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CHAPTERI

STAGGERING, the man picked himsdf up. He shook his head. He ran tentative fingers over the wound
inhis scalp. There was alump dl right. He stood perfectly ill for a moment, then a reflex made him look
down toward his feet. Hislittle black bag was there. He picked it up.

It was dark, but not so dark that he did not see a flurry of movement to his right, about three hundred
feet away. No time for that now.

Sill staggering, he walked up the little broken shdll pathway to the house. He knocked on the door. It
dammed open. A woman in her middle fifties, hair flying, face digrait, croaked, "Doctor!"

"Mary! What's wrong?'

She said dowly. "It's Thomas. | think he's... dead!”

"Well... let's leave that to the old doc. Why do you think he's...”
"He's been stabbed!"

The doctor said, "What?'

"Yed The knifeisdill..." She began to cry soundlesdy.

He patted her on the shoulder. "Takeit easy, Mary. Where ishe?'

"In the living room. In the char that he has sat in for twenty years, ligening to the radio, just like he
adways did."

As amatter of fact the radio was il blaring when the doctor walked into the trim room. The dead man,
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head indined to the loudspeaker, sat as though he were dill ligening. From the radio there came the
hyenalike laughter of a prominent radio comedian. Swearing under his breath the doctor flipped the
radio off.

He squatted down on his hedls, and only then when vertigo made his head swim, did he remember about
the blow on his head. He said, "Mary, look a my head. Is the skin broken?"

Aghadt, she looked at alump the Sze of arobin's egg. She said, "What happened?”

"I don't quite know. | got out of the car to come in and tak to Tom for a while, and as | stepped out of
the car, something hit me. That's dl. As | got up, | don't think | was redly out, | saw someone run
away... but he was far away by then. Too far to chase.”

She looked at his face. "Doc, that must have been the one who killed my Tom! Could you see who it
was?'

Dubioudy shaking his head, the doctor said, "It was just a shape in the dark. A darker shape agangt
darkness. | think it was a man, but that's just a guess. A woman in dacks would have made the same
dlhouette. He looked down & the face of the man who would never argue palitics with im again. He
sad, "Mary, go next door and vist with the Jasons."

She turned to obey his suggestion. Then swiveing dowly back, she looked at the doctor's seamed heavy
red face. "You don't think..."

She could see the same thought express itsdlf on his face. "Mary... that nutty kid! Jmmy... he wouldntt...
hewas given aD. D., wasn't he?' the doctor said.

"He was a Section Eight, or that's what Tommy cdled it."

"The Army thought he was psycho. Mary, cdl the sheriff. Get him up here and then go over to Kitty
Randdl's and wait there. I'll pick you up later.”

She went to the door. From there she said, "You know... there's one thing | don't understand.”
He looked up, the futile stethoscope hanging from his ears. He pulled one earprong out. "What?"
"Theradio said that there was likdy to be a sorm later on.”

"Umm. It feds asif it were going to rain,” the doctor said, absent-mindedly.

"You don't understand. | locked dl the doors and windows. Ever since that time that Jmmy Jason scared
me peering in through the window at night, Thomas put heavy burglar-proof locks on dl the windows and
doors."

"Hmmm."

"They're dill dl locked, doctor." The woman's grief torn face looked more haggard as fear made itsdf
manifest.

"Areyou sure? Have you checked?'
She shook her head. "'l looked dl around thisfloor. | didn't go upstairs.”
"You go ahead and cdl the sheriff and then go over to the Randal's. I'll check while | wait for the sheriff.”



He heard the front door close behind her. He looked again at the dead man. The knife had gone draight
through the heart. There was nothing else to do heretill the sheiff arrived.

He waked toward the flight of gtairs that led to the bedrooms. The windows were closed tight and
bolted. Then moving more quickly, he went to the last room on the second floor. It was, he knew, a sort
of rumpus room. The house had no cdlar, nor an attic. He opened the door and looked into the room.

Odd chairs, a home-made bar tha the junior Thomas Archer had sawed and naled together. The
windows in this room were bolted tight, too, he could see...

Mrs. Archer phoned her tragic cdl to the sheriff's office. That done, she walked, head held high, eyes
tearless, jaws s, to the home of the gifl that her son was to have married.

The Randdls, mother and father, looked at her in surprise. Pudgy, gentle man, and thin as a lathe woman,
they made an odd pair. They had their hands occupied. Mrs. Randall was in the midgt of knitting one of
her famous cardigans. Mr. Randal's hands, up in the air, had the wool wrapped around them.

Mrs. Randdl said, "Mary! Mary Archer! What gets you out of bed at this hour?"

Swiftly, in terse sentences, Mrs. Archer told her story. The Randdls looked therr sympathy. Moving as a
par from the door which Mrs. Randd! had opened with a hand full of wool, they brought Mrs. Archer
into their living room.

"I cant... there jugt aren't words..." Mr. Randdl said, gulping:

"Hrg Tommy and now his father... oh Mary... | cant gand it!" Mrs. Randal's thin face contorted and
tears rolled down her dried out cheeks. She went to Mrs. Archer, dropping her knitting wool. Her arms
flew to comfort the bereaved woman. "Come aong, my dear.” She led Mrs. Archer out of the room. Mr.
Randdll, stting stock dill in stunned amazement from which he had not yet recovered, spoke to himsdf.
"It just don't seem possble” He brooded aone. In the other room, he knew his wife would give what
comfort there was to the widow.

In the deadly dillness of the night he heard brakes squeak. He pondered on that for a while, and redized
then that this was murder... thet the sheriff would be on the job.

The sheriff stepped into the Archer home. He was not at dl what the words cdl to mind, but was instead
asurdy young veteran who had studied to be a policeman in a nearby big city until a game leg resulting
from a piece of dhrgpne put an end to those plans He saw at firg glance the corpse, and then a a
second look, the pudgy doctor whom everyone in town caled the old doc. Although, the sheriff thought,
the doctor wasnt paticularly old, just in his early forties.. it was his ar. He had a stodgy old man's
attitude to the world. That must be what accounted for his nickname. Aloud, the sheriff said, "Hi, doc."

"Billy. Glad you could make it. Thisis a bad one, son.”

The knifein Mr. Archer's heart precluded asking any questions about the cause of death. Instead the
young sheriff said, "Who did it?'

"Billy Tennan, as sure asmy name is Doc Ender, | swear it mus have been a ghos!" The doctor |ooked
shamefaced at the sound of his words.

"How's that?"

The doctor explained about the windows and doors. The sheriff thought. He knew that dl the houses on
this block were as dike as peas. Having been in one down the street a while ago he knew what the



layout of this one must be. Product of afast-talking red estate agent, they were dl a box set upon a box.
The amdl box was the top floor with three rooms. The ground floor had a hdl... a one end of the hdl
was a sun porch of some kind, next to that was the kitchen, and a an angle off that was the library. Or at
least in the red estate prospectus it was cdled a library. In that other house he had been in, the sheriff
remembered, the library had been turned into a nursery.

Aloud he asked what it was used for here.

"That other room? Thomas used it as a sort of office. He did a lot of work a home, you know," the
doctor sad.

Saing off into space, the sheriff reconstructed what he remembered about the second floor. Three
rooms, two generdly used as bedrooms. In this family, the sheriff knew there had been only three people.
Young Tom, Thomas Senior, and hiswife

"What about the third room upgtairs?’ The sheriff gestured with a thumb upward.
"Tommy made that over into a rumpus room. | just came down from there," the doctor said.
"All the windows were locked?!

The doctor nodded. Right then the door opened and a man about thirty stepped in the front door that led
right into the living room. They looked at him. The sheriff had expected it to be one of his men. It wasnt.
It was... who was it? The sheiff tried to remember. He knew something about this man... what was it?

The doctor said, "Jason! What are you doing here?

Jmmy Jason shrugged his sharp narrow shoulders. He said nothing. His narrow face was cement ill.
Eyes set too close together |ooked around the room curioudy.

His face lit up when he saw the corpse.

Jason. The sheiff remembered something about a pegping tom charge againg the man. He turned his
back on Jason. He had had a thought glimmering when the door had opened.

"Thet room on the top floor," the sheriff said, "ian't there a trgp door in the caling so you can get to the
roof?'

The doctor, wrenching his eyes away from Jason, said, "Oh, yes. There's a trap door. It isnt locked,
ether."

"W, then, what's the puzzl€?' the sheriff asked. "The killer raced upstairs, climbed the ladder that leads
to the trap in the roof and then went out and down!"

"Hne" the doctor said with a grimace. "That's exactly what | figured when | went up there.”

"But?' The sheriff Ieft the question hanging in the air. He turned to look a Jason. The man was saring
avidy, greedily, at the corpse's chest. His eyes followed a trickle of blood that went from the wound
down toward the floor.

"Ordinarily,” the doctor said, "thereis a ladder there. Tonight there isnt.”

The sheriff's somach dropped. That made it awkward. "BLt... if the killer went up the ladder and then for
some reason of his own took it dong with him..."



He said thiswatching Jason's face to seeif there was any reaction. There was, but it was just the result of
the man's having seen a drop of blood fdl to the floor.

"I thought of that, too," the doctor said, and his voice sounded aggrieved. "I'm not an idiot, you know."

The sheiff looked at the doctor who was putting his stethoscope into his litle black bag. The dheriff
thought dully that the doctor would look naked without the bag. He redized he had never seen him
without it.

The doctor said, dowly looking off into space, "The ladder is out in back of the house near where you'd
have to dimb to come down from the second story roof.”

The sheriff redlized that something was coming. Something he wasn't going to like. He didnt.

The doctor said, "The ladder has been painted today. It's ill wet." He paused, and then said, "There are
no marks on the wet pant.”

Suddenly, shockingly, a giggle tore through the sllence of the room. The giggle got louder and louder.

CHAPTERII

THE sheriff stood in the center of the rumpus room. Downgtairs one of his men was dragging Jason out
of the house. Jason was il giggling. The sheriff could hear the obscene sound even up here.

He looked about him. On the walls there were some pictures of young Archer, some pictures of some
pretty girls, and a machete. The machete reminded the sheriff that the young man had seen service in the
South Pedific.

Behind the home-made bar there were, thrown hdter skelter on the floor, more souvenirs of the war. A
box about two and a hdf feet square decorated with what could only be Japanese art, rubbed againg a
primitive devil mask.

Some spears, some arrows, an iron woodbow... that about ended up the inventory of the room. Above
him, as the sheriff looked up, was the trap door thet led to the roof of the second floor of the house.

The caling was only about twelve feet from the floor. The sheriff, redizing that, went over to the bar. If
someone had stood on the bar, then... he looked at the bar. It was dusty. There were no marks to show
thet feet had ever trod the surface of the bar.

The bar was four and a hdf feet high. A 9x foot man, like Jason, sanding on it would be about two feet
from the calling. A two foot jump, or just extending his arms upward, would give the man a hand hold on
the opening in the trap.

But the dust ruled that ouit.

Scrutinizing the room more closdy, the sheriff understood the dust. It was everywhere. This room had
been young Archer's. Only too clearly it had remained untouched since thet time over a year ago when
the War Department had sent the tlegram that had spelled the end of dl the Archer's plans for their son.

Only such a reason would account for the condition of this room. To a housekeeper of Mrs. Archer's
reputation, dust in any other room would have been as bad as the scarlet |etter in colonid history.

Bending over, the sheriff could see two sets of foot prints. One set were his own, the others mus be
those of the doctor. The sheriff followed the doctor's prints. They led to the center of the room. Clearly,
the doctor had stood there and looked about him. Then he had walked to each of the two windows and



looked at them. That done, he had walked to the Japanese box and... the sheriff looked at the box. The
doctor must have seated himsdf on the box while he tried to puzzle things out. There was no dust on the
top of the box.

From the box a set of foot prints led back to the door.
The killer, thought the sheriff, had not even come into this room! His examination was futile.

He closed the door behind him and walked out of the rumpus room; that room, dedicated to pleasure,
which now was a funerd memorid.

He went through the other two rooms on the floor. Here was proof of Mrs. Archer's housecleaning
proclivities. Not a speck of dust, not an aticle out of place. The rooms were like displays in a
department store window.

All the windows were locked and bolted on the ingde. The sheriff waked heavily, favoring his game leg,
down theflight of sairs that led to the ground floor.

His men were busly a work. The corpse was gone. The photographer was finished with his work.
Discarded flash bulbs lay in a hegp near the chair where the body had been.

His fingerprint man was budly pulling the insuflater that spread white powder dl over Mrs. Archer's
polished furniture. Doc Ender sat with hislittle black bag between hisfeet in a corner out of the way. His
face was set. His eyes were closed. He looked tired and old.

The sheriff settled down into a chair next to the doctor. The doctor forced his eyes open. He sad,
"Wdl?'

"There has been no one in the room that has the trap door but you and me."

"That's what | thought." The doctor eyed the sheriff. "What now?"

"The outsde of the house, | suppose..." The sheriff turned to one of his men. "L ooked around?'
The man, a heavy red faced middle aged man, said, "Yop."

N

"Theres a ladder next to the house behind the kitchen. It's just been painted today, | guess. The
wegther's been clabberin’ up for a slorm. Been humid. Paint hasn't dried. No marks on the ladder.”

It was late. The sheriff glanced at his watch. Two thirty. The storm, if it was coming, was in the stage
where it holds its breath, just before it blasts out. There was no sound. They might have been in some
hidden spot on the moon. There was a feding of not being connected with the world. The amdl town,
usudly quiet at night, was dead ill.

And the dead are dill, aren't they, the sheriff thought wearily— that's one of the few good things about
death. Aloud he said, "Any foot prints?'

"Some funny ones.” The man scowled in perplexity. "Two feet from the ladder there are two smudges.
They've sunk about an inch into the loam around the house. It's fresh loam, they mustal been figuring on
seedin’ the lawn. These two smudges, they're about a foot around and they're dmost circular.”

"That'sdl?'



