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CHAPTER I 
NECKLACE OF DEATH 

 
 

T quarter past ten, the little black 
coupe turned off Highway 57, 
followed a graveled road for perhaps a 

quarter of a mile. A gradual easing of the 
accelerator and a sharp jerk at the wheel sent 
the car off the edge of the road into the brush. 
Leaves and bushes whispered against the 
shiny black metal. A brake squeaked. 
Cautiously the door opened and Nick 
Preston—Nicolai Prestino, world-famed 
magician—-climbed out, cursed softly as a 
briar made a tearing grab at the trouser-leg of 
his blue serge suit, and turned down the road. 
 He came to the stone portals of the 
Anton Mayville estate. Through a screen of 
mathematically trimmed shrubs, he could see 
the massive outlines of the staid old house. 
There were lights in the lower windows, and 
in some of the upstairs rooms. 
 Nick stopped, a slim, strong shadow 
pressed against the black bulk of one of the 
high stone posts to which was swung the iron 
gate. With those strong, slender fingers that  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
never failed to attract attention, he carefully 
tore at his clothing—ripped the white linen 
shirt, yanked buttons from his vest and jacket, 
enlarged the briar tear in his trouser-leg. Then 
he smeared dirt into his face, gave his tie a 
yank, tousled his sleek, dark hair, and, taking 
a deep breath, started up the driveway. 
 Nick looked down at his strong, white 
hands, grimy now, and grinned. His fingers 
were famous; so were his theories about them. 
There were muscles in them, he said, that the 
average man never, used. He could stand a 
dime on end on the ball of any finger and 
make a complete turn of his hand with the 
dime still in place. They were strong and 
supple and graceful, those fingers, as sensitive 
as any safe-cracker’s, as powerful and 
intuitive as any pianist’s. 
 As he walked up the driveway to the 
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house, his quick thoughts were obsessed with 
a half-million dollar string of blue diamonds 
that the Federal customs authorities were 
convinced was in Mayville’s possession. 
Spotting that necklace in Mayville’s house 
meant two thousand dollars to Nick Preston. A 
matter of a wager. 
 
THE Peterhoff diamonds—scintillant, 
wickedly flashing, the eyes of a hundred 
serpents sparkled venomously in their blue 
fire, eyes of evil and murder. For years, a trail 
of blood had dripped in their wake. 
 A smuggler died in the arms of 
Inspector Dave Dunning of the Treasury 
squad—died, babbling a story of murder and 
swearing that he had sold the stones to Anton 
Mayville. Dunning believed him—but 
Mayville’s tremendous fortune, his 
unassailable position made the actual proof of 
the dead smuggler’s Story a matter of vicious 
complexity. 
 “Hell, Nick,” Dunning had said, “we 
can’t third degree the old boy much as I, 
personally, would enjoy it. And even our 
cleverest men can’t worm into the house under 
cover. But, man, how I’d love to nail that old 
pirate. It’s the first case I ever flopped on.” 
 Nick had smiled. 
 “As an amateur magician, you should 
be able to locate those stones. He must have a 
vault in his house somewhere and if he does, 
I—” He hesitated. 
 “You could what?” Dunning 
challenged. 
 “I think I could spot it,” the magician 
answered softly, his eyes lighting the way a 
fisherman’s will when one of his cronies is 
describing the big trout that can’t be caught. 
 Dunning exploded. After all, his best 
men had been laboring on the case for months 
and now this—this magician— 
 “I’ll bet you a thousand,” he exploded, 
“you can’t find the vault—let alone the 
necklace. You couldn’t even get into the 

house to search for it. And forget about hiring 
out as a third footman. Mayville’s had two 
servants—has had ’em for years, and he’s too 
stingy or too scared to take on any more—
even to keep that old mausoleum of his in 
order.” 
 “You’re sure it’s there—in the 
Westchester place?” 
 “A thousand says it is and says you 
can’t get your hands on it. I’ll give you a 
month. And bet you another thousand you 
made a bad bet.” 
 Nick grinned openly. “I’ll take that 
too. I’ve got twenty-nine days before I sail to 
fill that engagement at the London Palladium. 
Should be plenty of time.” 
 “No help, mind you. This is to be a 
Prestino solo.” 
 “Tonna?” Tonna was his assistant. 
 “All right. Tonna.” 
 That had been a week ago. For seven 
days Nick had been doing a little intensive 
research on Mayville, his habits, disposition, 
and family. Now he was ready to go into 
action—or try to. 
 His finger pressed the bell. He waited. 
There were footsteps, hurried ones, female, 
high-heeled ones. Nick brightened. 
 The door was flung open. A tall 
slender girl stared, wide-eyed at him. She 
wore a grey traveling suit, and blonde hair 
glistened under a dark hat. Nick pushed 
through the door, fell back against it, 
breathing hard. The girl put her fingers against 
her mouth. 
 “You’re—what happened?” 
 “My car—crashed—down the road—” 
 The hall was dimly lighted, and in the 
half-shadows Nick noticed two light traveling 
cases by the door, where the girl must have 
put them down. Before he could ask about 
them, somewhere from off to Nick’s right, 
came a shrill, terrible cry, husky, wordless, 
and agonized. 
 The girl stiffened. Nick brushed by 
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her, his curiosity acting like a motor inside his 
body, mechanically driving him. He passed 
through a large, vault-like room, not too 
blindly to note the dusty, ramshackle 
furniture, the moldy disorder, the room’s 
figurative resemblance to the skeleton of 
something long dead. 
 Then he was through that one, and into 
a library. 
 The body of a man lay, face down, 
arms outspread, on the floor by the fireplace. 
The corpse of a man, Nick thought, as he saw, 
sticking out from the middle of the back, part 
of a feathered shaft, saw the wide-staring eyes 
of the side turned face—recognized Anton 
Mayville. 
 
