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To whitewash a black deed, a wily killer runs the Gamut of Mass Murder. 
 

CHAPTER I 
REACHING HANDS 

 
 PRIVATE detective can sense 
trouble coming, folks say. But I 
wasn’t sensing anything when I 

started back to my office after dinner that 
night. I rounded the corner without a thought 
in my mind—and then I saw it. 
 A car was in front of my office 
building. A girl stood next to the car, back to 
it, facing the building entrance. Her face was 
crazy with fear, and her hands were tearing at 
her throat. No, not at her throat! They were 
tearing at two hands reaching out from the 
sedan, hands that strangled her! 
 I saw veins knot on those murderous 
hands, saw the girl’s face suffuse with blood. 
 I pounded toward the car at top speed. 
If I could get my mitts on the strangler— 
 But he heard me coming. I got just a 
flash of blue serge sleeves above the 
strangling hands, then the girl was released 
and the car screamed into gear. I took one leap 

after it, and stopped. The girl needed attention 
badly. 
 She’d looked like she was dead when 
she slumped to the walk with her face white 
and her throat bruised. But she opened her 
eyes when I bent over her. Blue eyes. Nice. 
 “I’ll take you to a doctor,” I said, 
picking her up. 
 “No—I’m all right,” she came back, 
voice thick and burred. “I fainted for a minute. 
That’s all.” 
 Game kid! Her throat was turning livid 
now. 
 “Put me down, please,” she said 
huskily. 
 “Okay. How did that happen back 
there? Who was trying to kill you?” 
 The girl shook her head. “I had my 
back to the car when the hands reached out. I 
didn’t see who owned the hands. Please—I 
have to see a man named Tevin, in this 
building.” 
 “You’re seeing him now,” I said. 
 “You’re Private Detective James 
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Tevin?” 
 “Right,” I replied, setting her down on 
her feet. “Come on up to the office and tell me 
about it.” 
 She sat in the visitor’s chair, trembling 
but not hysterical, and explained. 
 “I was nearly killed three days ago. 
Somebody tried to club me down, late at 
night, on the street. I thought I’d see a private 
detective about it. You were recommended. I 
came here and your office was closed. I 
walked around the block, then stopped at the 
entrance next to that parked car, which I 
thought was empty. And the—hands—reached 
out for me.” 
 “If you were attacked three days ago,” 
I said, “how is it you’re just getting around to 
asking for help? And why not the police 
instead of a private detective?” 
 “I went to the police.” The girl 
shrugged. “They said I must have been 
attacked by a common thug, who ran when I 
screamed. But I know better. The man didn’t 
try to take my handbag. But the police took 
three days to come to their conclusion. After 
which I came here.” 
 I nodded. “Okay. Let’s start the 
routine. Name?” 
 “Harriet Warner.” 
 “Circumstances?” 
 “I’m private secretary to a paper 
wholesaler. An uncle and two cousins of mine 
live in the city, but I live alone.” She looked 
around my office. It’s pretty well furnished if I 
do say so myself. “I’m afraid I can’t afford 
you for very long.” 
 “Skip the walnut and bronze,” I said. 
“I’ll make the fee right. You’re an office 
worker, not wealthy, yet twice you’re almost 
murdered. Got any idea why?” 
 “It might have something to do with 
the other reason why I wanted to see a private 
detective,” she said. 
 “What other reason?” I snapped her 
up. 

 “Another uncle of mine, living in the 
Colchester Hills section, died a few days ago. 
His will is to be read tomorrow evening at his 
country place. After the attack the other night, 
I thought I needed a detective not only to 
investigate but also to go with me to the place 
as a guard.” 
 “Well!” I said. “A will, several heirs. 
Maybe you’re to be murdered for your share 
of your uncle’s fortune.” 
 Harriet Warner shook her head. 
 “Uncle Rudolph had money, but I’m 
not to get any of it. He told me a short time 
ago that all I was to get was his Colchester 
Hills home. The rest goes to my Uncle Ralph, 
Rudolph’s brother, and my two cousins, sons 
of Rudolph’s dead sister.” 
 I shrugged. “Perhaps there’s something 
of value hidden in this new home of yours.” 
 “I don’t think there’s a buried treasure 
angle.” Harriet smiled. “You’ll see when you 
get there. It would be like trying to bury 
treasure in a city street. It’s solid rock around 
my uncle’s house.” 
 
I MADE an appointment to meet her next 
morning and drive her to Colchester Hills. I 
had things all docketed in my mind. We’d 
hear the will read, discover that Miss Warner 
had inherited more than she had expected to, 
and thus find a motive for one of the other 
heirs to murder her. With the motive in my 
possession, I could soon nail the killer. 
 All neatly docketed in my mind. And 
all just as wrong as hell! 
 She was “Harriet” and I was “Jim” 
before we got to the Colchester Hills next 
evening. An awful nice kid. The more I saw of 
her the more I liked her; and the more I liked 
her the madder I got at the skunk who had 
tried to strangle her bare-handed. 
 We got to the place at eight. 
Colchester Hills is rich man’s stuff. Big 
estates. High, meshed-wire fences. 
Picturesque cliffs and waterfalls. 
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 The dead Rudolph Packer’s place was 
modest, though; only an acre in extent. The 
house was small, Cape Cod in style, of 
whitewashed brick. Whitewashed? And how! 
The stuff was so spotless, that it hurt your 
eyes to look at it. 
 The grounds were solid humped stone, 
with barely a skin of soil over it. Harriet had 
been right about buried treasure. You couldn’t 
have buried a dog biscuit here without 
dynamiting. 
 Three cars were in front of the Cape 
Cod cottage. Two were nice jobs. The third 
could have been six years younger without 
hurting anything. 
 “That’s the lawyer’s car,” said Harriet, 
of the latter. “Uncle Rudolph didn’t have a 
city lawyer. He did business with a man 
named Cook, from the near village of 
Boynton.” 
 “Your uncle lived here alone?” I 
asked. 
 “Alone, except for Strine,” said 
Harriet. “Strine was with Uncle Rudolph for 
years. His servant. He cooked, cared for the 
house and grounds, everything. He’ll be 
broken up about Uncle Rudolph’s death.” 
 “Did Mr. Packer commute to a city 
office?” 
 “No. He was retired. He played the 
market now and then, that’s all. Played it 
shrewdly, I guess.” 
 