"Umm..." The man scratched his head. Then he took a notebook out of his pocket and riffled the pages.
It seemed to ad thought. He said, "About a pace away from them two marks ther€'s a crazy stone path.
Whatever made the marks coulda stepped right on to the stones. Wouldn't & left no marks on that.”

"Where does the path lead?’
"You know these houses, it leads dl around and then out on to the street.”

"l see" The sheriff rumpled his hair. He gestured for his man to go. The doctor and the sheriff were done
in the house where death had seemingly walked through solid wdls and left no marks. None but those
two circular impressonsin the soft dirt outside the house.

Doctor Ender said, "Sheiff Tennan...” His voice dribbled off, was logt in the slence tha hung as
oppressively as the humidity.

"Yes doc?'
"Is there anything | can do to hep? Y ou know how close | was to the Archers.."
"Y ou're some sort of ardation, aren't you?'

"If you can cdl it that." The doctor amiled tiredly. "We were some kind of second cousins. | never did
figure it out. Old Thomas said something about it the firg time | met him right after 1 moved to the
beautiful town of Harris."

"How long have you been here, doc?'

The doctor said, "I dunno. Seems like it's been forever... but it's only about four years, | guess.”
"What did you do, before you came here?'

"Had a practice in another town just like this one. Name of Middletown. Why?"

"No reason, | just redlized that you've become so much a part of the place that 1'd forgotten you weren't
andive"

"I've dways been a little flattered | was taken in so fast. You know how it is in some smdl towns. If
you're not born in them you're dways a ‘furriner'!”

"I guess your buying the drug store from old Cakins helped. Y ou meet everybody in the store.”
"Sure do." The doctor amiled. "Y ou certainly find out dl the dirt in town behind a drug store counter.”
"It never occurred to me before, but | can see how you would."

The two men sat in companionable slence for a while, both busy with their own thoughts. The heriff
moved fird. He said, "This certainly isn't getting us anywhere. I'l leave a man here tonight. Not that this
killer islidble to return after what he has succeeded in doing.”

"I wonder," said the doctor, "how the killer got in?"

The sheriff sat up sharply. He had been so occupied with the puzzle of how the murderer had made his
egress that the entrance had not occurred to him.

"That's right! How did the killer get in?' The sheriff rubbed his eyes as he got up. He lit a cigarette. He



held the match while the doctor stuffed his black briar pipe. He lit the pipe. Mrs. Archer had been in the
house with her husband before he was killed... she would know if anyone had come in... the way this
thing was stacking up it would seem that only Mrs. Archer could have killed her husband. The dheriff
snorted to himsdf. He mugt be tired to even have such an idea. He could no more picture that woman
dicking a knife in her husband than... than... he remembered a case he had been on only a month ago.
That tired grey little woman hadn't looked as if she could take an axe to her husband, and yet she had.
What's more, she had suffed his remainsin the furnace and burnt them... with the garbage...

How had the killer come into the house without Mrs. Archer knowing it and how could that killer, if one
existed, have gone out of a house in which dl the doors and windows were locked on the insde?

It left but one person. The sheriff looked at the doctor. The same idea had evidently struck the doctor.
He said, "No... we must be wrong. Maybe... maybe tomorrow things will look different. Maybe you've
missed something. After dl, itislate. We're tired."

The sheriff nodded. He turned out dl the lights but one. He and the doctor walked to the door. His
deputy was sanding guard there.

The sheiff said, "You go indde and take it easy. Don't fdl adeep, though... or..."
Theman said, "Sure thing, sheriff, thanks."
He went ingde. The doctor, changing his grasp on his bag from hisright to hisleft hand, said, "Look!"

They both looked up. The ssorm was breaking. Lightning lanced down from the clouds and embraced a
hill top not far from them. The doctor rubbed his head. "It was over there where the lightning just struck
that | saw whoever it was that played basebal with my skull.”

"How doesit fed?"

"Not too bad. I've got a litting headache, but that's about dl. Maybe that's why I've been having such
crazy ideas about... you know. About the widow."

The shaiff nodded. But he didn't have a headache even if the doctor did, and he could see no
dternative...

They got into their cars. Theran hit just as the sheriff stepped on the gas. At least he hadn't gotten wet.
His wife would be worried about him, he realized. She dill wasn't used to his having to be out late at
night. He grinned to himsdf. No sense in phoning her. She might be adeep... dill amiling, he drove off.
No, it wouldn't be a phone that would wake her.

After dl, he had only been married two months.

In away, it was too bad that the sheriff hadn't been married for twenty years. For if he had driven into
the center of town to phone, he might have seen a bizarre Sght. And he might have heard an even more
bizarre sound.

Huddled in the rain, facding an angular stone, a dripping figure was bent over, hard & work. Muffled by
the pouring water that duiced down, the figure was chipping a something.

The sound, that of a hammer on a chisd, was low.

It is doubtful that even if it hadn't been raining, the sound would have been heard ten feet away. As it
was, the sound died as it was born.



CHAPTER III

TEETERING as he waked dong the edge of the fence, Bobby Crossen wondered why the days just
before vacation seemed so long. His books balanced precarioudy on his head, he waked the raling
pretending that he was the gredt, fearless tight rope waker, Don Daring... nhow there was a man. He
remembered stting in the circus holding his breath watching the men walk that rope way up high in the
top of the circus tent. Last year, it had been, yet he remembered exactly how Daring had looked. Why
couldn't he remember his school |essons that well?

He put the horrid thought of school out of his mind, even though the school faced him at the end of the
raling he was waking. The ran was drying everything off. He wondered if maybe... suppose the ran
hadn't stopped this morning... suppose the rain hadn't stopped for forty days and forty nights like the time
Noah had to build that big boat. Would he have had to go to school anyhow?

He was at the end of the ralling. Arms outstretched to give hm baance, he had come to face with his
fate. There was the school. He looked at it and sighed. Evenif it hadda rained for forty days, he thought,
they'd a had a school on the boat.

He jumped down to the wet grass. Sure, thered been a school on the ark. And his teacher would have
been there. He thought, scowling with concentration that twisted his young face, on the boat he wouldn't
have been able ever to give his teacher the dip. How can you play hookey on a boat?

He grinned. Maybe it was better it hadn't rained for forty days. One thing left to do, only one thing and
then he'd have to walk across the street to school. He took out his handkerchief and spit on it.

Thiswas a ritud. Like waking on dl the cracks in the cement on the street. If he didn't do this, then
something avful would happen like baeing left back and having the same teacher next term.

Holding the handkerchief, he walked to the bronze tablet on which was inscribed a message thet already
was little read. It said, 'Honor Roll." That was way up on top, far over Bobby's head. Under this was a
lig of names. At the bottom of the tablet it said, and Bobby could recite it better than the Gettysburg
address, "These are the honored dead, who, leaving the peaceful and fruitful pursuits of our town, gave
up their livesin foreign dimes that freedom might not die.”

The names were listed dphabeticaly and Bobby sometimes wished they weren't, for it meant that he had
to reach way over his head to polish his friend's name.

Bobby crumpled his handkerchief in his hand preparatory to rubbing his friend's name. That Tommy
Archer, what aswel guy! Not like some of the other big guys that gave you a push and told you to stop
henging around. Nah... Tommy had dways taken time out to tak to him.

Bobby sghed and looked up over his head. The name was gone.

Looking at it for a moment, the thought didn't strike home. Bobby was only ten and & ten the very
foundations of your world don't rock under your feet... not often, anyway. It had been bad enough when
the report came that Tommy was dead... but this...

The name was gone. Scars, bright in the sun, were dl that remained of the name of Thomas Archer...
‘who gave hislife that freedom might not die’

The marks of the chisd were deep.

If Bobby had been alittle kid of ... say nine, he might have cried, but he was dl grown up now. Last year
he had cried... but men don't cry. Of course, it might have been sdiva from the handkerchief that he



wiped across his eyes that |eft aglint on his cheeks. He snuffled, but then, he could have had a head cold.

Then he ran. Heran asif dl the fears of adulthood had been made manifest in one awful jolt. He ran and
he ran as though he were trying to escape his destiny.

He ran so hard that he landed right in the center of three men. He bounced back and would have run on
if one of the men hadn't grabbed him.

Themen said, "Bobby! What's wrong? Y ou hurt?'

Bobby looked up. He wouldn't have said anything, he would have pulled free and run on if it hadn't been
young Sheriff Tennan who held him.

The sheriff was nice. Almogt as nice as Tommy had been. Besides, the sheriff had been to war, too. Hed
know what to do about dl this

"The monument.” Let it be stated that when Bobby spoke, he did not cry. The tears on his cheeks were
drying and somehow he had snuffled enough so that his voice was clear. "Somebody went and... and...”
He pointed at the memorid.

The sheriff waked over, dill holding on to the boy. He looked and saw what the boy's quivering hand
was pointing at.

He swore, long and earnestly and that made the boy fed better. That was the way aman should act. Not
like a blubbering kid. When the sheriff had finished rdieving his fedings, he said, "Thanks for tdling me,
Bob."

Bob... not Bobby!
"You better get dong to school now,” the sheriff said.

Bobby nodded. Grownups aways ended everything that way. But at least the sheriff would find out who
hed done... who had chisded... who had...

Bobby ran away. He did not run to school. He ran home. Then, and only then, safe in the cdlar, in the
packing box that he had fitted up as a dub room, he cried. He cried asiif his heart would break. But he
hed waited until there were no grownups to see him.

The sheriff looked dl around him. He knew the scene as wdl as he knew his wife's face. Across the
Sreet was the school. At the corner was the drug store. Up the Street alittle way past the grocery was
the town's only hotdl. It was charitable to cdl the rooming house a hotd. Mrs. Hubbars did indg it was a
hotel even if the only transents were occasond salesmen. Past the 'Hotd' was the town pool room and
on the other Sde of it the bar. It was the other bar. The good one where the Rotary met was on the other
sde of the monument. This bar, Teddy's, was just a bar. No luncheons, no speakers giving uplifting
culturd talks to the clubwomen in town, just a bar. The sheriff liked it.

The sheriff looked down the street toward the 'hotel’. By the Lord Harry, he thought. | did Mrs. Hubbars
wrong. She does have a trangent.

He eyed the man who had just come out of the rooming house. Tdl, rather distinguished looking, good
clothes, of akind that the sheriff was more used to seeing on his infrequent trips to New York than here
inHarris, the man had an air.



He didn't ook like a sdlesman, but if he was, the sheriff waswilling to bet that he was a good one. There
was an aura of sef confidence about the man that the sheriff liked. His colond had been a man like that.
Even when his colond lay huddled in afox hole, his middle gone—giving directions, he had retained that
ar of f sufficiency.

What the... the sheriff was surprised. The man had stopped short and was now waking sraight toward
the monument. The sheriff made aline with his eyes that went from the monument to the roosting house.
Was it possible this man had seen someone a work defacing the Honor Roll? It seemed like dmogt too
much to hope for.

Waiting impassvely, the sheriff mentaly crossed hisfingers. The man walked past hm and looked at the
inscription on the monument.

"That was a pretty filthy thing to do, wasn't it?'

The sheriff nodded. "Yesit was. Know anything about it?'

Theman said, "l don't know. Whose name was chisdled off?'

"Nice kid by the name of Tommy Archer." The sheriff waited. "Mean anything to you?'
"It might in a day or two. Right now | wouldn't want to say anything."

No usein prying, the sheriff thought. Thisguy looked asif red hot pincers wouldn't drag a word more out
of him than he fdt like giving.

"I'm the sheiff, in case the badge escaped you."

"And your name?’

"William Tennan,” the sheriff said resisting an impulse to add 'sir'.
"I see. Nice town you've got here.”

"Could be. Mind tdling me your name?'

“"Lamont Crangton.”

A narrow faced woman, leening across the back of her fence, sad to her neghbor who was busy
henging some thingson aline, "Y ou've heard?"

"Wha?' the woman asked, busy with her work. Her back expressed her determination to get on with it
and not stand chetting dl morning.

"S0 you haven't heard!” The woman amost chortled.

The back dill said, I'll have no nonsense. This better be more than the usud run of gossip.

"About the murder..." That did it! The narrow faced woman amiled. Try and give her the cold shoulder!
The woman spun around, her wash forgotten. "What murder? Who's dead?”

"Someone you know." That'd annoy her.

"Who? What are you taking about?'



"You know how you've aways stood up for that stuck-up Mrs. Archer?'
"Dont tdl me she's dead!"

"Worse than that!"

"Tdl me!"

Feding that the woman had suffered enough, the other unleashed her tongue. "Wdl! She picked up a
carving knife and cut her husband to ribbons last night!”

"I don't believeit!"
"You know my Nancy is going out with Ben Fox.”
"Of course.”

"He was on the case lagt night. Says it's open and shut. Says Mrs. Archer was done in the house,
windows locked, doors locked... and there was Mr. Archer with aknifein him!"

Digtorted dready, the tae grew in the tdling. By the time it had swept over the town of Harris like a
miaama, it had become a horror story with dements of Jack the Ripper and Bluebeard. Mrs. Archer's
house was a murder castle. They had found bones of ten men under the house... there was blood on 4l
thewdls...

Standing in Teddy's bar, the sheriff looked into the dregs of his glass of de and porter. From a booth
behind him, he heard two men taking. One's voice, heavy and groggy with overtones of gin, sad, "Ya
cant tdl me the sheiff an'tin on it. How come he didn't catch up to her till now? All them diffs dl over
the house... why aint sheinjal now? Tdl me one reason she antinjal!”

The other's thin voice said, "Heh, | could think & some reasons. Some of them old dames are pretty
good! You just ask me, kiddo. | been around, | know. Didn't Ben Franklin say..."

The sheriff never did hear the misquotation from Franklin, One of his deputies came into the bar and said,
"I don't know what's come over this town. The old women have been gabbin' so you can't hear yoursdf
think. They got that widow woman in the noose right now to hear them tdl it. Why can't women keep
thar mouths shut?'

