so?k%e front door slammed open, and Gooseneck Flinn came

into the room. _
mHis clothes were white with dust. His face was thrust for-

e full length of his long, yellow ncf:k.
War};listoshﬂ;c-buttongct?cs focused on me. His hands turned
over. That’s all you could see. They simply turned over—and
there was a heavy revolver in each.

“Your paws on the table, Ed,” he snarled.

—— Rdls--gun—if that_is_what _he had in his pocket: _-.;

: _ of
locked from a shot at the man-in the doorway by a corner ¢
l:ﬁc tabie. He took his haiid out of his pocket, cmpty, and laid

th s down on the table-top. .
bo“Stgyal{:hcre y'r at!” Gooseneck barked at the girl. .

She was standing on the other side of the room. The kmfc
with which she had pricked the back of my neck was not in

ight. -

SIg(l':‘:oosv.:m.:clr. glared at me for nearly 2 minute, but when he

ke it was to Ed and Kewpic.
spc‘)‘Sf) 1'chis is what y’ wired me to come back for, huh A trapl.
Me the goat for yur! I'll be y’r goat! I’m goin’ to speak my piece,
an’ then I’m goin® out o’ here if I have to sm_okc my way
through the whole damn’ Mex army! I killed y'r wife al,l’ right—
an” her help, too. Killed *em for the thousanfl bucks—

The girl took a step toward him, screaming:

“ghut up, damn you!” o o

Her mor:n;h was twisting and working like a child’s, and
there was water in her eyes.
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“Shut up, yourself!” Gooseneck roared back at her, and his
thumb raised the hammer of the gun that threatened her.
“I’m doin’ the talkin’. I killed her for—"

Kewpic bent forward. Her left hand went under the hem of
her skirt. The hand came up—empty. The flash from Goose-
neck’s gun lit on a flying steel blade.

The girl spun back across the room—hammered back by
the bullets that tore through her chest. Her back hit the wall.
She pitched forward to the floor.

Gooseneck stopped shooting and tried to speak. The
brown haft of the girl’s knife stuck out of his yellow throat.
He couldn’t get his words past the blade. He dropped one
gun and tried to take hold of the protruding haft. Half-way
up to it his hand came, and dropped. He went down slowly—
to his knees—hands and knees—rolled over on his side—and
lay still. :

I jumped for the Englishman. The revolver Gooseneck had
dropped turned under my foot, spilling me sidewise. My hand
brushed the Englishman’s coat, but he twisted away from me,
and got his guns out.

His eyes were bard and cold and his mouth was shut until
you could hardly sec the slit of it. He backed slowly across the

—fioor; while I lay still whereThad tutnbled. He dida’rmmake a
speech. A moment of hesitation in the doorway. The door
jerked open and-shut. He was gone.

I scooped up-the gun that had thrown me, sprang to
Gooseneck’s side, tore the other gun out of his dead hand,
and plunged into the street. The maroon roadster was trailing
a cloud of dust into the desert behind it, Thirty feet from me
stood a dirt-caked black touring car. That would be the one
in which Gooseneck had driven back from Mexicali.

I jumped for it, climbed in, brought it to life, and pointed
it at the dust-cloud ahead.

VIII

The car under me, I discovered, was surprisingly well engined
for its battered looks—its motor was so good that I knew it
was a border-runner’s car. I nursed it along, not pushing it.
There were still four or five hours of daylight left, and while
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there was any light at all I couldn’t miss the cloud of dust
from the flecing roadster.

I didn’t know whether we were following a road or not.
Sometimes the ground under me looked like one, but mostly
it didn’t differ much from the rest of the desert. For half an
hour or more the dust-cloud ahead and I held our respective
positions, and then I found that I was gaining.

The going was roughening. Any road that we might origi-
nally have been using had petered out. I opened up a litde,
though the jars it cost me were vicious. But if I was going to
avoid playing Indian among the rocks and cactus, I would
have to get within striking distance of my man before he de-
serted his car and started a game of hide and seck on foot.
T’m a city man. I bave done my share of work in the open
spaces, but I don’t like it. My taste in playgrounds runs more
to alleys, backyards and cellars than to canyons, mesas and
arroyos.

I missed a boulder that would have smashed me up—
missed it by a hair—and looked ahead again to see that the
maroon roadster was no longer stirring up the grit. It had
stopped.

. The.roadster was empty. I kept on.

From’ behind the roadster a pistol snapped at e, tree™
times. Tt would Have taken good shooting to plug me at.that
instant. ] was bounding and bouncing around in my seat lik¢ - -

a pellet of quicksilver in a pervous man’s palm.

He fired again from the shelter of his car, and then dashed-

for a narrow arroyo—a sharp-edged, ten-foot crack in the

carth—off to the left. On the brink, he wheeled to snap an-
other cap at me—and jumped down out of sight.

I twisted the wheel in my hands, jammed on the brakes and
slid the black touring car to the spot where I had scen him
Jast. The edge of the arroyo was crumbling under my front
wheels. I released the brake. Tumbled out. Shoved.

The car plunged down into the gully after him.