THE door of the house opened. An old man 
with a leather face under white hair looked at 
us. 
 “Good evening, Strine,” Harriet said 
and smiled. 
 The old man bobbed his head. 
 “This is—a friend, Strine. Mr. Tevin, 
George Strine.” 
 The old boy bobbed his head again 
wordlessly. Harriet and I stepped through the 
door and into the living room. 
 A dry-looking, elderly man with 

sideburns came up. 
 “I’ve got something to tell you,” I 
heard old Strine say to him in a whisper. “I—” 
 The elderly man only said, “Later, 
please,” and looked at us. 
 Harriet introduced him as the lawyer, 
Bruce Cook. 
 “The others are all here,” Cook said, 
“They’re out in back. I’ll get them.” 
 Harriet and I settled ourselves in the 
living room, and in a minute the rest straggled 
in; her Uncle Ralph, a middle-aged man with 
close-set dark eyes; her cousin, Arthur Fitch, a 
blond young fellow with a mouth like a gash 
in his face; her other cousin Corey Fitch, a 
taciturn man of thirty who stared at me with 
hostile eyes. 
 I didn’t like Harriet’s relatives. It 
didn’t make me like ’em any more to have 
Arthur Fitch say: 
 “Why is Mr. Tevin here? He has no 
connection with the family. A reading of a 
will is certainly a private thing.” 
 “Is there any clause in the will 
forbidding me to bring a friend?” demanded 
Harriet spunkily. 
 Cook looked over the top of his 
reading glasses, fussy but not unkindly. 
 “As far as the will is concerned, you 
may bring any one you please, Miss Warner.” 
 With that settled, Cook droned over 
the contents of the will. Harriet’s guess had 
been right. She got the house and grounds and 
all therein contained. The dead man’s brother 
and nephews shared about forty-eight 
thousand dollars in cash. Such was the essence 
of it. 
 Cook started packing papers in his 
briefcase. Corey Fitch and Ralph Packer 
walked to the French windows, ignoring 
Harriet and me. Arthur Fitch went toward the 
back of the house. 
 
A MOMENT later his horrified shout came to 
us. 
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 “My God! Strine!” 
 I ran through the rear door of the living 
room, through the dining room, with the rest 
at my heels. Arthur Fitch wasn’t shouting any 
more, but I could hear his heavy breathing, 
like sobbing, and I ran for that. 
 I found myself in the kitchen. Fitch 
stood beside a table, staring down at 
something. Something of which I could see 
only two legs sprawled in grotesque angles on 
the floor. 
 I jumped to the table and looked down 
at—a corpse. 
 It was Strine. He lay on his face in a 
red pool. From his back stuck the wooden 
handle of a butcher knife. 
 The blade had pierced Strine’s heart. 
He’d never known what hit him. 
 I turned to keep Harriet back, but she 
had already seen. Her face was the color of 
death. 
 She looked at me with horror in her 
eyes, then stared at the dead man again. 
 “They did to Strine—what they tried to 
do—to me,” she whispered through white lips. 
 I put my arm around her shoulders and 
helped her back to the living room. Then I 
called the Boynton sheriff. 
 
I KEPT thinking of one thing. The old 
servant’s urgent whisper to Lawyer Cook. 
“I’ve got something I must tell you—” 
 Had Strine been killed to prevent his 
speaking to Cook? But what could he have 
had to say that led to murder? He hadn’t been 
given anything in the will but a home in this 
house for the rest of his life. Nothing there to 
kill him for. 
 The sheriff came from Boynton. His 
name was Schule and he had a belly and 
china-blue eyes that stuck out. 
 I didn’t think much of him. 
 If I didn’t like Schule, I cared even less 
for Harriet’s relatives in the red light of 
murder! 

 Ralph Packer was grey-faced with fear 
and his close-set, dark eyes darted everywhere 
at once. Corey Fitch’s dark face was blood-
congested, and his eyes glittered in a feverish 
way. Arthur Fitch wandered around with his 
hands in his pockets and his slitlike mouth as 
hard as granite. A sadist’s mouth. How the 
hell had a girl like Harriet emerged from his 
brood? 
 Schule started with me first, alone in 
the living room. 
 “Did you hear the old man yell or 
anything when he was killed in the kitchen?” 
 “No,” I said. “He wouldn’t have been 
able to yell. He was struck from behind and 
the blow killed him instantly.” 
 “When I want opinions I’ll ask for 
’em.” snapped Schule. “You just answer 
questions. Were you in the kitchen between 
the time you got here and the time Strine was 
found dead?” 
 I shook my head. 
 “Got proof of that?” 
 “Miss Warner can tell you. I was in the 
living room with her from the minute I set foot 
in the house.” 
 “She’s your only proof?” Schule 
looked as triumphant as though he’d 
discovered something. “Was Strine killed 
before you gathered in here, do you think? Or 
afterward?” 
 “You told me you didn’t want 
opinions,” I reminded him. 
 “I’m a duly authorized officer of the 
law!” he blustered, getting purple. “You 
answer my questions!” 
 “Okay. You want me to say whether 
Strine was killed by the man who found his 
body, Arthur Fitch, or not. I don’t know. But I 
think Strine was killed before the will was 
read, while everybody was out in back, except 
Miss Warner and myself. The blood had 
begun to coagulate a little when I got to him.” 
 “Yeah, but which could have done it?” 
muttered Schule, for a minute not pompous. 
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“The two Fitch brothers, old Cook, Ralph 
Packer—” He jerked himself up. “But don’t 
think I’m lettin’ you and Miss Warner out just 
because she’s pretty and you’re a private 
detective. Tell Miss Warner to come in here.” 
 It’s bad luck to paste a sheriff on the 
jaw, so I just went out. The rest were in the 
dining room. Somehow my flesh crawled 
when I saw them, silent and white-faced, 
sitting around the dining room table like so 
many ghosts. 
 I looked at Harriet, who sat a little 
apart next to old Cook. Someone in this room, 
it was almost certain, had tried twice to kill 
her. The same person, with almost equal 
certainty, had murdered Strine. But why? 
 I motioned silently for her to go in to 
the sheriff. 
 

