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I. 
 

HE switchboard operator in the 
Hudson Hotel beckoned to the clerk. 
 

“has Miss 
“Say, Mr. Means,” she said, 

Fitzie gone out?” 
 The clerk looked over the key-rack and 
shook his head. 
 “Her key’s here, Mae. She’s not up 
yet,” he laughed. “Believe me, chorus girls 
have it easy.” 
 “Wait a minute,” said the operator, 
speaking into the transmitter. Then she turned 
again to the clerk. “There’s a guy on the wire, 
Mr. Means, that wants to talk to Miss Fitzie.” 
 “Well, connect him.” 
 “But I don’t get any answer. I’ve been 
ringing and ringing and—” 
 “I’ll send up a boy, Mae. Get the 
man’s number and tell him you’ll call him.” 
 “Hello, hello; hey Central, get that 
party back. Hello Hello. Oh, rats, he rang off.” 
 The clerk laughed, and shook his head. 
 “He’ll call again,” he said. “They 
always do for Fitzie. What is it, Jimmie?” 

 He turned to the bell-hop who had 
returned from up-stairs. 
 “Say, Mr. Means,” gasped the boy, 
“sumpin’s wrong, all right, all right. I knocked 
on Miss Fitzie’s door, but got no answer.” 
 “Well?” asked the clerk, knowing 
Jimmie was concealing something. 
 The boy fidgeted, and his face flushed. 
 “That’s all. Honest.” 
 “It’s not. Why are you so nervous?” 
 Jimmie leaned weakly against the 
desk. 
 “Gee, Mr. Means, I think Fitzie’s 
dead.” 
 “What? Dead!” 
 “I peeked through the keyhole and I 
saw a woman, it must be Miss Fitzie, lying on 
a couch, very still.” 
 “Have her door opened with a pass-
key and get the house detective. Hurry,” the 
clerk ordered. 
 “Say, Mr. Means,” Mae spoke in a 
weak tone for she had heard Jimmie’s startling 
announcement. “Here’s the guy again that 
wants Miss Fitzie. What’ll I tell him?” 
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 The clerk leaned over the switchboard 
and took the receiver the girl removed from 
her head. 
 “Hello,” he said “You want to speak to 
Miss Fitzie?” 
 “Miss Fitzie,” came a deep voice over 
the wire. “Is she in?” 
 “I’ll find out. Would you mind leaving 
your name?” 
 The other hesitated, then: “Tell her that 
Mr. Hastings called. Mr. Arthur Hastings. 
 The communication was suddenly cut 
off at the other end. Means frowned and 
returned the telephone instrument to the girl. 
 Jimmie appeared again. 
 “Mr. Means,” he whispered. “She’s 
dead, all right. She’s been murdered!” 
 “My dream!” gasped Mae. “I had a 
bad dream last night. Oh, it was terrible; 
cockroaches and—” 
 “Shut up,” Means ordered. Then he 
turned to the house detective, who had just 
come from up-stairs. 
 “What is it, Greg?” 
 The detective drew the clerk aside. 
 “That girl in Room 14 has been 
murdered; strangled, and hit on the head.” 
 The clerk’s eyes narrowed. He was a 
young man, keen and energetic, and like all 
good hotel clerks, intelligent. 
 A murder had been committed in the 
house, and if it got into the newspapers, the 
hotel would get a black eye. Still, the police 
would have to be called in; and there was no 
stopping the publicity. 
 “Mae,” he said, “call police 
headquarters. Request that detectives be sent 
here immediately. Say there has been a 
murder. Then phone to Mr. Fenton’s house, 
and have him come down.” 
 Mr. Fenton was the proprietor of the 
hotel, and also its manager. 
 When the clerk” and the house 
detective entered room No. 14 they saw the 
statuesque figure of Dolly Fitzie lying on a 

rich-looking divan. She was clad in an 
expensive kimono, and white slippers. 
 Means cast a quick, observant glance 
around. Evidently there had been no struggle, 
for the room looked neat and tidy. 
 “This is awful,” the clerk gasped, 
“Who did it, Greg?” 
 “Don’t look at me,” the detective 
answered. “How should I know?” 
 “But you’re the detective,” persisted 
Means. “Don’t stand there like a dummy. Say 
something.” 
 “I’ve said all I know,” Greg replied 
snappily. “She’s been strangled and hit on the 
head.” 
 Suddenly Means dropped to his knees. 
Quickly he ran a hand over the carpeted floor, 
and with an exultant expression, rose to his 
feet. 
 “A clue,” he said, holding up a gold 
cuff-link. “Don’t mind me telling you, Greg, 
that you’re some detective when you didn’t 
see this.” 
 The other flushed. 
 “I don’t unravel murders,” he 
answered curtly. He was a sour-looking 
individual, who employed most of his time 
lolling about the hotel lobby. 
 “I believe you,” Means retorted “You 
are more ornamental than useful, Greg. Would 
you mind moving your foot? I think you’re 
standing on a pin.” 
 The detective jumped, and Means bent 
down and picked the pin up. It was bent, and 
be examined it closely. 
 “Regular Sherlock Holmes,” Greg 
sneered. “What good is that? You’ll find pins 
on most any floor.” 
 Means did not answer. His keen eyes 
were looking downward. 
 “Would you mind moving your other 
foot now, Greg? Thank you. It’s all right. Just 
another pin.” 
 The clerk was on his knees. When he 
got to his feet he had six pins in his hands; 
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four of them were bent. 
 “Cut out the detective stories,” Greg 
said. “You’re going bughouse, Means. What 
good are pins?” 
 “What good are brains?” Means asked. 
 “To use.” Greg answered promptly. 
 “So are pins.” Means replied. 
 “For dressmaking.” the detective 
sneered. 
 And then the police arrived. 
 “Detective Carter,” said one of the 
men flashing a shield. “Woman murdered?” 
 Means nodded. 
 “Home detective here?” Carter asked. 
 “Here,” said Greg. 
 “There,” said Means. “Ask him!” 
 “Strangled and hit on the bead,” said 
Greg mechanically. 
 “What else?” Carter inquired. 
 “That’s all,” Greg answered blankly. 
“She’s dead.” 
 “We know all that,” Carter cut in. 
“Any suspects?” 
 Greg shook his head. “None that I 
know of. Clerk has a clue.” 
 The house detective said this smiling, 
which was entirely out of order. 
 “What’s the clue?” asked the detective 
who had come with Carter. 
 Means handed over the cuff-link. 
 “Anything else?” Carter asked. 
 “Nothing else,” said Means, “that I’ve 
seen.” 
 “Only pins,” put in Greg. “He found 
six of them on the floor.” 
 Means showed the detectives the pins. 
 “No good,” said Carter. “Small pins on 
all living room floors. Women drop them. No 
accounting for how they fit there. Maybe she 
was sewing.” 
 “Sure,” said Greg. “Pins is pins.” 
 “I’ll keep them,” and Means dropped 
them into his pocket. “Look around, men. I 
have to go down-stairs. Be right back. Come 
along, Greg, you’re more useful in the lobby.” 

