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HODA BARKER was cleaning the 
pantry when she found the arsenic. 
She shook the small, blue pasteboard 

box, slid it open, and stared at the white 
powder for several seconds before she 
remembered what it was. Her husband, 
Herman Barker, had bought it for rats, and had 
put it away on the top shelf in the pantry with 
a warning, a long time before his death. She 
recalled his emphasis because the box was not 
marked. A careful old fool, she thought; and 
she hated his memory almost as much for his 
fussiness as she did for his having let her 
believe that he was rich up to the hour of his 
death. She sat down upon a stool to rest, 
pushing loosened black hair from a damp 
forehead. Then her hands went up in a sudden 
little panic. It would never do to let Martin 
Hewes come in and see her flushed and 
draggled. She whipped a piece of broken 
mirror from a drawer, and with strong, white 
fingers made her hair neat and her face dry of 
perspiration. Now the flush died to a 
becoming color; her black eyes lost their slight 
look of strain. She knew that she was a 

handsome woman at—well, something over 
thirty; ten times handsomer than that little 
minx, her stepdaughter, whom she could hear 
moving about the kitchen. 
 The hussy! Rhoda did not intend that 
she should be alone with Martin for five 
minutes—not for a minute if it could be 
helped. She had been watching as she worked, 
with frequent glances, through the pantry 
window, and now she saw him come out of 
the horse-barn with his coat slung over one 
widely jutting shoulder. She knew he was 
going to the village that afternoon. He 
certainly would come in to wash up first. She 
leaped to her feet—lithe, strong, dynamic. She 
was conscious that she slipped the blue box of 
arsenic into her apron pocket, but at the 
moment she did not know why she did it. At 
any rate, she did not admit to herself that she 
intended to make any use of it. 
 Amy Barker, scouring pans, looked up 
and smiled as Rhoda entered the kitchen. She 
was neither beautiful, handsome, nor pretty. 
Her blue eyes were just blue eyes, and her hair 
could not be called anything more than light-
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colored. At a glance she was not a rival whom 
Rhoda Barker need even think of. Not at the 
first glance. The second and third and fourth 
glances were the ones that the older woman 
feared. She knew how the little devil smiled 
and smiled and talked with the voice of 
singing waters until people lost their heads 
about her. 
 “What in the world are you scouring 
pans for?” demanded Mrs. Barker. 
 “Oh, they look brighter.” Amy actually 
seemed happy at the thought of bright pans; 
and Rhoda could have drawn her nails with 
zest down that cheerful face. But the step of 
Martin Hewes was at the door, and she drew 
her own smile forth and let it curve richly over 
her faultless teeth. 
 He filled the doorway, up and down 
and from side to side, as he entered. There was 
something of the quality of the mountains in 
his appearance; in the steadiness of his eyes, 
the deliberation of his ordinary movements, 
and the air of unshakable strength that his 
presence carried with it. He looked at Rhoda; 
then his eyes traveled to Amy. From her they 
went—to the kitchen sink with its wash-basin 
and towel. 
 That was the aggravating, the desire-
provoking quality of the man. Rhoda Barker 
had hired him a month before. At the end of a 
week she had wanted him to marry her; and at 
the end of four weeks of careful effort to draw 
him she could be sure only that he was 
interested in her. Also, at times, he seemed to 
be interested in Amy. 
 “I’ll be back for supper,” he said, 
before be plunged face and hands into the 
water. “Any errands?” 
 “Yes, Martin.” Rhoda walked over to 
him and slipped a folded paper into the pocket 
of his skirt. She was too clever to make it a 
caress; too clever to let her fingers tremble as 
they touched his bulging chest. “There’s a 
list.” 