"Don't worry, there are plenty of mae gossips. We have old women in our sex, too," the sheriff said, loud
enough for his voice to penetrate the booth. "Blabbermouths with their tongues swivding in the middle. If
they had hdlf the brainsin their heads they've got in their..."

One of the men stood up in his booth. "I heard you Billy Tennan... and don't forget I'm a voter. | voted
for you in the dection and | can vote you out!" It was the one with the ginny voice.

"If I'd known you voted for me | would have declined the dection, you old sousel” the sheriff said.

"Tennan, keep 4ill. He has aout ten votes in his family! You know that!" The deputy was horrified.
"That's old Farrigen.”

"If I have to pander to creeps like that I'll hand my badge in." The sheriff was annoyed. He'd had a bad
night and a worse morning. He had found out not one thing about the defacing of the Honor Rall. Not a
lead. Not a soul had seen anyone near the monument. No one had heard a sound in the night. He had
nothing to go on.



The sheiff had another de and porter. He drank hdf of it moodily and then asked his deputy, "What
about thet knife?'

The deputy said, "Wadll... that's along sory."
"Don't worry about that," the sheriff said irritably, "what about it?'
"I had the coroner wipe the blood off it," the deputy said.

CHAPTER IV

IRRITATED because the knife had no fingerprints on it, the deputy went on, he wrapped it in paper, and
after it was cleaned of blood, he went waking down the Street.

He came to the hardware store and went in. "Hey, Charlie”" The man who owned the hardware and feed
store looked up. "What's new on the murder?'

"Nothin'; ligen, | got a knife here."
"Let'sseeit. | sdl mogt of the cutlery intown."

The deputy unwrapped the murder knife and let it fdl with a clatter on the counter. The hardware man
looked at it and sighed. "That's afine clue, that i9"

"What do you mean?"

"Cmere" The hardware man led the deputy to the back of the store. He pointed to a big box. A
genciled 9gn on the box said, "Three Gross.”

"Wl?' the deputy asked.

"That's about the fifth gross of them knives I've had snce | been in business. That is my most popular
cheap knife"

"I see. That means there's well over five hundred of these around town.”
"Auswhat they sl in the five and ten and in the drug store!”
The deputy picked up the knife and dowly rewrapped it in the paper. "That's a big help, that i9"

The hardware man nodded. "Bum break. She probably picked the knife because she knew everyone in
town had one."

"Whaddaya mean 'she?'

The man leaned over the counter and said confidentidly, "You don't have to be secretive with me. |
heard dl about it. Wonder why she stabbed him?"

The deputy said, "If you know so much about it, how come you don't know thet?"
"You don't have to get so uppity with me. | know what | know!"

"Then you know more than we do!" The deputy, stalked out of the store. Behind him he could hear the
hardware store man going to the phone. That would get it dl over town, dl right.

He went to the drug store and showed the knife to the doctor. Ender practicaly repeated what the



hardware man had. He said, "That's my most popular sdller. Sorry. | can't tdl you anything more than
thet."

"What | figured." The deputy sghed. Now that he thought about it, he had such a knife in his kitchen. He
rewrapped the knife again and went out on to the street.

A high pitched voice said in his ear, "When you gonna arrest her?!

He spun around. Wouldn't you know. The worst gossip in town. Mrs. Varry. He sad, "Arres who?'
Jud asif he didn't know.

"You know. Her! With dl her stuck-up aird"

"The fact that she wouldn't hang over a fence and gossp doesn't mean she's a murderess” the deputy
sad, and regretted it the moment the words Ieft his mouth.

Mrs. Vary drew hersdf up to her five feet. She said, "So that's the way the wind blows! Very wdl!" She
flounced off.

Groaning, the deputy wondered why he couldn't keep his mouth shut. His wife would hear about this...
then it would be nag, nag, nag. His wife was in the same club as Mrs. Varry. Oh brother!

He stalked off intending to go and report to the sheriff but before he had walked ten feet he had been
stopped five times by different people dl with the same question that Mrs. Varry had posed. What had
gotten into his friends, he wondered. These were nice people, church going people, kindly people,
ordinary, charitable, just... they weren't redly like this

It was as though a disease had struck the town like an epidemic. Even the men lounging in front of the
pool room caled the question after him. He snarled at them and went on. If this continued, thereld be red
trouble.

By the time he had made his dow way to Teddy's bar, his wife button-holed him. She said, her voice
snapping, "What's this | hear? Why were you so insolent to Mrs. Varry? You know what a sweet soul
sheid"

"Sweet vulture you mean!" He snapped, his patience exhausted. "Now ligen to me, Hattiel"

"You ligen to me! | want you to go and apologize to Mrs. Varry! | won't have you taking that way to
her!"

That was jugt the beginning. It went on for quite a while. Findly he said, "Hattie, | don't care what you
say, I'm not gaing to gpologize to that old trouble maker. She's awitch and you know it!"

"Oh! My best friend and you say athing like that about her!" His wife swept off in a high dudgeon. That
did it. That finished up his day in fine style. He went into the cool dankness of the bar with relief.

Having finished his story, the deputy looked & the sheriff. He put the paper wrapped knife on the bar
and, turning to the bartender said, "A double, and quick!"

"Getting drunk isn't going to hdp any,” the sheriff said.
"I know it, but you don't know my wifel"

The sheiff couldn't help wondering if hiswife was ever going to get that way. It seemed improbable. He
put the thought out of his mind. So the knife was a bust. He hadn't figured on it too much, but it certainly



would have helped.

Thekiller was certainly a shrewd apple. No prints... no identification of the knife... no nothing! The sheriff
ordered another de and porter. He was stuck and he knew it.

He had gone over the circumstances of the murder so often that his bran was in a muddle. Could every
onein town be right and he wrong? Had Mrs. Archer killed her husband?

CHAPTERV

"HEY, you!" The deputy sounded angry. He could see that his ydl hadn't stopped the man who was
waking around the house @ 411 Dunne Road. The man continued waking. He did say, over his
shoulder, "What isit?'

Agang hiswill, the deputy put his gun back in its holster and walked up to the interloper. "Whét are you
doin' here bud?'

“Looking."
“For what?"
"1t looking.”

"One of them characters that have to take a gander a a joint where somebody got killed!" the deputy
sad.

"Ummm... no, not exactly."

"You can beat it now," the deputy said. His hand dropped to his holstered gun. "And before you go, you
better identify yoursdlf. The sheriff might wanta know whose been nosin' around here.”

The tdl lean men hestated for a moment and then shrugged. From his pocket he took a walet. He
flipped it open so the deputy could see his driver's license. He asked, "Will that serve to identify me?"

"Yegh. Lamont Cranston, huh? Where you stayin? Y ou're no townie or 1'd know you."
"I'm at the hotdl.... if you can call it that.”

"Stick around. We may be pickin' you up, see!" the deputy said, as though he were accusng Cranston of
murder.

"I can hardly wait," Cranston flipped his hand at the puzzled deputy and walked off.

In the drug store the midday rush was subsiding. Behind the counter a boy whose pimply face showed
that he took mogt of his pay out of the ice cream cans, sad, "Whatll it be?’

Thegirl said, "Now, Johnny, you know very wel | dways have the same thing, Swiss on toasted whole
whedt, and a coffee mated.”

"With no egg," the boy said, as he popped bread into the toaster.
"With no egg, | never have an egg.”

"Look, Miss Randdl, | know you never have no egg..."

"Tch, tch, double negatives What would Miss Berwick say?!



"I'm finished with school and she aint gonna say nothin'. Like | was sayin', | know you don't get an egg,
but the doc read an aticle one time that said that some big chain of drug stores sold about ten times as
many eggs when they had the jerks say whenever anyone ordered malted, 'With an egg? Ever snce, |
gotta pull thet line about eggs.”

"And how many extra eggs have you sold?' Kitty Randd| asked, amiling.

"About thregl" The soda jerk had the mdted in the machine. He turned about as he heard a man's voice.
The voice asked, "Is the doctor in?'

"Out in the back like dways" the boy said.

"Thank you." The man went behind the counter at the back of the store.

The soda jerk said, "Wheréd he come from?'

"I'm sure | don't know. | never saw him before. Nice looking, isnt he?" Kitty asked.

"Yare, if you like men. Mg, | like girls” The boy leered. Of course, the pimples rather spoiled the effect,
but it was aleer. He had practiced it in front of the bathroom mirror and was proud of it.

Thegirl amiled and said, "isnt that toast | amdl burning?'
"Ulp." The boy turned to the toaster. Clouds of dense black smoke came out of it.

From the back of the store an irate voice cdled, "Johnny if you're fooling around with the girls again and
let that bread burn I'm going to take it out of your pay!"

The boy whispered, "If he takes another dime out of my sdary I'm gonna owe him money for the week."

Out in the back of the store, Dr. Ender looked up from his account book, "Uh, what can | do for you?'
The man didn't look familiar. In atown of four thousand souls, there couldn't be someone he didn't know.

"Dr. Ender?' the man asked.

"Yep. What can | do for you?' The man looked around the dusty room. Apothecary scaes, a mortar and
pestle, stethoscope, drugsin bottles, some surgicd instruments, medica books, medical magazines were
dl piled on each other. Dugt covered dl.

"Country doc has to be a bit of a jack of dl trades, you know," the doctor said.
"So | see The man looked down at Ender. "My nameis Lamont Cranston.”

"How do. Want a physicd check up?' the doctor asked, "Examinaion room's back of this. Step in there
and I'll..."

"No, I'm nat here to see you in your medicad capacity,” Cranston said. "I'd like some information on the
death of Mr. Archer lagt night. You know about what happened to young Archer's name on the Honor
Rall?'

The doctor nodded. "Damndest thing | ever heard about.”

"Could I prevail on you to give me an account of the murder?"



The doctor leaned back in his swivd char. He hooked his thumbs through his suspenders. "Wl gr.
Y ou've come to theright man. | was practicdly an eye witness."

Ender gave the story in complete detail. When he had finished, Cranston asked, "Can you tdl me more
about this neighbor, Jason?"

"He's got something wrong with his head. | can tdl you that. The Army gave him the bum's rush believe
rTE"

"What was wrong, do you know? Schizoid? Paranoid? Badly psychoneurctic, or what?' Cranston
asked.

Rocking back and forth in his chair, the doctor said, "Words! Just words. Maybe I'm old school. But to
me either a person isnormd or they're batty. | don't goin for dl this gibberish!”

"There's nothing €se you can tdl me?'
"Nope, can't think of anything."
"Thanks. I'll be seeing you." Cranston got up. The doctor rose, too.

They walked out into the drug store where sundries were piled high on the tables. The doctor said,
"Tchd It's ashame. Inmy father's time, a man could be a doctor or a druggist. He didn't have to be both
to make a living. And if he was a druggigt, by God, he was a druggis, not a sandwich maker and a
sdesman for books, hot water bottles, and eectric irond”

Nodding agreesbly, Cranston Ieft the store.

The sheriff sat in his office. He fdt stupid. He wondered if he should have tried to stay on in the city.
Evidently he wasn't a very good sheriff. He fdt low. Defeated by circumstance. There just was nothing
for him to get histeeth into. For the hundredth time he went over the murder. How had a killer gotten into
the house? He pulled the phone to him. Over his head were big 'Wanted' posters. As he asked for his
number, he wondered if he ought to put out a poster saying, "Killer Wanted."

His connection through, he said, "Mrs. Randdl? Is Mrs. Archer dill there with you?!
"Why... yes. Who isthis?'

"The sheriff. I'm sorry to bother you.”

"Why, of course. I'll cdl Mary to the phone.”

He waited.

Mrs. Archer's voice, dry, Sf controlled, said, "Yes?'

"Jug before... you know... before Mr. Archer was..." The sheiff swore a himsdf. He sounded like a
kid. "Mrs. Archer! Where were you just before your husband was killed?'

"Before? Let me see... | went upstairs to get his dippers for him... his feet hurt..." That did it. Her voice
trembled.

"Then he was done for, how long would you say?"

"l... | went upstairs and found his dippers in the closet... then | noticed there was some dugt on the



bureau. | wiped it off... | stood there... my son's picture is on my bureau... | just stood and looked at it
for perhaps five minutes. Then | came down. It was then | saw...”

"I see. Thank you Mrs. Archer. All my apologies for bothering you a atime like this™

Her voice was strong suddenly. She said, "Sheiff, have you found the vandd that desecrated the
memoria?"

"Not yet, mam. But I'm working on it. I'll find out who did it, don't you worry!"

"I'm not worried. 1'd just like to get my hands...”

She was turning some of her sorrow into anger, that was clear, the sheriff thought. He hung up. So there
was a period when she was away from Archer. If someone had come to the door... no, she would have
heard the bdl. In his mind's eye, the sheriff saw the living room. If someone had come to the window,
someone whom Archer knew... and if that someone had tapped on the window, Archer would have
gone to the door. And then...

Thet got the killer into the house. If only Doc Ender wasn't so sure that no one came out of the front
door. That would be the same thing.

The sheriff could see akiller going in the front door, stabbing Archer, turning around and going right out
the front door. But at that time the doctor had been pulling up in front of the house. He would have seen
anyone coming out of the door. As a matter of fact, if he had seen the person come out, perhaps he
wouldn't dill have that egg on his head.

Thekiller could not have gone out the back kitchen door, the sheriff knew, for in his mind's eye he could
picture the chain on the door. Y ou couldn't go out of a door and then hook a chain behind you, that was
asure thing!

Perhaps, the sheriff thought, getting to his feet impatiently, another examination of the house, this time by
daylight, would clear some of the cobwebs out of his brain.

He walked, hard hedled, out of his office. He looked so angry that one of his deputies skidded out of the
way as he waked toward him.

"Sheiff," the man said, hesitantly.
"Yegh?'

"The town'sin a turmoil. Honest, | haven't seen everyone so upset since the last presidentid eection.
They dl want to know why you haven't arrested Mrs. Archer!™

"You can td| them for me..."