The clerk and the house detective left the 
room. 
 “If you get enough pins,” said Greg 
soberly, “you could build a steel bridge with 
them.” 
 “If I think about them long enough, I 
may get an idea,” Means replied quickly. “See 
the point, Greg?” 
 “Only on the pins,” Greg laughed. 
 “That’s the point,” Means answered. 
 And they started down-stairs, the 
detective somewhat perplexed. 
 

II. 
 
A HALF-HOUR later, more police and other 
officials who are called in on murder cases 
were in the private office of James Fenton, 
proprietor of the Hudson Hotel. 
 He had denied newspapermen 
admission while the cross-examination was 
being held. He wanted to suppress publicity if 
possible and gave orders to his employees not 
to discuss the case with reporters. 
 But several newspapermen hung about 
the lobby, admiring the hotel furnishings, 
while they did some watchful waiting, 
knowing that the story would come through 
police channels. 
 In Fenton’s office, Jennings, the night 
clerk was answering questions. He was an 
elderly man who had been clerking in the 
hotel for years, and seemed greatly agitated. 
 “Yes, sir,” he was saying to Bailey, a 
police official, “Miss Fitzie came home about 
four o’clock, or maybe a little later.” 
 “Was she alone?” 
 Jennings shook his head. “No, sir. She 
was with Mr. Standing.” 
 “What’s his first name?” 
 “Clyde, sir.” 
 “Clyde M. Standing?” 
 The clerk nodded. 
 A murmur of astonishment passed 
through the room. Clyde M. Standing, or to 
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give his full name, Clyde Manton Standing, 
was a well-known young millionaire, who had 
had a most spectacular career. 
 Perhaps no man was better known to 
chorus girls, gambling-houses, and 
restaurateurs along the Great White Way than 
Clyde Manton Standing.  
 “Well,” the official exclaimed, “tell us 
what you know. Hurry.” 
 The clerk rubbed his hands and looked 
fearfully at his employer. 
 “Tell them what you know, Jennings,” 
Mr. Fenton said. “Speak freely.” 
 “She came home about four,” Jennings 
continued, “and as usual Mr. Standing walked 
up-stairs with her. They seldom took the 
elevator, because the room is on the first floor. 
Mr. Standing would come home with Miss 
Fitzie almost every night, and after walking 
up-stairs with her would come down in about 
two or three minutes, say good night to me, 
and pass out.” 
 Jennings paused and shook his head 
before continuing. 
 “But last night, sir,” he went on, “or I 
should say this morning, Mr. Standing must 
have been up-stairs a half hour. At least I 
figure that’s about how long he was up there.” 
 “Why do you say ‘figure’?” Bailey 
asked. 
 Jennings became confused and looked 
at Mr. Fenton. 
 “Because I had fallen asleep, sir, on 
the chair behind the desk. It’s so slow and 
quiet around that hour that sometimes I doze 
off.” 
 “Did you see Mr. Standing leave?” 
 The clerk nodded his head. “I did, sir. 
He came down the stairs looking very white, 
and seemed agitated. I said good night, but he 
never looked at me, and passed right out.” 
 “And what time was this?” 
 “This was about half-past four, sir. I 
heard him running down the stairs, and that’s 
what roused me from my nap.” 

