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CHAPTER I 
 

Watch the Lady 
 

HERE are two things about the 
Chester A. Carnes case that make it 
a job I’ll always remember. One is 

that I was right there when it all happened, 
and it’s mighty seldom that a private 
detective is on the ground to watch a 
planned murder take place. The second is 
that I first thought the person who knocked 
off Carnes was a sucker to do the job the 
way it was done. I had the idea that Carnes 
could have been disposed of another way, 

a much simpler way, and the law would 
have had to stand aside, helpless to act, 
even though it knew just who did the 
killing. 

The scene, as the radio narrators put it, 
is the Hillenrock Country Club in 
Westchester County and if you ask what 
an operative like me, Moody Hackett, was 
doing at a swank place like Hillenrock, I’ll 
tell you. Ostensibly, I was there as the 
guest of Bill Voight, with whom I had 
soldiered through some of the more dreary 
islands of the Pacific. Bill was in the chips 
and always had been, but he was the sort 
of lad who took his money without undue 
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stress and strain and he’d been after me to 
shoot a round of golf with him at 
Hillenrock ever since we both were cut off 
the khaki and K-ration list at Fort Dix. I 
guess you know that the fees that 
Hillenrock charged for everything, 
including the use of the water fountains at 
the first, sixth, ninth and fourteenth tees, 
would add up to more in a day than a 
private eye such as Moody Hackett could 
make in a month. 

But when Chester A. Carnes gave me 
the job of keeping an eye on the beauteous 
Camilla, I snapped up Voight’s next 
invitation like a black bass snaps up a 
grasshopper. It was, I recognized, a 
convenient entrance to the circles in which 
Camilla traveled. 

 
AMILLA was his wife, his third. She 
was about twenty-five years younger 

than Chester A., and a sight more 
satisfying to look at, and my boy Carnes 
had married her over the objections of his 
family, friends and business associates. 
And now, apparently, he had discovered 
that his aforementioned family, friends 
and associates had been right while he had 
been wrong and that was the reason he had 
hired me to watch Camilla for a spell. 

Don’t get me wrong. I hate a job like 
that. If I had my way, I’d never handle a 
divorce job or a shadowing proposition 
intended to get the goods on any woman. 
But there are such things as office rent, 
phone bills, salaries for the operatives I 
use and, of course, a bank account to be 
taken into consideration. I’d gone into the 
private detective business with my eyes 
open, knowing I’d have to handle the 
unpleasant jobs as well as the others, and I 
took them as they came and played it as 
straight as I knew how. 

“Are you sure you want me to have 
Mrs. Carnes followed?” I asked Chester 
A., giving him my regular spiel. “It’s an 

expensive proposition and, to be frank, 
Mr. Carnes, the percentage of successful 
conclusions is small. If this doubt that’s 
been raised in your mind was started by 
some idle gossip, perhaps, or a malicious 
rumor, let me be the first to tell you that 
experience has proved that a big majority 
of such doubts are unfounded.” 

Carnes gave me a look from under the 
shaggy eyebrows he wore. 

“I was told that you were a good 
private detective,” he said to me, just like 
that. “If you’re not, say so, and I’ll get 
somebody else.”  

“That’s your privilege, of course,” I 
said, sweetly. “I just want to lay my cards 
on the table before we start talking 
business. There may be agencies which 
specialize in providing divorce evidence, 
by one devious means or another, but my 
agency isn’t one of them.”  

“You won’t have to manufacture any 
evidence, if that’s what you mean,” he 
growled. ”My wife is—er—being 
indiscreet, I’m convinced. I want to be 
sure. All you’ll have to do is provide me 
with proof. I’ll take care of the rest.”  

I looked into his cold blue eyes and 
decided that I’d hate to be on Chester 
Arthur Carnes’ no-good list. 

“And you say,” I went on, “that you 
believe she’s being unduly friendly with 
this Prince di Covinnicci?” 

“Among others,” Carnes said. 
“Besides that little worm, there’s that polo 
star, Mason Kerr, and the ham actor, 
Bertram Pritchett. There are more. Oh, you 
won’t have any trouble, Hackett.”  

So I took the job. I put two good men 
on Mrs. Carnes’ course and waited for the 
lady to make a misstep. She made plenty, 
but they were only little ones; nothing that 
Chester A. could use, really, for his 
purposes. The beautiful Camilla, however, 
made enough to bulge the files on Carnes, 
Chester A.—Camilla D. 
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There was the little Italian Prince di 
Covinnicci. I don’t know what he was 
prince of, but I had sympathy for whatever 
the principality, duchy, county or township 
that his family had had anything to do 
with, if his forebears were anything like 
the Prince. Di Covinnicci’s principal claim 
to distinction was his curly hair, his limpid 
eyes and his amazing “luck” at gin 
rummy. I managed to get next to him a 
few times, in the tenure of the Carnes case 
and I watched him deal gin rummy. I 
decided, after a couple of shuffles, that I’d 
prefer to hand him my money than have 
him deal me a gin rummy hand. It would 
be much simpler and quicker. 

He was quite a lady’s man, the Prince, 
and he was clever. He knew just how far 
to go before getting some irate husband’s 
fist in the nose and he got away with 
plenty under the guise of just exaggerated 
Old World gallantry. 

Then there was Mason Kerr, a likeable 
kid who’d fallen head over heels for 
Camilla and was being very correct and 
silently suffering about the whole thing, as 
far as I could find out, despite Camilla’s 
obvious encouragement. And there was 
the acting gent, Bertram Pritchett, who 
rolled his R’s and his eyes and wore his 
hair long and beautifully marcelled and 
never walked into a room without making 
an entrance. Bertram’s star had definitely 
set and he was on the make for Wife 
Number Six, preferably a woman with 
money, and Camilla would do very well. 

The file also held thumbnail 
descriptions of Carnes’ daughter by his 
first wife, Peggy Carnes, and his son, 
Alan, also by his first wife. Neither of 
those kids liked Camilla a bit, even though 
Peggy lived at The Ledges with her father 
and stepmother, Camilla, and her 
stepmother’s brother, Oliver Delafield. 
Alan Carnes lived alone, in town. 

As I said, Camilla made slips but 

nothing important, and Chester A. got a bit 
impatient. He upped his retainer for faster 
action so the old master, Moody Hackett 
in person, took over the job. And, because 
Camilla hung out a good deal with her 
little retinue of admirers at Hillenrock, I 
said yes to Bill Voight’s golfing invitation 
and hied me hence, with driver, midiron 
and putter, to see what I could see. 