Reading the expression on his superior's face, the deputy sad hurriedly, "Not me! | won't tdl them
anything like that. Me. | have to livein this town!"

"Tdl them,” the sheriff sounded less angry, "that | haven't arrested her because I'm the sheriff and | have
to have some evidence before | arrest anyone! | can't go on gossip!”

The deputy and the sheriff reached the street as the sheiff finished. A man ganding in the street said,
"Doesn't seem possible that the word gossip origindly meant a god-parent, does it?'

The sheriff did a double take. It was Lamont Cranston. "God-parent? How's that?"



"God's sb. God's shling, shling meaening blood relation. God's relation, thus god-parent. But the words
were eedly durred from God's sb to gossip...”

"That's interedting,” the sheriff said. It had broken his black mood, anyway. "Can | drop you anywhere?!
"I'd like, with your permission, to examine the Archer houseif | may."

"Aleinto the car. I'm on my way there. If, on the way, you can give me any good reason | should dlow
an outsider to poke around in my murder, why | may let you look the place over.”

The car was driving down Main Street by now. "I don't know if | can convince you of my bona fides. In
New York, | have on occasion been adle to help the police and particularly Commissioner Weston on
some few cases."

"Ahl Now | have it. | wondered why your face and name seemed so familiar. So you're that Cranston!
Tdl you what. I'll check on the phone out at Archer's. If you are who you say you are, why the sky's the
limit. Okay? No hard fedings?'

"Of course not. I'll be glad to cal New Y ork. Would a word from Joe Cardona of Homicide do?'

"Sure would. | heard about him when | was in training for the cops." The sheiff grinned. "He mugt be
quite aguy."

On the short drive to the house, Cranston regded the young sheriff with some stories about Cardona.
The sheiff said, asthey drew up in front of the house, "But I'll bet he... or you, for that matter, never had
a kill where the murderer seemingly walked through the wals.. or ese out of locked and barred
windows"

"Dont be too sure” Cranston smiled. "I've had cases where killers seemed to do even more improbable
things than that." He paused. "It was just on the surface, though.”

"This doesn't just seem to be the case. Cmon in and I'll give you the details™

The two men of law got out of the car and walked toward the house. It seemed like a quiet middle-class
house. Y ou couldn't tdl that murder had struck there once... and was to strike again!

CHAPTER VI

THERE was crepe hanging on the door. The sheriff bent down and peered in one of the windows. He
sad, "Someonée'sin there. A woman.”

"Probably Mrs. Archer," Crangton said.

"Of course... shell have to prepare for the funerd. If the idiots in this town don't force me to arrest her
firg"

"That's rather far-fetched, in't it?' Cranston asked.

"Certainly... it's dmog as though there was active venom a work. Our town's people may not be angdls,
but they generdly show more sense than this..." The sheriff's voice dribbled off. He was deep in thought.

"What isit? An idea occur to you?'
"You bet! Il check on the phone" The sheriff rapped his knuckle on the door.



"Hdlo," Mrs. Archer said. "Can | hep you?'

"Wed jud like to look things over. Y ou haven't touched anything in the living room have you?'
"No," she snapped, "thet idiot of a deputy won't et me into my own living room!™

"Those were my orders, Mrs. Archer. Sorry." The sheriff didn't look very sorry.

He went directly to the phone. After getting Cardona, who raved about Cranston, he dided another
number. He got his number and said, "Charlie? You know dl this rumpus that's being kicked up about...
yeah... well, go nosng around and see if Bummy Byersisin back of it."

The sheriff turned back to Cranston. "That Byers... don't know why | didnt think of it before. He's been
sheiff in these parts for twenty years. | defeated him lagt time. He swore held get back in office. | won't
be the least surprised if he's the one whao's gtirring everyone up!™

"Could be," Crangton said, his eyes busy on the scene of the crime. The deputy stood to one side behind
the chair in which Archer had been stabbed.

Cranston strode to the window and examined the locking arrangement. No hocus pocus with threads or
grings could lock them. They had to be locked from the insde.

Mrs. Archer was ganding in the doorway. Her face was composed. Crangton said, and his voice was
like awhip lash, "When did you last see your uncle Jenkins, Mrs. Archer?

"Unde Jenkins... how in tarnation do you know him, young man?'

"Please answer Mr. Cranston's question, Mrs. Archer,” the sheiff said. This was more like it. Evidently
Cranston knew more about this than he had said.

"If you know so much,” Mrs. Archer sad tartly, "you should know he's my uncle-in-law. He was my
husband's unde"

Cranston nodded. "I know that. My question dill stands! When did you see him lagt?!
"Mugt be nigh onto twenty years, if it's a day. Nasty old man he was."
"Youve had no contact with him since then?'

"Not a gmitch! My husband and he had afight about the way he hedd my hand dl the time. We never saw
the old skinflint again!"

"Y ou will give me your word on thet?' Cranston asked serioudy.
"I'm not given to lying, young men."
"I see. You did not know that he died about three weeks ago?'

"Land sakes, no!" she said thoughtfully, "I can't be a hypocrite and say I'm sorry for I'm not. He was
mean and dingy. Oh... he was hateful .

"Hateful or not..," Cranston said, "hiswill has just been filed for probate.”
She looked dightly interested. "Whét did he leave his money to? A home for banjo players?’

"He left dightly over two hundred thousand dollars to your son.”



Mrs. Archer's face crumpled. It looked as though a handful of clay had been crushed in an angry hand.
"For Tommy... if he had lived..."

She left the room.

The door bdl rang. The sheiff sent his deputy to answer it. Anill assorted duo walked into the room.
Kitty Randall—and dightly behind her, Immy Jason.

"Billy Tennan,” Kitty said, "long time no see. How's Sdly?'

"Fne, Kitty, jus fine. We're happy." The sheiff grinned. He dill hadn't gotten accustomed to having
people inquire about hiswife.

"Isthere anything | can do to help Mrs. Archer?' Kitty asked.

"Run upgtairs. She's pretty upset. Turns out if Tommy had lived held have been a rich man... Unde just
died..."

She looked gartled and turning, ran up the gairs. The sheiff explained to Cranston, "Tommy's fiancee.
Fnegirl."

"When were they to have been married?' Cranston asked.

"Soon as he got out of the Army," Jason answered. The sheriff looked at himin surprise.
"How come you know so much about it, Jason™?"

Theman smirked. "I know plenty | aint tdlin'" He put his back to the wall. "Plenty.”

"You don't say." The sheriff got up and paced toward Jason. "I made a promise to mysdf that when |
became sheiff that I'd quit if | ever had to use the third degree on a person... but that doesn't meen |
can't useit before | quit office”

Jason grinned weskly. "Relax... whatcha wanna know? | know lots... | know the lady next door never
wears any nightgown when she goes to bed... | know somethin' about the people across the street too...
they..." The sheriff dapped Jason across the mouth.

"Ben," the sheriff said to his deputy, "take this down to thejail. Throw himin the drunk tank. Il be down
later to talk to him."

The deputy tossed the chain of a ‘comedong around Jason's wrist. He pulled and Jason was dragged
toward the door.

Before they got to the door, Cranston said ina low voice, "Suppose, Jason, just suppose | told some of
the people around town that you chissled Thomas Archer's name off the memorid lig last night?*

The sheiff answered, "He'd be tarred and feathered!”
Jason opened his mouth to protest. Cranston gestured for the deputy to take the sniveing man ot.
When the door closed, the sheriff said, "Got any proof? Think he redly did it?'

"I haven't the vaguest idea," Cranston said. "I think the killer did it. If Jason is the murderer, then | think
he defaced the Honor Rall.”



"But..."

"Youll find," Cranston said, "thet letting him gt and stew about whether we are going to tdl the town
folks that he took Tommy's name off the monument will soften im up much more than douting him
around with a rubber hose"

The sheriff sad, "Oh," wezkly.

"Pan can only hurt just so much,” Cranston said didacticdly. "A brave man can stand an inconceivable
amount of red pain. Imagined pain however, isinfinited Let a man brood about what is going to happen
to him and hell collapse much fagter then if you actudly hit im."

"Jason should be pretty softened up by the time | get around to taking to him if that's the case. He's an
anvfu coward.”

Crangton went back to examining the room. The sheriff asked, "What's dl this about Mr. Archer's
unde?’

"Jenkins" Cranston said. "He was murdered!”

CHAPTER VII

"HE was killed by someone who knew him well enough to redize he was a miser. That he could not
resst something for nothing.”

"How's that?" the sheriff asked. Above him he could hear high-heded shoes. Kitty must be walking the
floor with the widow, he thought.

"It'san old, old gag. Thekiller sent a box of chocolates with an advertisement that said the candy was a
giveaway. All the person who received the box needed do wasfill out a form saying whether he liked the
candy or not."

"The candy was poisoned?’
"Indeed yes. Loaded with arsenic.”
"Arsenic!" The sheriff pondered. "That's easy to get. Ret killers have it.”

"It's evenin some fly papers, as you may know. This seemed to have been soaked from fly paper. The
candies were s0 full of it that each was potentid death," Cranston said. "Jenkins ate the whole box before
he died. He economized on food the day he ate it. There was nothing ese in his somach at autopsy.”

"Thisis getting maniacd,” the sheriff said. "It's beginning to sound like the Fall of the House of Archer.”

Cranston nodded. "It's up to us to get a move on. To date the killer hasn't even been stdemated, let
aone checked."

"You play chess?' the sheriff asked eagerly.
"A little, why?"

"So do |. There's no one in town wholl play anything but checkers though. Maybe we can have a game."

"Veay wdl," Crangton agreed. "In the meanwhile, may | suggest that if Jason redly does know anything,



he may bein danger. | don't think that jail bars would keep out a killer who managed to get through these
wadls" Crangton gestured at the wdls of the room.

"Check." The sheiff went to the phone and cdled the jal. He gave orders to someone to keep a shap
eye on Jason. Then, in an altered voice, he said, "And you ligen to me, Margie, if this gets dl over town
Il have your scap!" He hung up.

He turned to Cranston and explained, "These amndl town phone operators have ears like stethoscopes.”
Grinning, Cranston said that he knew that only too well.

"Want to look over the rumpus room?" the sheriff asked, eagerly. He was not too proud to ask Cranston
for help. Or anyone, for that maiter. He'd have ligened to a parrot if he thought the parrot knew anything.

They went upstairs, avoiding the bed room in which the two women were taking in low voices. The
sheiff opened the door of the rumpus and said, "Here it is. Watch out for the footprintsin the dust.”

He saw Cranston's eye light on the Japanese puzzle box. Cranston said, "Have you opened that?"
"Why no... it's just one of those boxes with alock that doesn't need a key. Y ou know, a puzzle box."
"Perhapsit is dso the 'ladder'!™ Cranston said.

"Wha?' The sheiff walked across the dusty floor disregarding his own injunction. He squatted down on
hishedls and looked at the box. He could see no keyway. He said, "Y ou know how this opens?’

Cranston nodded. "Put it on the bar."

Lifting the box, the sheriff was surprised by the weight of it. Cranston pressed his forefingers down on the
edges of the box. There was a muffled dick and the top popped open.

The sheriff didn't quite know wha he had been expecting, but if it had been a folding ladder, he was
disappointed. For insde the box there was, of dl things, another box.

Cranston pressed on the ends of this and again a muffled dlick preluded the opening of a top. The sheriff
leaned forward eagerly to see what was indde this inner box. Once again he was disappointed.

Ingde the inner box was dill another box. This box was no more than eight inches square.

In the bedroom, Mrs. Archer dried her eyes with her handkerchief. She said, "That's enough of this
aying. | won't get upset again. Thank you, my dear.”

"lant there something ese | can do for you? | fed so helpless™ Kitty Randall said.

"Jugt being here, isenough my dear." Mrs. Archer looked & a little boudoir clock on top of her bureau.
"Shouldn't you be back at work, dear?"

"What timeisit?'
"After two."
"Good heavens! | shdl have to run. Sure there's nothing | can do... or bring you?"

"Not athing in the world. Thank you agan my dear." Mrs. Archer's sorrow worn face relaxed into a



sweet amile that gave some idea of how she must have looked before she was so overwhelmed. Her face
hed good lines.

She 9ghed as Kitty left. What a couple Tommy and Kitty would have made. She blinked her eyes. No
use aying over spilled milk. She looked at hersdf in the mirror over her bureau. She couldn't dlow those
two men to see her looking this way.

She made an atempt with powder and a little rouge to hide the damage that her tears had made. She
was bent over toward the mirror when the window broke.

There wasn't time between the crash of the glass and the crash of the bullet that killed her to let her know
what had happened. Her face was in repose as shefdl to the floor.

There was a second crash of glass before slence descended. The bullet went on and broke the mirror
she had been looking into. Shards of glass fdl to the floor. Then the corpse was adone but for one
companion... death.

In the rumpus room the sound of the shot made the sheriff legp for the door. Maybe it was because of his
bum leg, or maybe it was because Cranston moved faster than anyone he had ever seen, but it was
Lamont Cranston who went through the door fird.

Ten feet down the hdl and then stopping jugt in front of the door, Cranston stopped, pulled back one leg,
and sent it crashing into the door. As the door dammed open, Cranston threw himsdf to one side. The
sheiff grinned, even a that moment. There was a man who had been around. No walking into a desth
trgp for Crangton!

Looking through the open door from the side of the jamb, Cranston could see that but for the woman
who was on the floor the room was empty.

He entered then. Dropping to one knee he fdt for a pulse. Nothing. He stood up to make way for the
sheriff. The sheriff said, "No dice?'

"No heart beat,” Crangton said, and looked at the splintered window and then at the broken mirror on
the bureau.

"Killed with mein the house! That's just dandy, thet id"
"It won't help you to be redlected, that's a sure thing.”