 “Anything else, Jennings?” 
 “That’s all, sir. I rarely spoke to Miss 
Fitzie. One night she came home alone and 
when she asked for her key she tickled me 
under the chin. I think she had been drinking, 
sir, for she walked unsteadily, and told me that 
she was going to marry Mr. Standing, and that 
when she did she’d buy me a hotel or two for 
myself.” 
 The official nodded and beckoned to 
Tommy, a bell-boy. 
 After asking the same preliminary 
questions he had put to Jennings about age, 
name, occupation, etc., he directed the boy to 
tell what he knew. 
 “I don’t know nothin’,” the boy said, 
very much scared. “Honest, mister, I didn’t do 
it.” 
 “I know all that,” Bailey cut in, “but if 
you don’t tell us what you know we’ll think 
you did it. Hurry, now. Speak up.” 
 “I don’t know nothin’,” Tommy 
insisted. “Honest, I didn’t see him do it.” 
 Bailey grabbed the boy by the arm. He 
had had his eye on Tommy since the 
investigation began, and he had taken a 
decided dislike to him on account of his weak 
face and shifty eyes. 
 “What do you mean when you say that 
you didn’t see him do it?” Bailey demanded. 
 Tommy pulled his arm away and gave 
the official a surly look. 
 “I didn’t see Mr. Standin’ kill Miss 
Fitzie,” he said. 
 “No one said he killed her,” Bailey 
answered. “Why did you say that?” 
 Tommy showed signs of nervousness. 
 “Because everybody has been talking 
about him.” he faltered. “Mr. Jennings said he 
looked white and scared when he left the 
hotel. I saw Mr. Standin’ and Fitzie come in. I 
was sittin’ on the bench, and I heard them 
arguing and talking loud as they started up-
stairs. 
 “How is it you forgot to mention this, 
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Mr. Jennings?” Bailey asked, turning to the 
clerk. 
 Jennings shrugged his shoulders. 
 “Easily explained, sir. You see, the 
bell-boys’ bench is at the side of the foot of 
the stairs and around from the desk. When 
Miss Fitzie got her key, she and Mr. Standing 
were not arguing. It is possible they began to 
do so as they started upstairs. Tommy, then, 
could have seen and heard them.” 
 “But you were within earshot?” the 
official persisted. 
 “Quite true, sir. Come to think of it, I 
did bear them talking, but paid no attention to 
it. They were talking loud, but people often 
talk loud in hotel lobbies. What they were 
saying I do not know.” 
 The official nodded. 
 “Did you see Mr. Standing leave?” he 
asked, addressing the boy. “And did you hear 
any of their talk?” 
 “Yes, sir,” Tommy answered 
promptly. “He raced down the stairs like Mr. 
Jennin’s said. He looked scared, and when I 
looked at him he seemed to stare over my 
bead. He rushed out and left the hotel. All I 
heard them talking about was money, and 
that’s all I know.” 
 “You were the only bell-boy on duty at 
the time?” Bailey asked. 
 “The only one,” Tommy answered. 
“It’s dead around that time. Hennessy, another 
boy, went off at two, leaving me alone.” 
 “Was there anybody else in the lobby 
at the time?” Bailey asked, turning to the 
clerk. 
 Jennings shook his head. “No one, sir. 
It’s a small hotel, and as the boy said, dead 
around four in the morning.” 
 “Well,” Bailey finally announced, “I 
guess we’re about finished here. Oh, by the 
way, Jennings, do you recognize this?” 
 The official held up a gold cuff-link. 
 “Jennings stared at it stupidly. “I do 
not, sir. Never saw it before, that I remember.” 

 “Did you ever see it on Mr. Standing, 
Jennings?” 
 “No, sir; can’t say that I did. I never 
notice those things, sir.” 
 “All right, Jennings. That’s all. Now, 
Mr. Fenton,” and Bailey turned to the 
proprietor, “we may want Jennings and the 
boy later. We can get them here?” 
 “At the hotel,” Fenton replied. 
 Part of the investigation was over, and 
while it had been going on a general alarm had 
been sent out by the police to arrest Clyde M. 
Standing, wanted for the murder of Dolly 
Fitzie, chorus girl. 
 Outside at the desk Means was holding 
off several reporters who were besieging him 
with questions. 
 “There is nothing to say,” he kept 
repeating. “I am under orders, gentlemen, and 
kindly appreciate it.” 
 The newspapermen knowing the utter 
futility of further interrogating the clerk, left 
the desk and resumed their watchful waiting 
until the police should emerge from James 
Fenton’s office. 
 A short time previously several of the 
reporters had been up in room No. 14 with the 
officials, looking over the ground carefully for 
signs of a clue. But like the first detectives 
who were on the scene, they discovered 
practically nothing. 
 They knew though, having been tipped 
off by a detective, that a gold cuff-link had 
been found, and that the person who had 
strangled the girl had undoubtedly worn 
rubber gloves or something else over the 
hands to disguise the faintest suggestion of 
finger-prints. 
 What the girl had been hit on the head 
with no one knew. Evidently it had been a 
heavy, blunt object, for her skull was dented 
in. 
 But none of the articles in the room 
had been disturbed or showed the least sign of 
blood or hair. 
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 The reporters had also heard rumors 
about Clyde M. Standing and already their 
papers had received over the telephone 
information regarding his visit to, and abrupt 
departure from, the hotel. 
 Greg, lolling about the lobby, doing 
nothing as usual, walked over to the desk and 
looked at Means with a wise smile. 
 “How about those pins?” he laughed. 
 “They still have points,” Means 
replied. 
 “So have needles,” Greg smiled. “And 
needles have eyes, Means.” 
 “So have you.” Means retorted. “But 
they don’t do you any good.” 
 The detective flushed and walked 
away, puzzled. What was Means’s game? And 
why did he attach so much importance to a 
few ordinary pins? 
 “Say,” Greg added, coming back to the 
desk, “what do you want those pins for?” 
 “I’m going to build a bridge with 
them,” Means replied seriously, “when I get 
enough.” 
 

III. 
 