 
HESTER CARNES played at 
Hillenrock every day in the week that 

it didn’t blow up a blizzard or a hurricane. 
Before I went up to the Westchester club, I 
phoned him and told him I’d be around 
there and please don’t recognize me when 
he saw me. He said he wouldn’t, in a tone 
that sounded as though he would enjoy 
ignoring me and, when Bill introduced me 
to him in the club bar, he gave me an icy 
look and a brief nod and turned back to 
whoever he was talking to in a manner that 
said: “Who let this character in here?” 

Bill must have been puzzled by my 
sudden enthusiasm for golf at Hillenrock 
but, if I do say it myself, I shoot a pretty 
good low-eighty game and am not too 
objectionable in a foursome, so he 
apparently was glad to have me come up 
there as often as I could make it. I came, I 
played and I watched Camilla, Prince di 
Covinnicci, Pritchett, Kerr, Peggy Carnes 
and the others. Once in a while, Alan 
Carnes dropped around, scowling, and 
departed, still scowling, after brief 
conferences with his father and the icy 
disregard of his stepmother. Oliver 
Delafield, Camilla’s brother, was almost 
always to be found in the locker room, 
telling new jokes, mixing new drinks and 
making new friends. 

This Oliver was quite a person. He’d 
either traveled a lot or read the right books 
and he could tell a story better than 
anybody I ever knew. He knew the right 
length to make a yarn and he didn’t insist 
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on spinning them out; he was as good a 
listener as he was a talker and he never, 
never admitted he’d heard a joke 
somebody else told. Everybody liked 
Oliver and if he didn’t do anything except 
provide entertainment for his friends, why, 
perhaps there’s a place in the world for 
such people, at that. 

He was a member of the foursome that 
started out from the first tee at Hillenrock 
just back of the foursome Bill and I were 
playing in. With Oliver was Chester A. 
Carnes, as gruff and unfriendly as always, 
and two other old guys who might rule a 
directors’ meeting with an iron hand but 
couldn’t rule the direction of a golf ball 
with any club in their bag. 

Our foursome heard them behind us, 
arguing, jeering and bickering their way 
around, and we could hear Oliver 
Delafield smoothing over the major and 
minor crises that seemed to develop with 
every hole. He had a knack for that. 
Chester A. was sneezing a lot with what 
must have been hay fever. 

 
E CAME in ahead of them, of 
course, and we were in the locker 

room, having a sip, when they tramped in. 
My client, Chester A., looked as though 
he’d had a bad round. His face was redder 
and grimmer than usual and even Oliver 
looked worried about the whole thing, as 
though he’d failed, for once, to patch up 
some argument that had developed on the 
course. 

The others went for their lockers and 
the bottles they kept there—rather than 
change out of their spiked shoes to visit 
the bar—and Chester A. tromped to his 
locker at the far end of the room, and 
poured himself a jolt out of a big silver 
flask that was stashed there. He came back 
to where the ice and soda was, carrying a 
highball glass half full of tawny liquor. 

“Better take it easy, Chet,” Oliver 
warned. “You know what the doctor told 
you.” 

“The doctor’s an idiot,” Carnes 
growled, “and don’t call me Chet, for 
Pete’s sake!” 

He held the glass up to the light and 
squinted at his drink. 

“This is good brandy,” he announced. 
“Too good to share with any of the bums I 
play golf with. Anybody who’d count a 
stroke against me just because my ball 
happened to roll off—”  

“Easy, Chet,” Oliver said. “You take it 
easy. Remember what the doctor—”  

That was as far as he got. Chester A. 
gave him a glare, sneezed, and then turned 
and walked out of the locker room. Rules 
or no rules, he clacked his spikes across 
the floor to the door and went up the stairs 
into the main clubhouse, not caring how 
much hardwood his golfing shoes tore up. 

“Some day,” one of his erstwhile 
golfing partners said, idly, “old Carnes is 
going to bust a blood vessel, getting sore 
over a stroke that wouldn’t make a particle 
of difference in his score. He ought to give 
up the game.”  

“That’s what his doctor told him,” 
Delafield said, “but you know how 
bullheaded he is. He had a spell only 
yesterday. Passed out cold. But he insisted 
on playing today.”  

Bill and I finished our drinks and 
changed out of our golfing clothes. Bill’s 
wife was waiting for him on the clubhouse 
porch, so he went that way and we arrived 
just in time to walk right into the middle of 
one of the most exciting scenes Hillenrock 
had ever witnessed. 

 
CHAPTER II 

 
Over Par 
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HERE stood my client, 
Carnes, facing Prince di 
Covinnicci, Mason Kerr 
and Bertram Pritchett. 
Camilla sat in a big fan-
backed chair, looking 
half amused and half 
perturbed. Chester A. 
looked plain mad. Di 

Covinnicci looked supercilious, Ken 
looked embarrassed, and Pritchett looked 
as though he were waiting for his cue to 
break into some speech from Act Two, 
Scene Two. 

“Just why,” Carnes was bellowing, 
“the Board of Governors see fit to allow 
you on these premises is beyond me.” He 
set down his highball on a convenient 
table and pointed a finger at the Prince. 

“Believe me,” he said, “I am not 
exactly blind, young man. I’ve seen some 
things happen in the card room that you 
might have trouble explaining and I intend 
to go further with the information 1 have 
about your exceedingly interesting past, 
Mr. Prince—or whatever you call 
yourself.”  

Prince di Covinnicci stopped looking 
supercilious for a second and looked 
venomous before he got back his nasty 
smile. 

“My dear sir,” he purred, “it is not 
good that elderly men give insults to 
younger men who are honor bound not to 
carry the matter further.”  

“Why you sniveling pup,” Carnes 
howled, “I’ll have you booted off this 
place. And as for you, Kerr, you might 
find more suitable employment than 
wasting your time around here, making 
sheep’s eyes at another man’s wife.”  

Young Kerr went scarlet and then 
white and his mouth got very thin. 

“Really, Chester,” Camilla said, 
“you’re making a fool of yourself.”  

Carnes’ face was getting purple. 

“And you,” he snarled, “are making a 
spectacle of yourself, my dear, by 
encouraging this mountebank”—pointing 
to di Covinnicci—“this wastrel”—finger 
at Kerr—”and this—this broken-down 
ham actor!”  

Pritchett began to roll his R’s. 
“Sirrr,” he said, “if this were another 

day, with other customs, I’d call you out 
for that!”  

“Pah,” said Carnes. “You couldn’t duel 
any more than you can act!”  

It was about then that Carnes’ 
daughter, Peggy, arrived. She was a pretty 
girl and even the worried look she wore 
couldn’t hide that fact. She caught her 
father’s elbow and tried to draw him away 
from the group on the porch. 