Sprawled on my belly, one of Gooseneck’s guns in each
hand, 1 wormed my head over the edge. On all fours, the
Englishman was scrambling out of the way of the car. The car
was mangled, but still sputtering. One of the man’s fists was
bunched around a gun—mine.
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“Drop it and stand up, Ed!” I yelled
onsthnakce a;gou;zki) h:t flung himself around in a sitting position
ottom, swung his i
fol;larm with my second shot. gun up—and 1 smashed his
¢ was holding the wounded arm with his left han
[ » 3 . d Wh
I slid down beside him, picked up the gun he had droppctidn
and frisked him to see if he had any more. ’
He grinned at me.
“You know,” he drawled, “I fan isn’
Painle'ss Parker at all. You dt;n’t act hc.{cﬁe’r e mame Bt
‘l‘wxs. ting a handkerchief into a tourniquet of
tsec‘l‘ Iitc around his wounded arm, which 3&5 ble;]'s:c:;t’ tmots
t’s go upstairs and talk,” I s . i
up the steep side of the gully. negested, and helped him
“(h): cli(;n;‘bcd into his roadster.
“Out of gas,” he said. “We’ve got a nice walk ahead of us.”
“We'll geta lift.. I had a man watching your hous:, andu:x.l-
;lt:lexi one shadgdmg Gooseneck They’ll be coming out after
n ca,r k talkrccko.” n. Meanwhile, we have time for a nice heart-to-
“Go ahead, talk your head off,” he invited
A ; “but don’t ex-
pect me to add much to the conversation. You've 1;ot ﬁt'l::gg

" on me;” {I’'d like to hiavé a dollar, or cven a nickel, for every

time I've heard that remark!) “You saw ic b
ne‘c‘: oftfhl;o keep him. from peaching onlflec:gm nmp Goose
o that’s your play?” I inquired. “The girl hi
: : . gitl hired Goose-
neck to kill your wife—out of jealousy—when she learned

that you were plannin shake
worl?i?” P g o her and return to your own

“Exactly.”
“go';”bad, Ed, but there’s one rough spot in it.”
€s
“ch.,” I'repeated. “You are not Ashcraft!”
EII:; jumped, and then laughed.
ow your enthusiasm ig getting the better of your j
‘n;i;ep?t,l”) hc-’ kiddcm ;Could I have deceived ano}rthcu: 1]1;1315’3
on’t i i
o idcm:it!(?zou er lawyer, Richmond, made me prove
“Well, I’ll tell you, Ed, I think I'm a
. R smarter baby than
either of them. Suppose you had a lot of stuff that bslscrm,gcd
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0 Ashe things in his handwriting? If you
- thmﬁ:—fg?;ras;cllcﬁg,a pcf you could have fooalresdak:;
ife e‘tr:nthought her husband had had four tough ye and
o bene ¢ a hop-head. That would account for irregulariti

!‘ad becortr:lln And I don’t imagine you ever got vchs i ar
in - w?ettcfs.——not enough so to risk any mussteps. 1s for the
lager- his makingyouidenﬁfyyoursclfwas only,a: iy
lawycr—I; never occurred to him that you wcrcnd = .
fcc)lrn-lt-:iﬁcaticnn is casy, anyway. Give me 2 week an p

ihae;ll’m the Sultan of Turkey.”

k his head sadly. _ i
E‘I'I'clf:il:c::c:)mf:s from riding around in the sun.

bleed Mrs. Ashcraft for an al-

lowance—to take the cure. But after she closed out her affairs
0 S

i ipe her out and
i here, you decided to wipe
o Englmt;c;l:: knew she was an orphan and };a]cllkcnl;
o cvlativcs to come butting in. Y01_1 knew it wasnu]ld el
o the were many people in America who co : y
tha:cﬂ::tc Ashcraft. Now if you want to goup;:;o g:a m
wemllmg i to send a .

ing for just as long as it takes us otograpt

5 ) ——to-be-shown. to the people tha o e

“At first y.our game was to

there. But you understand %gt:ﬁ do your s :
' t 5 . -
cu‘l‘,\?;?lelrcdo dlt: ;r::ct:;;t;;shcraﬁ would be while I was spend
ing his money?”
There were ©
sonable one.
;?;:(;ncd his mouth tightened a little, so I took another
shot, and added:
“Ilfft nzrtt::) him, though he didn’t get t=:xci*.:.t:c:..:1 Bst:; tt:: i:Y:]'i
- cgthoughtﬁﬂ behind his smile. The Um; d Suaee
becmorth” from Tijuana, but it was even cf Asﬁcraﬂhad
“tllxlgught 1 meant Seattle, where the last record o
from.
COEI‘.(:ou may be right, of course,
that, I don’t sce just how you €xp

nly two possible gucsses. I took the more rea-

» he drawled. “But even at
ect to hang me. Can you
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prove that Kewpie didn’t think I was Ashcraft? Can you prove
that she knew why Mrs, Ashcraft was sending me money? Can
you prove that she knew anything about my game? I rather
think not. There are still any number of reasons for her to
have been jealous of this other woman.

“I’ll do my bit for fraud, Painless, but you’re not going to
swing me. The only two who could possibly tie anything on
me are dead behind us. Maybe one of them told you some-
thing. What of it? You know damned well that you won’t
be allowed to testify to it in court. What someone who is
now dead may have told you—unless the person it affects was
present—isn’t evidence, and you know it.”

“You may get away with it,” I admitted. “Juries are funny,
and I don’t mind telling you that I'd be happier if I knew a
few things about those murders that I don’t know. Do you
mind telling me about the ins and outs of your switch with
Ashcraft—in Seattle’”

He squinted his blue eyes at me.

“You’re a puzzling chap, Painless,” he said. “I can’t tell
whether you know everything, or are just sharp-shooting.” He
puckered his lips and then shrugged, “I’ll tell you. It won’t
matter greatly. I’m due to go over for this impersonation, 5o a
confession o a little additional larceny won’t matter.”

X

“The hotel-sneak used to be my lay,” the Englishman said
after a pause. “I came to the States after England and the
Continent got uncomfortable. I was rather good at it, I had
the proper manner—the front. I could do the gentleman
without sweating over it, you know. In fact there was a day,
not so long ago, when I wasn’t ‘Liverpool Ed.’ But you don’t
want to hear me brag about the select blood that fows
through these veins,

“To get back to our knitting: T had rather a successful tour
on my first American voyage. I visited most of the better ho-
tels between New York and Seatte, and profited nicely. Then,
one night in a Seattle hotel, I worked the tarrel and put my-
self into a room on the fourth floor. I had hardly closed the




260 THE GOLDEN HOBSESHOE

door behind me before another key was rattlifig in it. The
room was night-dark. T risked a flash from my light, picked
out a closet door, and got behind it just in time.