 He gazed down at her, and into his 
eyes came a gleam such as she had been able 
to rouse once or twice before by the nearness 
of her rounded body. 
 “You look like spring,” he said 
frankly. 
 She laughed with delight. It was the 
first time that he had addressed a direct 
compliment to her; and the blue box might 
have been forgotten if he had not looked 
beyond her toward Amy, who was giving her 
whole attention to the pans. 
 “Anything you want, Miss Barker?” 
 “Not a thing,” she smiled. “Thank 
you.” 
 Rhoda would have given ten dollars, 
scarce as ready money was with her, to know 
just why his attention had suddenly gone from 
her to the girl. How she hated Amy’s smile! If 
only she would overdo it! But she did not. It 
was more of a momentary light than a real, 
tooth-showing smile; and Amy never used it 
except when there was cause. 
 Hewes wiped his face, put on his coat 
and hat, and went out. Rhoda Barker knew she 
would not have felt so much like a pent-up 
volcano if he had been a man who talked 
more; then she would have been able to judge 
how be felt, no matter what he said. But he 
indulged in no useless words, and this in itself 
was one of his charms for her. Suddenly her 
rage blazed toward Amy. 
 “You’re always around when he comes 
in!” Her voice rose, trembling a little. 
 Amy looked at her soberly. That was 
the worst of the hussy—or one of the many 
worst things. She did not melt and weep. 
Rhoda Barker had made soft women go limp 
as dish-rags under her wrath, but Amy was not 
soft. 
 “I don’t try to be,” replied the girl. 
 It was that sober steadiness, as yet free 
from anger, that drove Rhoda to a complete 
loss of self-control. For long, uncertain 
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months she had kept herself bottled up. 
 “You lie! You little snake!” 
 The hands of Amy Barker jerked as 
she straightened up from her work and faced 
her stepmother. She was now thoroughly 
angry, but her anger showed itself mainly in a 
lifting of the head, an air of aloofness that 
fired Rhoda, more than a screamed insult. 
 “You haven’t any right lo talk to me 
like that. I’ve never done a thing to get Martin 
Hewes. I know you want him.” 
 “Who told you I wanted him?” 
demanded Mrs. Barker, and then her voice 
went into a sneer. “Scouring pans! That’s a 
pretty thin excuse to be in the kitchen this 
afternoon, when you knew he’d come in to 
wash up.” 
 “It’s work you won’t do.” 
 “You’re damned right I won’t do it!” 
Rhoda dropped back ten years, to the life from 
which Herman Barker had married her. “I 
worked eight or nine years for your father, and 
what did he leave me when he died? Nothing 
but this farm that I can’t sell, with you tied to 
it, and a good crop of whiskers. If I’d known 
the old bird didn’t have a stocking full of 
money I’d never left the city. I was a fool, all 
right!” 
 “My father was the fool!” Amy began 
to put the pans away quietly enough, but 
Rhoda knew that she had struck home. “And 
you got what you deserved. Marry Martin 
Hewes if you can fool him. I won’t stand in 
your way.” 
 There was a sting in that, but Mrs. 
Barker managed to make herself rest on her 
victory. She knew she had pierced the reserve 
of the girl, and the knowledge comforted her 
for the moment. She drove herself out of the 
house with a force that left the door 
reverberating behind her—into the spring 
sunshine and out behind the hay barn, where 
her trembling legs let her down upon a flat 
rock. 
 Something had to be done. Herman 

Barker had left her his farm, in trust, with the 
stipulation that she must provide for Amy. 
The girl didn’t know how to do anything in 
particular, and she had to stay until she got 
married. Even Rhoda, with confidence in her 
wits and good looks and a considerable 
experience with the world, had to stay. In a 
year and a half of widowhood—deadly dull, 
respectable widowhood—she had not been 
able to get money enough ahead to break 
loose and try her luck in the city. Then, 
following a lout who knew barely enough to 
do the work, came Martin Hewes. Here was 
opportunity—a man who was a farmhand only 
on his way up to prosperity. But whatever he 
was Rhoda Barker loved him. 
 She suspected that Amy loved him, 
too. Underneath her smile and her quietness 
the girl was a rock. Martin Hewes was a rock. 
Rhoda Barker knew that she could break 
herself beating against either one of them. But 
there were other ways to deal with rocks. She 
could handle Martin—if she had him alone. 
Amy was the obstacle. She must be chipped—
melted—worn— 
 The clenched hands of the woman 
struck down upon her lap in a gesture of 
impotence. One of them hit against the box in 
her apron pocket. She took it out, having 
forgotten for a moment what she had put 
there. 
 Poison! There had been a time, at the 
end of her first year of disappointed 
widowhood, when she had thought of killing 
herself. But she was too much alive for that. 
Now, for the first time, she connected the 
arsenic definitely in her mind with Amy. 
Death! That would take the little devil out of 
the road once and for all! 
 She put this thought away with 
genuine horror. Murder was a terrible thing. It 
wasn’t safe, and she wouldn’t think of it, 
anyway. She wished Amy were dead, and she 
could think with pleasure of her as suffering. 
But murder! Rhoda turned the box over, slid it 
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open, looked at the white powder for the 
second time that afternoon. This time she 
speculated about it. A little was good for the 
complexion, a little more made you sick, and a 
good dose—she knew what had happened to 
the rats. 
 Sick! Suddenly the thought of sickness 
gave her something in the nature of 
inspiration. If Amy were sick maybe she’d 
lose some of that don’t-touch-me air. Martin 
Hewes was not the man to see anything in an 
ailing woman—a dull-eyed woman who 
dragged her feet. No woman with pain in her 
vitals could smile the way that little devil did. 
And the contrast between her and Rhoda 
would be even more marked, than it was now. 
It would take some of the starch out of her for 
a little while—long enough. But would it be 
safe to try it— just a tiny pinch? 
 When Rhoda Barker got up to go into 
the house she had not made any decision. The 
shadows were long across the kitchen floor, 
and Amy was setting the table for supper. This 
fanned up the hatred of Rhoda. Amy never 
forgot anything. Always on time, always 
pleasant, always well! The two women did not 
speak as they worked together in preparing the 
meal. 
 The sound of the turning door-knob 
sent a thrill through Rhoda; fifteen minutes 
before she had heard the buggy-wheels and 
had known that Hewes was home again. He 
came in with his arms full of packages. In 
silence he carried them into the pantry; but he 
came out with one small package still in his 
hands, and as he began to unwrap it both the 
women watched him. He held a box in each 
hand, the same in size and shape, and even 
tied with the same color ribbons. 
 “I bought some candy,” he said, and 
without the foolish grin that would have 
accompanied such a gift from one of the 
countryside swains he handed a box to Rhoda. 
Then he turned to Amy. With her candy he 