“Please, Dad,” she begged. “You 
mustn’t excite yourself like this. The 
doctor—”  

That was like waving a red cape at a 
bull—the mention of the doctor. Carnes let 
out a roar that could have been heard at the 
ninth green. 

“You keep out of this, Margaret,” he 
ordered. “I know full well whose side 
you’re on, ever since I said you couldn’t 
marry that Army sergeant. Only a 
sergeant, by gum! I said then, and I say 
now, that if you marry that young idiot I’ll 
cut you off without a nickel.” 

Peggy’s chin came up and for a second 
I thought she was going to let dear old dad 
have one in the kisser, but she held herself 
in. Camilla gave a short laugh from her 
chair and the two women exchanged looks 
that fairly crackled. Then Peggy started 
tugging at Carnes’ arm again. 

“Please, Dad,” she said, in a broken 
voice. “Everybody’s looking.”  

Chester A. swung around, looking like 
a baited bull. His eyes lit on a new victim 
and he let out another roar. 

“What do you want?” he bellowed. 
It was Alan, just in the nick of time to 
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set off another display of fireworks. Other 
people on the veranda had given up all 
pretense now of not hearing what was 
going on around the Carnes’ corner. Ears 
were flapping like yacht pennants in a stiff 
breeze. 

“What do you want?” Chester A. 
demanded, while Alan stood there, 
scowling. “If it’s more money, the answer 
is no.”  

Alan just glared at his old man. I 
noticed his hands were balled up, tight, as 
though they were ready to be thrown in a 
punch. 

“Alan,” Peggy said, “don’t—don’t 
mind Dad. He’s—he’s not well.”  

“Senility,” drawled the fair Camilla, 
“has finally overtaken your revered 
parent.”  

I really would have walked in then, 
and gotten Carnes out of there on some 
pretext or other, if I hadn’t thought it so 
important that I pose as a stranger to this 
mob. I thought the old man was going to 
have a stroke, right there on the clubhouse 
porch, and with his bad heart I knew this 
excitement could easily bring down the 
last curtain. 

Instead of moving in, however, I just 
stood there, one of the spectators to this 
little drama. Alan still didn’t say anything. 
He walked up onto the porch and stalked, 
stiff-legged, toward his father. I thought he 
was going to hit the aging tycoon. I guess 
di Covinnicci thought so, too, because he 
stepped in front of Alan. 

“Not the fight,” he said. “It is merely 
an old man’s raving. Here, have a drink 
instead, my hotheaded young friend.” 

 
E REACHED for the highball 
Chester A. had left on the table 

behind Pritchett and Kerr. Pritchett 
stepped aside and bumped the Prince’s 
hand, spilling some of the liquor. Di 
Covinnicci had to grab the glass with both 

hands, covering the lip of the highball with 
his left hand. He gave it to Alan. The 
young man took it gingerly, his fingers 
gripping the top of the glass with his palm 
over the liquor it held. Carefully, Alan put 
the glass back on the table where it had 
been. 

“I don’t take drinks from card sharks,” 
he said, distinctly. 

The Prince stepped back, his olive skin 
as pale as it ever would be and his eyes 
ugly. Camilla laughed again. It sounded as 
though she were getting a big kick out of 
this whole thing. Carnes started to resume 
his bombardment and then Oliver arrived. 

Good old Oliver. He sized up the 
situation in a hurry and took his brother-
in-law’s arm, gently but firmly. He spun 
Chester A. around on his heels and started 
him toward the door that led to the locker 
room. Carnes broke loose long enough to 
retrieve his highball, but that was his only 
stop on the trip out of sight. 

There was a little silence and then the 
first buzz of conversation started at the 
other end of the long porch. Peggy put her 
hand to her mouth and stumbled down the 
steps leading to the parking lot. Alan 
waited to see if Prince di Covinnicci was 
going to make anything out of what he’d 
said and then turned to join his sister. The 
Prince moved over to the side of Camilla’s 
chair, with Pritchett tagging him. Kerr lit a 
cigarette with a hand that shook and then 
walked inside the clubhouse, trying not to 
look as miserably embarrassed as he was. 

“Quite a little act,” Bill Voight 
murmured at my side. “Liveliest bit of 
action we’ve had here since the time Old 
Man French got hold of some squirrel 
whiskey and jumped into the swimming 
pool with his clothes on. 

I said something as we moved on to 
join Bill’s wife. I don’t know what I said 
because I was doing some heavy thinking. 
I was telling myself that Chester A. Carnes 
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might need a private detective for more 
than watching his young wife. I’d seen 
four men look at him with hate in their 
eyes in the past few seconds and while 
Camilla might laugh, I knew that she was 
feeling something less than cordial toward 
her elderly husband for having made her 
the center of a spectacle that would 
provide society with the choicest bit of 
gossip it had had in a long time. 

I was halfway across the porch to the 
table where Bill’s wife sat when I reached 
for my cigarette lighter and didn’t find it. I 
remembered using it in the locker room 
and I remembered putting it down on a 
bench there, but I didn’t remember picking 
it up again. 

“Be right with you,” I told Voight. “I 
left my lighter downstairs.”  

The lighter was there, where I’d left it. 
I slipped it in my pocket and started out of 
the rooms, when Carnes stopped me. He 
had his half-empty highball glass in his 
hand and his color had gone down a little 
but not much. 

“Hackett,” he said, “I want to tell you I 
don’t think much of the way you work. 
You’ve had ten days now and you haven’t 
produced a thing. 

Well, there went my program, out the 
window. The men in the locker room were 
all looking at me, surprised that I even 
knew Carnes, and I knew it would take 
about five seconds by the clock for word 
to go all over the place that Chester A. had 
hired a private eye to watch his wife. 

The others couldn’t help but figure that 
out, once Carnes had cracked about my 
failing to produce. What else could I be 
but a detective, after putting on an act 
about not knowing Carnes and then having 
him greet me with the complaint that I’d 
had ten days and had come up with 
nothing? Over Chester A.’s shoulder, I 
could see Oliver Delafield goggling at me, 
ready to make a dash to Sister Camilla and 

warn her that the Pawnee scouts were on 
her trail. 

“I was told,” growled Carnes, “that 
ninety per cent of you private detectives 
were racketeers, interested only in 
building up a well-padded expense 
account. I thought you were superior to 
that, but I find out that—”  

The justly celebrated Moody Hackett 
temper broke loose. 