«The clothes closet was empty; rather a stroke of luck, since
there was pothing in it for the room’s occupant to come for.
He—it was 2 man—had switched on the lights by then.

“He began pacing the floor. He paced ‘it for three solid
hours—up and down, up and down, up and down—while 1
stood behind the closet door with my gun in my hand, in case
he should pull it open. For three solid hours he paced that
damned floor. Then he sat down and I heard a pen scratching
on paper. Ten minutes of that and he was back at his pacing;
but he kept it up for only a few mirutes this time. I heard the
latches of a valise click. And a shot!

«T bounded out of my retreat. He was stretched on the
floor, with a hole in the side of his head. A bad break for me,
and no mistake! I could hear excited voices in the corridor. I

stepped over the dead chap, found the letter be had been
writing on the writing-desk. It was addressed to Mrs. Norman
Ashcraft, at a Wine Strect number in Bristol, England. I tore
it open. He had written that he was going to kill himself, and

«Nevertheless, I was here in this room with 2 ﬂashhght,—

skeleton keys, and a gup—to sy nothing of a handful of jew- -
elry that I had picked up on the next floor. Somebody was®

knocking on the door.

« ¢Get the police!’ I called through the door, playing for
time.
“Then I turned to the man who had let me in for all this.
I would have pegged him for a fellow Britisher even if I
hadn’t seen the address on his letter. There are thousands of u
on the same order—blond, fairly tall, well set up. I took the
only chance there was. His hat and topcoat were on a chaif
where he had tossed them. I put them on and dropped my
hat beside him. Knecling, I emptied his pockets, and my own,
gave him all my stuff, pou all of his. Then I traded guos
with him and opened the door.

«What I had in mind was that the first arrivals might not
know him by sight, or not well enough to recognize him
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mnnedlatcly That would give me several sec

Egartd;s;ﬁz:r;noc:l £ But ;vhen I opened thgngso:: Iarfr::g;
1 ’t work out as I

%chtecuw;o\lvﬂas thcre:, anda poﬁceman,lz‘cii lI)l:Ene:vdI. Evhase lflctl);:fic

: tc::'[c 1 d be little chance of sneaking away from them'
ut I played my ha.nd out, I told them I had come up to m ;

;‘OOII.] and found th.ls chgp on the floor going through m BeY

ox:glﬁ;gs. 1 had SCIZCd.hI.m, and in the struggle had shot!;aim
e utes went by like hours, and nobody denounced mc.

op. c-lxcre calling me Mr. Ashcraft. My impersonation was
succeeding. It b:ad me gasping then, but after T learned m
;I;::lt ﬁhcraft it wasn’t so surprising. He had arrived at :hr:
s Bt el comt—the bt an cont Ly weuing We et o
. 3 was . .

tht‘:‘ ;a;.lmc- size and type—typical blond Env;;:;mminwc ere of
” dc::; igzt’ a.t:lothcr surprisc. When the detective examined
e e o:t vc;hthes' he found that the maker’s labels had
been ripped or . ) en I got a look at his diary, later, I found
withclfﬁn self:il o tt_xat. He had been tossing mental coins
vith bir g thgmaung betwc.cn 2 determination to kill him-
selfy end éox to change his name and make a new place

r in the wor.ld—-putti:';g his old life behind him. It

moved the markers from all of his clothin
“But 1 didn’t know that while T stopd there among those
stopd
;t;:oplf. All T knew was .that miracles were happmg Ith;;:et
ast:arx:xnracles half-way, not turning a hair, accepting evex.'ythin
= alt;tcr of course. I think the police smelled soml:tl'ling
dc:;ﬁ,ﬂ:t th:g c;uldn’t put their hands on it. There was thE
. on the floor, with a prowler’s outfit in his pocke
21 gttl)lcketﬁﬂbof stol,cn jcwelry_ , and the labels gone ﬁ'Pom 111:1'3;
oo cs—:.n ‘:Vlll;glar :h trJI:k. And there I was—a well-to-do
o .
1_ighghshm‘:ﬁl1 e c .ouel people recognized as the room’s
“I had to talk small j
. just then, but after I went thro
::deon::rna::i stpff I knew him inside and outside, b:ckwardsh o
g . Ha? had nearly a bushel of papers, and a diary
o bad verythm_ g he. had ever done or thought in it. I put
o the fir t !nght.stu.dymg those things—memorizing them-—
practicing his signature. Among the other things I had

ing theseeond plat that he had e

=
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taken from his pockets were fifteen hundred dollars’ worth of
traveler’s checks, and I wanted to be able to get them cashed
in the morning. :

«] stayed in Seattle for three days—as Norman. Ashcraft, I
had tumbled into something rich and I wasn’t going to throw
it away. The letter to his wife would keep me from being
charged with murder if anything slipped, and I knew I was
safer secing the thing through than running. the ex-
citement had quieted down I packed up and came down to
San Francisco, resuming my own name—Edward Bohannon.
But I held onto all of Ashcraft’s property, because I had
learned from it that his wife had money, and I knew I could
get some of it if T played my cards right.

«She saved me the trouble of figuring out 2 deal for myself.
I ran across one of her advertisements in the Exsminer, an-
swered it, and—here we are.”

I looked toward Tijuana. A cloud of yellow dust showed in
a notch between two low hills. That would be the machine in
which Gorman and Hooper were tracking me. Hooper would
have seen me sct out after the Englishman, would have waited
for Gorman to arrive in the car in which he had followed

~— Gooseneck from Mexicali—Gorman would have had to stay

sgm‘cd.istanccinthcrcar—andmcnbothofthe operatives ™
would have picked up my trail.

1 turned to the Englishman.

“But you didn’t have Mrs. Ashcraft killed?”

He shook his head.

“You’ll never prove it.”

“Maybe not,” I admitted.