"What do | care about that? The poor woman... firg her son, then her husband, and now this... now the
people in this town had better shut their blatting tongues or I'm going to go on the war path..." The sheiff
looked up a Cranston. The man was standing & the window. He had picked his position carefully so as
not to crush the shards of glass from the window. He was looking out the window. His eyes seemed to
be focused in the middle distance.

Getting up from the cadaver, the sheriff said, "Wha isit?"
Cranston said, "Maybe something, maybe not. Look."

The sheriff followed the direction of Cranston's gaze. On a direct line from the window, unobscured by
anything, was the building where his office was. There were housesin between but the house they werein
was on enough of aknall so that there was nothing to stop a bullet for three blocks.

And in that building, under that roof, was the jal. And the drunk tank was on thissde of the building! He



had ordered Jason thrown in the tank!
"If it was Jason who did this, | shal fed like a murderer!" The sheriff said.

"Nonsense. There is nothing for you to accuse yoursdlf about. However, it would be a good ides, |
should think, for us to go take alook inthejail."

Slently the two men walked downgtairs. Cranston waited while the sheriff phoned for his men to come
out and repest the things they had done just the night before.

"Although three blocks away as the crow flies... or a bullet," the sheriff said, "it's closer to five when you
drive"

Cranston nodded.

The car pulled up in front of the jal. The sheriff swore. Crangton followed the direction of the sheriff's
eyes. The sheiff was looking at a forty-year-old man who was holding forth on a street corner. The man
had a paunch but he looked solid, solid as muscle can be.

Crangton asked, "Who's that?"'

"Bummy Byers and kicking up trouble as usud. | told him to keep his mouth shut... now maybe I'll have
to shut it for him." The sheriff got out of the car and walked toward the man who was saying in a loud
voice, "Andif | was sheiff 1'd show thistown athing or two. I'd throw that Archer women in jal so fast
itd make her head spin."

The townspeople gathered around Byers nodded ther heads in agreement. The sheriff, coming into the
cirde, ebowed some people out of hisway.

He sad, "Byers, | asked you to keep that flgoping mouth of yours shut!"
"No crippl€'s orderin' me around! Y ou want me to shut up, Gimpy, you gotta make me!™

The crowd of people looked a little shocked. Gossipers they might be, but this was beyond the pae.
They backed off a bit making low sounds.

"Y ouve been trying for this alongtime, Bummy," the sheriff said quitly. "Trying to show me up. Trying to
get mein afight and show how much more physcdly fit you are! Think that'll help in the next eection?
Think you can get back in and hire dl your relatives as deputies?”

Byers amiled showing jagged brown teeth. He spat some tobacco at the sheriff's foot. He said, "Gwan,
you'e too yelow to fight. | know your kind."

The people, backing away, made a kind of ring around the two men. Cranston forced his way through
them. He stood to one side. He said, "Need any hdp, sheiff?'

"You might keep some of Byers rdaives off my back in case | fdl. They like to give the bootsin a fight."

"I see" Crangton eyed some men who had been edging nearer to the two men. "Il make sure it's a fair
fight if you want to fight."

"I don't want to fight but therell be no living in this town if | let this go by," the sheriff said. His face was
tense. He was waiting, prepared for anything that Byers might do.



He was prepared for everything but what Byers did. The man's stocky leg shot out and kicked the sheriff
inhislame leg, just under the knee cap. Hefdl to the ground.

Themenin the circle grunted. Cranston said, "I'll take over if you want meto.”

Teeth showing as he bit hislip, the sheriff said nothing. His arms whipped out. He grabbed Byers by the
ankles and yanked him toward him. The stocky man fell.

His head hit the concrete with that sickening thud, like amdon hitting, that a head dways makes. His face
contorted. He said, "I'll break you in haf."

The two men suddenly became aflurry of movement. Cranston watched the fight out of the corner of his
eye as he kept his atention on a man who had a family resemblance to Byers. The man was near the
sheiff. His leg was drawn back as though ready to kick out at the sheriff's head.

Crangton reached out with the sde of his hand and clipped the man behind the neck. The man's head
shot forward and he grunted. Cranston said, "'l wouldnt if | were you."

The man faded back in the crowd, his hand rubbing his assaulted neck.

The men on the ground had stopped ralling over and over. They were in the gutter. The sheriff had
managed to be on top when they had fdlen from the sdewak. Byers was under him. He smashed down
with dl his srength at the man's chin.

His head went back and hit the road. The sheriff stood up and looked down a Byers who shook his
head from sde to side. "Enough?' the sheriff asked.

Byers got to hisfeet. "Yeah. | got enough.” The sheriff rdlaxed and started to turn around.
Crangton saw aflicker of movement and called out, "Tennan! Look out!”

Byers had brought a rabbit punch down on the sheriff's neck. The sheriff warned, had moved enough so
that it landed on his shoulders instead of on the sengtive nerve centers at the top of the spine.

This time when he turned around his face was blank of expression. Byers stood his ground and as the
sheiff turned, clipped him on the side of the face. A heavy ring on Byers hand ripped the flesh off the
sheriff's cheek.

The sheriff, stepping heavily forward, paid no attention to the blow. He hunched over and sent a solid
right into Byers bdly. The man grunted but whipped out a looping right that caught the sheriff on the
button.

If they had been wearing glovesit would have knocked the sheriff out. But bare knuckles, dthough they
hurt much more, do not have the sunning effect of gloves. Blood spurted from the sheriff's mouth.

He was to one Sde of Byers. He sent a strange blow. His fig didn't come anywhere near Byers. His
elbow, looping around, did. With dl the sheriff's strength behind it, the looping elbow blow caught Byers
on the sde of the chin. Cranston, who had seen many dtreet fights, said, "That does it." He turned away
from the fight as Byersfdl to the ground.

He kept an eye on the crowd, making sure that none of the falen man's friends came forward to attack
the sheriff.

Themenin the crowd were slent as they looked down a Byers. His jaw looked strange, part of it was



sunken in. His eyes were open, but he said nothing. Peculiar mewing sounds came from his distorted
mouth.

The sheriff, wiping the blood off his cheek, said, "Tha was for the kick in the knee, Byers" He looked
down at the man. Byers was crying, tears streamed from his eyes. "Your jaw is broken. It's telescoped in
on itsAf,” the sheiff said coldly. "Itll be amonth at least before you start blabbering again!”

He turned away. Cranston said, "I'd prefer charges againgt himif | were you. If you don't, he may."

"That's right," the sheriff said, "he struck the firg blow, didn't he. That means he's guilty of assault and
battery. Good. Thisisdl an off shoot of the murder. Hasn't been a street fight in this town in years™ His
cheek clean of blood, the sheriff showed no sgns of the fight, but that he favored hisleg more than usud.

They walked up the dairs to the building. Sheriff Tennan said harshly to a man lounging in the hdl,
"Anyonein the tank but Jason?"

"Nah. We never have any trade except on Saturday night, you know that, sheriff.”

Cranston was at the sheriff's Sde as they approached the barred enclosure that on occasion could hold
asmany as ten men. Now there was asnglefigureinit. That figure was Jason's. He lay sprawled on the
hard jal cot. He was sound adeep. Or, if he wasn't degping, the sheriff thought, he was feking it well. He
leaned over the degping man after he and Cranston entered the cell.

No tel-tde flicker from the eye lids as there would be if the man were holding his eyes shut. No... as far
as the sheiff could see, Jason was deeping the deep of the judt... or unjust.

He looked up. Cranston stretched up, looking out the one window in the cdl. The sheriff stood up too.
He looked out the window. Framed in bars he could see the window in the Archer house... he thought he
could see the broken glass, but that was probably hisimagination.

"With a good rifle and telescopic Sghts” said Cranston, "a decent rifle shot should be able to do a lot of
damage from here.”

"I'm no greet shakes of ashot... and | could do it," the sheriff said. He looked down from the window to
the degping man. Something glinted between the cot and the wdl. The sheriff reached down and picked
up the glinting object.

He hdd it up. "See this?'

"It's a shdl. Looks big enough to be a .30—.30. But | suppose it isn't that big," Cranston said, after
ganang a the rifle shell.

The shaiff was down on his hands and knees. He looked under the cot. There wasn't much dse to
search, the cdl was so bare. "Norifle”

"Doesnt add up, does it? No man would be shrewd enough to get arifle into ajal, then get rid of it...
only to forget about the exploded cartridge.”

"No sane man," the sheiff agreed. "Bt this..." He pointed to Jason, "is hardly sane"

"True" Crangton looked again at the desping man. He bent over. He found something too. It was, the
sheiff saw, a piece of white sring. The kind of gring that they wrap bundles with.

"What can that be for?' Cranston said. "It might explain how a prisoner could get rid of arifle. Have your



men look on the roof in the immediate neighborhood.”

Puzzled, the sheriff obeyed. He looked back as they left the tank. Jason was dill adeep. Only a maniac
would kill an innocent woman and then go fast adeep... the sheriff was sure of that.

Time passed dowly. The sheriff sad, "If my men are ever going to find anything, they should soon." He
paused, looked back at the chess board that they were both bent over, and said, "Anyway youre in a
jam. Look at your knight."

"I an?' Crangton smiled. He moved his queen. "Check."

"Oh, brother! Thisthing must have me more upset than | thought." The sheriff looked up eagerly. One of
his deputies came in holding an expensive looking riflein his hands.

It was cracked across the butt. The 'scope’ on the barrd was bent. Again, the sheriff thought, no sane
men would do that, not to alovdy rifle

He took it from the man. Cranston reached in his pocket and took out the string he had found in Jason's
cot. There was a black smudge on the center of the string. One end of the ring was tied in a smdl loop.

Crangton said, "There is an old Parisan Apache trick that was resurrected during the war by the
Underground. Let me demonstrate with asmaler gun. May | borrow your pistol?' he asked the deputy.

The sheriff scowled with concentration. He didn't get this at dl.

Apaches? Underground? A piece of dring? It didn't hang together. But it did when Cranston
demongtrated.

CHAPTER VIII

PUTTING thelittle loop of string around his forefinger, Cranston let the free end of the gring go through
the trigger guard of the deputy's pistol. Then he picked up the free end of gtring and brought it up to the
fingers of hisright hand which aready had the loop of sring on the firgt finger.

That done, he began to whirl the pistal around. It gathered speed. It made ablue stedl arc around in front
of him.

The sheriff, watching, thought if anyone looked in and saw this they'd think we were as loopy as Jmmy
Jason.

"Imaging” Cranston said, "that | am whirling this in the open... or from a jal window. When it was
whirling around fast enough, | would release the free end of the string. The loop on my finger would be
held, the string would whip out and the gun would whip off into space just as surdly as did the little stone
that David dung at Goliah!"

It was, in effect, a primitive catapult.

Letting the gun dow down, Crangton said, "The Apache would hold someone up... perhaps kill them...
then... if there was any Sgn of the 'flics, or police, the Apache would whirl the gun off into space. All
evidence gone, he would face the gendarme with a free conscience. Y ou may not redlize it, but a heavy
object like a pigtol; svung this way, will fly up and over a five-story gpartment building!™

The deputy said, "We found the rifle across the street, five houses down..."

"If Jason," the sheriff said dowly, "had thrown the empty shdl out the window... and the gring, thered



have been no proof tha he had even seen therifle”

"The Underground,” Cranston said, asif there had been no interruption, "took over the old Apache trick.
They'd chance it and shoot an S.S. man... or a Gestapo agent, and then, ridding themsdves of the gun,
gtand pat and look innocent.”

The phone interrupted this time. The sheriff picked it up and heard, "Hi, this is Bascomb... out a the
Archer house"

"Uh huh. Go ahead. What about... Mrs. Archer?"

"You know dl about that, she was shot dl right. But listen, | found awhole flock of threstening lettersin a
cigar box in Mr. Archer's clothes closet!"

"Bring 'em down right quick!" The sheriff hung the receiver back on the hook. He said to Cranston,
"Maybe our Sdeis getting a break." He rdayed the message about the letters.

"Good... but don't be too disgppointed if they don't help too much," Cranston said.

The letters when they arrived were wrapped in string. The envelopes had been discarded evidently, for
the letters were just folded on themsdlves and duffed in the box. Seemingly they were in something like
chronologicd order, for the threats increased in intengty as Cranston and the sheriff went through the
pile

An occasond |etter was dated. One went back amost Sx years, as Crangton pointed out to the sheriff.

For along time the letters went, 'Y our doom is on you." Merely tha, and nothing more. Then as time
went on, the sentence was expanded. 'Y our doom is on you, it is near... very near.’

The three |adt |etters were more precise. They said, "Y ou will die, Thomas Archer, and die horribly... you
know why. But 1, | know when.'

Crangton put down the last letter and looked a the youthful face of the sheiff. "Mug have been
uncomfortable for Mr. Archer to live with this hanging over his head."

"Fenty uncomfortable. He was a cardiac case, you know. | wonder if the killer expected him to die of a
heart attack?"

"The murderer was disappointed if that was his plan,”" Cranston said.
"Looks to me asif Archer never even showed these to hiswife"
"Uh huh," Cranston agreed. "A brave man."

"So after hounding Archer for Sx years, the killer findly struck. | wonder... it must have dmogt been a
rdief for Archer to meet the person who had been threatening him for dl those years..." The sheiff
stopped as a thought occurred to him. He picked up the phone. Cranston examined one of the letters
caefully while the sheriff was waiting for his connection. Whoever had sent the letters had taken no
chance of being identified by handwriting or typewriter. The letters were carefully cut out of a book on
typography. Each sngle letter was pasted down separatdly.

The sheiff said, "Kitty? Kitty Randd|? Hi, it will hep me if you remember something. How long were
you going out with Tommy?"

He paused. "Long as that, eh? And how long ago was it that Jason made dl that gink when he proposed



to you, and you and your family and Tommy's family dl went into a huddle and gave him his waking
papers?’

Another pause, and then, "Sx years ago... that's when | thought. Thanks a lot, Kitty... | better tdl you
this before you hear it from somebody ese" he cleared his throat, "Mrs. Archer died this afternoon.”
There was along pause thistime. "Shat." Then, "I know... | am, too... I'd give anything to have been able
to prevent it."