CHAPTER II 
HIDDEN TREASURE 

 
HILE the sheriff was grilling the rest, I 
moved around. I had swung back to my 

first belief. Something valuable was hidden 
around this place that made Harriet’s bequest 
the richest of the lot. Something known only 
to the killer, who had tried to murder Harriet 
to get it, and had succeeded in murdering 
Strine to keep him from giving Lawyer Cook 
a hint of it. That was the only theory that fitted 
in with the attacks on the girl, the killing of 
the servant and Strine’s urgent whisper: 
“There is something I must tell you.” 
 Something of value hidden here, 
mentioned in the will only to the extent that 
Harriet got the house and grounds and “all 
therein contained.” I set out to track it down. 
The grounds, as has been said, were out. You 
can’t bury things—bonds, jewelry, what not—
in solid rock. That left the house and garage. 
 The garage was ruled out soon. Its 
walls were solid concrete. Its floors, of 
cement, could not have been disturbed without 
leaving a trace; anyway, under them was the 

inevitable rock. Its ceiling was rafters with 
shingles laid directly on them; and certainly 
no valuable article would be hidden in a can of 
oil or a box of tools or the dead man’s sedan. 
 That left only the house, which seemed 
doubtful to me. 
 The walls were out. I had noticed that 
the partition walls were of paper-thin modern 
construction. No room in them for anything, in 
the first place; in the second, any disturbance 
of them would have meant calling in outside 
labor to replaster or repaper, which might 
have given the hiding place away. 
 The outer walls were of brick, two 
bricks thick. Solid. You couldn’t hide 
anything there, either, I decided. Attic was too 
obvious. Floors— 
 Old Rudolph Packer, in building the 
place, had gone in for antiquity. Ceilings were 
beamed, with bare wood of the floor above 
showing between the beams. No space there to 
store things secretly. And there was no 
basement; the house rested on solid rock. 
 That left the furniture, considering 
which was slightly a melodramatic idea, or the 
trick of hiding something right under your 
eyes. 
 I walked toward the house, white as 
snow in the moonlight with its immaculate 
coat of whitewash. I saw Harriet coming out 
of the side door. She looked around and I 
waved. She came toward me. 
 “I couldn’t stay in there any more,” 
she said, in a low voice. “I’m afraid.” 
 I nodded. That was certainly 
understandable, in view of the probability that 
a murderer was under that roof. Of course the 
rest were safe, now, with the sheriff right in 
the house; but nevertheless Harriet couldn’t be 
blamed for wanting to get away. 
 We walked slowly around the house 
toward the front driveway. I kept looking 
around. If there had been any lawn ornaments 
I would have investigated them. But there 
were none. I’ve never seen a place so bare of 
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possibilities for hiding things! Harriet would 
have to pull the furniture apart, I thought, if 
this idea of hidden valuables persisted enough 
to make the effort worth while. I had to admit 
that I was losing my own conviction again. 
 “How long will we be here, Jim?” she 
asked me wistfully. 
 “I don’t know,” I said. “You should be 
able to leave pretty soon now. Me too, I think. 
The others—well, it depends on the sheriff’s 
ideas.” And I added, but only to myself, “If it 
was me, I’d hold the two Fitches and your 
uncle and give them plenty grilling.” 
 We stood looking at the road, fifty 
yards or so from the drive. Cars hummed past. 
Now and then a local driver, recognizing the 
sheriff’s car at the door, would pause a little. 
But for the most part they sped past, serenely 
unaware that a murdered man lay in the snow-
white Cape Cod cottage. It gave me a kind of 
funny feeling. 
 Harriet gripped my arms suddenly. 
“What was that?” 
 I hadn’t heard anything. 
 “A sound from behind us,” she 
insisted. “Around the side of the house.” 
 We walked back to the corner of the 
house and around. And the moment we 
rounded the corner, we saw the long dark 
blotch on the ground next to the white wall. 
And Harriet screamed, while I grabbed her 
elbows and turned her around. 
 “Into the house! Get the sheriff.” 
 I went to the long blotch—and looked 
down into the dead face of Arthur Fitch. A 
face that was untouched, though the bony 
structure of the head behind it was a shattered 
mass. A mechanic’s heavy hammer, reddened 
and gleaming in the moonlight lay near the 
pulped head. 
 
THE rest safe now, with the sheriff in the 
house? I echoed my thought of a moment ago 
with a cold chill touching my bones. I’d 
bumped up against a lot of violence in my life. 

