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It looked as though nobody could ever discover the slip-up in George Dufois’ perfectly-
planned act of murder, and yet— 

 
ITH his pearl gray fedora hat set 
rakishly, and his natty raincoat over 
his arm, George Dufois walked 

rapidly along the hot and dusty road. Beside 
him, the drab expanse of Snakeroot Flats 
stretched out in the darkness, a vague 

monochrome of brown. A few squat and ugly 
trees stood here in the gloom along the road 
like little misshapen dwarfs. 
 What a place to live! And Alton Kane 
was rich, or at least comfortably well off so 
that at sixty he had no need ever to work 
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again. That was possibly, of course, because 
Kane lived alone, did all his own work, spent 
almost nothing. No wonder these ragged, 
ignorant natives around here—what few of 
them there were in the lonely, desolate region 
they called Snakeroot Flats—considered Alton 
Kane an eccentric miser. 
 Young George Dufois chuckled to 
himself now as he thought of it. He had heard 
the vague talk that Kane was rolling in money; 
that he kept his gold in the house. There were 
stories that at night he got it out of its secret 
hiding place and gloated over it, clinking the 
gold coins, riffling them through his bony 
fingers as he cackled with lustful laughter. 
The natives of Snakeroot Flats had seen that 
sort of thing in the movies. 
 The set-up was perfect! What was 
more reasonable than that on a dark and 
gloomy night like this, some crook who had 
heard such stories would come here. 
 A tiny feel of premonitory raindrops 
made Dufois hastily don his voluminous, 
handsome raincoat, and he quickened his 
pace. He was almost there now. Ahead of him 
he could see a single, winking yellow light 
which was one of the windows of Kane’s 
cottage. Then he reached it and went through 
the rickety front gate. 
 Kane’s bleak front yard was a shabby 
little rectangle of brown dirt without a flower 
or a shrub to decorate it. The front porch was 
just a vacant platform up three steps and under 
a sloping roof. The whole place gave Dufois 
the creeps. There wasn’t even a gravel path up 
to the porch where there should have been an 
entrance walk and flower beds. 
 It occurred to George Dufois then, 
what an incongruous figure he made in such 
surroundings. George Dufois with his 
fastidious, well groomed look, that perfection 
of every little detail in his personal appearance 
on which he prided himself. And yet this was 
the home of his grandfather. 
 The front door of the house was 

unlocked. Dufois entered quietly. In the dim 
hall as he took off his raincoat and hat and put 
them carefully on a table, he could see that the 
living room doorway was partly open. Kane 
was there by a table where the telephone and 
big oil lamp stood in a litter of books, 
newspapers and magazines. Kane was 
mashing out a cigarette in an ash tray, and 
rising to his feet. Then he heard the front door 
close, and he called out: 
 “Who’s there?” 
 “It’s George,” Dufois said. 
Surprisingly, his voice sounded strained, 
almost unnatural. He hadn’t realized how 
tense and excited he was, now that the time 
actually had come. He steadied himself. 
Maybe he wouldn’t have to do this thing. 
Maybe old man Kane would listen to reason. 
 “The bus made a quick trip,” Dufois 
said. 
 “Come in, George. Glad to see you.” 
 

