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Death Confesses Judgment 
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There are two clues to the solution of this short mystery story. Can you detect them? When you 
know the answer check on page 3 
 

UDMIRE sat slumped on a chair in 
his living-room, his shoulders 
shaking with grief. The body of a 

woman lay sprawled on the couch across 
from him, her face covered by one corner of 
a blanket placed there by Lieutenant Davis. 
 Detective Mulvane, compassion in 
his expression, looked down at Rudmire’s 
bowed head. “I understand what a shock this 
has been to you,” he said kindly, “but right 
now speed is important. The sooner we 
know the details, the quicker we can get to 
work.” 
 The man raised his haggard face and 
used a forefinger to clear his thick-lensed 
glasses of sweat and tear stains. 
 “Paul Morton did it,” he said thickly. 
“I caught him in the act. He had been here 
earlier this evening, begging Mary, my wife, 
not to force him into bankruptcy. She owned 
the business block where Morton has his 
restaurant. He had paid no rent in several 
months, and Mary was preparing to confess 
judgment tomorrow. They quarreled bitterly 
before he finally stalked out after 
threatening to ‘get’ her if she made trouble. 
 “That was a little after nine 
o’clock—hardly more than an hour ago. 
Mary complained of a headache—nervous 
strain, probably—and I turned out all lights 
except a small one in the dining room, then 
went into the bathroom. I had just finished 
washing my face and was reaching for a 
towel when I heard a muffled cry. I 
immediately jerked open the bathroom door 
and looked along the hall into the living-
room.” 

 “Go on,” Mulvane prompted gently. 
 “It was horrible! Mary lay face down 
on the sofa with Morton kneeling over her, 
his gloved hands about her throat, the most 
insane expression twisting his face.” 
 Mulvane said, “What did you do, 
then?” 
 “I yelled,” Rudmire said grimly, 
“and ran to stop him. Morton, warned by my 
cry, dashed for the front door. I might have 
caught him, but he grabbed that little 
telephone chair you saw in the reception hall 
and threw it at my feet, upsetting me. By the 
time I had risen and replaced the chair, he 
was gone. Then I tried to revive Mary but 
she was d-dead . . .” His voice trailed off 
and his head drooped wearily forward. 
 Mulvane motioned to one of his 
men. “See what you can turn up in the way 
of fingerprints, Sid. Just the living-room and 
hall.” 
 “But, Mulvane,” interposed 
Lieutenant Davis, “Morton was wearing 
gloves.” 
 “Right. But with all his activity he 
might have split a seam in one of the fingers. 
Even part of a print would strengthen 
matters.” 
 A few minutes later, Sid made his 
report. “Sorry, Mulvane. Not a print other 
than a few left by Mr. Rudmire and his wife 
on two lamps, one end table, an ash tray and 
the telephone.” 
 Detective Mulvane nodded. “Come 
with us to headquarters, Mr. Rudmire. I’ve 
sent for Morton; he’ll be there by the time 
we arrive—unless he’s skipped out 
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altogether.” 
 At the station, they found Morton, 
puzzled and indignant at being taken into 
custody. When Rudmire had repeated his 
charges and identification, the burly 
restaurant owner bellowed a denial and 
attempted to attack the husband of the dead 
woman. 
 They managed, finally, to calm 
Morton sufficiently to gain an admission 
that he had been at the Rudmire home 
around nine that evening, and that he and 
Mrs. Rudmire had “had words.” 
 “But,” he concluded savagely, “she 
was alive when I left and I did not go back. 
Rudmire has handed you a pack of lies.” 

 Detective Mulvane leaned back in 
his chair and gazed meditatively at the 
ceiling. He said quietly, “We don’t need 
your denial, Morton. You didn’t kill her.” 
 Lieutenant Davis’ jaw sagged. “How 
can you say that, Mulvane? Rudmire has 
made a positive identification. You heard 
Morton admit he was there at nine; that he 
quarreled with the woman.” 
 “True,” Mulvane admitted. “But 
Rudmire tried too hard. He wanted to make 
the case against Morton iron clad. As a 
result, his story contains two very glaring 
errors. And those two errors will burn 
Rudmire—not Morton.” 
(solution on next page) 
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(Solution)  
RUDMIRE made the mistake of dressing up 
his indictment of Morton with too many 
details. When he told of Morton’s “insane 
expression” while murdering Mrs. Rudmire; 
and explained that he had failed to overtake 
the fleeing man because of stumbling over 
the telephone chair thrown in his path, he 
proved himself a liar to Detective Mulvane. 
 First: Rudmire’s thick-lensed glasses 
indicated defective eyesight. Since be stated 
he was washing his face at the time he heard 
his wife’s cry, and that he immediately 
looked from the bathroom along the full 

length of the dimly lighted apartment, he 
would certainly not be able, without his 
glasses, to make out the facial expression of 
the supposed killer. 
 Second: Investigation showed there 
were no fingerprints on the telephone chair. 
True, Mortem would have left none by 
throwing the chair under Rudmire’s feet; for 
he was “wearing gloves.” But Rudmire 
stated that he had replaced the chair. Why, 
then, were his own fingerprints not on its 
surface? 
the end. 

 