“Hold the phone,” I told this mere 
millionaire. “I didn’t come to you, Mr. 
Carnes; you came to me. I even tried to 
talk you off this deal, if you’ll remember, 
but you weren’t having any. Now you say 
I haven’t produced. You say I pad expense 
accounts. Okay, Mr. Carnes, suppose we 
call it quits. You get out your little pad and 
pencil and figure out what you think I owe 
you, and I’ll give you a check, right now.”  

Fine way to do business, eh? Maybe 
you think I am dumb, sounding off that 
way to a client with all that dough, but I 
wasn’t so dumb, really. If I’d let Carnes 
get away with that stuff and crawled, hat 
in hand, out of his august presence, 
mumbling apologies, there wouldn’t have 
been a man in that crowded locker room 
who’d ever think of me or any other 
private operative with anything but 
contempt. I might lose Carnes by sounding 
off to him, but at least I’d hold the respect 
of the others there—and there were a lot of 
monied men who might, just might, have 
need of a detective some day and 
remember Moody Hackett, the guy who 
told Chester A. Carnes where to head in. 

Chester A.’s face looked like a sunset 
at sea. He was spluttering and gagging and 
the veins were standing out at the side of 
his neck. 

“You—” he said, and that was all he 
ever said. 

H
 

E GAVE a choking gasp and put his 
hand up to his throat and staggered 
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back a step. His eyes rolled up and his face 
went white and I grabbed him as he 
toppled over. Chester A. Carnes’s worries 
over his wife, his family and his golf were 
over. I’d lost a client in more ways than 
one.  

I lowered him to a bench, as carefully 
as I could. There was a lot of commotion 
going on in the locker room. 

“His pills,” Oliver Delafield hollered. 
“Where are his pills? I warned him.”  

There was nothing we could do. His 
collar didn’t need loosening, because he 
was wearing a sports shirt. There wasn’t 
any pulse or heartbeat. His eyes were open 
and dulling and his mouth sagged. Every 
man who looked at him closely knew he 
was dead. 

Oliver came running from the corner 
of the locker room where Carnes had his 
clothes. He was carrying a little silver 
pillbox. 

“Quick,” he said. “Get some water. I 
know what to do. He’s had these spells 
before.” 

I didn’t say anything, but I knew 
Chester A. never had had a spell like this 
before. Somebody got a glass of water and 
Delafield tried to get a pill into the dead 
man. The water dribbled out of the corner 
of Carnes’s mouth. 

Oliver straightened up finally. 
“I’m afraid,” he said, slowly, “there’s 

nothing we can do. His heart. We all told 
him.” 

He looked straight at me. 
“Mr. Hackett,” he said, deliberately, 

“I’m sure you didn’t mean to, but you’ve 
just killed Chester Carnes.”  

It was one heck of a thing to say. 
Oliver’s voice didn’t have any bite in it, 
but the words sent a chill running up my 
spine and I could feel the hair on my neck 
starting to rise. 

“I don’t think I get you,” I said, and 
praised my lucky stars that my voice 

sounded even. 
“I think you do,” Oliver told me. “By 

provoking an argument with a man with a 
bad heart, you killed him, Mr. Hackett, as 
clearly as though you had used a gun on 
him.” 

Good old Oliver. Everybody’s pal, 
except Moody Hackett’s. I looked around 
the locker room and saw everybody’s eyes 
turned in my direction, none of them 
friendly. I seldom have felt as lonely as I 
did right then. 

You can see the position I was in. 
First, I’d been “exposed” as a private 
detective who had used Bill Voight’s 
friendship to come into their exclusive 
club and pose as just another golfer while I 
kept an eye on the wife of one of their 
members. Then I’d told Carnes, a man 
suffering from a bad heart, to go jump in 
the lake, right on top of his having had an 
ordeal on the veranda, a few minutes 
earlier, that would have put a terrible 
strain on even a healthy heart. I was an 
outsider, a foreigner, in these sacred 
confines and, if somebody was needed to 
be the goat of this whole situation, I was 
made to order for the job. 

It meant nothing to me, personally. I’m 
thick-skinned enough to let anybody think 
whatever they like about me, without it 
causing me any lost sleep. I’d make one 
fine private detective if I was sensitive 
about things like that. 

But I had a living to make, a 
reputation, such as it was, to uphold. My 
agency wasn’t a big one and it had been 
interrupted by four years’ service as a G.I. 
A private detective’s reputation is hard- 
earned and easily ruined. Let the word 
start out that Moody Hackett had been 
responsible for the death of one of his 
clients and, by the time it had been booted 
around a bit, it would wind up in a version 
that would have me knifing my client 
because he caught me cheating on an 
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expense account.  
I swallowed and said: “Perhaps it 

might be a good idea to get a physician, 
instead of wasting time blaming me for 
this thing.” 

That jolted them out of their staring 
hostility and it wasn’t long before a doctor 
came into the locker room with his little 
black bag. He was a short, perky gent with 
a little mustache. It didn’t take him long to 
decide what everybody knew: that Chester 
A. Carnes was dead. 

He straightened up and folded his 
stethoscope to tuck it in his hip pocket. 

“Been expecting it for years,” he said. 
Even his voice was perky. “Damn fool 
wouldn’t listen to advice—pardon me, 
Oliver, for calling him a damn fool, but 
you know how pig-headed he was. Insisted 
on playing golf all the time, drinking too 
much brandy, getting involved in 
arguments. Wonder he lived this long. 
How did it happen?”  

Delafield opened his mouth, looked at 
me and shut it again. Everybody looked at 
me. 

“I was talking to him, Doctor,” I said. 
“We were in one of those arguments you 
mentioned. He toppled over.”  

The physician nodded. He caught the 
hostile glances everybody was giving me 
and came to my rescue. 

“Don’t blame yourself,” he said. “If it 
hadn’t been you, it would have been 
somebody else. It was inevitable!” 

 
CHAPTER III 

 
Borgia Device 

 
ELAFIELD nodded, 
briefly. I looked down at 
the floor, where the bits 
of glass lay in the wet 
spot that marked the end 
of Carnes’s highball. 

That was the highball that had figured in 
the little action between Kerr and the 
Prince, had been passed back and forth 
between them, had rested on that table on 
the veranda, hidden from view half the 
time that grotesque act was going on and 
everybody watched, entranced. Four men 
had shown Carnes with their eyes that they 
hated him and anyone of the four could 
have— 

I shook myself mentally. It was an 
established fact that Chester A. Carnes had 
a bum heart and he’d been asking for what 
he’d finally got by being involved in an 
almost continual wrangle all afternoon. 
He’d been warned against getting purple 
in the face and he’d done it once too often 
and that was all there was to it. I’d just 
been unlucky enough to be the man he’d 
been arguing with when he fell over and it 
was my hard luck, that’s all. 