But I’d never seen anything to match the 
ruthlessness, the icy recklessness, of this killer 
now among us. 
 I ran, on blind impulse, to the nearest 
door and into the house after Harriet. I didn’t 
want her out of my sight! Not any more! 
 Two men dead within a space of an 
hour and a half! One of them murdered while 
a law officer was conducting an investigation 
under the same roof! 
 But the sheriff wasn’t having any of 
my guardianship over the girl. With two 
deputies, hastily called from the village, to 
watch the dining room in which every one sat, 
he beckoned me out to the second dead man. I 
went, leaving Corey Fitch looking numbed by 
the shock of his brother’s death, Lawyer Cook 
badly unstrung and fussing with one of the 
deputies who refused stolidly to let him get 
into his briefcase, and Ralph Packer a palsied 
mass of fear. 
 I have never seen a man so frightened 
as Packer. But it was not the double fear you’d 
expect. The fact that he was logically a murder 
suspect didn’t seem to occur to him. It was 
fear of death from the as yet undetected 
murderer that seemed to hold him most 
abjectly. 
 Looking around outside with Schule, I 
catalogued the findings. It was pretty easy, 
because they were so few. 
 Arthur Fitch had been killed from 
behind with the hammer taken from a tool box 
in the garage. A man could have done it all in 
three minutes by running from house to 
garage, getting the weapon, and running back 
to where Fitch stood smoking in the 
moonlight, and returning swiftly to the house 
again. Harriet and I had been in front, so we 
were out of the way. 
 Why had Fitch been outside? Well, a 
half smoked cigarette put out by the damp 
grass near him told that. He had been out 
taking a cigarette, getting relief from the 
tenseness inside the house. 
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 And the killer had seen him and seized 
the chance to get rid of him? Why? Well, why 
had Strine been killed and Harriet attacked? It 
all seemed to make increasingly less sense as 
it got more complicated. 
 Schule had shed his pomposity by 
now. This second killing, done while he’d 
been within ten yards, was going to look like 
the devil for him. He flashed his light 
feverishly and pointlessly around. 
 “I was talking to Mr. Packer,” he said, 
over and over again. “I said to him to get 
Arthur Fitch in again. I told him to hunt Fitch 
up because it seemed to me, before, that Fitch 
had something he wanted to say and that he 
wasn’t quite sure enough about it to put it into 
words. Something on his mind. So I wanted to 
talk to him again. And then the girl comes 
running in saying there’s a dead man out on 
the lawn, and it’s this guy, Fitch! Damn it, I’m 
sure he had something to say, only before he 
wasn’t positive enough. You wouldn’t talk 
against a brother or uncle, for instance, unless 
you knew what you were talking about.” 
 “You sent Ralph Packer after him?” I 
repeated. 
 “Yeah. And uncles have killed 
nephews before. I think I’ll arrest Packer.” He 
looked pathetically relieved. “Yeah, that’s the 
stuff. It must have been Packer. He went after 
Fitch on my orders, found him alone, and 
killed him.” 
 “Why?” 
 “Eh?” 
 “I said, why? What reason would he 
have for murdering his sister’s son?” 
 “How would I know? But that’s what 
must have happened.” 
 “Where was Corey Fitch?” 
 Schule gnawed his lip again. “I don’t 
know. He wasn’t in the dining room. Mr. 
Cook can testify to that. So both the uncle and 
the brother of this guy were on the loose. 
Either one might have done it.” 
 “Or Cook, or Miss Warner, or me,” I 

said. 
 His eyes came back to mine with 
plenty of suspicion in them. 
 “I’m not forgettin’ you and the girl 
were out on the lawn!” 
 “Keep on remembering it and see what 
it gets you,” I told him. “I’d have a lot of 
reasons for killing guys I never even saw 
before.” 
 “Miss Warner would have a reason. 
She splits this guy’s share of Packer’s money, 
now.” 
 I bit my tongue over that one. It was so 
evident—and so unexpected. Harriet had a 
motive for murder, in the eyes of the law. 
 I answered a possible law court as well 
as Schule, when I said: “Nuts! I was with her 
when both men died. I saw her being attacked 
herself. If you don’t want to take my word for 
it, just remember how much strength it takes 
to stick a knife into meat. Miss Warner 
wouldn’t have the strength to drive a dull 
kitchen knife into a man’s heart from behind.” 
 “You would,” said Schule. 
 And on that friendly note we went in 
to the house again, and Schule again began 
chasing in circles to get his man. Meanwhile, I 
stuck close and tried to nail the killer on my 
own hook. But I got no farther than Schule 
did. 
 Ralph Packer, sweating so that 
perspiration stains showed clear through his 
blue serge suit, said he had been in the 
bedroom, still searching for Arthur Fitch, till 
just before Fitch was killed. Corey Fitch 
claimed he had been in the bathroom. Cook 
had been in the dining room. Amazingly, 
when you remember a sheriff’s presence right 
in the house, any one of them could have 
made murderous opportunity out of the fact 
that Arthur Fitch had nervously decided to 
smoke a cigarette in the moonlight. 
 
SCHULE grilled us all again, one by one. He 
asked some good questions at that, I noted 
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with professional interest. But he didn’t get 
anywhere, so he started a second time. 
 We were again in the dining room—
Cook and Packer and Corey Fitch and Harriet 
and I. Schule’s voice came to us from the 
living room. 
 “Mr. Cook.” 
 Cook got up, moistening his lips, 
averting his eyes from the door leading into 
the kitchen. There were two dead men lying in 
the kitchen now. One of the deputies opened 
the dining room door for the lawyer, and he 
walked through the tiny hall into the living 
room. 
 And then, just before the deputy had 
the door closed again, I saw Cook stop next to 
the outside living room door and stare into the 
night. His mouth went slack. His hands went 
up to pluck at his trembling lips. And he 
yelled hoarsely. 
 It was a high, brittle cry, almost like a 
woman’s scream. He pointed through the 
screened doorway. 
 “Sheriff! Out there! Oh, my God!” 
 The deputy wasn’t interested in closing 
the dining room door any more. He threw it 
wide open and leaped toward Cook. Schule 
got there first. His hand gripped Cook’s 
shoulder. 
 “What is it? What do you see out 
there?” 
 Cook fought for words. When they did 
come they were like icy whips. 
 “A figure—out there—in the 
moonlight! I saw it! It looked like Strine!” 
 