UIETLY, holding himself calm as he 
could, Dufois went into the little old-

fashioned living room. It was comfortable 
enough, if you liked that sort of thing. Kane’s 
wife had bought the furnishings at least forty 
years ago. A big mirror hung on the wall, and 
instinctively Dufois glanced at his reflection. 
 He noted his sleek, carefully combed 
hair, his natty collar and tie, his perfectly 
tailored, gray-blue striped suit, with the small 
carnation in his buttonhole. A tip of gray-blue 
bordered handkerchief just showed from his 
upper pocket, and his pearl-gray spats and 
glistening, modish shoes were just right. How 
modernly sophisticated, and how out of place 
he looked here! 
 “Oh, you look all right,” Kane said 
tartly. “Forget yourself for a minute. Did you 
stop in at the bank for me?” 
 “Yes,” Dufois said. 
 He had been coming out here each 
Saturday to spend Sunday with his 
grandfather. Kane had asked him to stop at the 
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bank in the city and bring a hundred dollars 
from Kane’s safe deposit box. He had written 
the bank, giving Dufois access to the box. 
 It turned out to be an interesting visit. 
Kane didn’t believe in bank accounts. He 
never used checks. In the box there had been 
just a hundred dollars in cash. There had also 
been a very nice stack of stocks, non-
transferable bonds, mortgages, deeds, and 
Kane’s will. 
 “Good,” Kane said. “That hundred will 
run me quite a while.” 
 Dufois had settled himself comfortably 
in a shabby old easy chair. He crossed his 
legs, but somehow his tenseness made his 
dangling foot shake so that he put it back to 
the floor. 
 “I lost my job at the haberdasher 
shop,” Dufois said suddenly. “I thought you’d 
be interested.” 
 “You did, George? Too bad.” On 
Kane’s thin face with the scraggy thatch of 
iron-gray hair above it, there was a sarcastic 
look. “You held it two months. That’s about a 
record, isn’t it?” He was holding out his hand 
for the hundred dollars which Dufois was 
taking from his pocket. “Too bad—anyway, 
I’ll take my hundred, if you don’t mind.” 
 Dufois handed it to him. Miserable old 
skinflint—Dufois felt a sudden rising anger at 
the sarcastic grin of the old man. 
 “Thanks,” Kane said as he pocketed 
the money. “So you lost your job?” 
 “They didn’t appreciate me,” Dufois 
said. “But I told them where they could get 
off.” 
 “I bet you did. And what are you going 
to do now, George?” 
 Now for it! Make it brief and to the 
point! Dufois sucked in his breath. 
 “I’m going to open a shop of my own,” 
he said. “I—well I was pretty sure you’d lend 
me the capital. Ten thousand—I could do it on 
that.” 
 His words came now with a rush: “Oh 

I know you don’t have much cash on hand 
ever. But that wouldn’t be necessary. Your 
endorsement of my note at the bank— I asked 
them and they said that would be okay. You’ll 
do that for me, won’t you?” 
 Dufois seemed to have stopped 
breathing. He could feel his pulse beating in 
his throat. It seemed as though all his world 
hung on the old man’s answer. 
 “Take a chance on you for ten 
thousand dollars?” Kane said. “Don’t be a 
fool, George. Of course I won’t!” 
 “Why—why not? I—” 
 “My hard-earned money—it’s safety 
depending on you? Wouldn’t it just please 
your ego to death! I can see you strutting up 
and down in your own shop! I suppose you 
think you’d be a sort of walking 
advertisement—what the well dressed man is 
wearing, eh?” 
 “I—I’d make money—” 
 The sarcastic grin on Kane’s face 
suddenly faded. “You want some plain words, 
George?” 
 “Why—I—” 
 “You haven’t got the brains to make a 
go of anything! You haven’t got any thoughts 
at all—except how you look!” 
 “Why—you—” 
 “A rack to hang clothes on, that’s you! 
A conceited—” 
 “You—” 
 Stingy old buzzard! Okay, he was 
asking for it! 
 “A conceited ass, without the nerve to 
do anything but admire himself in the mirror! 
And you think I’ll risk ten thousand on you?” 
 No nerve! He’d find out quick enough! 
Dufois was out of his chair. He heard himself 
muttering, “Okay, so now we understand each 
other.” The lamplit room was a dim blur to 
Dufois, a swaying phantom of a room in 
which there was just the vision of the old man 
seated in a chair with that silly grin on his 
face. 
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 That and the gleam of the little white 
marble statue with the onyx base that stood on 
a pedestal here beside Dufois. 
 “George!” There was a sudden 
wonderment, a startled look on the old man’s 
face and a terrified quaver in his voice. And 
then he was really frightened. He was trying to 
get out of his chair but he had no time. The 
statue was cool and hard and sleek as Dufois 
grasped it. 
 And then he crashed it down. The 
cracking thud on Kane’s head was horrible. 
His gasping, gurgling cry was horrible. There 
was just a sickening, blurred horror over 
everything as the statue clattered on down to 
the floor, and Dufois staggered back and stood 
reeling, panting. 
 Then in a moment his head cleared. In 
the old rocker, the body of Alton Kane lay 
slumped, with arms hanging limp and the 
ghastly crimsoned head dangling sideward 
with contorted face, goggling mouth and 
staring dead eyes. 
 

UT the thing was over! It had to be done, 
and it was done. There was a shuddering 

fear inside Dufois that turned him cold. But 
with it, a slow, sure triumph was mingling. 
Everything was all right now. His pressing 
debts, his tailor who already had started suit to 
collect his bill—how easy all that would be 
now! 
 No doubt about it, in a few months 
he’d open a shop of his own. How nice it 
would be, meeting Vivian at the theater after 
the matinee, taking her to show her his place 
of business. Things would be different with 
Vivian from now on. 
 That sight of old man Kane’s will in 
the deposit box had verified everything Dufois 
hoped. A quarter of it to George Dufois, and 
three-quarters to Dufois’ crippled sister in 
Spokane. Which was the same thing, because 
Ellen would do anything that her brother 
George wanted her to do. 