“Well,” the doctor said, “I guess you’d 
better tell Mrs. Carnes, Oliver. Pity it 
happened so soon after that—that 
unfortunate affair on the porch.”  

He snapped his black bag and hoisted 
it off the bench. He turned to go and there 
went my only friend in the room. I cleared 
my throat. 

“You’re sure it was heart, Doctor?” I 
asked. 

He stopped and looked over his 
shoulder at me. He had the natural 
resentment that all doctors have when 
anybody questions their diagnosis and for 
a second I thought he was going to tell me 
to kindly explain just who I was to doubt 
his verdict. He looked at me and I guess 
maybe he saw something in my face that 
told him I wasn’t just asking an idle 
question.  

“Practically sure,” he said. “I take it 
you didn’t know Mr. Carnes, Mr.—er—” 

“Hackett,” somebody said. “He’s a 
private detective.”  

He could have added “the skunk” and 
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it would have gone with his tone of voice. 
The doctor’s eyebrow went up at that 
“private detective” announcement. 

“Oh,” he said. “Well, I’m sure there’s 
nothing here for a detective to worry 
about, Mr. Hackett. Mr. Carnes has been 
suffering from a serious heart ailment for 
years.”  

“I’ve heard that,” I said. “I’ve heard 
nothing else except that everybody 
expected him to drop dead someday, that 
Mr. Carnes was warned about 
overexcitement. But Mr. Carnes was my 
client, Doctor, and I’ve got to make sure 
that it really was his heart and not 
something else that killed him.”  

There was a little frown creasing the 
doc’s forehead. 

“Let me get this straight,” he said. 
“You mean Carnes employed you to guard 
him?” 

“Exactly,” I lied. “That’s why I think a 
more thorough examination—even an 
autopsy—is in order.”  

I had to play it that way, as far as I 
could figure. If this was a heart attack, as it 
had every appearance of being, I was out 
of luck. My reputation was on a fair way 
to being wrecked, if Chester A. Carnes just 
picked me as the man to argue with before 
he pulled the cork. But I couldn’t forget 
those looks of pure hatred I’d seen on the 
veranda, and how that highball had been 
sitting there, all by itself, within reach of 
somebody who might want to increase the 
potency of that drink. 

I had about one chance in a million of 
proving myself anything but a guy 
grasping at ridiculous straws. I knew that 
poison is a planned murder weapon. Very 
few people go around with a lethal dose in 
their vest pockets, waiting for somebody 
to make them mad enough to dump the 
poison in a drink that just happens to be 
handy. 

But—somebody who had it in for 

Carnes, who wanted Carnes’s wife or 
Carnes’s dough bad enough, could bide his 
time, banking on that bum ticker of 
Carnes, until there was a chance to slip a 
super-Mickey into one of his drinks, and 
that time might have been that afternoon. 

The doc was still staring at me. Then, 
with a half shrug, he turned back to the 
body on the bench. 

“Very well, Mr. Hackett,” he said, in a 
faintly amused voice. “If it will relieve 
your conscience, I’ll examine the body 
further.”  

There was some muttering around me 
and I caught the words “cheap detective” 
but I didn’t crack. Oliver Delafield walked 
over to me and put his hand on my arm. 

“I’m sorry I spoke the way I did, 
Hackett,” he said. “I was naturally upset.”  

“Forget it,” I told him. I didn’t take my 
eyes off the doctor. 

The little doc was examining Carnes’s 
mouth, the pupils of his eyes, even his 
fingertips. The eyes seemed to interest him 
most. He seemed to spend an awful lot of 
time peering into them. My heart started to 
beat faster as I watched a frown gather on 
the doctor’s face. I waited for a couple of 
thousand years, it seemed, until he looked 
up at me. 

“I don’t know,” he said, slowly. “I’m 
not sure at all, I’ll admit. I—it’s very 
strange.” 

I felt like a guy feels when a slot 
machine spills its jackpot. I didn’t say a 
word. 

I looked down at the floor. When that 
highball glass landed, it broke into a 
thousand pieces, but the base of the glass 
was heavy stuff and one side of it was still 
intact. And in that saucer-like fragment, 
there was a good quarter inch of the drink 
Chester Arthur Carnes had been drinking. 

I stooped and I was very careful lifting 
that piece of glass. I picked up another 
highball glass that was waiting to be used 
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and tilted the remains of that drink into the 
fresh tumbler. 

“I think,” I said, and I fought to keep 
my voice from showing the I-told-you-so I 
felt, “it might be a good idea to have this 
analyzed.”  

He looked at me over the glass I 
handed him and there was something new 
in his eyes. 

“I think maybe you’re right,” he said. 
“And I think it might be a good idea for 
you to phone the police.” 

 
HE county cops arrived at about the 
same time that the doc had his answer. 

“What gives, Moody?” asked Johnny 
Blake, the county detective, a guy I’d 
worked with on a Bronxville case one 
time. 

I pointed to the doc. 
“Murder,” said the little, perky guy. 

“His drink was loaded with strychnine.” 
I could have walked out of the Carnes 

case right there, I suppose. I’d done my 
part and from here on it was strictly a 
police matter. The only client I’d had was 
dead on the bench, and now it didn’t 
matter to him what his wife did. 

But, as I said before, it was the first 
time I’d seen a poison murder happen right 
in front of me. I’d seen men killed, of 
course, plenty of them, but none by a 
scheming poisoner. I don’t know why, but 
the idea of poison gives me the shivers. I’d 
rather have a man use a knife on me than 
slip something into my highball. At least 
you have a chance to see the knifer, but 
the poisoner leaves his weapon behind 
him, ready to kill, while he wanders away 
and builds himself an alibi.  

I knew the county detective, as I’ve 
said, and we’d worked well together. Now, 
knowing that I’d been in on the kill, he 
asked me to stick around. He was a 
capable man, all right, but he knew I’d 
seen a lot of things it would be almost 

impossible to recapitulate by questioning. 
Sure, I’d stick around. 
“And first,” I said, “maybe we’d better 

look at that flask Carnes poured his brandy 
out of. Maybe we can find out whether 
that liquor was dosed up at home, in the 
flask, or here, in the glass.”  

The flask was a heavy flat silver job, 
beautifully chased with the big Old 
English “C” on its front. I handled it with 
a handkerchief, out of habit, I guess, and 
took it down from the locker shelf where it 
was. It was a screw cap job and when I 
unscrewed the top, some of the brandy 
splashed on the back of my hand. I poured 
a dollop into a glass and handed it to the 
doctor to look over.  