1 took a package of cigarettes out of my pocket and put two
of them on the seat between us.

“Supposc we play a game. This is just for my own satisfac-
tion. It won’t tic anybody to anything—won’t prove any-
thing. If you did a certain thing, pick up the cigarette that is
nearer me. If you didn’t do that thing, pick up the one nearer
you. Will you play?”

“No, I won’t,” he said emphatically. “I don’t like your
game. But I do want a cigarette.”

He reached out his uninjured arm and picked up the ciga-

rette nearcr me.
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“Thanks, E_d,” I said. “Ni . u thi :
poing oo swi;ig o ow I hate to tell you this, but I'm
“You’re balmy, my son.”
“You’re thinking of the San Franci j
: e : cisco job, Ed,” I ex-
plmneq. T’m ml_kmg about Seattle. You, a ljxotcl sne’ak—tlu?f
w‘[:-,r;]] dtscov;rcdh mda room with a man who had just died with
a et in "o . u
e Ed?”s ead. What do you think a jury will make out
He laughed at me. And then somethin. i
the (l)a;.lgh It faded into a sickly gti::c § went wrong with
“Of course you did,” I said. “When tarte
out your .plan to inherit all of Mrs. Ashcyr:i’]cl’sswealfh tlgy‘;z:rl-c
ing her killed, the first thing you did was to destroy that sui-
cide lcttt-:r of her husband’s. No matter how carefully you
glardcbld it, th.crc was always a chance that somebody would
:ﬁd ci:ts;nto it and knock your game on the head. It had
purpose—you wouldn’t need i . i
s t;ke e o T g Inccd it. It would be foolish
“ <.:an’t put you up for the murders you engin in
Francisco; b}:t I can sock you with theygnc you gl?:leﬁ(}t]ﬂ: a:E
Seattle—s0 justice won’t be cheated. You’re going to Seattl
Ed, to hang for Ashcrafi’s suicide.” ”
And he did. - "




AGATHA CHRISTIE,, -
BE0] ’s Eal‘lY' Cases The Adventure of
g the Clapham Cook

1%, At the time that I was sharing rooms with my friend Hercule
@ Poirot, it was my custom to read aloud to him the headlines in the
“The Daily Blare was a papet that made the most of any, oppor-
f . tunity for sensationalism. Robbeties and: murders did not lusk
~ obecurely :in-its back pages. Instead they hit you-in. the eye in

2 ABSCONDING BANK CLERE DIBAPPRARS WITH FIFTY THOUSAND
FOUNDS’ WORTH OF NEGOTIAHLE SECURITIES, I read. )

HUEBAND PUTS-HIS HEAD IN GAS-OVEN. UNHAPPY HOME LIFE.
‘MISSING TYPIST. PRETTY GIRL OF TWENTY-ONE. WHERE IS EDNA
T
& - bank clerk, o:mysterious suicide, s missing typist — which will you
i have? ‘ '
L#: My friend was in a placid mood. He. quietly shock his head.

‘L am. not greatly -attracted to any of them, mon. ami, Taday 1

" feelinclined for the life of ease. It would have to be a very interest-

=
~ COLLINS
8t James's: Place, London

1974

3 'My",qurdrqbe,ﬂnﬁnp.lflnﬁlukemt,-thereilonmxnew

k.. greysuitthespataf grease—only:the unique spot, but it is sufficient

{i %o trouble me. Then there is my wintes overcoat — I must lay him

A -~ wside in the powder of Keatings, And T think ~ yes, I think ~ the

: hipment is tipe fot the trimmings of my rhoustaches - and after-
the pomade.’

1 swuede I mus appy .
| 'ngl,' I said, strolling to the window, ‘T doubt if you’ll be able
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to catry-out this delirious programrne. That'was & ring at the bell.
You have a client.’ _

‘Unless the affair is .one of national importance, I touch it not,’
declared Poirot with-dighity.

A moment later our privacy was invaded by a stout red-faced |

lady who panted audibly as a result of her rapid ascent of the staizs,
‘You're M. Poirot?’ she demanded, as she unk into a chair,
‘I am Hercule Poirot, yes, madame.’

“You're not a bit like what I thought you'd be,” said the lady,

eyeing him with some disfavour.- ‘Did you pay for the bit in thé
paper saying what 2 clever detective you were, or did they put it
in themselves?’ :

"‘Madame!’ said Poirot, drawing himself up.

‘T'm sorry, I'm sure, but you know what these papers are
nowadays. You begin reading a nice article “What & bride said to
her plain unmayried friend”, and it's all about a simple thing you
buy at the chemist's and shampoo your hair with. Nothing but

puff. But no offence taken, I hope? I’lltellyouwhatlwantyou
todoforme .1 want you.to find my cook.’

Po:rotstaredather,foronceh:sreadytonguefaﬂedhlm I
turned aside to hide the broadening amile I could not control.

‘It’'s all this wicked dole,’ continued the lady. ‘Putting ideas
into servants’ heads, twanting to be typists and what nots, Stop the
dole, that’s what I say. I’d like to know what my servants have to
complain of - afternoon and evening off ; aweek, alternate Sundays,
washipg put out, same food as we have = and never a bit of
margarine in the house, nothing but the very best butter.’

She.paused for want of breath and Poirot seized his opportunity.
Heupokemhuhaughueatmannermmgwhmfeetashemdso
' 'Ifeuryouaremnkmgammtake madame.lamnotholdmgan
inquiry into the conditions’ of domestm service. I am a privite
detective.’ -

‘I know that,” said our visitor. ‘Didn’t I tell you I wanted you
to find my cook for' me? Walked out of the house on Wednesday,
without 8o much as a word to me, and never camle back.' c

‘I 'am sorry, madme,butldonottouchthuphrhcukrkmdnf
business. I wish you good moring.’
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- Our visitor snorted with indignation. .