gave one of the infrequent smiles that made 
one forget the fierce steadiness of his eyes, his 
pointed, fighter’s chin, and the awe-inspiring 
thickness of his arms. 
 In that moment Rhoda Barker resolved 
to use the arsenic. 
 She had contrived that her fingers 
should touch his as she took the candy, and 
she knew that the touch had gone deeper than 
the surface. But he had answered Amy’s eyes 
with a smile. Rhoda told herself that she had 
to use the arsenic, or lose. Lose she would not! 
So when the girl stepped out of the room for a 
moment she contrived to open the box, with 
her back to Martin, and drop a very tiny pinch 
of the white powder into Amy’s cup. It lay 
there innocently, and disappeared when the tea 
was poured. 
Rhoda handed the cup to her with no other 
feeling than a kind of tense, satisfied 
eagerness. But when the tea had cooled, and 
when Amy had taken it all, a fear came upon 
her. 
 What would happen? Had she given 
enough to kill? Or to make Amy ill enough so 
that the doctor would come and find out what 
was the matter? All she wanted to do was to 
make the girl a little sick—just so she would 
lose that mysterious something that made her 
attractive to Martin Hewes. Through half an 
hour Rhoda Barker suffered such terrors that it 
took all the power of her will to hold her hand 
to their tasks, to keep, the sparkle in her eyes 
for Martin, to prevent her trembling knees 
letting her down into a chair. 
 But by the time the supper dishes were 
washed nothing had happened, and Rhoda felt 
her self-confidence returning. She began to 
feel a kind of contempt for the arsenic, as well 
as for herself. She had even begun to wonder 
why she had not given a larger dose when 
Amy, drawing a deep breath, spoke to her. 
 “I think I’ll go to bed now, Rhoda.” 
 With mingled fear and delight Rhoda 
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Barker searched her face. There was no look 
of acute suffering—only the appearance of 
feeling below normal in health and spirits. 
Such a look as might be worn by one suffering 
from a headache or a slight toothache. When 
Amy went up-stairs, with a step a trifle slower 
than her usual swift movements, Rhoda 
became gay. 
 “Martin!” she cried, fairly dancing 
toward the rocking chair where he sat and 
smoked. “Come into the sitting-room and I’ll 
play you a game of hearts.” 
 His eyes flickered, that was all. But he 
rose quickly and followed her. They played 
cards until ten o’clock, while Rhoda knew, 
without looking into a mirror, that her color 
deepened and that she had never in her life 
been more powerful to draw a man.  Martin 
told her that, without saying so, for he actually 
talked of things other than the work he was 
hired to do. His manner paid her compliments. 
Once or twice her hand, under the table, 
nursed the little blue box in her apron pocket. 
It had solved her problem. 
 From that night onward the powder in 
the blue box decreased little by little. Not a 
day passed, and some days not a meal, that 
Rhoda did not give a minute quantity to her 
stepdaughter in tea or coffee. It was absurdly 
easy, after all, for she sat at the head of the 
table, and no one but herself ever saw the 
white sparkle in the bottom of the girl’s cup. 
 She dimly guessed something of the 
nature of cumulative effects of poison in the 
system, but she was not alarmed, for she did 
not know that death might be produced. She 
told herself repeatedly that she did not want to 
kill Amy. Just to make her sick long enough to 
spoil her chances with Martin. And that work 
was being accomplished if looks and actions 
spoke for anything. 
 Amy admitted that she seldom felt 
well, that she had pain, languor, and that food 
was at times repulsive to her. She admitted 
this only under questioning, and reluctantly. 