The county cop had told everybody in 
the locker room he’d appreciate it if they 
stayed put, and had herded them into the 
bar to wait for him. His helpers had 
rounded up Mrs. Carnes, the Prince, Kerr 
and Pritchett, at my suggestion, and had 
them in a lounge, upstairs. Then the 
county man sent a prowl car to The 
Ledges to bring back Peggy Carnes and 
the Manhattan police were phoned to get 
hold of Alan Carnes. But Alan was found 
at The Ledges and he came back with 
Peggy.  

While I was waiting for the doctor to 
see whether that flask had anything in it it 
shouldn’t have, I went with the county 
man to stand by while he asked the usual 
questions. 

The fair Camilla didn’t bat an eyelash 
over the whole business. 

“This poison theory is ridiculous,” she 
told the Westchester officer. “Everybody 
knew Chester had a bad heart. He took all 
kinds of medicine. What you found in the 
highball probably was something he put in 
his drink to take the curse off the alcohol. 
He’d been told he shouldn’t drink at all, 
you know.”  

I checked with the doc about that and 

T 
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he shook his head. 
“He didn’t put that much strychnine 

into his highball unless he wanted to end it 
all, and he wasn’t that type,” he said. 
“Strychnine is all right when it’s used in 
minute quantities to relieve neural pain, 
but this was a killing dose.”  

“How come he didn’t taste it?” I 
asked. 

He shrugged, while he handled his test 
tubes and mixed the brandy with whatever 
he was using. 

“He was always dosing himself,” he 
said. “He took some vile concoctions, in 
his day. Either he was so used to tasting 
bitter stuff or his taste buds weren’t 
working right.” 

“Wait a minute,” I said. “The guy did 
have hay fever bad. I remember him 
sneezing and wiping his eyes. That would 
affect his taste, wouldn’t it?”  

“Sure,” he said. “And—ah.”  
“Found something?” I asked. 
“I’ve found that there’s nothing in this 

brandy,” the perky little doctor said. “Not 
a thing, except what’s supposed to be in it. 
And that means that drink was loaded after 
he mixed his highball.”  

I scratched my head. 
“That’s swell,” I said. “The way that 

highball traveled around, it could have 
been mickeyed by half a dozen people that 
I know of, not counting a hundred others 
who might have slipped something into 
the drink when I wasn’t around.” 

 
LAKE and I talked it over, off to one 
side, while the crowd of men in the 

bar sipped their drinks and eyed us 
resentfully. They acted as though we were 
imposing on them, telling them to stay put, 
but I’ll bet a box of cigars against a 
cigarette butt that not one of them would 
have moved if we’d thrown open the doors 
and told them they could go. 

“The Prince, young Kerr and the ham 
actor, Pritchett, all were standing around 
the table where Carnes put his highball,” I 
said. “Prince di Covinnicci was sore 
enough to kill when Carnes accused him 
of being a card cheat. Ever since the 
Borgias, poison somehow comes to mind 
as an Italian weapon, even though plenty 
of other nationalities have used it.”  

“The Borgias?” asked Blake. “What 
mob was that?”  

“Before your day,” I told him. “Let’s 
talk to the Prince.” 

I got the idea that Prince di Covinnicci 
wasn’t exactly a stranger to police 
questioning. He started bellowing for a 
lawyer as soon as we got him in the club 
office that had been given to us for a quiz 
room. 

“It is an insult that I be questioned in 
this manner,” he said. “I already have been 
insulted once by a mad creature for whom 
I cannot feel sorry now, even though he is 
dead.”  

“He made you pretty sore, didn’t he, 
Prince?” I asked. 

He nodded, his black eyes bright and 
wicked as he remembered Chester A.’s 
words. 

“I do not take such insults from a 
younger man,” he said. “I am not 
accustomed to such insane talk, without 
doing something about it.”  

“Such as killing?” I asked. 
He stared at me, not liking me at all, 

and then he shrugged. 
“I have killed men,” he said, “and I do 

not deny it. But it was in the duel, always 
the duel. Under Mussolini, the dueling 
code was revived for a time and I have had 
my satisfaction.”  

“But here,” said Blake, the county cop, 
“we don’t go in for duels, so maybe a little 
poison would have to do. Do you object to 
a search, Prince, just as a formality?”  

B
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Di Covinnicci’s eyes darted around the 
office and his face tightened. 

“I certainly do,” he said. “I refuse to be 
searched.”  

“Now that’s a shame,” I said, easily. 
“The last fellow we had who didn’t want 
to be searched got hurt pretty bad, trying 
to getaway. But he was searched, in the 
end.” 

I was the one who made that threat, 
notice. The county cop wouldn’t have tried 
the strong-arm, but I thought that this 
particular Italian Prince would react 
favorably to a gentle hint that he might be 
mussed up. He did. He looked at both of 
us, both a lot bigger than he, and he almost 
cringed. 

“All right, all right,” he said. “Search, 
then. But I warn you—”  

No wonder he didn’t want to be 
searched. His pockets yielded three sets of 
dice, all queer, a mirror ring that looked 
like a signet ring on the top and had a nice 
little glass on the other side, for scanning 
the faces of the cards he dealt. Also, there 
was a box of pills, unlabeled. 

I thought we had it, right there, and I 
figured my luck was finally in. The doc 
showed me I still had to work for anything 
I got. 

“Benzedrine,” he said, flatly, after a 
brief examination. “Not exactly harmless, 
but nothing lethal.”  

“Could enough benzies in a drink hurt 
a man with a bad heart?” I asked. The doc 
thought it over. 

“Possibly,” he said. “But it wasn’t 
benzedrine that killed Carnes. It was 
strychnine.” 

We stored Prince di Covinnicci away 
for further reference. 

“Trouble is,” Blake said, “this killer 
might have had just one pill. With that 
gone, we never could prove anything.”  

“That’s the chance we’ll have to take,” 
I said. “Let’s talk to Alan Carnes. I know 

he handled the drink that di Covinnicci 
shoved at him on the porch.” 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
The Last Laugh 

 
LAN CARNES looked 
as though he’d been hit 
hard by his old man’s 
death. The kid wasn’t 
scowling now, but his 
face was gray and lined 
beyond his years. 

He talked straight 
enough. Yes, he and his 

father had been on the outs ever since 
Chester A. had married Camilla. The boy 
had regarded that marriage as a thing 
sacrilegious to the memory of his mother, 
and he’d told his father as much. The old 
man had practically booted him out of The 
Ledges and he’d been glad to go. 

“It’s Camilla’s fault,” he said, 
broodingly. “I don’t know how she did it, 
but she must have poisoned Father. Either 
she or that merry-Andrew brother of hers, 
Oliver Delafield.” 