“That's it, is it, my fine fellow? Too proud, eh? Only deal with
Government secrets and countesses’ jewels? Let me tell you a
servant’s every bit as important as a tiara to a woman in. my
position. We can’t all be fine ladies going out in our motors with
our diamonds and our pearls. A good. cook's a good cook ~ and
whenyou lose her, it's as much to you as her pearls are to some
fine lady.’

For a moment or two it appeared to be a toss up between
Poirot’s dignity and his sense of humour. Finally he laughed and
sat down again.

‘Madame, youaremthenght, and I am in the wrong. Your
remarks are just and intelligent. This case will be a novelty, Never
yet bave I hunted a missing. domestic.. Trulyhm‘e:stheproblem
of national importance that I was demanding of fate just before
your arrival, En avantl Yousaythm;ewelofacmkwentouton
Wedneeday and did not return. That is the day before yestérday.’

+ ‘Yes, it wis her day out.’ -

‘But probably, madame, she has met with some accident. Have
you inquired at any of the hospitals?”’

“That’s exactly what I thought yesterday, but this morning, if
you please, she sent for hér box. And not so much as a line to mel
If I’d been at horhe, I'd not have let it go - treating me like that!
But I'd just stepped out to the butcher.’

‘Will you deicribe her to me®

‘She was middle-aged, stout, black hair turning gréy — most
respectable. She’d been ten years in her last place. Eliza Dunn,
hér name was.’

‘And you had had - oo disagreement with her on the Wednes-
day?

‘None whatever. That’s what makes it all so queer.’

. ‘How many servants do you keep, madame?'

“Two. The house-parlourmaid, Annie, is a very nice girl. A bit
forgetfulandherheadfuﬂofyoungmen,butagoudservant:f
you keep her up to her work,’ :

‘D:dsheandthqeookgetonwelltogether?’
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"I'heyhadtheirupannd'downs of course - but on the whole,

well.’

W?\ndthegulmthrowmhghtonthemyatuy?’
‘Shuuy:not butyouknowwhatmare thqallhang
‘Well well, we mmust look into this. Where did you say you

reuded,madame?' :

‘At Clapham; 88 Prince Albert Road.’ -

- ‘Bien, madame, I will wish you good morning, and you may
countuponseﬂngmeatymnrmdencedunngﬁemmofthe
day.’

MtsTodd,forauchwuou:newhend-me,thentookher
( . Poirot looked at me somewhat ruefully.
‘Weﬂ,weﬂ,l[asﬂnga,thumanbvelaﬁmthﬂwehﬁehere

'The Disappearance of the Clapham Cookl Never,m,multour

friend Inspecfor Japp get to hesr of thisl’

Hethmproceededtoheatanmnandcueﬂlﬂyremwedthe
grease spot from his grey suit by means of 4 piece of blotting-
paper. His moustaches be regretfully postponed to another day,
and we set out for Clapham.

Prince Albert Road proved to be a street of small prim houses,
all exactly alike, with neat lace curtains veiling the windows, and
well polished brass knockers on the doors. |

WerangthebellatNo.SS,andthedoormopenedbyanut
maxdmthaprettyface.MrsToddcameoutmthehalltogreetus
* *‘Don’t go, Annie,’ she cried. “This gentlns a detective and
he "1l want to-ask you some questions.’ '

Annie’s face d;splayedastruggle between alnrmandapleusurw '

able excitement.

‘I thank you, madame,’ saidl Poirot bowing. ‘I would_likel:o
question your maid now — and to eee lier alone, if I may.” -

‘We were shown into a small drawing-room, and when' Mrs
Todd, with obvious reluctance, had left the room, Poirot co-
mencedh;seross—exaunnaﬂm

‘Voyons, Mademoiselle Annie; all that you shall tell us will be

of the greatest importance. You alone can shed ary light'on the |

case, Without your assistance I can' do niothing.’
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The slarm vanished from the girl's-face and the pleasurible
mantbeumemorestmnglymarked

‘I'm sure, sir,’ she said, 'I’lltdlyouanythmglcan.

“That is good." Poirot beamed approval on her. Now, first of
all what is your own idea? You are a girl of remarkable intelligence.
That can be seen at oncel What is your own explanation of Eliza's
disappearance?’

Thus encouraged, Annie faidy flowed into excited apeech.

‘White slavers, sir, I’vemdsoalln]onglCookmsaiways
warning me against them..Don’t you sniff no ecent, or eat any
sweets - no matter how gentlemarily the fellow!” Those were her
words to me. And now. they’ve got her] P sure of it. As likely as
not, she’s been shipped to. Turkey or one of them Eastern places-
wherel'vehurdtheyhkeﬂ:emfatl'

Poirot preserved. an admirable gravity.

‘But in that case - and. it i indeed an idea! ~ wmﬂd‘ahebave
sent for her trunk?’

‘Well, I don’t know, sir. SBhe’d want her things — even in those
forelgnplaoea

'Whocameforthetmnk 'a man?’

‘Tt was Cirter Paterson, sir.’

‘Dldyoupacknti"

‘No, sir, it was already paoked and corded.’

*Ah! That's interesting. ‘That shows that when she left the house
on Wedneaday, shaehada]readydetermmednottoretum."fou
see that, do you not?’

‘Yes, air.’ Anme looked slightly taken aback. ‘T hadn’t thought
of that. But it might still have been white slavers, mightn't if,
sir?’ she added wistfully.

‘Undoubtediy!’ said Poirot gravely. He weat on: ‘Did you both
oampythesamebedroom?

‘No, sir, we had separate rooms.’

AndhadEhzaaxpresseﬂ any dissatiefaction. with her present
post to you at-all? Were you both happy here?

‘She'd never mentioned leaving. The place is all right - > The
git] hesitated.