CHAPTER III 
IN THE DARK 

 
ARRIET’S gasp was like a sob. A sort of 
moan came from Ralph Packer’s lips. 

Then I was out of the dining room on the heels 
of the other deputy and Corey Fitch. They 
started for the grounds. I didn’t. I went for the 
kitchen, where Strine lay. 

 I got the door open, had one glimpse of 
two sprawled bodies on the floor, and then the 
lights went out. All of them. Every light in the 
place. 
 I heard Cook’s fear-packed scream 
sound out again, from the front of the house. 
And, an instant after that, a sound that drew a 
hoarse shout in echo from my own lips. 
Harriet Warner’s shriek, which died in 
horrible fashion into a choking moan which 
was succeeded by complete silence. 
 I lunged from the kitchen, hitting the 
partly opened door in the pitch darkness. I got 
to the dining room door, and it was locked 
against me. Through it I could hear a terrible 
scraping of high heels on hardwood floor. 
 The sound drove me crazy for a 
minute. I banged my shoulder against the 
door, backed off, tried it again. Running steps 
sounded outside, and the kitchen door to the 
back yard burst open. 
 I saw four dark shapes outlined against 
the moonlight, heard Schule’s voice. 
 “My God, what’s happened now? 
Strine—” 
 A voice I thought was Corey Fitch’s 
cut the sheriff’s words off. 
 “Strine’s here, where he was before. 
Anyway, there’s two bodies.” 
 These things I heard with half my 
mind. The rest was in that locked dining room, 
with the girl whose heels were rasping so 
desperately and convulsively on the floor. I 
caught up a kitchen chair and smashed it to 
kindling against the door. 
 And the door only quivered a little. 
 I turned, thrusting a couple of shadowy 
figures out of my way, ran out the back door 
and around to the dining room window. I 
smashed the glass and climbed in. As the glass 
crashed, I thought I heard a sound across the 
room from the window, but wasn’t sure. 
 In the room’s dimness I saw Harriet 
lying near the table. I jumped to her side, bent 
down. I couldn’t feel a pulse. Her face was 
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ghastly in its pallor. Even in the dim light I 
could see how her throat was swelled and 
discolored. 
 I got her hands, saying something or 
other to her all the time. Things I hadn’t a 
right to say, so soon. But they came out 
anyway. I began working her arms back and 
forth in artificial respiration. 
 I heard somebody yell in the living 
room, and then, after quite a little while, the 
lights went on. All of which meant little to me. 
The important fact was that Harriet was 
beginning to breathe again, and in a little 
while she opened her eyes. 
 “Jim,” she whispered. 
 “Don’t talk,” I said, chafing her wrists 
and making her head as comfortable as 
possible on my knee. 
 “Lights went out—somebody grabbed 
me. Almost got me—this time—Jim.” 
 I kept on chafing her wrists. Almost 
got her? Hell, she had been actually and 
literally dead. Only artificial breathing had 
snapped her out of it again. I carried her to the 
bedroom. 
 “I’m not leaving you again if the house 
burns down around our ears!” I told her 
grimly. 
 She smiled at me, and rubbed her 
throat. 
 “Yes, you are,” she said, words 
coming painfully. “I’ll lock this window so no 
one can get in without breaking the glass, and 
lock the door. And I’ll sit up in bed, out of line 
of the window, with your gun in my hands. 
You’ve got to help the sheriff get this killer, 
Jim.” 
 Well, she was right, though I hated to 
agree with her. And finally I went out, hearing 
the key scrape in the lock as she closed the 
door after me. 
 I went to the kitchen first. Old Strine 
lay on the floor as he had before. There was 
the knife handle protruding from his back, 
with the slowly coagulating blood all around 

it. Dead as yesterday’s mackerel. The knife 
handle sticking up proved that. 
 I went to the living room. Why the hell 
had Cook said he’d seen Strine in the 
moonlight when that was utterly impossible? 
 In the living room I got the next shock 
out of a night of crazy surprises. 
 Old Cook lay on a divan with Schule 
and a deputy and Corey Fitch all bending over 
him. The lawyer’s forehead was laid open and 
blood ran down his cheek, smearing in his 
sparse sideburns. 
 “We found him in the living room 
doorway, like this,” Schule said to me. The 
sheriff was completely lost now. 
 “What happened?” I asked Cook. 
 “I don’t know.” His voice trembled. “I 
saw—that horrible figure in the moonlight. 
Then the others ran past me, out the door onto 
the grounds. I didn’t see it any more, but I 
heard a step behind me. And then something 
hit me on the head and I was through.” 
 “How’d the lights go out?” I asked 
Schule. 
 He had an answer for that, if he didn’t 
for anything else. He held up a pin. It was 
discolored, and some of the point had melted 
off. It had been thrust into an electric cable, 
causing a short circuit. 
 “We found this in the dining room,” 
Schule said. 
 I blinked at that. In the dining room! I 
remembered the procession that had crowded 
out after Cook’s yell. The two deputies, Corey 
Fitch and myself. Leaving two people in the 
dining room. Harriet and Ralph Packer. 
 