He hung up carefully, quietly. He turned to Cranston and said, "l thought | remembered a big fuss about
gx years ago..."

"Jugt about the time that the | etters began to threaten Mr. Archer,” Cranston said.
"Yup." The sheiff stood up. "I'm going to go and have my tak with Jason now. Want to come dong?'

Crangton said, "No, I'll leave that to you. | have some things to do. | think we better end this mess
tonight, dthough | don't think the killer has any more plans™”

"Tonight?" The sheriff was astounded. ™Y ou mean you have enough to go on?"
"Jugt about enough,” Cranston said. "See you later.”

The sheriff watched him go to the door. He was puzzled. Standing in the doorway, Cranston said, "Bring
Jason out to the Archer house about eight o'clock and I'll show you how a killer could go through solid
wadls”"

"No kidding!" the sheriff said—but Cranston was gone.

CHAPTER IX

HIS face was aching now, the sheriff redlized, as he looked at Jason. He rubbed it as he sad hardhly,
"Wake up."

Jason dtirred. He knuckled his eyes. "Timeto eat?"

The sheiff grabbed Jason by the shoulder and pulled him off the cot. He dammed him down into a
wooden chair. He thought, as he did it, I'm taking out the fight with Byers on this maniac. I'm getting even
for the murders... and the way the town's behaving. It's not fair.

Jason looked startled. He said, "Hey, what's with you, sheiff?' The sheriff grabbed a handful of the
man's hair and yanked his head back so that Jason was staring right into the bare bulb in the celling. He
sad, "You killed the two of them.”

Shaking his head, no, Jason said, "No. Tennan, honest... no..." The sheiff rubbed the knuckles of his
right hand with the fingers of hisleft. He said, "I've had one fight today... | can stand another one, if you

"No sheriff... bdieve me, | didn't kill him!"
"But did you kill her?"
"Who?

The sheriff looking a Jason, thought, dully, oh fine, now he's gonna pretend he doesn't even know about
Mrs. Archer's death. Aloud, he said, "You didn't stand up at that window this afternoon and send a bullet



into Mrs. Archer's back?"
"No... no... | didn't, sheriff! Don't!" Jason's eyes followed the sheriff's fid.

Dropping his hand to his Sde the sheriff went over and sat down on the cot. He looked at Jason. "I can't
undergand a men like you, Jason. | confess it, you baffle me. How could you stab a nice, inoffensve old
men like Mr. Archer... and what kind of akick did you get out of shooting her...

"I've read about things like that in books about abnorma psychology... but dill 1 don't understand... |
suppose it started with you pulling the wings off flies when you were a kid. It dways doesin the books."

"You got me dl wrong, sheriff. | don't like to cause pain. That's one of the reasons | got a Section Eight
out of the Army. | fant when | see pain.”

"You fant because you get so much pleasure out of it, eh?" The sheriff's young face was harsh. In the raw
light, the bruises from the fight showed.

Jason looked at the sheriff curioudy. "What a funny ideal”

"You pretending it's not true?"

"It's not. Shexiff, did you tdl the peoplein town that | chissded Tommy's name off the monument?'
Remembering what Cranston had said about mentd pain, the sheriff said, "Got you worried, en?
"Cmon, tdl me. Didja?" Jason pleaded.

"Didnt think anyone saw you out in the rain. Thought you got away with it clean!” The sheriff stood up.
Crangton was right. Jason looked much more worried about this than he had when he had been
threstened with afis.

The sheriff walked to the cdl door. "See you a bit later, Jason." He grinned.
Jason didn't like the ook of that amile. "Tdl me before you go! Do they think | did it?*
"Sure, they know it!" The sheriff lied as he I€ft.

Perhaps an hour later, Jason looked up. He heard a sound out in the hdl. His door, the door to his cell,
opened. He scowled at the man who entered. He said, "What do you want?'

The man said, "Not much, | just want to talk to you."

"Haven't you caused enough trouble tdling the people | chisded the name off the Honor Roll? Theyll be
after meif | ever get out of here”

"What makes you think youll ever get out of here?' Cranston asked.

Jason buried his head in his hands. He stayed that way for along minute and said, "Wadl, they won't hang
m"

"Gaing to plead, insanity?' Cranston asked pleasantly.
"Go away, stop bothering me."

"Il leave as soon as I've taked to you for a bit."



CHAPTERX

WHEN the Sheriff finished with Jason, he was exhausted. He looked dully at the clock on the jal wal. It
was seven thirty. Just time to get some coffee... he redlized he hadn't eaten, he hadn't cdled his wife. He
went to the phone and cdled home. His wife chided him for not having eaten. He hung up with a amile,
Therewas a gd! Not a word about not having called up about not being home for dinner. Just worried
about his not having been fed.

He went downgtairs and across the street to a lunch counter. He sat down at the counter heavily. The
chef, aman named Cooky, sad, "Hey, sheriff! Don't tdl me the honeymoon is over so quick! It was only
acouple of months ago you was tdlin' me how you weren't goin' to get ulcersin here any more!™

The sheiff said, "Work. Let me have a hamburger and some coffee” 1t was only then that he looked at
the man whom he was gtting next to. He said, "Hello, doc.”

Doctor Ender said, " Sheriff, you look pooped. Trouble?"
"Henty."
"Can | hdp?'

"No thanks, thet fdlow Cranston seemsto be taking care of me. He says he's going to clean the case up
tonight!"

"Good! That's the best news I've heard in along time" The doctor spooned up some of his ™Y ankee Pot
Roast and Gravy, Two Potatoes, One Vegetable, Rl and Buiter, Sixty Five Cents."

The sheriff gulped his coffee greedily. He pushed the hamburger into his mouth. It tasted like straw as far
as he was concerned, but he supposed held better have something in his ssomach.

He said, "You heard about Mrs. Archer?"

"Yes... | just cantt find the words to express my fedings. It's..." The doctor made a face. "In one way I'm
glad, though. It shut up the stupid wagging tongues here in town that were blabbing about Mrs. Archer
killing her husband. Asif Mary could have hurt anyone or anything!"

Cooky leaned forward between them with his elbowsin his hands. "Lots of people, you know, are saying
that Mrs. Archer killed hersdf in afit of conscience!”

The piece of hamburger stuck in the sheriff's throat. He gagged and said, "WHAT?"
Cooky nodded. "I swear | never heard the people takin' so much about anythin'”
Gulping the meat down, the sheriff said, "But there was no gun or riflein Mrs. Archer's room!"

Nodding agreegbly, Cooky said, "They say that you were a friend of Tommy Archer's and you're
coverin' up for Mrs. Archer. They say you were there and hid the gun.”

They say... they say... The sheiff found himsdf hating the people whom he had known dl his life. Hating
the people who had e ected him. Hating the whole town. They say... they had an ideain their skulls and
nothing was going to blast it loose... unless... unless Cranston set off a charge of dynamite tonight that
would send the whole thing high in the air and dill ‘they say' forever.

Cooky refilled the sheriff's empty cup and said, "They say it had to be Mrs. Archer who killed her
husband and so she killed hersdlf.”



"And who," the sheriff asked, getting his voice back, "do they say chisded Tommy's name off the
monument? His mother? So as to bring dishonor to her son?!

Looking around cautioudy, Cooky whispered, "Oh no... they say Jmmy Jason did that! He did it
because Tommy took Kitty away from him... and because Tommy was a war hero and Jmmy wasn't.
They say it preyed on Jmmy's mind until he went redlly cuckoo and blew his top.”

"l see" the sheriff said bitterly, getting up and throwing a hdf dollar on the counter. "The next time ‘they'
sy anything, you tell them that..." What was the use? The sheiff shut his mouth. The doctor finished up
the lagt of hisfood and stood up.

"May | come dong? | have an interest in this thing, too. The Archers were my best friends.”
"Adde from their being related to you," the sheriff said.

"That doesn't enter it. There are plenty of rdatives | can't stand. But Mary and Thomas were red people.
| loved them." The doctor paid for hismed. "May 17"

The sheriff and the doctor walked out on the Street. The sheriff looked up and down Main Street. There
were little knots of people with their heads together. The Street was as crowded as if it was Saturday
night. The sheriff grimaced. They say ...

Passing the doctor's drug store, the doctor poked his head into the store and called, "Take over. If
anyone wants me, have them cdl me at the Archer house™

The sheriff could hear ayouthful voice cdl back, "Oh, you're goin' over there? A guy name of Cranston
cdled up and asked you to join him over there. Said he might need your hdp with somebody! Said
something about how violent maniacs arel™

The doctor turned to the sheriff. "Guess | was invited anyhow.” They got into the sheriff's car. The sheriff
sad, "My deputy's taken Jason over to the house dready.”

The doctor knuckled his eyes. "You can't know how grateful Il be to see the end of this. | seem to be
waking around in an unbdieving daze. It just couldn't have happened and yet it did.”

"I know how you fed," the sheriff said. "Not in our town, things like this just don't happen in our town.
That's why everyone's tongue iswagging o, | guess.™

"Thisisthe kind of thing you read about in the big aty papers,” the doctor said as he got out of the car.
The Archer house was in front of them. The doctor said, "Thisis just the way it looked last night... | got
out of the car expecting to go and chat with Thomas... | didn't know tha he was dead even as | walked
toward the house. And then, suddenly, | fdl to the ground... it took me a minute to redize that | had been
hit. Then... off there... | saw the slhouette of someone running away. Still | didn't reglize how wrong
things were... not until Mary unlatched the door, took the chain off and opened the door and | saw her
face. Only then..."

They were at the door. The sheriff could hear the unlaiching sound thet the doctor had just mentioned.
The doctor went on, "Even then | just thought that Thomas was sick... and then she spoke.” The door
opened. Lamont Cranston said, "Thank you for coming, doctor. I'm not too sure | will need you but it's
better to be prepared.”

"You think hell get violent?' the doctor asked.
"Cant tdl," Crangton said. "I cdled Dr. Mason, the other doctor here in town... but he's out. | thought



maybe we could use two of you medica men.”

"The young doc? He's generdly out at night. HE's courting agirl,” the sheriff said.

Dr. Ender snorted. "The young doc! Bet he's no more than a year younger than | am.”

The sheiff said, "Wel, you know that's what everyone cdls you two, the young doc and the old doc.”

They walked into the house. The doctor sad, "Yeah... if they've got something redly wrong with them
they come to me. If they just need some sugar pills and some sympathy they go to him!”

"Tha bedside manner!" The sheiff kidded.

"When he gets married he better have less of a bedside manner,” Doc Ender said, "or his wifell snatch
him bald headed."

They were in the living room. The sheriff looked around. It was dl wrong. A room in which a murder had
been committed shouldn't look so cozy. A house in which two people had died by violence shouldnt
look so warm and lived in, so comfortable,

But it looked as though Mrs. Archer had just stepped out into the kitchen to get some cookies and milk
or coffee... asthough Mr. Archer had gone to hisroom to get some newspaper dippings to prove a point
inan argument.

The sheriff sat down. He looked at Jason, at the expressionless face with the eyes too close together. A
hendcuff joined him to one of the sheriff's best men. The doctor sat down next to the sheriff. Cranston
was on his feet as though he were restless.

"Sx years ago,” Crangton said, "there was a family argument that involved the Archers, James Jason,
Kitty Randd| and her family."

As though on cue, someone knocked at the door. The sheriff went to the door. It was Miss Randdl. She
sad, "Someone named Lamont Cranston asked me to come here a eght. He gave me some directions.
Am| lae?'

"No, not at dl. Do what he told you to. Trust him. Cranston is just beginning whatever it is he hasto say.”
The sheriff led her to a chair far away from Jason whose unpleasant face looked even more unpleasant
than usud as he looked at the girl.

"That fight,” Cranston went on as though there had been no cessation, "resulted in bad feding on the part
of Jason. He made various threats. Asfar as | can gather?' He looked interrogetively at Miss Randall.

She dropped her eyes from Jason's greedy ones. "That's true. It was pretty messy. He talked about acid
inmy face... that kind of thing. | was sure it was judt tak..."

"He blew histop," the sheriff said.

"About a month later,” sad Cranston, "if | have my dates straight, Mr. Archer recaived the firg of a
series of thregtening letters! They went on in an unbroken series from that time till just before Mr. Archer
was stabbed to death with a kitchen knife"

"How haorrible" Kitty said. "Mr. Archer never sad aword about them to me™

"I think," said Cranston, "that Mr. Archer thought that as soon as you and his son were married that the
letters would cease. But as you know there was awar... and your marriage was put off along time”



"Too long," sad Kitty, and her voice was bitter.

"Young Tommy died in the war. This seems to have set off an even more vidlent series of threstening
letters... |etters which culminated in murder.

" Sheriff, will you have one of your men bring the puzzle box down? | want to demonstrate how the killer
escaped from a house where dl the doors and windows were locked on the insde”

The sheriff nodded to one of his deputies. The man Ieft the room. Cranston said nothing while he was
waiting. No one said anything. The slence built up. It built and built until it was heavy and menacing.

The quiet middle-class room, so comfortable and reassuring, was now fraught with menace, the sheriff
redlized. He looked at Jason, who lounged againg the wal as though he were in front of the pool room,

preparing to whidle at a passing girl.

CHAPTERXI

THE deputy returned with the box in his arms. Cranston said, "Le&t us understand the circumstances that
surrounded the deeth of Mr. Archer. Mrs. Archer was out of this room, updtairs in the bedroom.
Someone came to the window and tapped on it. It was the killer, who, looking into this brightly lit living
room, saw that Mr. Archer was adone. Mr. Archer went to the door and alowed the killer to enter. Mr.
Archer locked and chained the door behind the killer.

"The killer is now in a house whose every door and window is locked on the indde" said Cranston,
changing tenses, making it more immediate. "He talks to Mr. Archer for a moment, saying something that
makes Mr. Archer relax. In that moment of relaxation, the killer stabbed the man he hated.