‘Speak freely,’ said Poirot kindly. ‘I shnllnottellyourmmtreas.’
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: *Well, of course, sir, she’s a caution, Missus is. But the food’s
good. Plénty of it, and no stinting. Something hot for supper,

good outings, and as much frying-fat as you like, Andmyway,:f -

Eliza did want .to make a change, she’d never have gone off
this way, I'm sure. She’d have stayed her month, Why, Missus
could have 2 month’s wages.out of her for doing this{’

‘And the work, it is not too hard?” -

‘Well, she’s’ particular — always poking round in corners and
lookmgfordust And then there’s the lodger, or paying guest as
he’s always called. But that’s only breakfast and dinner, same as
Master. They’re out all day in the City.”

“You like your master?’

‘He's all right ~ very quiet and a bit on the stingy side.’

*You can’t remember, I suppose, the last tbmg Eliza said before
she went out?’

‘Yes, I 'can. “If there’s any stewed peaches dver from the
dining-room,”, she says, “we’ll have them for supper, and a bit
of bacon and some fried potatoes.” Mad over stewed peochea, she
was.. Iahoddh’twonder:.ftheydtdn’tgetherthstway
" ‘Was Wedtiesday her regular day out?’

" *Yes, she had Wednesdays and- I had Thursdays.’

Po:rotaskedafewmorequeauona then declared himself
satisfied. Annie departed and Mrs Todd hurried in, her fice

-alight with curiosity. She had, I felt certain, b:tﬁerly resented her
exclusion from the -room durmg our conversation with Annie.
Poirot, however, wae careful to soothe her feelings tactfully. -

‘It is difficult, he explained, ‘for & wommn of exceptional
intelligence such as yourself, madame, to béar patiently the
roundabout methods we poor detectives are forced to use. To
have patience with stupidity is difficult for the quick-witted.”

Having thus charmed away any little resentment on Mrs "Todd’s
part, he brought the conversation round to her husband and

elicited the information that he worked wuhaﬁrmrn the City and’

would not be home until after six.

‘Doubtless he is very disturbed and worned by this unaccount-
able business, ch? Is it not so?* .

‘He's never ‘worried,” declared Mra Todd. * "Weli well, get
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another, mydear"That’sallheaaldl He's 80 calm that it drives
me to distraction sometimes, “An ungratefil woman,” hé sdid.
“We are well rid of her.”*

‘What about the other inmates of the house, madame?’
‘You'mean Mi Simpason, ourpaymggueet? Well, as long as

he gets his breakfast and his evening meal all right, ke doesn’t

wol
%tu ‘his profession, madame?’ :
‘He works in 2 bank.” She mentioned its name, and I started
slightly, remembering my perusal of the Dasly Blare.
‘A young man}?’
“T'wenty-eight, I believe. Niceé quiet young fellow.’
'Ishouldhketohaveafewwordsmthhlm,andalaowrthyour
husbend, if T may. I will return for that purpoee this evening. I

‘venture to suggest that you should repose yourself a little, madame,

you look fatigued.’

I shiould just think I aml First the worry about Eliza, and then
I was at the saléa practically all yesterday, and you know what that.
is, M, Pouot,andwhatmthonethmgandanotherandalottodo
mthshouse,beouuseofcoumAnmecan’tdoltull ~ and -very
likely she'll give notice. anyway, being unsettled in this way -
well, what with it all, I'm tired outl’

Po:rot murmured sympathetically, and we took our leave.’ ”
‘I's a curious coincidence,’ I said, ‘but that absconding cletk,
Davis, was from the sante bank as Simpson. Can there be any

connection, do you think?’

Poirot smiled..

'Attheoned,adefaulﬂngclerk at the other a vanishing
cook. It is hard to see any relation between the two, unless possibly
Davis visited Simpson, fell in love with the cook, and persuaded
her to accompany hirir on his flight!’

I laughed. But Poirot remained grave.

‘He might have done worse,” he said reprovingly. ‘Remember,
Hastings, if you are going into exile, a good cook may be of more
comnfort than a pretty face’ He paused for a-moment and then
went on.. ‘It is a curious case, full of contradictory features. I am
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interested — yes, I am distinetly interested.’

That evening we returned to 88 Prince Albert Road and inter-
wewedbothToddmdS:mpsomThefomwulmehncholy
'lmtem-_jawedman of forty-odd.

‘Ohl Yes, yes,™ he said vaguely, ‘Eliza. Yes. A good cook, 1
believe. And economical. I make'a strong point of economy.’

*Can you imagine any reason for- her leaving you so suddenly?’

‘Obh, wel.l,' said' Mr Todd vaguely, “Servants, you know. My

wife worries too' much. Worn out from always worrying. The whole
problem’s quite simple really. “Get another, my dear,” I say.
“Get another,” That's all there is to it. No good crying over spilt
milk.’

Mr Simpson was equally unhelpful. He was a quiet incon-
spicuoiuis young man with spectacles.

‘I must have seen. her,’ I .suppose,” he said. ‘Elderly woman,

’tshe?Ofcomq:t’stheotheroneIseenlways,Anme .

Nice gitl. Very obliging.’
*Were those two on good terms with each other?”

Mz Simpson said he couldn’t say, he was.sure. He supposed so.

Weﬂ,wegetnothmgofmterest'there mon ams,’ eaid Poirot as |

we left the house. Our depasture had been delayed by a burst of
vociferous repetition from Mrs Todd, who repeated everythmg
she:had said that morning at rather greater length.
‘Are you disappointed?” I asked. “Did you expect to hear same-
4

Poirot shook his head.

" *“There was a possibility, of course,’ he said. “But I hardly

thought‘:thke!y’

The next devefopment was & letter which Poirot received on the
foowinig morning. He read it, turned purple with indignation,
and handed it to me.