PACKER was in the living room with the rest 
of us. He sat in a chair not far from the divan. 
I stared at him suddenly, and caught his close-
set eyes just sliding from my face. Sweat 
stood out on his forehead. 
 “A minute ago,” I said slowly, “all of 
us ran out of the dining room except you and 
Miss Warner. Shortly afterward somebody 
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came within a hair of killing her.” 
 Packer said nothing. His heavy 
breathing sounded out. 
 “You must have been in there when 
she was attacked,” I said. 
 “No! No!” His voice was thick. “I 
wasn’t. It looks bad for me, but I wasn’t. I 
went out just after the rest of you did, leaving 
Harriet alone. My own niece—surely you 
don’t think—” 
 “You could have come back in again,” 
I said, “after you’d blown the light fuse with 
that pin.” 
 “I didn’t! I was in the living room!” 
 “Then,” I snapped him up, “you must 
have seen the attack on Mr. Cook.” 
 Packer shivered. He wiped at his 
forehead, but new drops of perspiration came 
out at once. 
 “I—I couldn’t see a thing—except 
Cook. I saw him standing there in the 
doorway, and then I heard him scream and 
saw him fall. It was as if he had been struck 
by something invisible. By a ghost!” 
 “You couldn’t have been the one that 
hit him, by any chance?” I said. 
 “I swear I didn’t!” 
 Schule joined in. “You were the one I 
sent to find Arthur Fitch, just before he was 
killed. You were out in back at about the time 
Strine was killed. You could have knocked 
Mr. Cook out after you’d blown the lights, and 
then could have gone back into the dining 
room after Miss Warner.” 
 “No! No!” 
 I turned from Packer to the old lawyer, 
lying on the divan. 
 “What in the world made you think 
you saw a dead man—George Strine—moving 
out on the lawn?” 
 He shook his head weakly. “I don’t 
know. Maybe I’d been thinking of Strine. 
When I saw a moving figure out there, I may 
have fitted Strine’s face to it because he was 
in my mind. And yet, I don’t think that’s the 

explanation! I saw the face so clearly! I even 
seemed to see a—a knife handle sticking out 
of the man’s back!” 
 “It couldn’t have been me he saw,” 
Packer cut in swiftly. “I was in the dining 
room, with you, at that minute. You know that 
yourself.” 
 
SCHULE wiped his forehead, which was 
almost as moist as Packer’s. 
 “Maybe Strine wasn’t dead after all,” 
he muttered. “We didn’t feel for his pulse to 
find out. We took it for granted he was dead 
because of the knife. He might have had 
strength enough left to regain consciousness, 
crawl out to the lawn, and then get back to the 
kitchen again.” 
 “Leaving no blood spots in his trail, 
and not trying to call out for help,” I snapped. 
“No, that’s out. It’s impossible.” 
 “All right, Mr. Cook didn’t see Strine. 
I guess that is kinda impossible. But he did see 
somebody. That means an outsider did all this. 
Somebody hiding on the grounds killed Strine 
and Arthur Fitch. And they’re probably miles 
away now.” 
 But Cook objected. He shook his head, 
winced at the pain the move caused. 
 “I don’t think so, Sheriff,” he said. 
“There was something familiar about the 
figure. I’ll agree that the notion that it was 
Strine I saw, is insane. But there was still 
something familiar about it, in my opinion. 
Though that’s only an opinion.” 
 Schule sighed. “Only one thing to be 
done. I’ll have to take everybody in till 
morning. The coroner might have some light 
to throw, then—” 
 He stopped abruptly. “Where’s Corey 
Fitch?” he snapped. 
 We all looked around. There were the 
two deputies, Schule, Packer, Cook and 
myself in the room. 
 “He was here a second ago,” said one 
of the deputies. “He was sitting near the 
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door.” 
 “How’d he get out with no one seeing 
him?” snapped Schule. 
 That question answered itself. We had 
all been hanging on the words first of Packer, 
and then of Cook. By moving softly, Corey 
Fitch could have got from chair to door 
unnoticed. 
 The question in my mind was, why 
had he moved so stealthily. And on the heels 
of that question came a lightning burst of fear. 
Fear for Harriet! 
 I jumped to my feet and tore from the 
room. The room in which Harriet lay was at 
the end of the short hall. I pounded on the 
door, almost yelled with relief when I heard 
her voice come in alarm: “Who is it?” 
 “Me—Jim,” I said. “I wanted to be 
sure you were all right.” 
 I heard Schule’s’ voice, then. 
 “You, Fitch! What the hell are you 
doing out here?” 
 The voice came from the kitchen. I 
went there. Corey Fitch, white-faced, was 
staring at Schule and the deputies. He was 
standing beside Strine’s body, and there was a 
little blood on his hands. 
 “What are you doing here?” 
 Fitch stared at Schule and then at me. 
 “With all the talk about seeing Strine, I 
came out to see if he was really dead. I had a 
crazy notion that maybe he was just 
pretending to be dead, with a fake knife 
handle glued to his back and blood from a 
butcher shop or something spilled on the floor 
to make it look convincing.” 
 Schule’s snort was an indictment. 
 “Yeah? That’s a swell explanation.” 
 “It’s the truth! Mr. Cook seemed so 
positive he saw Strine—” 
 “Why did you sneak out here without 
saying anything?” 
 “The idea was sort of crazy,” Fitch 
said stubbornly. “I thought you’d laugh at me 
if I suggested it. So I slipped out by myself to 

make sure he was dead.” 
 “How’d you get that blood on your 
hands?” 
 “I took hold of the knife handle to see 
if it was really attached to a knife blade.” 
Fitch’s face got paler yet. “It is! Strine is dead, 
all right!” 
 “You took hold of the knife handle?” 
Schule grated. “What a swell excuse for 
finding your prints on that handle! You didn’t 
have time to wipe ’em off the handle after you 
killed Strine, so you tried an alibi!” 
 “Damn you—” Fitch began. 
 And then the last act of the swift 
drama hit us, as we confronted Fitch in the 
kitchen. 
 “Oh, my God!” came a shout from the 
living room. “Packer! Help!” 
 