 Five minutes later the crowd in 
Fenton’s office came out. 
 The officials and police hurried away, 
the newspapermen with them, and the Hudson 
Hotel resumed its regular routine. 
 As yet none of the guests knew that a 
murder had been committed, so secretly was 
the investigation carried on, and so tight-
mouthed were all the employees, who had 
strict orders to say nothing. 
 Means, after receipting a bill, which 
one of the guests stopped to pay, looked up 
from the desk and nodded to a man who 
approached. 
 “How do you do, Mr. Hastings,” he 
said pleasantly. And then he added seriously, 
“I have some bad news for you.” 
 Arthur Hastings, middle aged, well 

dressed and prepossessing, raised his 
eyebrows with a quizzical expression. 
 “Don’t tell me,” he said. “Whatever it 
is, it will spoil my morning. I’ve come to take 
Miss Fitzie for a drive.” 
 The clerk asked Hastings to come 
closer. 
 “Be prepared for a shock,” Means 
whispered, studying the other’s face. “Miss 
Fitzie was murdered early this morning.” 
 “Murdered! Why, this is awful!” 
Hastings exclaimed. 
 “Not so loud. Means cautioned, 
nodding to several guests within hearing 
distance. 
 Hastings placed his cane on the desk 
and removed his gloves. 
 “Tell me everything,” he whispered. 
“Great grief. I can’t realize this yet.” 
 Means told all he knew. 
 “I didn’t know anything about it when 
you phoned this morning,” he said, “and you 
cut off so abruptly. I expected you’d call 
again, as you said, and then I was going to tell 
you to come right over.” 
 Hastings leaned against the desk. 
 “This is positively the worst shock I 
ever got, Mr. Means. Where is Standing?” 
 The clerk shrugged his shoulders. “Not 
found yet, I suppose. It certainly looks bad for 
him.” 
 “Any clues?” Hastings asked with the 
same bewildered expression. 
 “Only a cuff-link. If Standing did it, he 
covered up his tracks.” 
 Hastings picked up his hat and gloves. 
 “But it’s only circumstantial 
evidence,” he said. “I knew Standing, and 
liked him. Means, I don’t believe that he did 
it.” 
 “Well, I don’t like to think so myself, 
Mr. Hastings, and mind you I don’t say that he 
did, but it looks bad for him. Why didn’t he 
phone to Miss Fitzie this morning? As long as 
I can remember he called her up every 
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morning. If he had done so to-day, found out 
what had happened, and had been innocent, he 
would have hurried right over.” 
 “Well, we don’t know definitely,” 
Hastings said, stroking his mustache, “until 
something develops.” 
 “I’m not making any accusations,” 
Means said slowly, piercing the other with 
keen eyes. “I just got an idea about the whole 
thing. That’s all. Maybe I’m all wrong.” 
 “And you really think Standing did 
it?” Hastings asked. 
 The clerk frowned. “I’m a hotel clerk, 
Mr. Hastings, and I shouldn’t have said as 
much as I have.” 
 Hastings turned to look around the 
lobby, and the next second Means knocked 
over an ink-well with his hand, spilling its 
contents on the back of Hastings’s coat. 
 “Oh the devil!” Means exclaimed. 
“Pardon me, Mr. Hastings. I did it accidentally 
with my elbow. I’m so sorry.” 
 Hastings turned his head and looked 
down at the back of his bespattered coat. 
 “Sorry,” Means repeated. 
 “All right.” Hastings answered, “don’t 
worry. It’s an old coat.” He glanced down at 
his trousers. “Glad it didn’t get on my 
trousers, Means. This is a new suit. Wore it 
first time this morning.” 
 “Take of the coat.” Means said, “and 
I’ll send a boy across the street with it to the 
tailor’s.” 
 “Don’t bother, Means.” 
 “I insist,” the clerk went on. “It was 
my fault, and I have a charge account with 
Simon. It’s best to get the ink out at once.” 
 Hastings removed the coat and Means 
sent it away with a boy. 
 Just then the telephone operator 
beckoned. 
 “Phone call for you, Mr. Means,” she 
said “I’ve connected you.” 
 Means picked up the instrument on the 
desk. 

 “Jack.” an excited voice came over the 
wire, “hurry right over here. Most important. 
Can’t say any more. Hurry, Good-by.” 
 Means hung up the receiver with a 
bewildered expression. Frank Kenlon, a clerk 
at the Belvedere Hotel, was not the man to call 
up a friend to hurry right over unless it was for 
something unusual. 
 “Oh, Jennings.” Means called, seeing 
the night clerk with his hat and coat on just 
leaving Mr. Fenton’s office, “will you please 
take the desk for a while?” 
 Jennings nodded. 
 “My mother is very sick,” Means 
explained. “I’ll be back as soon as I can. 
Jennings. The boy’ll return presently with 
your coat, Mr. Hastings. See you later.” 
 With that Means hurried away and 
Hastings sat down to wait. 
 When Means entered the Belvedere 
Hotel, Kenton was behind the desk. 
 “Say,” he whispered, “what do you 
think?” 
 “What?” Means asked excitedly. 
 “Clyde M. Standing has committed 
suicide!” 
 Means whistled. 
 “Where, Frank, where?” 
 “Up-stairs. You know he was stopping 
here for the past week. About an hour ago 
detectives came to the hotel, told the boss of 
the affair at your place, and of course I learned 
all about it. That’s why I phoned to you to 
come right over.” 
 “When did it happen?” Means asked. 
 “Don’t know. Detectives went right up 
and knocked on the door. Got no answer; tried 
the door and found it wasn’t locked. They 
entered the room and found Standing lying on 
the bed with his throat cut and a razor lying 
beside him.” 
 “May I go up to the room?” Means 
asked. 
 “Sure, Jack. But what good will it do?” 
 “Never mind, come on up-stairs.” 
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 Kenlon whispered to another clerk, 
who nodded, and then he left the desk, taking 
Means by the arm. 
 They went up in the elevator and got 
off at the eighth floor. The Belvedere was a 
first-class hotel, almost five times the size of 
the Hudson. 
 When they entered the room Meant 
recognized Carter, the detective, who had 
been over at the Hudson. Several other men 
were present, also the coroner and two 
reporters. 
 “It looks like conclusive proof now,” 
the coroner was saying. “In my opinion 
Standing was the man.” 
 The others nodded, all except Kenlon 
and Means. 
 “Everything, points to him, coroner,” 
Carter said gruffly, “else why did he commit 
suicide.” 
 “Not only that,” the coroner continued, 
while the reporters took notes, “but this cuff-
link is strong evidence.” 
 The coroner pointed to the dead man 
who lying on his back fully dressed except for 
a coat and vest, with one arm hanging over the 
side of the bed. 
 Means stared at the arm. Then his eye 
took in the cuff around the wrist. He leaned 
closer to get a better look and drew back 
astonished. 
 There was no question but that the 
gold cuff-link with its odd design was the 
mate to the one found in Dolly Fitzie’s room. 
 Then Means glanced at the link in the 
dead man’s other cuff. It was round, not 
square like the gold one, and looked to be 
made of gun-metal. It had a design which 
looked like a woman’s head. 
 “I guess that’s about all, boys, that I 
can say.” The coroner turned to the reporters. 
“The police perhaps will find more evidence 
in letters, papers and other things. After what 
happened at the Hudson it looks dead certain.” 
 Means was staring at the floor, his 

