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UPPOSING Olivia should discover 
our secret? Supposing she learns the 
truth? What then, Edgar?” 

“You are supposing the 
impossible, Julie. Your imagination has run 
away with your reason, and exaggerated the 
possibility of the utterly improbable. Olivia 
is too certain of her legal and financial hold 
upon me to entertain any doubts about me. 
We could go on as we are going for another 
year, and she would never suspect anything. 
It is not Olivia who will cut the knot and set 
you and me free to enjoy our love: it is I.” 

“You?” 
Juliette looked up at the shadowed face 

of the man bending over her. Unconsciously 
she drew away from the arm that encircled 
her slim shoulders. 

“You?” she repeated incredulously. 
“How can you be so foolish? You are big 
and strong, but you must know that you are 
as helpless as a child when it comes to 
trying to change the unalterable. Olivia 
would divorce you and leave you penniless. 
Where would we be then? I have no money. 

“No. Leave things as they stand. Olivia 

holds the pair of us helpless. You and I are 
dependent upon her bounty. If she saw us 
now, she would cut you off without a cent, 
and stop my allowance. Believe me, Edgar, 
I know my own stepsister’s temperament, 
and if you think you can go to her, tell her 
the truth, and expect her to give you her 
blessing and release you from the bonds of 
matrimony without making us both pay 
dearly, you are greatly mistaken. Take my 
advice and leave well enough alone. Neither 
you nor I are cut out for love in a cottage.” 

“For you,” commenced the man in a 
repressed voice, “I could—” 

Juliette twisted herself free from Edgar’s 
hold. Standing a little distance away, she 
spoke in a slow, impersonal voice. 

“Remember this,” she said with icy 
coldness, “I have some choice in the matter. 
You may be prepared to sacrifice both of us, 
but I tell you frankly that my love cannot 
stand the test of sordid poverty. It is 
unromantic of me, but that is my nature. I 
was not cut out for heroics in sackcloth. I 
need—” 

“Candid! splendid!” said Edgar Vincent. 
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“Greater than my love for you, Julie, is 
my admiration for your brutal frankness. I 
am not going to take any chances with 
Olivia. I give you my word that I shall 
achieve the end we both desire and take no 
risk. Come! We have been too serious. It is 
a night for making—love.” 

In response to the man’s semibantering 
tone, Juliette laughed lightly, and, their two 
forms merging into one in the darkness of 
the garden surrounding the summer cottage, 
they walked away. 

Softer footed than they, the figure of a 
woman stole toward the house. She had 
overheard every word of that strangely 
sophisticated and callous conversation. Her 
suspicion had crystallized to certainty; yet 
although she knew there was no hope of 
reclaiming her husband’s loyalty, she was 
stirred by no desire to punish his treachery 
or wreak vengeance upon her half-sister’s 
perfidy. Olivia knew that in their own, 
selfish, calculating way, Edgar and Juliette 
loved. 

“I planned this isolated existence, threw 
them together, gave them every opportunity 
to be overcareless,” she reflected bitterly. “I 
should not complain. They shall have their 
wish. Freedom to marry and—tire of each 
other. Money also to squander. I will write 
my lawyer to-night. Juliette will find she did 
not gage my temperament exactly.” 

Before she went to her room Olivia 
wrote a letter acquainting her husband with 
her intention of commencing proceedings 
for a divorce, and gilding his escape from 
bondage with a generous portion of her 
large fortune. 

“Coals of fire,” she murmured as she 
sealed and laid the envelope on Edgar’s 
desk. “Not that he will care; he will 
probably think I have some love affair of 
my own.” 

The bedrooms of the half-sisters 

adjoined, and when Juliette came into her 
room, Olivia stood in the communicating 
doorway and completed the burning of her 
boats. 

“You need have no fear on the score of 
money,” concluded Olivia. “Your allowance 
will be continued just the same as if you had 
been a true and loving sister to me. Besides, 
Edgar is rather changeable, and you may 
find it useful to be independent of him as a 
permanent husband and provider.” 

With this sardonic summing-up, Olivia 
softly closed the door. Yet neither she nor 
Juliette had fully plumbed the deeps of 
Edgar’s character or gaged the full 
significance of his words in the garden. 