Rhoda was hopeful that the air with which 
Martin now talked to the girl was entirely 
impersonal. At first she felt a touch of pity for 
Amy, then she grew indifferent, and at length 
it gave her a strange, fierce pleasure to inflict 
the torture. When pity went there was nothing 
to battle against her hatred. Didn’t the girl 
want the same man she wanted? With practise 
in cruelty she created an appetite for it. 
 Amy Barker spent part of every 
afternoon lying down, and every evening she 
went to her room early, almost as soon as the 
supper work was done. The light vanished 
from her face and the smile, as her stepmother 
had desired, was wiped out. Lines came at her 
mouth-corners and her shoulders lost their 
graceful, confident set. Rhoda had Martin to 
herself. Every evening they played cards in 
the sitting-room, or sat together on the front 
porch. 
 The end of this condition, which 
Rhoda so desired to maintain, came before 
Martin had committed himself—while there 
was still doubt in her mind as to whether she 
had won him. It came at the dinner-table one 
Monday, after a hard half-day of washing. 
Amy sat with perspiration beaded about her 
white lips and a straight line between her 
brows. In spite of this, however, she made a 
pretense of eating; she met their eyes calmly 
and talked as much as had been her habit of 
late. 
 Martin had just finished his meal when 
Amy suddenly stood up. Her chair tipped 
backward. The veil of self-control melted 
away from her face, and it became pain 
haunted, terrible with suffering. Her hands 
groped into the air. 
 “I won’t be sick!” she groaned. 
 Then she fell. Fell into a huddle of 
limp clothing so that she seemed no bigger 
than a child. Martin had leaped up as she 
stood groping; now he remained fixed in his 
place, a man of action paralyzed by Rhoda 
knew not what, his lips parted, his eyes staring 
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down upon the girl. 
 Rhoda Parker was terrified. She 
screamed once; and then shut down her teeth 
upon her under lip for fear some word of 
confession would come rushing forth. She 
sprang around the table, wringing her hands, 
and dropped beside Amy. 
 “Get the camphor!” she cried. “ Quick, 
man.” 
 He moved lightninglike to the 
cupboard where the medicines were kept, and 
in an instant knelt beside her. With indrawn 
breath she saw him lift Amy’s head; watched 
him, fascinated, as his big finger dabbed 
camphor under the girl’s nose and upon her 
temples. She had seen her husband die, and 
she knew that this was not death, although it 
was plain that Amy was very ill. 
 With the reassurance of fluttering 
eyelids, Rhoda became again the pantheress, 
defending that which she had marked down 
for her own. She bit her knuckles as Hewes 
picked Amy up in his arms and carried her to 
her bedroom. He would have lingered beside 
the four-posted, chintz-curtained bed, but 
Rhoda swept him out quickly. When she 
turned to undress her stepdaughter she felt the 
fever of the lust to kill. 
 For the sake of appearances she had to 
summon the doctor. He came the same 
afternoon, wheezing up the narrow stairs, and 
stood with one hand under the tails of his 
shiny frock coat and the other caressing the 
whiskers that had been streaked with just so 
much gray ever since Rhoda had known the 
neighborhood. Rhoda told him how Amy had 
been wrenched with a series of paroxysms 
there under her eyes, and how the girl had 
been ill for a time. 
 “Eghm!” he coughed, counting the 
patient’s pulse by his enormous watch. 
“Debility! Eghm! Eghm! What I might call a 
decline, Mrs. Barker, complicated by a severe 
intestinal disturbance. Very little food for a 