"There was no sound... oh, perhaps a susuration as Mr. Archer's dying bresth whispered from his now
flaccid lips. But certainly, there was no sound that would reach upgtairs to Mrs. Archer's room.

"I can see, inmy mind's eye” Crangton said, "the killer going up those dairs.." He gestured a the dairs.
Kitty gasped.

"The killer went up those gtairs with his killing thirst unassuaged. He intended, | am sure, to kill Mrs.
Archer! But... something happened when he got to the landing... he may have heard a car pull up in front
of the house... something happened. He ducks into the rumpus room, knowing that there is dways a
ladder in the room. A ladder that reaches up to the trap door in the calling of the room.

"Ficture him running into the room and finding... no ladder! That day of dl days, the ladder was outsde
the house, having been painted!"

"He looks up at the caling, sees the trgp 0 near and yet so far. Remember, he does not know the
circumstances. He has no way of knowing that dl the windows and doors are bolted, barred locked. All
heisinterested inis getting out of the house unseen. He knows that a car is outside the house. He has no
way of knowing who isin the car.

"He looks at the bar. Too rickety... it may fdl under his weight. Then his eyes light on this puzzle box."
Cranston gestured at the box. He bent over and opened the outside box. Insde was the second box. He
opened this and from it took the smdlest box. He set one box on top of the other.

It made a stack about five feet high. Cranston turned and looked at Jason. Cranston said, "The killer is
over Sx feet tal. The boxes which he walks up as though they were steps brings him close enough to the
trap in the caling so that he can pull himsdf up and through the trap.



"Out on the roof, he looks down and sees Dr. Ender getting out of his car. There's no time to spare. He
drops from the top of the building to the little rim around the firgt floor of the house. It takes but a second.
Another second for him to lean over and, grabbing the rim in his fingers, he lets himsdf stretch out to his
ful height. He drops to the ground. He is about to run away when he looks down at the soft loam into
which he has dropped. Clearly identifigble he sees his own footprints. There is not much time. The doctor
isout of the car. Heisreaching back into the car for hislitle black bag.

"But there is the problem of hisfootprints. He steps from the crazy stone foot path back into the soft dirt.
He spins around thus mking circles of the footprints.

"That done, he steps back onto the stone foot path which holds no prints and sprints to the doctor. He
comes up behind him and hits im on the back of the head. The doctor fdls forward and the killer runs

away.

"He has nat hit the doctor hard enough, he sees, as he pauses on a rise to look back. The doctor is
getting to hisfeet groggily. He sees the doctor fed the lump on his head.

"He knows that he is too far away, that it is too dark for the doctor to identify him, he turns and runs
away, secure in the knowledge that he had been seen by but one person... and that person is now dead.”

"The doctor,” Cranston went on, "pulls himsdf together and goes to the door where he finds that Mrs.
Archer has just found her dead husband.

"Thekiller... who up to this moment has fdt secure, suddenly remembers the boxes which he has used as
aladder. Could he have l€eft fingerprints on the boxes?

"This is very conjecturd,” Crangton said, "but | looked in a tree not far from the house and | found
smudges that led me to think the killer came back, shinnied up the tree and from that vantage point could
look into the house and see what went on.

"When there was a lot of commotion going on in the house, the killer came back through the now
unlocked front door, raced to the rumpus room, put the puzzle boxes back together and put them back in
place”

"That done, he sneaked out again. All the luck was on his side. No one saw him come or go. Now... the
killer didn't know it, but he had, because of his machinations, set up an impossible Stuation. Seemingly, if
you didn't know about the existence of the boxes, there was no way that anyone could get in or out of
the house!

"Hisheart," Cranston looked a Jason coldly, "if he has a heart, mugt have been happy when he heard the
way luck had played into his handsl Not only had he gotten away with murder, but he had committed it
under circumstances that made it look as if Mrs. Archer were the only one who could have killed her
husband!"

Crangton reached into his pocket. He came out with some papers. He handed one to Kitty Randdl. He
sad, "You have told me how your house overlooks the Honor Ral in the park. You have told me how,
upset because of Mr. Archer's death, you could not deep and therefore were pacing the floor late a
night, last night. Y ou have told me, too, how, looking out the window, you saw in the pouring rain a man
go into the little park.

"You saw the man go into the park. You didnt see what he did because that was out of your line of
vigon. But you did see aman go into the park and then twenty minutes later come back out agan.”



Kitty nodded.

"I have a little deposition typed out,” Cranston said, "covering dl this. | would like you to sgn this. It
covers what | have jus said, and you tedtify that the man you saw go in and out of the park in the pouring
ran a two thirty in the morning was James Jason. Isthat correct?'

Kitty nodded and taking the paper, scribbled her name on it as Cranston turned to Dr. Ender. "I have
typed up a deposition covering what you saw lagt night, too. Would you sign this?!

He handed a paper to Ender and cleared his throat as he said, "Having killed Mr. Archer, Jason then
destroyed Tommy's name. He chisded it off the monument and went home to bed satisfied.”

The sheriff daring at Jason's blank face, could find no trace of humeanity there. Jason looked, if anything,
amused at the accusations that Cranston was miaking.

"Today," Crangton said, "Jason was thrown in jal." He paused and looked a Jason. "Somehow,
someone whom Jason trusted brought him arifle and a piece of gring.

"With thet rifle, Jason aimed through the barred window of the jail and shot Mrs. Archer who was in her
bedroom updairs. | have demongrated to the sheriff's satisfaction how Jason threw the rifle onto a
rooftop across the street.”

"Sring?" the doctor mused as he scrawled his illegible sgnature to the deposition, in front of him. "You
mean he used that old trick of French criminas of making a catapult with the sring and dinging the rifle

avay?
"Precisdy,” Crangton said, taking Kitty's and the doctor's depositions and handing them to the sheriff.
"Will you 9gn these as witness, please?’

The sheriff did as he was told. He ligened as Cranston went on, "Having solved the problem of how a
killer walked through the wdls of a house and how he shot and killed Mrs. Archer from the jall, | think
we can congder the case closed.”

The sheriff folded up the depositions and put them in his pocket. He said to his deputy, "Take him back
tojal. Put him in solitary, not in the drunk tank. Take away his shoelaces, his tie and his suspenders or
belt. Don't let im out of your Sght, and don't let him..."

"l won't let him kill himsdlf. That's too good for the likes of him." The man looked a Jason who was
chained to him by the handcuffs. "Come on, you! You're lucky this is a law abiding community! You
oughta be strung up!"

The accused killer and the minion of the law |eft. Kitty Randdl was the fird to speak. "The poor crazy
fool. To think..."

"His confused brain," Cranston said, "probably figured that with the Archers out of the way, with Tommy
dead, he would be able to get you to marry him."

Thegirl grimaced. "Ugh..." She wet her lips. "Can you imagine..." The doctor patted her shoulder. "Come
on, my dear, you can deep tonight. And if you can't, I'll give you some deeping pills. It'sdl over now."

They I€ft together. The sheriff said to Cranston, "I can't tdl you how grateful | am.”
"Forget it"



"I don't suppose I'll ever see you again?' the sheriff said.
"You will. When do you think this case will come to trid?*
"Month... or amonth and a hdf," the sheriff said. "Why?"

"Youll see me before then. And..." Cranston amiled, "Don't be too hard on Jason. He is not the
murderer.”

Lamont Crangton adjusted his hat and walked to the door. The sheiff said, "What are you taking
about?'

"Jug forget it until the next time | see you."
"But..."

"Forget it." Cranston |eft.

CHAPTER Xl

HVE weeks to the day later, the sheiff was waking out of the drug store when he saw Cranston step
out of a cab. It was a strange cab with a New Y ork license plate.

The sheriff heard Cranston say, "Go into the hotel and take a nap, Shrewvie. I'll see you later.”

"Crangon!" the sheriff called. "You rat, I'm going out of my mind. | caled New York, | couldn't get hold
of you! They sad you werein Havana"

Tanned, Cranston said with aamile, "They were tdling the truth. | just wound up something down there.
Filthy case. Dope smugging.”

"Does your coming back mean that you're going to end this case? Jason is due to go on trid in three
days"

"Héell never go on trid. You can relax. Our murderer made the move that | have had to wait for."

The sheriff walked beside Cranston as the man, hurrying, made his way to a house. Cranston said, "l
have to leave in three quarters of an hour. Must be back in New Y ork tonight.”

They entered the house. Cranston opened a closet. He stepped aside s0 the sheriff could see three
suitcases dl packed. "Know anything about this?"

"Not athing. Good god! Does this mean thisis the killer and not Jason?"

"Yes I'm arad s0. The only reason you didn't see it is that you're too close to the case. You need
perspective in things like this”

"l guess | was too closeto seeit.

"Shdl we end this?*

"Right now?" the sheriff asked increduloudy. "Sure. | haven't had a decent night's degp since you sad
that Jason was not the killer."

They walked out of the house. "I'm sorry," Cranston said, "but if | had told you, your attitude toward the
murderer might have changed. One warning and..." Cranston took a bit of newspaper out of his pocket.



It was a news item rdevant to the last will and testament of one Jerkins. "You see if the killer had not
been lulled into complete security...”

"l see..," the sheriff said as he read the item. He could fed hile in the back of his throat. Someone whom
he trusted... and there was no insanity to amdiorate the murderer's deeds.

They were back on the street. Crangton said, "I haven't had time to est today."
"You can get a sandwich in Doc Ender's drug store, or a hamburger in the lunch counter.”

The drug store was next to them. As they went in, the sheriff said, "Since you dropped that litle bomb
shdl, I've been thinking. There was a hole you could drive a jeep through in our reconstruction of Jason's
‘crime.

"Of course. | had to talk fat to try and cover it."

"The dust in the rumpus room. The foot prints. Jason did not leave any track in the room tha he was
supposed to have entered. He never went to the puzzle box!"

"Right!" Cranston said with a amile. "'l was afraid you would think of that while | was going through my
routine”

"| ft like a dope when | did remember it."

"There were some other things that didnt jibe" Cranston said as they passed a counter piled high with
hot water bottles. A big 9gn said, "Today Only, 98 cents.” There was dust on the "Today Only" sSgn.

"Of course,”" the sheriff said eagerly, "I went to Kitty's house. On a dark night you could barely see the
park, let done see anything in the pouring rain." Nodding, Cranston looked around the drug store. No
onewasinit but the soda jerk. They waked toward the soda fountain.

"After dl, Kitty told me you had given her ingructions before she got there that night.”
"She played her part well," Cranston agreed.

Sitting at the counter, Cranston ordered a cheese and |ettuce sandwich from the pimpled face boy. Dir.
Ender came out from the back of the store, an apron around his soreading middle. He said, "Lamont
Crangton! For heaven's sake! Whatever brings you back to our town?"

The sheiff said, "He came back to hep me arrest the red killer!”
The doctor's pudgy face contorted in surprise, "You don't mean to tdl me that Jason isn't the red killer?”

"That'sright,” said Cranston around a mouthful of sandwich. "We had to wait for the killer to put a rope
around his own neck."

"Did you redly think," the sheriff said, just as if held known dl dong, "tha you could get away with
murder, Doc?'

The doctor gasped. His face went white and then red, then white again. Beads of sweat came out on his
forehead. He sad panfully, "If thisis ajoke, sheriff, | think it'sin pretty bad taste.”

"It'sno joke," the sheiff said bitterly. "Weve got you dead to rights. As dead as Mr. and Mrs. Archer."
He paused. "You had to go and try for the inheritance, didn't you? That will hang you! We had no mative
until then... and its pretty tough to go into court with a murder charge and not have a good motive."



"Money's a good mative”" Crangton agreed as he hurried the sandwich down his throat. Things were
going to pop any second now.

Ender got control of himsdf. "I don't care if you do think the money was the mative. You've dill, no
meaiter who you frame for the murder, got to show how the killer got in and out of the house.”

"Were you depending on that if the case againg Jason fdl through, Doctor?' Cranston asked. His face
was cold.

"You..." The doctor wasjittery. "You know... you figured it out!"
The sheiff repeated, "Did you redly think you could get away with murder, doc?'

That did it. Cranston dropped the remains of his sandwich as Ender spun on his hedl. He ran out into the
back of the store.

Legping from the tool, Cranston raced around the counter and back into the room behind the store. He
was just in time to see Ender's pudgy behind go out a window. A bottle teetering on the edge fdl from a
crowded shdf.

Racing across the room, Cranston's hand went to the gunin the holster under his arm. He leaned out the
window. In the street, crowded with shopping women, the doctor made his way like aterrified fox racing
from pursuing hounds.

As the sheiff joined Cranston, he saw Cranston shake his head. He put the gun down. It was too risky.
A wild bullet in that milling throng. He didn't dare.

He eased up the window sl and dropped out the window as had the doctor. The sheriff turned and ran
out through the store silling a woman as he ran. She looked after the sheriff and muttered something
about his bad manners.

Out on the street, the sheriff looked left and then right. Down at the end of the street past the jall, he
could see Cranston running.

He got into his car and went after the two men. His mind was in a whirl. Doc Ender... how could he be
the killer... how could Cranston be so sure? Of course, there was the evidence that Cranston had shown
him. The news item. Ender had sent proof to the probate court that he was related to the dead Jenkins.
Since there were no other surviving relaives, Ender wanted the inheritance,

Driving the car a an insane rate through the crowded street, the sheriff could see why Ender had to be
completdy convinced that he was safe, otherwise, he would not have tried for the inheritance. All he had
to do to get away with murder was to keep dill. But he had killed for the inheritance, he had murdered
two people... feding safe, he would of course try for the prize for which he had killed.

He saw Crangton, then a second later he saw the doctor. The doctor was about fifty paces ahead of
Crangton. The doctor risked a look over his shoulder. His face was contorted with fear. He turned his
head back and ran on. His shoulders were heaving with the effort of running.