keen eyes roving about. Suddenly he dropped 
to his knees and picked up four pins which 
were lying within half a foot of each other. 
 They were about four feet from the 
foot of the bed and two of them were bent, one 
more than the other. 
 The coroner, who had not paid much 
attention to Means, believing him to be a 
reporter who had come up with the Belvedere 
clerk, now nodded toward him and asked: 
“Who is this man?” 
 Carter turned, and recognizing Means, 
smiled. 
 “Clerk of the Hudson Hotel, coroner,” 
he said. Then he winked at the coroner when 
he saw the pins in the clerk’s hand. 
 “A nut, coroner. Goes around picking 
up pins. Say, boys, there’s a story for you. 
That guy’s a bug.” 
 Means flushed and dropped the pins 
into his pocket. 
 “Come on, Frank,” he, said, turning to 
his friend. “I feel uncomfortable in the 
company of such genius.” 
 When they got down-stairs, Kenlon 
turned to his friend. 
“What’s the idea of those pins?” he asked. 
 “Time will tell,” Means replied. “So 
long, old fellow. See you later.” 
 He dashed from the hotel, leaving 
Kenlon looking after him, perplexed. 
 Out on the sidewalk Means started a 
wild dash up the street. It was only a block 
and a half to the Hudson, and Simon, the 
tailor’s place, was directly opposite. 
 Means figured it could not have been 
more than twelve minutes since he had left his 
post. 
 It was most important that he should 
get to Simon’s before the tailor returned 
Hastings’ coat, and he cursed his 
thoughtlessness for not having stopped at the 
tailor’s before he set out for the Belvedere. 
 “After all,” he muttered, “the coat may 
not reveal anything. My theory is more 
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important.” 
 Reaching the tailor’s, he dashed madly 
inside. Simon was holding up Hastings’s coat, 
and admiring his work with a proud eye. 
 “Give me that coat,” Means gasped 
“Hurry, Simon.” 
 Astonished, the tailor handed over the 
garment. 
 Means ran his hands through the 
pockets. 
 “Empty!” he fairly gasped. 
 “Except for these.” Simon held up a 
handkerchief, a gun-metal cuff-link, and a pair 
of chamois gloves. “I always remove articles 
from the pockets before doing my work, Mr. 
Means. I hope you don’t think I would steal-” 
 Means grabbed the handkerchief. 
 “It has blood on it,” he exclaimed. 
 “Undoubtedly a nose-bleed or a cut,” 
said Simon. 
 The clerk’s eyes narrowed and a keen 
look flashed from them. 
 “A handkerchief from a nose-bleed,” 
he said, “would have numerous spots of blood. 
You know yourself, Simon, if you’ve ever had 
a nose-bleed, how you keep putting a clean 
part of the handkerchief to your nostrils until 
it becomes full of blood, and then another 
clean part. The same with a cut.” 
 “That’s true,” Simon answered. 
“But—” 
 “But this,” said Means, pointing to the 
only blood-spot on the handkerchief, “was 
done by a razor being wiped off.” 
 The clerk looked for an initial on the 
handkerchief, but it had none. 
 “And that cuff-link,” went on Means, 
taking it from Simon’s hand and examining it 
closely. “Oh, this is enough. Jimmy,” he said, 
turning to the bell-boy who had been waiting 
and watching with astonished eyes, “get 
around the corner to the police station. Have 
two detectives come here with you. Tell them 
to bring a strong magnifying glass. And, 
Jimmie, ask the lieutenant for real detectives.” 