 Dufois jerked himself out of his 
roaming thoughts and looked at his watch. He 
had calculated everything carefully, in case he 
had to do this thing, and he mustn’t make any 
errors now. In five minutes he would call the 
police, tell them he had just arrived here and 
found Alton Kane lying in his chair, dead. 
 Actually Dufois had gotten here from 
the bus terminal in town, in just ten minutes. It 
was a full half hour’s walk, anyone would 
agree to that, even if you walked quickly. 
Luck had been with Dufois, as he had hoped 
and planned. A passing tourist on the main 
highway had lifted him the two miles, and it 
hadn’t taken over three minutes. 
 Now that unknown driver was gone. 
No one knew about him, nor did he know 
anything of Dufois. It was as though every 
circumstance tonight had been conspiring to 
set the stage just right. 
 The statue, with blood on its base, lay 
here on the floor. Dufois wiped it clear of any 
possible fingerprints. Then carefully he took 
from Kane’s pocket the little wad of bills that 
went to make up the hundred dollars which he 
had brought from the bank to Kane. He would 
tell the police all about that, of course, and 
hand them the money. It would be a neat 
touch of complete honesty. 
 Now he was ready to telephone. As he 
passed the big mirror on the wall, again he 
glanced at his reflection. Then he moved 
closer, inspecting himself carefully. Nothing 
was wrong with his appearance. He smoothed 
his hair a trifle, though it didn’t need it. 
 The flower in his buttonhole, the gray-
blue border of the handkerchief, all were 
perfect. He tightened his blue-toned, four-in-
hand tie just a little. Nothing wrong. No one, 
looking at him, could possibly imagine that a 
man so faultlessly attired could have just been 
engaged in a deed of violence! Quite the 
opposite. He looked calm, unruffled as 
always. The perfect well groomed look. 
 George Dufois turned from the mirror, 
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went to the telephone and in a voice that 
sounded breathless with startled horror, 
gasped out the news that he had just found 
Alton Kane lying there—murdered! 
 “I came out from the city by bus, 
Sergeant,” Dufois was saying quietly. “I 
walked from Grafton out here—I suppose it 
took me about half an hour.” 
 The police had arrived from Grafton in 
a small car, in response to Dufois’ message. 
There were four uniformed men and this 
Sergeant McFee. He was a ruddy, chubby, 
good natured looking fellow. He must have 
been impressed by Dufois’ appearance and 
poise, because he seemed very friendly and 
sympathetic as he questioned Dufois about his 
relationship to the dead man—and about little 
crippled Ellen, the only other relative. 
 “Guess you ought to wire her,” McFee 
had said. 
 “I thought I’d telephone,” Dufois told 
him quietly. “Poor Ellen—it’ll be an awful 
shock to her. She was terribly fond of her 
grandfather.” 
 The policemen were tracking around 
the cottage, examining things. They had 
readily discovered that the marble statue was 
the murder weapon, which of course was 
obvious. Also that it bore no fingerprints. 
There were no suspicious fingerprints 
apparently to be found. 
 “When you arrived,” the sergeant said, 
“you say you found the front door unlocked?” 
 “Yes. Closed, but unlocked. It’s 
always that way, Sergeant. You see, I usually 
come out on Saturdays. This morning, my 
grandfather phoned me. He wanted me to stop 
at his bank and bring him some money from 
his safe deposit box.” 
 

ITH a faint, grave and deprecating 
smile, Dufois produced the hundred 

dollars. “Here it is, Sergeant. It doesn’t belong 
to me. I suppose it’s proper for you to keep it 
as evidence or something.” 