+ Mrs Todd regtets that aftey all she will not avail hereelf of

- Mr Poirot’s services. After talking the matter over with her

husband she sees that it is foolish to call in a detective about a

‘purely domestic affair. Mrs Todd encloses. s guinea for con-

stiltation fee.
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‘Abal’ cried Poirot angrily. ‘And they think to-get rid of Hercule
Poirot like thatl' As a favour — & great favour — I consent to in-
vestigate ‘their iniserable little twopenny-halfpenny affair — and
they dismiss me comme gal Here, I mistake not, is the hand of
Mr Todd. But I say nol - thirty-six times.nol I will spend my
owngmneas,thxrty-s:xhundredofthm:fneedbe,butlwﬂlget
to the bottom of this mattes|’

“Yes,’ I said. ‘But how?

Poirot calmed down a lLittle, * -

“‘D’abord,’ he said, ‘we will advertise in the papers. Let me see —
yes ~ something like this; “If Eliza Dunn will communicate with
Maddress,nhemﬂhearofsomethngtohaadm&ge."Put:t
mallthepapersyoucanthmkofl-lastmgs Then I will make some
little inquirics of my owr.. Go, go — all must be done as quickly
a8 poasible]”

1 did not see him again until the evening, when he condescended
to tell me what he had been.doing, .

‘T have madé inquiries af thé firm of Mr Todd., He was not
absentonWednesday,andhebenrsagoodchm;ter—lomuch
for him, Thes Simpson; on Thursday he was ill and did not come
to the bark, buthemsthmonWedneaday He was moderately
fnend.lymthDav:s. Nothing out of the common. There does not.
seem to be anything there. No. We must place our reliance on the
advertisement.’

The advertisement duly appeared. in all the principal daily
papers. By Poirot’s orders it was to be continued every day for a
week, Hmeagernessuverthuumnmungmatterofadefaulung
cook was extraordindry, but I realized that he considered it a-point
ofhonnurwpersevereunhlheﬁnallymoeeeded.Sevemlextremely
interestinig cases were brought to him about this time, but he
declined theém all. Every' morning ke would rush at his letters,
scrutinize them eathestly and then lay them down with a sigh.

But our patierice tas rewarded at last; On the Wednesday follaw-
ing Mrs Todd's. visit, -our landlady informed us that a_persan of
the name of Efiza Dunt hed called,

‘Enfinl’ cfied Poirot. *But make her mount then! At .onoe
Immediately.

rRC B



34 Pogrot's Early-Caset .

' Thus admonished, our landlady.hurried out, and- returned. a
moment or two later, ushering in Miss Dunn. Qur quarry. was
much as described: tall, stout, and eminently respectable, - ,
I came in.answer to the advertisement,’ she .explained. ‘T |
thought there must be some muddle or other, and that pethaps.
.you didn’t know I'd already got my legacy.’

- Poirot was studying her attentively, He drew forward a-chair
with a flourish, - .

“The truth of the matter is,’ he explained, “that your late
mistress, Mrs Todd, was much concerned about-you. She, feared
some sccident might have befallen you.'

Eliza Dunn seemed very much ised.

‘Didn’t she get my letter then?’ . . . :

‘She got no word of any kind,’ He paused, and then said pet-
suasively: ‘Recount to me the whole story, will you not?’ '

Eliza Dunn necded no encouragement. She plunged at once
into a lengthy narrative. o

‘I was just coming home ‘'on Wedneaday night and had nearly

got to the house, when a gentleman stopped me. A tall gentleman
he was, with.a heard and a big hat. “Miss Eliza Dunn?” he gaid.
“Yes," I said. “I've been inquiring for you at No. 88,” he piid,
‘““They told me I might meet you coming along here, Miss Dunx,
I have come from Australia specially to find you. Do you happen
to know the maiden name of your. maternal ther?”’
“Jane Emmott,” I eaid. “Exactly,” he said, “Now, Miss Duns,
although you may never have heard of the fact, your grandmother
had a great friend; Eliza Leech. This friend went to Australia
where she matried a very wealthy settler, Het two children died
in infancy, and she inherited all her husband’s property. She died
a few months ago, and by her will you inherit a house in this
country and a considerable sum of money.” '

‘You could have knocked me down with a feather,’ continued
Miss Dunn. ‘For, a minute, I was suspicious, and he must have
seen it, for he smiled. “Quite right to be on your guard, Miss ’
Dunp,” he said. “Here are my credentials.” He handed me a §
letter from some lawyers ip. Melbourne, Hurst and Crotchet, and '
a-card. He was Mr Crotchet. ‘““There are one or two conditions,” *

I_
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he-gaid, “Our client was a little eccentric, you know. The bequest
is conditional ‘on. your taking. possession of the house (it is ini
Cumberland) before twelve o’clock tomorrow. The other con-
dition i§ of no importatice - it ia merely a stipulation that you
should not bein domesticeervice.” My face fell, “Ob, Mr Crotchet,””
I said. “I'm a cook. Didn't they tell. you at the housei” “Dear,.
deat,” bie said. “T had no idea of such a thing. I thought you might
possibly be a companion or governess there, This is very unfor-
tunate - very unfortunate indeed.” -

¢ “Shall I have to lose all the money?” I said, anxious like; He
thought for a minute or two. “There are always ways of getting
round the law, Miss Dunn,” he said at last. “We lawyess know
that. The way aut here is for you to have left your employment
this afternoon.” *But my month?"’ I said. “My dear Miss Dunp,”
he said with a smile. “You can leave an employer any minute by
forfeiting a month’s wages. Your mistress will understand in view
of the circumstances. The difficulty is #imel Tt is imperative that
youshoﬂdcatchthenlsfromKing’sCrosetothequth. I can
advance you ten pounds or so for the fare, ‘and you can write a
note, at the station to your employer. I will take it to her myself
and explain the whole circumstances.” I agreed, of course, and an
hour later I was in the train, so flustered that T didn’t know whether
I was on niy liead or my heels. Indeed by the time I got to Carlisle,
I was half inclined to think the whole thing was one of those
confidence tricks you read about. But I went to the address he:
had given me - eolicitors they were, and'it was all right. A nice
little house, and an income of three hundred a year. These lawyers
knew very little, they'd just got a letter from a gentleman in