CHAPTER IV 
DEAD MEN DANCE 

 
IGHTING to get through an all too narrow 
doorway, once more that night we ran 

from a room on each other’s heels. We got to 
the living room. I was first, with Schule close 
enough behind to see over my shoulder as we 
reached the living room doorway. 
 Cook and Packer were swaying in a 
deadly struggle in the center of the room. A 
chair was knocked over nearby. The chair 
Packer had been sitting in when we left. 
 Cook had his arms desperately around 
Packer’s body. The arms were striving to 
pinion Packer’s arms to his sides while with 
his right hand Cook held the wrist of the 
heavier man in a tense grip. 
 The briefest possible glimpse we had 
of the two swaying figures. Then, as we 
crossed the threshold the two men fell. They 
fell with Packer on his back, and Cook on top. 
Packer’s arm continued to be bent at a 
grotesque angle behind him. And he did not 
move. 
 Cook crawled off, looking white and 

F



Popular Detective 
 

12

sick. There was blood on his right hand, which 
he drew from under Packer’s body. 
 “My God,” he whispered. 
 He turned the body over a little. We 
saw the handle of a paper knife sticking out of 
Packer’s back. Cook moaned. 
 “I’ve killed him!” 
 The lawyer picked at loose lips with 
trembling fingers. He cowered back from us. 
 “I didn’t mean to do it! He came at me 
with a knife. I twisted his arm behind him. He 
was getting the best of me when I tripped him. 
He fell on the knife he held in his own hand! It 
wasn’t me!” 
 Schule touched his shoulder. 
 “You’re all right,” he said gruffly. 
“You’ve got plenty of witnesses that it was 
self defense, and that you didn’t have the knife 
in your hand. It was self defense.” 
 “Yes,” babbled Cook. “Self defense! 
An accident! You saw—” 
 I said nothing. I looked at Bruce 
Cook’s left coat sleeve. On the sleeve there 
was a faint smear of white. And the white 
smear was telling me all I had wanted to 
know. Piece by piece, the whole thing was 
fitting into shape now. 
 Schule glared down at Ralph Packer. 
 “Got no more than he deserved. Killed 
two people. You’re damned lucky he didn’t 
get you, too, Mr. Cook. Anyhow, the case is 
washed up. The murderer’s dead, which’ll 
save the State the cost of putting him in the 
chair.” 
 “No,” I said, looking at the streak on 
Cook’s sleeve. Whitewash, it was. “The 
murderer isn’t dead. He’s standing here now, 
jittering around about self defense.” 
 “What are you talking about?” panted 
Cook, apparently recovering strength slowly 
from the battle for his life. 
 “You’re screwy,” snapped Schule. 
“We all saw how Packer was trying to stab 
Cook.” 
 “Yeah?” I said. “For how long? For 

about a fifth of a second. Then Cook ‘tripped’ 
Packer and Packer fell back on his own knife. 
Obliging guy, Packer!” 
 Cook was staring at me with 
astonishment and a sort of patient injury in his 
eyes. 
 “I don’t quite understand, Mr. Tevin,” 
he said. “I was attacked by the man as though 
he had suddenly gone mad. I managed to beat 
him off, and we fell and he was killed by the 
very weapon he had meant to use on me.” 
 “Interesting,” I said. “But that doesn’t 
explain the streak of whitewash on your 
sleeve.” 
 
HE LOOKED at his sleeve, with nothing but 
bewilderment in his face. Then stared 
questioningly at me again. It was damned well 
done. 
 “You were outside this room while the 
rest of us were in the kitchen,” I charged him. 
“You brushed against one of these freshly 
whitewashed walls, outside.” 
 “Your attitude is insulting and 
unwarranted, sir. I may have had this streak of 
white on my sleeve since I first arrived here.” 
 “You may have,” I cut him off, “but 
you didn’t. It wasn’t on there five minutes 
ago. Which means you went out within the 
last few minutes. Was it before you killed 
Packer, or afterward?” 
 “But my dear sir, you saw Packer 
killed—accidentally—a few seconds ago.” 
 “We saw you dancing around with 
him. But we didn’t see Packer killed,” I shot 
out. “I thought there was something funny 
about the way his knees were buckling. Packer 
was dead before he fell! You’d have had to 
kill him before you went out of the house or 
he’d have asked questions or raised an outcry. 
You put on an act with a dead man, Cook.” 
 Cook turned to Schule. “Sheriff, is this 
man authorized to attack me in this absurd 
way?” 
 “No, he ain’t,” Schule growled. He 
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switched his eyes to me. “Back out of this.” 
 “Shut up,” I told him. I returned to 
Cook. “There is something of value hidden 
around this property now belonging to Harriet 
Warner! As Rudolph Packer’s lawyer you 
knew of it. You tried to kill Miss Warner so 
the house would be untenanted and you could 
steal it. She was lucky enough to escape your 
first attack down in the city. I stopped the 
second. 
 “We all came up here tonight. The first 
thing you were greeted with was an indication 
that old Strine knew the secret too, though he 
didn’t know you were in on it. You killed 
Strine to shut him up. Arthur Fitch, you 
discovered, saw something to make him a 
little suspicious. Probably he saw you either 
enter or leave the kitchen just before the will 
was read. Sheriff Schule was going to 
question him a second time, because the first 
time Arthur Fitch had acted as if ‘he had 
something on his mind.’ You spiked that by 
racing to the garage when you saw him walk 
out onto the lawn, and getting a hammer with 
which you later killed him.” 
 Cook was shaking his head, almost 
pityingly. 
 “And the pin that caused the short 
circuit?” he murmured. “That was found in the 
dining room. At the time it was dropping, I 
was lying in here unconscious.” 
 “That’s what you say. Actually, you 
weren’t at all. You caused the short while you 
stood in the living room after the rest had run 
past you and out the door. Packer came out 
then and you put on an act for him, pretended 
to be attacked, and dropped—after carefully 
gashing your own head. Packer couldn’t see 
you at the floor level in the dark, and didn’t 
see you crawl to the dark dining room, lock it 
from the inside and then attack Miss Warner 
once more after dropping the fused pin as a 
plant.” 
 