 McFee was palpably impressed. And 
that led quite naturally to what McFee and his 
men perhaps had already heard, that Alton 
Kane was eccentric. There were those rumors 
that he had hoards of wealth here. 
 “Of course, that’s ridiculous, Sergeant. 
My grandfather was a frugal man, eccentric, 
yes, but he wasn’t a crackpot. By what he 
said, he’d run out of cash, that’s why he 
wanted me to bring him this money.” 
 “But some killer might have heard that 
sort of thing,” McFee agreed. 
 Everything was going just right. 
“When I arrived,” Dufois resumed easily, “I 
just walked in. I remember I took off my 
raincoat and hat and put them on the hall 
table. I called out to Mr. Kane, but he didn’t 
answer. 
 “The living room door was open and I 
could see the light in here. Then I came in and 
saw—well, what you see now, Sergeant. I was 
shocked, horribly frightened. I didn’t touch 
anything. I remembered not to do that, so I 
just called you at once.” 
 “I see,” the Sergeant nodded. 
 They were in the lamplit living room, 
where the gruesome dead thing still lay 
crumpled in its chair. Somebody had gotten a 
sheet from the bedroom to shroud it. 
 “Sergeant Mac, c’mere a minute, will 
you?” It was one of McFee’s men calling from 
the front porch. There had been the sound of 
some man arriving out there. His voice was 
audible now, murmuring to the policemen. 
 “Wait here a minute,” the Sergeant 
said. 
 Dufois stood leaning against the living 
room wall, smoking. From where he stood he 
could see out onto the front porch. The little 
porch light was on. It was Kane’s only close 
neighbor who had arrived. Dufois knew him, a 
big rawboned, uncouth fellow named Peter 
Jackson. 
 This man farmed a small piece of land 
which Kane owned, about half a mile away. 
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What was he doing here, talking so excitedly? 
It sent a little thrill of fear through Dufois. 
Only a fragment of what he was saying floated 
in to the living room: “I heard your car siren 
when you come,” Jackson said. “So I come 
over to see what was the trouble.” 
 Then the Sergeant shot him a question, 
and their voices fell lower. And in another 
minute McFee had come back. It startled 
Dufois still further, because now the pleasant-
faced Police Sergeant was very grim. His gaze 
seemed to dart at Dufois, eyeing him 
suspiciously. 
 “What—what is it, Sergeant?” Dufois 
said. 
 “Seems Mr. Kane telephoned to 
Jackson tonight,” the Sergeant said. “Wanted 
him to come over here and talk business or 
somethin’. It was just startin’ to rain, so 
Jackson didn’t come. He said he’d come 
tomorrow.” 
 What an escape for Dufois! His mind 
roved back. When he had arrived, he had seen 
Kane just rising from the table by the phone. 
Evidently he had just hung up. If it hadn’t 
been for the rain, Jackson would have come 
right then! 
 “So we know pretty well what time the 
murder was,” McFee was saying. “Kane was 
alive when the rain started. You must have 
come awhile after that—after the killer had 
beat it.” 
 “Oh yes, of course,” Dufois said. His 
heart was racing. The Sergeant was staring at 
him grimly, with a gaze that covered him from 
head to feet. 
 “Didn’t rain long,” McFee was saying. 
 “No—no, it didn’t. I remember now, I 
was on my way here. I got a little wet, not 
much.” Keep talking! Don’t let him see you’re 

frightened! “I guess my raincoat and hat are 
about dry by now. They’re out in the hall.” 
Dufois tried to keep from stammering. 
 “Kane was alive, talkin’ to Jackson,” 
the grim Sergeant reiterated. “An’ right after 
Jackson and he hung up, the rain came like a 
cloudburst for a little while. You came maybe 
twenty minutes after that an’ you phoned us 
right away, you say.” 
 “Yes—yes, of course I did. I—” 
 “Guess you haven’t been out on the 
porch an’ noticed Mr. Kane’s front yard,” 
McFee retorted. “An’ all around the house. 
Just pretty solid with sticky red mud.” 
 The Sergeant lifted one of his feet, his 
heavy square-toed shoe with the brown-red 
wet clay of Snakeroot Flats sticking to it. 
 “Nobody could get in here since that 
rain without trackin’ up the place with mud,” 
McFee said. “An’ when we came, I noticed 
there wasn’t anything like that! Them’s nice 
shoes you got on, Dufois! It just wasn’t 
physically possible for you to get into this 
house without leavin’ mud tracks on the porch 
an’ inside here! An’ have your shoes so nice 
too!” 
 The room was whirling around Dufois. 
His glance went down to his modish shoes, 
encased in their pearl-gray, immaculate spats! 
 “Kane was still alive when that dry red 
clay outside began turnin’ into mud,” McFee 
was saying. “You couldn’t have come since, 
so you were here then! We’ve got you, 
Dufois, no argument on that!” 
 George Dufois’ wild gaze, like the 
gaze of a trapped animal, roved around the 
room. And it caught the big mirror, where the 
reflection of himself stared back at him—his 
modish figure, so fastidious, so immaculate, 
with that damnable well groomed look! 

 