Aheed of the two men was a dead end. If the doctor ran into it he was finished. He ran into it. The car
with the sheriff braked to a hdt. He leaped from the car as he saw the doctor stand at the far end of the
dead end with his hands at his sides. Cranston walked toward him Hiff leggedly. Cranston had his .45
out.

The doctor pressed his back againgt the brick wall as though expecting it to break through and dlow him



access. Cranston came closer. He was perhaps twenty-five feet away.

Dr. Ender brought his right hand up from his sde. His hand was going toward his mouth. The sheriff
remembered the bottle that had teetered and then fdlen in the back room of the pharmacy. The doctor
mug have grabbed some poison, the sheriff thought.

The doctor brought hisright hand up close to his mouth. The sheriff thought, the dirty rat, he's teking the
easy way. But he had forgotten the gunin Cranston's hand. A shot rang out.

It echoed in the narrow dead end. Blood spurted from the doctor's hand. The gun in Cranston's hand
was steady. The doctor's face, fdling to pieces, looked at his wounded hand. The capsule or whatever it
was that he had hed— the sheriff couldn't see from where he was— had fdlen from the doctor's hand.

Ender's eyesfdl to his bleeding hand. His face was wiped dean of expresson now. He looked from his
bloody hand to Cranston's set grim face. From there his eyes fdl to the gun in Cranston's hand. A amile
twitched at the corner of the doctor's fat face.

Deliberately he extended hisright foot out in front of him. Cranston's finger tightened on the trigger. The
doctor moved hisleft foot.

Sowly, at fird, then faster, the doctor waked toward Cranston. The sheiff hed his breath. Ender was
trying to bait Cranston into shooting him.

His poison gone, he was about to commit suicide under the muzze of a gun. He was perhaps ten feet
away from Crangton now. Would Cranston shoot... give Ender the release he wanted.

The sheriff let his breath go out as he saw Cranston drop hisgun hand to his sde. Cranston said, "Forget
it. It won't work, Ender. You're finished! Y ou're going to die by due process of law. You're going to be
gven atrid and then taken out and hung. Y ou will be hanged by the neck until you are dead.”

The sheiff shuddered. Cranston's voice was one of doom. It defeated Ender. He relaxed. His hands fdl
to his sdes. His head hung forward. His bloody hand was at his sde. He looked at it incurioudy as
though it had just occurred to him that he had been shot.

Stepping in front of Cranston, the sheriff put a handcuff around the doctor's good hand. No word was
spoken while they drove Dr. Ender to jall.

No word was sad as they went into the jail. James Jason broke the slence when he saw the odd trio
sop in front of hiscdl. He said, "It worked!"

Crangton said, "Y es, thanks to you."
Puzzled, the sheriff said. ™Y ou mean Jason knew about this?'

Cranston said, "What kind of a sadist do you think | am? Do you think | would let an innocent men St in
jal expecting to be hung? No, | told Jason | was going to frame the killer, just as the killer tried to frame
Jason when Ender went out in the rain and gouged Tommy's name off the Honor Rall."

The sheriff opened the jal door. Jason stepped out and stretched. He said, "Maybe I'm not like dl the
rest of the peoplein town... maybe I'm cracked... | don't think so... but maybe... but say I'm different, |
dill don't like it when some creep like this fits me for a hemp necktie.”

Ender said nothing as the sheriff pushed himinto the cdl. Cranston said, "Y ou'd better cal the young doc
to take care of that wounded hand.”



The sheriff had a deputy cdl Dr. Mason who hurried over. Seeing them together, the sheriff was struck
agan by the two doctors' nicknames.

Crangton said, "The young doc isadmost as old as the old doc.”
Nodding, the sheriff said, "Yeah."

"It's obvious thet the reason for the nicknames is that Ender is old in the sense of being old fashioned..,”
Cranston said. "You know, when | firs met him | wondered about that. It didn't seem to me that even in
agmdl town like this a good doctor would have to run a drug store besides being a doctor.”

The sheriff and Cranston walked away with Jason as the young doc took care of the old doc's hand.
In his office, the sheriff said, "You've got alot of explaning to do, Mr. Cranston.”

Lamont looked &t the clock and said, "A lot to tdl and not much time to tdl it in. You 4ill have the
depositions sgned by Kitty Randdl and Doc Ender?!

Nodding, the sheriff pulled them out of the old fashioned safe that lurked behind his desk.
Crangton picked up one and tore it in haf and then in quarters. "Thisisalie Well destroy it."

He threw the pieces of paper into the trash basket.

CHAPTER XllI

THE other depodtion Crangton threw on the desk. The sheiff saw Dr. Ender's sgnature on this
Crangton said, "I had Kitty lie in order to make the noose seem tighter around Jason's neck. This other,
the one that Ender Sgned is one of the things that's going to convict him.

"By the way, Jason, dl my thanks for your help... and you can go home now. Have you ever spoken to a
good psychiatrist about your guilt fedings from being thrown out of the Army?

Jason shook his head sullenly.

"I'd suggest that you do. You're in a bad way through no fault of your own." Cranston scribbled a
doctor's name on a dip of paper and handed it to Jason. "Give this to the doctor whose name | have
written. He's not in this town. You can speak truthfully and need have no fear tha he will ever say

anything, to anyone.”
Jason said no words, but his face looked his gratitude. He |€ft.

Asthe door closed behind Jason and Cranston cocked an eye a the clock again, the sheriff said, "Two
things before you go. What put you on to the doc, and how the hdl did he get out of the locked up
house?'

"There were two things In the firg place, thefird timel met Ender, as | have told you, | wondered about
how good a doctor he could be under the circumstances. Next | asked him to tdl me about the murder.
Now, he didn't know me from Adam. He made no attempt to find out who | was. Immediatdly he spilled
hiswhole story to me.

"That seemed curious to me. In the firg place, no decent doctor ever says anything about his cases,
professond ethics close his mouth... if Ender talked about his medical cases as fredy as he did about the
murder, well... it just seemed curious. | got the impression that he was dying to tdl someone his story.”



"Because he was in such a rush you wondered whether the story was true or not?'

"Yes, exactly. Now remember too, that | came into the case by the back door. My fird contact was
when Jenkins died from eating poisoned candy. | was backtracking from there.

"It seemed clear that he had been killed for his money. Who stood to gain from the murder? It seemed
obvious once | had read thewill and found that it was left to Thomas Archer Junior, that young Thomas
would have something to explain.”

"But when you got here you found out that he'd been dead for ayear” the sheriff said.

"Theat put me off my stride. | knew that under the terms of the will the money would go to Mr. and Mrs.
Archer if something happened to young Thomas. That made the Archers the next obvious suspects. But
what greeted me when | got here? The murder of Mr. Archer.”

"The conditions made it look asif Mrs. Archer then had the motive and the opportunity.”

"Right. The locked up house seemed to me to point the whole thing right & Mary Archer. But, | must
confess that after medting her, | couldn't see her as the killer. | remembered my fedings about Ender. |
phoned one of my men and had him check on what other rdatives there were Ieft dive. He found that a
doctor in this town was the last blood relation.”

"l e

"I didn't want to accuse Ender urtil 1 knew what happened. For dl | knew he might not have known that
he was in line to inherit. Jason could well be the red killer... but | didnt think so. The circumstances of
the chained and locked windows and doors seemed to put Jason outside the pale.

"The only way | could see that Jason could have killed Mr. Archer was under the terms of the phony
recongruction | set up. But you know as well as | tha the footprints in the dust made that impossible.
Jason could not be the killer... not any way thet | could make seem red to me”

"S0 you rigged that business with the puzzle boxes."

"Thet seemed so ludicrous when was saying it thet | was afraid one of you would laugh @ me. Perhaps in
books someone might try something as involved and chancy as that, but | can't see it happening in red
life"

"It seems clear to me" the sheriff said as Cranston looked at the clock again, "that Ender shot Mrs.
Archer and then threw therifle on top of a roof. Then on some pretext he got to Jason's cell...”

The sheriff ran out into the hal and caught Jason before he left the building. "You know, | had a question
as soon as you left. If, as you set up the crime, Jason had piled the boxes on top of each other, how
come when Doc Ender went up to the rumpus room to look for the 'killer' he didn't notice the boxes?”

"Good poaint, in away," sad Cranston, "tha was my last test to determine who the killer was. If Ender
had spotted that, if he had said that the boxes were piled up as they would have had to been, for Jason
could not have gotten back into the house at that point, then | might have tried to figure out another
murder method.”

"There would have been the problem of foot printsin the dust anyway.”

"Of course," Crangton agreed.



"What about the circular marks in the loam outside of the house?"

"WEell get to that later. Ender stepped into the dirt when he ran around the house. He noticed the marks,
and erased them as | postulated that Jason did.”

Jason waved good-bye. He wasin the doorway. The sheriff thought, "I've never seen him look like this.
He seems amogt normd.” Perhaps it was the look of gratitude in his eyes... as he looked at Cranston.

The sheriff went back to his origind thought. "And Ender threw the shdl and the dring into Jason's cell.
Say... | never asked any of my menif Ender wasin thejal!"

"I think youll find that he wasn't. But, if you wrapped the gring around the shell, it wouldn't be too hard
to throw it into the cdl window from the street! | think that's what he did.”

"Could wel be. The shdl would supply enough weight... and, as luck would have it, Jason was adeep
and didn't even know the shdl and string had landed in the cot with him!"

"To a certain point, dl the luck was on Ender's Sde. The conditions of Mr. Archer's murder for instance,
were pure luck."

"Onething before you sttle that puzzle for me. What about the threatening | etters?’

"There are two posshilities there. Either Ender decided as long ago as Six years that he was going to do
dl this... that was before he even moved into town... or... and | think this is more probable... | think that
Jason sent the letters! 1t would be consonant with his peculiar behaviour pattern.”

"You mean..." The sheriff was speechless. "You mean..."

"That the murders and the letters were co-incidentd. Yes"" Cranston got to his feet. He looked out the
window. Down on the street in front of the jall a cab with a New Y ork license plate was parked.

As Crangton looked down, Shrevvie got out of the car impatiently. He looked at his watch and then
scratched his head.

"Takeit easy, Shrewie" Crangton cdled, "I'm on my way."
"I dmogt can't buy that," the sheriff said.

"Look at it thisway. | don't beieve those murders were planned that long ago. | think they came as the
result of endless frudtrations. | think they developed out of the dawning recognition on Ender's part that
he was a flop as a doctor.

"Asamatter of fact, | don't think that if young Thomas Archer had lived that this whole thing would have
happened. But once Ender saw that one of the three people in his way had been destroyed it must have
seemed like fate showing him the way.”

"Ummm," the sheniff said. "W, it's dl over now but the hanging, so suppose you tdl me how Ender
hocussed the locks or however it was that he managed that ‘impossible Stuation’ as you caled it.”

Standing up, Cranston said, "My time's running out. Will you come aong as far as the car with me?'
"Sure" The two men walked down airs, the sheriff favoring his game leg.

"Let's get the picture of what actudly happened on the night of the murder sraight in our minds. Ender
drove up in front of the house. He went to the door. | imagine that held been carrying that knife around



with him for along time. As we found out, it's a very common kind of kitchen knife. It had no identifying
qualities.

"I can only think he was carrying the knife just for the opportune time. That night, when he was preparing
to ring the bell he looked through the window and saw Mr. Archer stting aone in the living room. Instead
of ringing the bdll, which asiit turned out would have apprised Mrs. Archer of his presence, he tapped on
the window.

"Mr. Archer let his murderer into the house. He locked and chained the door after the doctor."

They were out on the street. The cabbie whom the sheriff had heard Crangton cal Shrevvie, was waving
hisams a Cranston.

"One more second,” Cranston said to the cabbie.
"Go on please,” the sheiff sad.

"The doctor and his vicim sat in the living room. Ender sat for a minute and then on some pretext,
perhaps offering to ligen to Mr. Archer's heart which he knew was bad, he waked over to Archer.
Bending over as though abouit to ligen with a stethoscope, the doctor did the knife sraight into Archer's
heart.

"That, incidentdly, was another clue. | couldn't imagine many circumstances under which a man would let
another man come close enough to him to drive the knife draight in from the front as the knife was
driven."

"Then what?'

Getting into the cab, Crangton said through the open window, "Then the doctor walked out through the
kitchen, took the chain off the door, unlocked the lock and walked out into the night.

"He ran around to the front and somehow inflicted that bump on his head. For dl | know he may have
dammed his head on the whed of hiscar."

"I see... then, dl thistime he didn't know about the doors and windows being locked?"

"No. How could he? Now let's see what he did. He got out of the car, saggering in case Mrs. Archer
looked out and went to the door rubbing his head. She opened the door at his ring. He was told about
the atrocious murder which had jugt taken place and was astounded, horrified, etc., etc., etc.”

"l get it now!" the sheriff said, light dawning. "Mrs. Archer told him about the house being locked up and
sent him off on a search of the house. Sometime in his looking around, it occurred to him that he could
take advantage of the circumstanced”

"Precisdly. He just went to the back of the house and re-locked the lock and put the chain back on the
kitchen door," Cranston said. He settled back in the cab.

"Not satisfied with that, he began to worry about a red herring and some timein the night he went out and
chisded Tommy's name off the Honor Rall.”

"Somehow that was the rottenest thing of al... to hurt Mrs. Archer that way..."
"Dr. Ender was naot, | fear, avery nice man." Cranston waved good-bye. The cab drove off.

The sheiff stood in the center of Main street waving good-bye. He stood in the center of a town which



once again was a andl| town, full of nice people and bad, a town that could be very pleasant to live in
now that murder no loner walked its streets.

The sheriff amiled. He looked at hiswatch and swore. It was late. He was late for supper again. He ran
as fadt as his bad leg would dlow him to the phone. He cdled his wife. Then the smile came back. Yes,
lifein asmdl town like this could be very pleasant. "Sure, baby, 1'm coming right home now. Nothing will
stop me. See you in ten minutes”

THE END