 The boy departed, and Means turned 
again to the tailor. 
 “Simon,” he said, “when the detectives 
arrive you are to go over to the hotel with us, 
and when you see me nod toward a certain 
man, point at him and exclaim, ‘That’s the 
man. I saw him strangle the girl, from my 
window across from hers.” 
 “But, Mr. Means,” stammered Simon, 
“I don’t—” 
 “It’s all right, Simon. You’re supposed 
to live in that studio building at the back of the 
hotel.” 
 Briefly he explained everything to the 
tailor, who consented to do what he asked. 
 And then the detectives arrived. 
 After explaining enough to them to 
warrant the arrest of Arthur Hastings, Simon 
locked his door and with the others, hurried 
across the street and entered the Hudson 
Hotel. 
 Hastings was still sitting in the same 
chair reading a newspaper. 
 “The man reading the newspaper,” 
Means whispered to Simon “Run up and 
accuse him.” 
 “There he is,” Simon yelled, pointing a 
finger at Hastings, who looked up, astonished. 
“I saw him strangle the girl from my window 
across the way.” 
 Hastings jumped to his feet. He looked 
around, started to run, and stopped. Escape 
was cut off in every direction. 
 He thereupon became suave, took out a 
cigarette, and held a match to it. 
 “Well, gentlemen.” he said, “what is 
the meaning of this?” 
 “It means,” said one of the detectives, 
slipping up to him and snapping a pair of steel 
bracelets on his wrists, “that you’re under 
arrest!” 
 “For what?” Hastings asked, puffing 
furiously at his cigarette. 
 “For the murders of Dolly Fitzie and 
Clyde M. Standing,” said Means. 
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 “It’s a lie!” Hastings retorted. 
 “How do you account for these?” 
Means held up the handkerchief and cufflink. 
 “Never saw them before.” Hastings 
answered. 
 “There’s a tailor ready to make an 
affidavit that he took them from your overcoat 
pocket,” Means replied. “Also a bell-boy who 
witnessed it. And this man here.” continued 
Means, pointing a finger at Simon and 
speaking with much confidence, “saw you 
commit the murder.” 
 “But, Means,” Hastings gasped, “you 
said you believed Standing did it.” 
 “That remark helps to convict you,” 
Means smiled. “I did say that to throw you off 
the track. I spilt that ink-well purposely, 
Hastings, to get a look at the coat of your suit. 
At the time, I confess, I never thought it would 
enable me to examine your overcoat.” 
 “But why?” Hastings asked. 
 The detectives also seemed curious. 
 “There’s a bent pin in the left-hand 
lapel of your coat, Hastings.” Mean smiled. “It 
doesn’t mean anything to you, of course, but it 
does to me.” 
 Hastings stared at it, perplexed. 
 “Let me have that magnifying glass,” 
and Means turned to one of the detectives. 
 Holding the glass over the lapel, 
Means pulled out the bent pin and looked at it 
carefully. 
 “There are five little holes,” he said to 
the detectives, “punctured in this stiff cloth. 
They were made by five little pins. One 
you’ve just seen. The others”—he reached 
into his pocket and drew out four pins—“are 
here. I found them in Standing’s room in the 
Belvedere Hotel.” 
 Hastings and the others could not 
understand what Means was driving at. But 
Hastings realized that he was exposed, and 
Means, he figured, had more evidence in 
reserve. 
 “Are you ready to make a confession, 

Hastings?” Means asked. 
 The prisoner nodded. 
 “Then we’ll go into Mr. Fenton’s 
office,” said Means. “Come along, men.” 
 In the office with the detectives, Mr. 
Fenton, Means, and a stenographer. Hastings 
made a statement. 
 “I killed both of them,” he said. “I am 
a hat designer in Marquette’s Fifth Avenue 
millinery shop, where I met Miss Fitzie, who 
came in regularly to purchase hats. 
 “I became infatuated with her, but 
knew that while she considered me a friend, I 
could never win her love. And then I meet 
Standing. She told me that she was going to 
marry him.” Hastings paused, his mouth 
tightened and a flash of hate shot from his 
eyes. 
 “Last night,” he continued, “or I 
should say early this morning, about three 
o’clock, I saw them together in Tacks’s 
restaurant. I had been drinking, and 
confronted Miss Fitzie, imploring her to leave 
Standing and come with me. She refused. I 
drank more and when they left the restaurant 
around ten minutes to four. I followed.” 
 Hastings stopped and asked that a 
waiter be sent in from the bar with a drink of 
whisky. The request was granted. 
 “I saw than enter the hotel,” the 
prisoner continued, after he had taken the 
drink which one of the detectives held to his 
mouth, “and, crazed with jealousy, I stole after 
them. But with a drunken man’s keen sense, I 
stopped at the entrance here. I saw the night 
clerk sitting in a chair behind the desk. Miss 
Fitzie and Standing had evidently gone up-
stairs. 
 “I waited perhaps ten minutes in the 
doorway, and no one passed in or out. Then I 
saw the clerk’s head fall over, and knew he 
was in a doze. Quietly I stole past the clerk, 
and at the foot of the stairs stopped. A solitary 
bell-boy sitting on a bench was also asleep.” 
 Hastings paused, and Fenton frowned. 
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Tony, then, had been afraid to tell about his 
slumber. 
 “I stole softly up-stairs,” Hastings 
went on, “and stopped in front of her room. 
She and Standing were arguing inside. I also 
heard sounds of a slight scuffle, and then 
conversation was resumed. 
 “I feared detection, so I sneaked down 
the hallway and halted in front of a door that 
was ajar. It must carelessly have been left 
open, for I looked inside and discovered a 
linen-room.” 
 “What?” Fenton exclaimed. He 
realized that the housekeeper must have 
discovered this in the morning, and had been 
afraid to mention it. 
 “I entered,” Hastings resumed, “and 
pulled the door after me, leaving it open just 
enough to see the door of room No. 14, and 
waited.” 
 “What then?” some one asked. 
 “In about fifteen minutes I saw 
Standing leave. He banged the door, and I 
heard him rushing down-stairs. 
 “After waiting several minutes, I 
walked up the hallway and tried her door. It 
was not locked, and I went in. 
 “I immediately spied a gold cuff-link 
on the floor, and I stooped down and picked it 
up. She said it was Standing’s, and told me to 
throw it on her dressing-table, and I did. I 
figured the link had been dropped in the 
scuffle I had heard. 
 “She was astonished at seeing me, and 
ordered me out. I removed my overcoat and 
hat, but did not take off my gloves.” 
 “Ah,” Means muttered, “you removed 
your overcoat. I knew that you must have 
done that” 
 Hastings paused, and looked at the 
clerk with a quizzical expression. 
 “Go on,” Means said. 
 “I asked her to give up Standing, and 
she refused. It was then”—Hastings paused, 
and his voice choked—“I grabbed her by the 