“I shall achieve the end we both desire,” 
had said Edgar, and sat until long after 
midnight plotting the final details of his plan 
that had been germinating in his mind for 
months past. In the far corner of the room 
Olivia’s letter lay untouched, unseen by him 
on the desk. In the garage was the silent, 
powerful car that he had bought with 
Olivia’s money. In the space beneath the 
seat was a heavy stone and a coil of rope. A 
mile away from the cottage was a lonely 
mountain lake of unmeasured depth. By 
forgery and skillful manipulation of funds 
entrusted to his care Edgar had salted away 
more than half of his wife’s fortune. All he 
had to do now would occupy but a little 
while. 

“I’ll make sure she’s asleep,” muttered 
Edgar; and fortifying himself with a heavy 
dose of brandy, he went into the hall and 
disconnected the switch controlling the 
lights in Olivia’s bedroom. At the foot of 
the stairs he waited, listening. 

“Not a sound,” he muttered. “She’s 
asleep, all right. That’s a sure test. Great 
idea of mine that. Another drop of brandy 
and I’ll get over this confounded fit of 
shivering.” 
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Until this moment Edgar had felt no 
qualms, no dread of the deed he had 
planned; but when he tilted the brandy 
decanter, his hands shook and beads of cold 
perspiration stood out on his forehead. Ten, 
fifteen minutes passed before he could 
master the sudden fear that had shattered his 
self-control; but the brandy helped to dull 
his senses and fully arouse his brutality. 

He crept up-stairs, cautiously opened the 
door of his wife’s room, and by the time he 
reached the side of her bed the lust of long-
premeditated murder gripped him to stoic, 
relentless purpose. The wiring of Juliette’s 
room was controlled by a separate switch, 
and the thin shaft of light coming through 
the crack in the partly open communicating 
door enabled the man to see the position of 
the figure in the bed in one glance. All now 
depended upon swiftness and silence. 

A trail of hair clung to Edgar’s hand as 
he stealthily reached for the edge of the 
pillow; but he did not hesitate or pause. 
With all his strength he pressed the pillow 
down on the sleeping, upturned face. He did 
not relax the pressure until the last 
convulsive movement had been stilled. 

“It’s done!” he whispered, and stepping 
back with an incautious movement of relief 
stumbled over a chair. From the next room 
came a gasp, the quick patter of feet. The 
door was thrown open. 

At the sight of the woman standing in 
the full light of the doorway, Edgar 
staggered back. Rushing to the bed, he flung 
the pillow aside, seeking a double 
conviction of his own eyes. He stared down 
at the silent, distorted features of—Juliette! 

“Y-you!” he quavered, facing the 
woman in the door. “You—shall go, too,” 
he shrilled, and the light played on the 

barrel of the automatic he wrenched from 
his pocket. 

Two tongues of flame spat forth in quick 
succession, but only one contained a 
messenger of death. The first bullet seared 
Olivia’s cheek, and then bedded itself in the 
wall. The second drilled a hole in the center 
of the murderer’s forehead. A suicide, he 
fell backward across the body of Juliette. 

 
“Had Edgar Vincent seen this,” said the 

coroner as he laid aside the letter Olivia had 
written and placed on Edgar’s desk, “a 
murder and suicide would have been 
averted. But how did it happen, if, as you 
say, you had no suspicion of your husband’s 
intention to kill you, that you did not sleep 
in your own room?” 

“Since I was a child,” replied Olivia, “I 
have had an unaccountable dread of the 
dark, and always slept with a light in my 
room. On the night of the crime I awoke and 
found my room in darkness. I thought the 
bulb had failed, and went into my sister’s 
room. We—were—not good friends, and 
she offered to change rooms and sleep in my 
bed.” 

After a long pause, the coroner asked 
another question: 

“Was your husband aware of your fear 
of the dark?”  

“Yes.” 
“Then God have mercy on him,” 

muttered the coroner. “For he deliberately 
shut off the light in your room in order to 
find out if you were soundly sleeping, and 
planned the whole thing from the beginning 
to—his own end and undoing. Had he not 
touched that switch, you might not be here 
now. That test was fatal!” 

 