few days. Rest. Plenty of water. Send for me if 
she gets any worse. Eghm!” 
 He went away, leaving some white 
tablets “for pain” which Mrs. Barker knew 
from her own experience to be morphine. She 
had her victim now, more surely and safely 
than as though they were together in the 
depths of the mountains. Now there was 
nothing between her and the pallid face that 
lay sunk in one of the great feather pillows. 
 What man would fall in love with that? 
she thought contemptuously. A face stripped 
of charm. Nothing but drawn lips and dulled 
blue eyes and dead-looking hair. Almost she 
was tempted to let Amy get well in time to see 
her stepmother married to Martin Hewes. She 
ought to be satisfied, she told herself, and she 
knew that she would have been a few weeks 
before. But she had become acquainted with 
delight in the sight of suffering. Moreover, her 
hatred carried over, and she could not forget 
that this broken girl had been, or had seemed 
to be, her rival. So she put the issue of life and 
death away for a few days. 
 Certainly Amy must stay in bed. There 
was the morphine, with which she might 
easily make a mistake, and better still, there 
was the little blue box that never left her apron 
pocket by day or her pillow by night. Time 
enough to decide. 
 Martin Hewes met her anxiously at the 
foot of the stairs. For the first time she thought 
she saw his hand tremble—thought she heard 
a slight catch in his voice. 
 “How is she?” he demanded. “What 
did the doctor say?” 
 “A decline!” She shrugged; not 
unsympathetically but with a hint of patient 
pity. “And nerves! Some women, you know, 
Martin—” 
 She smiled at him, and he answered 
that smile with a gleam in his eyes such as she 
had lately been able to rouse there at will. His 
interest in Amy seemed to cool. 
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 “She’ll be all right, then?” 
 “If she don’t get all right soon I’m to 
send for the doctor again.” 
 He was satisfied; and he offered to 
help her wipe the dishes. She gasped. It was 
hard to know whether to be pleased, or 
frightened, or regretful that this superbly 
chiseled giant should stand with a dish-towel 
in his hands and wipe plates and cups. Of 
course she accepted and, with triumph singing 
to her, she stood side by side with him at the 
sink through a delicious half-hour. 
 For the first time she felt complete 
power over the situation. First the girl and 
then the man. The two rocks were chipped—
melted—worn. She was very nearly kind to 
Amy that night before she went to her own 
room. 
 Victory was not completely hers, as 
she learned during the next few days. Each 
morning, while she was giving Amy her 
breakfast of toast and milk, Hewes came to the 
door and knocked. Then he ducked his head so 
that he could clear the lintel and stepped 
inside where he could look down at the 
motionless head of limp, light-colored hair. 
 “Feeling better?” he would ask; and 
always Amy managed to bring back to her 
face something of the light that had been 
there—a little upward curve of the lips and a 
brave crinkle about the eyes. 
 “Yes—better!” 
 Then he would flash his own smile 
back and go out, leaving something of the 
magnetic strength of his presence in the room. 
Indeed, this appeared to be a tonic to the girl, 
for Rhoda thought that she grew visibly a 
trifle stronger after each of these visits. 
 Amy had the will to live, and at the 
end of the week, during which time Rhoda had 
remained undecided and had given her 
nothing more from the little blue box, it was 
certain that she would get well much faster 
than had seemed possible in the beginning. 
 It was, however, the visits of Martin 

Hewes that brought sentence of death upon 
Amy Barker. 
 Rhoda could not more endure those 
daily visits to the sick room than she could 
endure the prospect of a re-creation of the 
situation as it had been, with Amy going about 
in buoyant strength and Martin Hewes 
dividing his attentions between them. 
Instinctively she felt that in the end the 
strength of the weak would overcome her. 
Rhoda decided to use the arsenic. 
 Of course she did not admit to herself 
that she had made up her mind to kill the sick 
girl there in her bed, nor that she had chosen 
the arsenic because it would cause suffering. 
But she knew that she would take the blue box 
out of her apron pocket when she was alone in 
the house with Amy, that she would give a 
much larger dose than usual with the 
assurance to herself, that it was only to keep 
the little devil where she belonged, and that 
before Dr. Matthewson could be brought from 
the village Amy Barker would be beyond the 
power of medicine. 
 Circumstances worked together to give 
her immediate opportunity of the most 
favorable kind. The spring’s work pressed to 
be done because the frost had been late getting 
out of the ground, and on the Monday 
following that of Amy’s attack Hewes was up 
long before daylight and in the fields as soon 
as he could see to work. Rhoda had got his 
breakfast by lamplight. Soon after sunrise her 
kitchen duties were finished. She prepared the 
toast and milk for Amy. They were not only 
alone together in the house, but Martin was 
planting corn in a remote field—without 
having made his morning visit. There was no 
reason to expect the presence of a third person 
there until he came in for dinner at noon. 
 Rhoda’s mind leaped ahead, refusing 
to recognize the true nature of the act which 
she was about to commit within the next ten 
minutes. If the little dose of arsenic that she 
intended to give Amy should make the girl 