He passed a hand over his face. 
“Why don’t you put Delafield through 

the wringer?” he asked. “He had as much 
reason to kill Dad as anybody.”  

“What reason, for instance?” asked the 
county man. 

“Well”—the kid waved his hands—
“well, he could—he—”  

He stopped talking and put his head 
down in his hands. 

“I don’t know,” he said, in a flat voice. 
“I don’t suppose he had a reason, really. 
He and Dad were always arguing, but who 
didn’t argue with my father?”  

He looked up at us again, his face 
haggard. 

“I don’t know what kind of poison 
killed my father,” he said, “but I guess I 
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ought to tell you. When I left The Ledges, 
I moved into an apartment that was in an 
old remodeled brownstone place. You 
know how the housing situation is 
nowadays. Anyway, I was bothered by 
rats. The next time I went to The Ledges, I 
went down to the stables and got some of 
the poison they use on the rats there. I’ve 
still got quite a lot of it at home.”  

I looked at the doc. He quirked an 
eyebrow and nodded, shrugging. 

“Could be,” he said. “They use 
strychnine in rat poisoning, sometimes, 
although they generally use a caustic, to 
get the rats out of the house, hunting 
water. Better check.”  

One of Blake’s men got in touch with 
Manhattan. They work fast in the big city. 
It wasn’t long at all before the answer 
came back. The rat poison found in Alan 
Carnes’ apartment contained strychnine as 
its chief ingredient. 

“But good heavens,” the kid burst out, 
“I wouldn’t kill my own father!”  

“I’d like a thousand bucks,” the county 
man said, somberly, “for every boy who 
knocked off his old man, usually in an 
argument over dough.”  

I checked back in my memory, 
recalling that Chester A. had greeted Alan 
on the porch with the announcement that if 
the kid was there to ask for more money, 
the answer was no. 

“How are your finances?” I asked Alan 
Carnes. 

“Terrible,” he said. “I—I got drunk the 
other night and somehow I got in a game 
with that phony Prince di Covinnicci. He 
clipped me for everything I had and took 
my I.O.U.’s for a lot more.”  

“Was that the reason for the little 
business with the highball on the porch?” I 
asked. 

He frowned, trying to remember, and 
then nodded. 

“You mean the way I handled it?” he 
asked. “I—I loathe the little snake. I took 
it by the top of the glass that way so I 
wouldn’t have to even touch his hand.’“  

Pretty feeble, I thought, and it was 
unusual that the boy would remember just 
how he’d grasped the glass, unless that 
palm over the top gesture had been used to 
drop a pill in the old man’s drink. 

“How do you stand in your father’s 
will?” I asked Alan. He hunched his 
shoulders. 

“He was always threatening to change 
his will,” he said. “Every time anybody 
crossed his path, he’d holler about cutting 
off this person or that. He was always 
yelling at Peggy and me, and at Camilla, 
too.”  

We stored Alan in another room, after 
a couple more routine questions. 

“How about it, Moody?” the county 
man asked. “How’s this? The kid needed 
dough bad to pay his gambling debts. His 
old man turned him down and the kid 
knocked him off before he could change 
his will, cutting him off.” 

 
 THOUGHT that over. “Could be,” I 
said, “but I don’t think so.” 

“Why not?”  
“Everyone was looking at him while 

his old man was bawling him out,” I said. 
“Then di Covinnicci shoved the highball 
glass at him, totally unexpectedly unless 
the whole thing had been arranged, and 
even then they couldn’t know Carnes 
would set his glass where he did. But if 
Alan dumped the strychnine into the glass 
from the palm of his hand, with all those 
eyes watching him, he’s a better sleight-
of-hand man than I think he is.” 

“But he had strychnine,” Blake said. 
“We’ve got that much.”  

“Uh-huh,” I said. “We’ve got 
something, anyway.”  

I
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All this time, I was trying to think of 
something; trying to figure out just what it 
was that was wrong with the whole 
picture. I’d seen or heard something, or 
both, that didn’t fit in with the rest of it, 
and that little something might be the 
answer to the whole question. 

We talked to Mason Kerr and got 
nowhere. Did he have any rat poison that 
contained strychnine at his place? No, 
Kerr never used poison around his stables 
because he had three terriers whose job it 
was to discourage rats and he couldn’t 
leave poison around. Yes, he’d seen 
Carnes’ highball on the porch table but he 
hadn’t touched it and hadn’t seen anybody 
else touch it until di Covinnicci thrust it at 
Alan and Alan returned it to the table. No, 
he hadn’t paid particular attention to the 
glass. Yes, somebody could have tampered 
with the drink, he supposed, without him 
seeing it. 

“I—ah—guess this little occurrence 
has sort of settled your heart problems, 
hasn’t it?” I asked, as baldly as I could 
make it. 

His handsome face went red as he 
stared at me. 

“Not that it’s any of your damn 
business,” he said, “but I intend to marry 
Mrs. Carnes as soon as she’ll have me, 
regardless of this unfortunate thing.”  

Ah, young love. I thought then that if 
the kid went through with it, he was 
buying a big headache in the person of the 
beautiful Camilla. 

We let Kerr go, and we let the graying, 
toothy actor, Pritchett go, after we 
untangled his baritone protestations 
enough to find out that he absolutely had 
no part in this thing and his reputation 
might be tarnished by this affair and 
Camilla was just a mere nodding 
acquaintance and he had dearly loved 
Chester A. Carnes, in spite of what Carnes 
had thought of him. 

“A diamond in the rough,” was the 
way he put it. “I counted him as one of my 
finest friends.”  

Bertram was scared white, that was all. 
He wanted out, and it was a good bet that, 
from now on, he’d cross the street to keep 
from passing Camilla on the sidewalk, lest 
his name be linked up with hers. I couldn’t 
see Bertram slipping poison in a drink 
outside of a Shakespearean drama with a 
fifteen minute monologue preceding and 
following the poisoning. 

And, besides, we didn’t have a darned 
thing to pin on the guy. 

Peggy Carnes was all broken up and 
we didn’t bother her much. We asked her 
if she’d seen anybody else besides di 
Covinnicci and her brother handle the 
highball and she just barely remembered 
that her father had had a highball in his 
hand at all when he came out of the locker 
room. 

“So that’s that,” Blake said after we let 
Peggy go. “Now, I suppose, we’ve got to 
start in with that crowd in the bar. And 
we’ve got about as much chance of 
pinning it on one of those boys as I have 
of being elected governor.”  

I agreed with him, silently. The way I 
figured it, the poison must have been put 
in that drink on the porch. I thought over 
the whole thing. 