London; instructing them to hand over the house to me and £150

‘for the first six months. Mr Ciotchet sent up my things to me, but

there was no word from Missus. I supposed she wis angry and
grudged me my bit of luck. She kept back my box too, and sent
my clothes in paper parcels. But there, of course if she never had
my letter, she might think it a bit cool of me.’ :

Poirot -had listened attentively to this long history. Now he
nodded hig head as though completely satisfied.
“Thaiik you, mademoiselle, There had been, as you say,  little
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muddle, Permit me to recompense you for your trouble.’ He handed

her an envelope. ‘You return to Cumbérland immediately? A little

wotdmyou:enr.Domtforgsthowtomk. Itlsalmyauseﬁllto '

haveaometh.mgtofallbackuponmcasethmgagﬁwrong
‘Credulous,’ he murmrired, as our visitor departed, ‘but pethaps

not more than most of her class.” His face grew grave. ‘Come,
Hastmgs,thm’elsnoumetobeloat Get & taxi while I write-a
note to Japp.! .

Pouotwaswaltmgonthedoorstepwhmlretumedthhﬂm
1:gm"Whem are we going?’ I asked anxiously.

“First, to despatch this note by special messenger.’. -

‘This was done, and re-etitering the taxi Poirot gave the address
to the driver,

‘Eighty-cight Prince Albert Road, Clapham.’

‘So we are there?’

' ‘Mwow.ThoughfranklyIfearweshallbetoolate Our bird
will have flown,

‘Who is our bird?

Poirot smiled.

“The.inconspicuous Mr Simpson,’

“What?’ I exclaimed.

‘Oh, come now, Hastings, do not tell me that all is not clear to
you nowl’-

“The cook-was got out of the way, I realize that’ Ismd,nhghtly
piqued, ‘But why? Why should Simpson wish to get her out of the
house? Did she know something about him?’

‘Nothing whatever.’ -

‘Well, then -’

‘But he wanted something that she had.’

‘Money? The Australian legacy?’

‘No, my friend - something quite different,’ He paused a
moment and then said gravely: ‘4 battered iin trunk .

I looked sideways at him. His statement seemed so fantastic
thatlmpectedhimofpulﬁngmyleg,buthewuperfecﬂyigme
and serious. :

‘Surely he could buy a trunk if he wanted one,’ I cried.
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-‘He did not want a new trunk,- Hewantedatrunkofpedlgree
A trunk of assured respectability.’

‘Look here, Poirot,” I cried, ‘this really is a bit thick. You're
pulling my leg.’

He looked at me.

You lack th¢ brains and the imagination of Mr Simpson,
Hastings. ' See here: On Wednesday evening, Simpson decoys
away the cook. A printed card and a printed sheet of notepaper
ar¢ simple matters to obtain, and he is willing to pay L150 and
a year’s house rent to assure the success of his plan. Miss Dunn
does not recognize him - thebeardandthehatnndtheshght
colonial accent comipletely deceive her. That is the end of Wed-
nedday — exeeptforthemﬂmgfactthnt&mpaonhuhelped
hmselftoﬁftythousand pounds worth of negotiable securities.’

~ but it was Davis =~

‘If you will kindly permit me to continue, Hastings! Simpson
knowsthntthetheﬁwﬂlbed;mveredonThursda afternoon.
HedoeanotgotothebankonThuuday,buthehumwa;tfor
Davis when he comes. out to lunch. Pethaps he admits the theft
and tells Davis he will return the securities to him - anyhow he
succeeds in getting Davis to come to Clapham with him, It is the
maid’s day out, and Mrs Todd was at the sales, so there is no one
ipthe'hbuae.thnthetheftisdincoveredmdDavisiamfssing,
the implication will be overwhelming. Davis is the thiefl Mr
Simpson will be y safe, and can return to work on-the
morrow like the honest clerk they think him.’

‘And Davis?’

Poirot made an expressive gesture, and slowly shook his head,

‘It too cold-blooded to be believed, and yet what other
explanation can there be, mon ami, The one difficulty for a
mpurderer is the disposal of the body - and Simpson had planned
that out beforehand. I was struck at once by the fact that although
Eliza Dunn obviously meant to return that night when she went
out (witness her remark about the stewed peaches) yet her trunk
was all ready packed when they came for dt. It was Simpson who
sent word to Carter Paterson to call on Friday and it was Simpson
who corded up the box on Thursday afternoon. What suspicion
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#ould possibly arise? A maid leaves and sends for. Her box, it is
!abeﬂedandaddmdrendymhume,pmbuh!ywandway_f
stition ‘within easy reach of London. On Saturday afternvon,
- Simpson, in his Australian disguise, claims it, he affixes-a new.
label and address and redespatches it somewhere else; again “to
be left till called for”. When the authorities-get suspicious, for
melhntrmmdopmmnﬂthatmbeehdﬁedmnbethat
a bearded colonial despatched it from semie junction near London.
"Thére will be nothing to connect, it with 88 Prince Albert Rosd.
Alill-iweweare'
Phwo:’sprognmhcﬂhomhadbeenmect.Smpﬁonhndleﬁ.
mﬁayu previously. But he was riot to.escape the, consequences
ofh:;cnme.Bytheudafmreleu he was discovered on the
wgnroutetoAmenca
. Atin trunk, addressed to Mr Henry Wintergseen, attracted the
amnttbnofmlwayoﬁcmhatGhagow It was op¢hed and found
- to-comtain the:body of the unfortunate Davis. :
MnTodd'schequeforagmneawnnwercuhed Instead
‘Poirot had it framed and hung on the wall of vur sitting-room,
‘Tt is to me a little reminder, Hastings, Never-to desplse the
‘trivial — the undignified. Aduappeanngdbmnncitoneend -8
cold-blooded murder at the other. To me, one of the most interest-

ing of my cases.’
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