Argosy Weekly 
 

8

worse, very much worse, then it would be 
necessary to get help, as the doctor had said. 
She, Rhoda, would run to the field for Martin. 
Of course she could not be expected to know 
that Amy was about to die. So Martin would 
bring the horses into the barn, take off their 
work harness, and put a driving harness on 
one of them. Then he would go to the village, 
and he might find Dr. Matthewson out on his 
round of calls. He probably would find him 
out in the morning. Amy did not have much 
chance. 
 She was much better when Rhoda 
inspected her closely in the clear morning 
light. She could as yet barely lift her head 
from the pillow, but the faint tint of health was 
returning to her skin. And she smiled at her 
stepmother. 
 “You’ve been good to me,” she said. 
 That remark roused such fury in Rhoda 
Barker that she shut both hands hard upon the 
tray and hurried to the little table that she was 
in the habit of moving up to the bedside. Was 
the girl a liar or a fool? Could nothing make 
her hate? She had got angry that day in the 
kitchen, but it had been only a flash. And she 
had been steadily losing Martin to her rival! 
What was the matter with her? Rhoda Barker 
was filled-with but one desire—to crush Amy, 
suffering, out of existence. 
 She stood with her back to the bed, in 
front of the table, making a pretense of 
arranging the tray. The little blue box came 
stealthily out of her pocket. Her hand did not 
tremble now, so obsessed was she by her 
single emotion. With a spoon she took up 
three, or four or maybe half a dozen times as 
much arsenic as she had ever given before. It 
disappeared in the milk. 
 It was just then that Rhoda became 
conscious of another presence in the room. 
 The spoon remained poised. It was a 
matter of a second, two seconds, before she 
lifted her head. She looked into the face of 

Martin Hewes, who stood well within the 
doorway. He was motionless, silent, watching 
her, his arms hanging at his sides. The eyes of 
Amy were fixed upon him. In them pleasure 
struggled with a vague and growing alarm. 
 These things Rhoda saw at one 
sweeping glance. The situation itself did not 
terrify her. She had discounted such an 
accident long before, and she was prepared to 
explain the blue box. 
 But this was not the Martin Hewes 
whom she knew. Under the brown of his skin 
blood suffused the capillaries. His eyes were 
opalescent, like the eyes of an enraged dog. 
Yet he stood immovable. 
 “I wanted to see—how she was,” he 
said thickly. “So I left the work.” 
 Rhoda was astonished. He spoke like a 
hired man explaining to his employer. But her 
terror of him was in no way diminished. She 
shivered. 
 “Martin!” in a half whisper. “You 
frightened me—I—” 
 As a dam breaks, so his restraint gave 
way. A single movement and he stood in front 
of her, very close. 
 “What’s in that box?” The sound of his 
voice filled the room. 
 “Medicine!” It was a mechanical word, 
jarred out of her. “The doctor—he gave it-
he—” 
 “You murderer!” 
 “You lie!” she screamed. She could 
not move, nor shape her thoughts coherently. 
“I didn’t! It’s medicine—” 
 He picked up the glass and lifted it 
toward his mouth. Not until she saw the milk 
white against his lips did she act—then her 
fingers wrenched it from his grasp. 
 “I knew it!” he thundered. “Murder 
was in your face when I stepped through that 
doorway!” 
 His form seemed to expand to gigantic 
proportions. His big hands reached out and 
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clutched her by the wrist, swung her into the 
air as no other man in that town could have 
done, and pinned her against the wall high 
from the floor. Her arms flung out, and for an 
instant lay as though she had been crucified. 
The blue box thumped into a corner, spilling 
white powder. 
 She saw death in his face, and the fear 
of death was upon her. His hands crushed in 
her ribs. She knew the agony of her last 
moment. 
 “Martin!” she whimpered. “I was 

afraid—you’d fall in love with her!” 
 As quickly as Martin Hewes had 
struck he released her. She clung to a window 
casing for support, dazed. She saw his face 
change. The knotted forehead smoothed and 
blood came back to his lips as they relaxed. 
He laughed. But to her ears his laughter was 
no less terrible than his wrath. 
 “I do love her,” he said, “but I didn’t 
know it until she got sick that day at the table. 
Before that I thought I was in love with you!” 

 