throat. 
 “She clutched madly at me as my 
fingers tightened around her neck. I was mad, 
and fiendishly I choked her, before she could 
make an outcry, until”—Hastings’s voice 
dwindled to a whisper—“she was dead. 
 “Then I became panic-stricken. In my 
fright I snatched up a heavy cold-cream jar 
from her dressing-table, and threw it at her. It 
hit the top of her head, and rolled onto the 
floor. 
 “Trying to cover up my tracks, I threw 
on my hat and overcoat, picked up the jar, and 
stuck it into my pocket. 
 “Then my eye lighted on the gold 
cufflink. It was Standing’s, and I dropped it on 
the floor, so that suspicion would point to him. 
Apparently it would look as though it had 
fallen from his cuff in a struggle. I then 
wondered how I could get out of the hotel.” 
 “How did you manage it?” Mr. Fenton 
asked. “The detectives told me that there were 
no footprints near the window to show that 
any one had jumped to the street. And the 
door not being locked, everything pointed to 
Standing.” 
 “I was afraid to go down through the 
lobby,” Hastings explained, “for I believed the 
clerk must have been awakened by the noise 
Standing made when he rushed downstairs. So 
I returned to the linen-room; and saw that 
there was a window in it. 
 “Lighting a match, I was careful not to 
step on any line of the linen. I jumped up on 
the sill and opened the window. It was about a 
twelve-foot drop to the ground, but in my 
desperation I took a chance, and landed on 
dirt, unhurt, among the plants, except for a bad 
shaking up. 
 “I then hurried to my apartment, 
bathed, and dressed, and changed my clothes, 
putting on a brand-new suit.” 
 Hastings stopped. A deep silence 
prevailed. 
 “You had your nerve with you.” one of 
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the detectives remarked. “What else?” 
 “I could not sleep.” and Hastings 
sighed wearily. “‘Murder will out,’ kept 
running through my head. Suddenly I thought 
that if I could kill Standing and make it appear 
like suicide, suspicion would point more 
strongly to him. I also knew he was 
dangerous, for I believe he was the only 
person I knew who had seen me in Tacks’s 
restaurant when I argued with Miss Fitzie.” 
 “You have very poor eyes, Hastings,” 
Means cut in. “I saw you there myself, all of 
you, but you didn’t see me.” 
 Hastings looked surprised.  
 “You saw me leave, then?” he asked. 
 Means nodded. 
 “I saw you follow them out. I was with 
friends, and forgot about it after you had left.” 
 Hastings nodded. “So I decided to go 
to the Belvedere Hotel, for I knew Standing 
was stopping there, and that his room was No. 
81.” 
 “How did you know this?” a detective 
asked. 
 For the first time Hastings smiled. 
 “About a week ago Miss Fitzie came 
into the shop to buy hats. Our model was 
trying on a number for her, when the 
bookkeeper called me, and said a man wanted 
to speak to Miss Fitzie on the telephone. 
 “I answered the phone, believing it 
was Standing, and I was right, for I recognized 
his voice. We were naturally jealous of each 
other, and I’m sure he knew it was I. I told 
him Miss Fitzie was busy and would not speak 
to him. 
 “He became indignant, and told me to 
tell her to call the Belvedere Hotel as soon as 
possible, and ask for room No. 81. 
 “At half past seven this morning,” 
Hastings continued, “before going to the 
Belvedere, I stopped around the corner at the 
millinery shop to—” 
 Means, who had been listening 
attentively, made an involuntary exclamation. 

 “Yes,” he said, “you stopped at the 
shop to— Go on.” 
 The prisoner and the others looked at 
Means, surprised at his eagerness. 
 “Only to finish the designing of a hat,” 
Hastings explained. “I had no trouble in 
getting into the shop. I had a key. 
 “The hat simply had to be finished, 
because it was a special order for one of our 
best customers, and had been promised, at 
nine this morning. In fact, I had remained at 
the shop last night until eleven o’clock 
working on it. From the shop I went direct to 
Tacks’s.” 
 “Ah,” Means explained, “that helps.” 
 “What is all this about, Means?” 
Hastings asked snappily. 
 “Proceed,” Means cut in. “I’ll 
explain.” 
 “There isn’t much more to say. I 
finished the hat by eight o’clock, when the 
shop opened, and then I left. 
 “The first thing I did was to buy a pair 
of gun-metal cuff-links. Ten minutes later I 
entered the Belvedere: The lobby was lively, 
and no one paid any attention to me. I figured 
room No. 81 was on the eighth floor, and I 
was right. I went up in the elevator. No one 
stopped me. I tried the door of room No. 81. It 
was not locked, and I entered.” 
 “Where was Standing?” a detective 
asked. 
 “Sitting on a chair. He jumped to his 
feet and looked at me, astonished. To make 
my visit appear friendly I removed my hat and 
overcoat.” 
 “Ah,” murmured Means, “I thought 
so.” 
 By this time no one in the office was 
heeding Means’s exclamations. 
 “But I knew there was no time to be 
lost,” Hastings continued, “so I grabbed him 
by the shoulders, and he fought and clutched 
at me. I was the bigger man, and stopped an 
outcry by bending him over the bed and 
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placing my gloved hand over his mouth.” 
 “Funny it left no mark,” one of the 
detectives observed. 
 “It was a brand-new white silk glove,” 
Hastings explained, “that I had purposely 
worn. I then drew a razor from my pocket and 
slashed his throat. He fell over on the bed 
moaning. 
 “I looked around, and saw Standing’s 
razor on the wash-stand. To make it appear 
that Standing had died by his own hand, I 
wiped off with my handkerchief the razor I 
had used, dropped some blood on his razor, 
and placed it beside him on the bed” 
 “How about the gun-metal cuff-link?” 
Means asked.  
 Hastings shook his head. “I got that for 
a purpose. Standing was wearing, just as I 
thought he would, the same shirt he had had 
on last night. He must have just finished 
dressing when I entered, for I noticed the 
missing link. 
 “After he was lying on the bed lifeless 
and apparently dead, I slipped one of the gun-
metal links into the other cuff.”  
 “Why?” one of the detectives asked. 
“To make it appear,” Hastings answered, “that 
Standing’s attention had been drawn to the 
missing link. That he believed he had dropped 
it in Miss Fitzie’s room during a struggle with 
her, and that knowing from this the police 
would discover it, he had committed suicide.” 
 “Anything else?” Hastings was asked. 
 “Nothing. I picked up my hat and coat 
and left the hotel. No one stopped me, and the 
room being sound-proof. I don’t think any one 
heard the scuffle. I then phoned to the Hudson 
Hotel, and asked for Miss Fitzie, and left my 
name. I did this to divert suspicion. The rest 
you know.” 
 Hastings stopped and looked weakly 
around. Everybody turned to Means.” 
 “It was all a theory on my part.” 
Means said. “When I found those pins in Miss 
Fitzie’s room I started to do some thinking. 