SCHULE was staring at Cook a little more 

uncertainly, now, and a little less angrily at 
me. 
 “You made up the silly yarn about 
seeing Strine in the yard to distract our 
attention so you could have one more chance 
to kill the inheritor of this house,” I told the 
lawyer. “At the moment it seemed like a good 
idea. Later you began to realize that it might 
draw suspicion to you. So you planned a goat. 
You killed Packer while his back was turned. 
You ran out into the night, ran back in again, 
and put on the cockeyed act we caught a 
glimpse of as we ran here in answer to your 
yell.” 
 “And why would I go outside the 
house at such a tense moment?” demanded 
Cook, with a sneer. 
 “Because of the thing of value hidden 
here which has been your motive from the 
first,” I shot back. “Obviously this thing is 
somehow a part of the outside house wall, 
which explains the immaculate whitewash, put 
on carefully to cover the object. Now, it seems 
to me your anxiety to rush things, which led 
you to the terrific risk of doing murder while a 
law officer was right in the house, can only 
mean that this valuable thing is in danger of 
becoming visible. Maybe the whitewash is 
coming off from over it. I don’t know. Yes, 
that’s probably it. And you ran out after 
killing Packer to try to cover it up so you 
could have at least a few days more in which 
to get Miss Warner out of the way and steal 
it.” 
 Cook sighed. “I should be very angry, 
young man. But I’m not, because fortunately 
you can’t harass me with your insane theories. 
You all saw me fighting for my life with a 
man who attacked me for no reason, the man 
who is the real murderer. Schule at least will 
testify to that extent. So I think you are to be 
disregarded, Mr. Tevin.” 
 Schule looked at the lawyer and then at 
me. 
 “Got any way to prove what you’re 
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spouting about?” he challenged me. 
 I grinned a little at that. I’d been 
angling for the question. 
 “The whole case,” I said, “rests on the 
fact that there’s something around this place 
which Miss Warner has inherited, that is 
worth a lot of money, and that Cook alone 
knows of it and has killed to get it, Right?” 
 “Yeah, or you’re crazy,” Schule 
grunted. 
 “Okay. Now, if we can go outside, find 
the part of the wall where Cook picked up that 
smear of whitewash, and discover something 
of value there, it would hang him, wouldn’t 
it?” 
 “It’s an idea,” said Schule, striding for 
the door. 
 “Wait!” Cook cracked out. Schule and 
I turned. He had looked contemptuous before. 
Now he looked damned mad. His eyes were 
hard glitters in his face. The veins in his 
forehead stood out. 
 “I demand my rights, Sheriff. It may 
be remotely possible that this man has 
chanced to guess an amazing truth, that there 
is something valuable concealed here. But if 
that is so, it would prove not one thing!” 
 “The hell it wouldn’t,” said Schule. 
“Come on, Tevin.” 
 We got to the door. Cook came after 
us. He moved fast for a man who had been hit 
in the head a little while before. 
 “I tell you, Sheriff—” 
 Schule ignored him. We moved down 
the wall. To the left; to the right. Cook came 
with us, talking, clutching first at Schule’s arm 
and then at mine. Long before we came to the 
end of the search, Schule had glanced 
meaningly at the two deputies, who closed in 
behind the lawyer. 
 And to the right, near the corner of the 
house, we saw a discoloration in the gleaming 
whitewash. It was a little patch of dried mud 
no larger than a silver dollar. 

I reached to scratch at the mud. 

 And Cook cracked. A scream like that 
of an animal came from his lips. He lunged 
toward the two deputies, then stopped. 
 I saw his face congest with the 
dreadful apoplexy of a stroke, and he fell- 
 Later that night we got back to the 
mud patch. We scraped it away, and some of 
the whitewash around it. 
 The Cape Cod cottage was constructed 
of brick. But right here was a slab of gold as 
thick as a brick and ten bricks in area! When 
the gold moratorium had gone into effect, 
Rudolph Packer had secretly bought some and 
cast it into this ponderous slab. He had put it 
there in the wall, which every one passing 
could see, but had ruled bricklines in it and 
had washed it over with whitewash with 
which he kept the cottage meticulously 
covered from then on. The only man besides 
Strine to know of it was Cook, who had been 
instructed to inform Harriet of its presence 
when, in future years, it was once more legal 
to own gold. 
 Cook had planned to kill Harriet so he 
could loot the gold from an uninhabited house. 
The sheer weight of the slab made it 
impossible for him to cart it off alone during a 
normal short absence of hers or of Strine’s. 
 When he had come in that night he had 
been horrified to see that a bit of whitewash 
had flaked off the glittering slab. And at the 
end of his murder spree he had rushed out to 
rub a skim of mud over the metal, getting the 
whitewash that damned him on his sleeve. 
 Harriet wanted to give me a tenth of 
the slab for my fee. 
 “Nothing doing,” I said. “Why should 
I take a tenth when I’ve got a shot at the whole 
thing?” 
 “You think you have a chance at it?” 
she murmured. 
 “Why not?” I said. “You’re pretty well 
fixed now. You need a detective in the family 
to watch over your interests, and keep you 
from being lonely out in this nice cottage.” 
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 She looked at me for a full minute. 
Swell eyes! 
 “It would serve you right if I took you 
seriously,” she said, at last. 
 We were under the moon. I took her 
hand. 

 “Go on,” I said, a little thickly, “serve 
me right.” 
 I guess my voice told her how far I 
was from kidding. 
 Anyway—she did! 

 