Carnes had come in from golfing, 
arguing with his partners, and had walked 
directly to his locker and poured half a 
tumbler of brandy. He’d come back to the 
center of the locker room and put soda in 
the glass—no ice. Oliver Delafield had 
been cautioning him, reminding him what 
his doctor said, and the old man had 
walked out, without even tasting his drink, 
and gone to the porch, where he landed in 
the middle of the big scene. When Oliver 
had steered him off the porch, he had 
retrieved his highball as he went. When I 
saw him again, in the locker room, the 
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drink was half-finished and it was almost a 
certainty that he hadn’t had it out of his 
hand since he picked it up on the porch. 

He had had it in his hand until he 
dropped it and collapsed. And Oliver had 
run for the pills in Carnes’ locker and had 
been too late to help. Then the doc had 
come. 

There was nothing there—or was 
there? Try again, Moody Hackett. 

 
ARNES had come in from golfing 
and had poured half a glassful of 

brandy and—hold the phone.  
“Look,” I told the county man, “I’m 

not so sure, but I think I’ve got it.”  
He looked at me suspiciously. “The 

old crystal ball, huh?” he asked me. 
“Think back,” I told him, “and think 

hard. When we got Carnes’ flask to test 
the brandy, what happened?”  

“What do you mean, what happened?” 
he asked me.  

“Just tell me,” I said. “Just tell me 
everything I did and you did and the 
doctor did.” 

“Why, you used a handkerchief to 
handle the flask,” he said, “and then the 
doc—”  

“I poured some into a glass, didn’t I?” 
I asked. “And the brandy splashed on my 
hand when I unscrewed the cap?” 

“Sure, but—” 
“Why did it splash?” I asked him. 

“Just why did that liquor splash on my 
hand?”  

“Because it was full, of course,” the 
county cop said, “and when the cap 
stuck—”  

I felt good, now, because a lot of 
things were dropping into place. 

“Sure,” I said. “It was full. And it’s a 
new kind of flask that refills itself, after 
somebody has poured a half a glassful out 
of it, like Carnes did!”  

The county man stared at me. 

“You mean—” he started. 
“I mean the flasks were switched,” I 

said. “I mean the flask Carnes poured his 
drink out of was loaded. After he got his 
drink, the killer switched flasks with one 
filled with good brandy. But the killer 
made a little mistake—he replaced the 
used flask with a full one. If he’d just 
thought enough to plant a flask with one 
big drink gone, we’d have been up a tree, 
worse than we were.”  

“But who—” Blake asked. 
“Figure it out,” I said. “Who was at 

that locker, that I know of. Oliver 
Delafield, when he got the pills. He could 
have pulled the switch easily, then. 
Everybody was looking at Carnes.”  

I got enthusiastic about it. 
“Alan Carnes got his strychnine poison 

from the stables at The Ledges,” I said. 
“Why couldn’t Delafield? The very fact 
that the flasks were switched proves the 
original flask was loaded at Carnes’ home. 
Carnes spoke of it being good brandy and 
probably he keeps it under lock and key. 
Okay, so he and Delafield start out golfing 
this morning and Delafield poisons the 
flask after Carnes has filled it with his 
special brandy. Or he could put the poison 
in the empty flask. Either way.”  

“Wait a minute,” Blake said. “Young 
Carnes admitted Delafield wouldn’t have 
any reason to knock off Carnes. Are you 
forgetting that?”  

“Look at it this way,” I said. “Carnes 
was hiring me to get the goods on his wife, 
Delafield’s sister. Oliver must have known 
it was only a matter of time before Carnes 
would boot Camilla out. But if he died 
before he shed Camilla, she stood to get a 
hunk of dough through his will—and 
Delafield could find out whether Chester 
A. had really changed it, or not. Camilla is 
Oliver’s sister and if she had the dough, 
Oliver was set for life. He could be a hell 
of a good fellow and tell a lot of new 

C 
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jokes, riding along on Camilla’s money.”  
I turned around and headed for the 

door of the office. 
“I’m going to get the doctor,” I said. “I 

want to find out what he was talking about 
when he said: ‘You see what I meant, 
now,’ to Oliver Delafield, right after he 
examined Carnes and everybody still 
thought it was a heart attack.”  

The doc didn’t take long to tell me.  
“Late yesterday afternoon,” he said, “I 

was called to The Ledges. Carnes was in a 
semi-coma, suffering from a heart attack 
brought on by an argument with Oliver 
Delafield. I fixed him up, but later I talked 
with Oliver. I warned him that unless he 
absolutely avoided arguments with 
Chester and protected the old man from 
arguments with others, I’d regard him as 
criminally negligent if not downright 
deliberately murderous.”  

He smiled wryly. 
“I’m one of the few men who doesn’t 

like Oliver Delafield,” he said. “I know 
how he’s sponged on Carnes and how he’s 
seemed to scheme things so that Carnes 
was kept continually upset, emotionally. It 
was as though Delafield was hoping that a 
heart attack would carry his brother-in-law 
off. Of course that sounds ridiculous but 
that’s how I feel.”  

“Not so ridiculous,” I said. “I 
wondered why the person who wanted to 
kill Chester Carnes didn’t just goad him 
into a fatal heart attack. But Oliver tried 
that and he knew you were wise to his 
game—or thought you were—and he 
didn’t dare carry it through, for fear you’d 
make things tough on him. And he knew 

time was running out, so he used the 
poison method, hoping it would be blamed 
on a heart attack but coppering his bet by 
switching flasks in case there was an 
investigation. Only, by insuring his bet, he 
made his one mistake—filling the flask 
too full.” 

 
E WALKED into the bar, Blake and 
I, and straight up to Oliver 

Delafield. He was in the midst of a group, 
telling a story, when the county man 
tapped him on the shoulder and I tapped 
him on the hip. I hit the first time I tapped. 
There was a flask, a metal flask, in 
Oliver’s pocket. He hadn’t had a chance to 
ditch that bottle of poisoned brandy, just 
because a private detective named Moody 
Hackett had called back a doctor who had 
labeled a murder a heart attack. 

I’ll have to give Oliver credit, he took 
it like a little man. He looked at the county 
cop and then at me and then at the silver 
flask I’d pulled out of his pocket. He put 
on a funny kind of a smile and shrugged. 

“You fellows work fast, don’t you?” 
he murmured. “I thought I had plenty of 
time to get rid of that.”  

He looked at me. 
“How did you guess?” he asked. 
“Never fill a flask all the way to the 

top,” I told him. “It’s apt to spill when you 
unscrew the cap.”  

He thought that over and then he 
nodded. 

“Three fingers of brandy makes a big 
difference, doesn’t it?” he murmured, 
before they took him away. 
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