You remember, Hastings,” the clerk 
continued, turning to the prisoner, “that you 
have a way of carrying four or five or perhaps 
six pins in the lapel on the left-hand side of 
your coat?” 
 “Men designers frequently do this,” 
Hastings explained, “finding that it saves time. 
Often I am called down into the showroom to 
look at a hat, and if the customer is particular I 
can make changes in the lines of the hat so as 
to suit, and of course I need pins. Now that 
you speak of it, I know that I have had this 
habit of sticking pins in my lapel, for I never 
want to be without them. But what has this to 
do—” 
 Means held up his hand. 
 “Everything,” he answered. “I thought 
of you last night in Tacks’s arguing with Miss 
Fitzie. Then I remembered that you had 
followed her and Standing out of the place. 
 “But what made me suspicious was 
when you called up this morning. It was the 
first time you had phoned to Miss Fitzie in the 
morning, to my knowledge. On top of this 
came the discovery of the murder. 
 “When I found those pins I thought of 
you. A picture flashed through my mind of 
you strangling Miss Fitzie, and her clawing at 
your coat, for a person instinctively pushes 
and claws when assaulted in a that manner. 
And then—” 
 Means stopped, while the others 
looked at him with expressions of 
astonishment. 
 “Then I could see those pins pulled 
from your lapel in the mad struggle; could 
even I see the girl’s fingers crooked to claw at 
you; saw the pins pulled out and dropped to 
the floor, some of them slightly bent. 
 “It was all a theory, but I put it to the 
test, sticking some pins into my own lapel and 
clawing at them with my hand. They fell out, 
without bending, but of course they had not 
been removed in a struggle. Columbus had a 
theory that the world was round, and at the 
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time it must have seemed far less plausible 
than mine. 
 “When you came to the hotel this 
morning assuming your innocent guise, I 
wanted to see the coat of your suit. That is 
why I spilt the ink. When you removed your 
overcoat I noticed a bent pin in the lapel of 
your inside coat. 
 “But when you told me it was a new 
suit worn for the first time, I was afraid my 
theory was all wrong. Why should you have a 
bent pin in the lapel of a new coat. It was 
hardly probable that you had bent it yourself. 
But when I got a call from the Belvedere and 
hurried over and found four pins, two of them 
bent in Standing’s room. I started my 
reasoning again. 
 “It was certainly possible and probable 
that the same thing had happened. You being 
much heavier and stronger than Standing, he 
had also fought in the same way I reasoned 
Miss Fitzie had. 
 “Then it flashed through my mind that 
you had done for Standing, and in the hours 
between the first and second murder you had 
changed your clothes.” 
 Means paused, and a murmur of 
astonishment passed through the room. 
 “One of the most remarkable 
deductions I’ve ever known,” said one of the 
detectives. “It’s simply wonderful.” 

 “Now you can see why I examined 
your coat with that magnifying glass,” Means 
continued. “With the discovery in your 
overcoat, I knew I wasn’t chasing rainbows. 
 “One thing, though, did puzzle me. I 
asked myself would you go out of a night with 
pins in your lapel? I didn’t know. I had never 
seen you in the night. But when you just 
explained about making a hat, working 
overtime, and then stopping at the shop in the 
morning, everything was solved. I knew that 
from force of habit you had put pins in your 
coat-lapel and left them there.” 
 “Well, all I can say,” Hastings hissed 
“is, curse you and your damn pins, theories, 
and everything else.” 
 Means smiled. 
 “There is just one thing else, 
Hastings,” he said “That man who said he had 
seen you strangle the girl was undoubtedly 
sleeping at the time. He was Simon the tailor.” 
 An hour later Means was behind the 
hotel desk, when Greg, who had been out on a 
special errand for Mr. Fenton, and who had 
not heard of Hastings’s arrest, returned and 
walked with a swagger up to the clerk. 
 “How about those pins?” Greg 
sneered. 
 “I’ve built my bridge with them,” 
Means answered, smiling. “And believe me, 
pinhead, it was some bridge.” 

 