 

CHAPTER II 
MURDER 

 
 

VEN if Nick hadn’t recognized the 
millionaire, the full-length portrait 

hanging above the mantel would have told 
him who it was. Nick looked from the picture 
on the wall to the dead face, and then to the 
scared, staring one of the third figure in the 
room, a young man, who bore a vague 
resemblance both to Mayville and to the girl, 
kneeling beside the body. He looked up at 
Nick, questioningly, then nodded, as if to 
himself. “You’re Swenson,” he said in a half-
whisper. “You’re Swenson but you’ve come 
too late.” 
 So I’m Swenson, am I, Nick thought. 
 He was conscious of soft movement 
behind him. The girl. She gave a little cry, not 
exactly of surprise, certainly not of grief, 
perhaps of horror or bewilderment. 
 “They’ve killed him,” she said. “Just 
as they said they would.” 
 Nick didn’t want to look at her yet. He 
was still studying the face of the young man 
kneeling. Then he decided. The young man 

wasn’t pretending—he was genuinely 
surprised, horrified. The thing that confronted 
him was something he couldn’t believe. Nick 
had an idea that first reactions were important 
in helping to place guilt. 
 The boy was surprised. The girl was—
bewildered? Very well. He could go on from 
there. 
 The girl was speaking again. “You’re 
Swenson—my uncle sent for you. You came 
too late.” She sounded almost glad of that. 
Then hastily she went on. “I’m Martha 
Mayville and that’s Amory Blair, my cousin. 
Anton Mayville was our uncle. Amory, get off 
the floor. Get away from—him.” She 
shuddered. 
 Then there was more movement by the 
door. Two men came in. One was short, roly-
poly, with a terrace of chins banking down 
over a dinner jacket collar. The other was tall 
and swarthy. His face was hawklike. His eyes 
were dark, clear, direct. 
 The roly-poly one, according to 
Martha Mayville’s introductions, was Mark 
Wyndry—“he sells my uncle smuggled 
stones,” Martha said bluntly—and the other 
was Ali ibn Ben Sakr—“he came to sell my 
uncle a jewel.” 
 Nick looked at the four of them. 
“Somebody bumped this guy,” he said, trying 
to sound like Dunning in one of his tougher 
moods. “You’re all under suspicion.” 
 Sullen silence greeted his words. Nick 
thought fast. Since a detective had been sent 
for, he would arrive. Until he did, the 
assumption that he, Nick, was Swenson, 
would prove unlimited opportunities for 
helpful prowling. Nick didn’t care much about 
the murder. That would keep for the police. 
He had a bet to win and a challenge to meet. 
He must hurry. 
 He kneeled beside the corpse and 
touched the feathered shaft, “An arrow. Which 
of you is an archer?” 
 They were silent. The arrow was 
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buried in the body up to its feathered end, but 
the tip had not come through. This was odd. A 
regulation twenty-four inch arrow should have 
stuck out through the chest. 
 Behind a chair to the left of the body, 
he found a crossbow, its winding screw of 
ancient, blackened, oiled iron. The thing 
sticking hastily out of Mayville’s back was no 
arrow but a crossbow bolt. 
 Nick glanced around the walls where 
hung antique weapons of all descriptions. It 
didn’t take him long to spot the place where 
the crossbow had hung. 
 “This,” he muttered, “is going to be a 
honey.” 
 He touched the face and ankles and 
found them cooled but not yet clammy. One 
arm was stiffening in rigor mortis. 
 Then Nick began asking questions, 
asking them fast, in a clipped compelling 
staccato of fire that brought—or seemed to—
surprisingly frank answers. 
 He found out that Mayville was jewel-
mad. Not just fond of jewels—but insane 
about them. He loved them, loved to fondle 
and finger and gloat over them, to stroke their 
smooth, cool surfaces as another man might 
have caressed a woman. 
 With the possible exception of Martha, 
he had loved no one—and even to Martha he 
was sullen, mean, bitter. Even the girl 
admitted that. They all admitted, too, probably 
because it would have been of no purpose to 
deny it, that each of them had quarreled with 
the old man that night. 
 
AMORY had been refused a request for part 
of his inheritance which he needed to start in 
business. 
 Wyndry was after twenty thousand 
dollars that he claimed was due him on a jewel 
deal. 
 Ali ibn Ben Sakr had demanded fifteen 
thousand dollars more in payment for a rose 
diamond—or the return of the stone. 

 Martha had wished her 
independence—she wanted to go to New York 
to dramatic school. 
 To all of them, Mayville had dealt out 
a ferocious, stubborn “No!” 
 “He said he’d cut me out of his will,” 
Martha said, concluding her account. “Said he 
was going to change it so that neither Amory 
or I would get a penny. He screamed that at 
me as I came out of the door. I could hear him 
still yelling it as I went upstairs to pack. That 
was at nine o’clock.” 
 “Who saw him after that?” Nick 
demanded. 
 No one answered. 
 “Who saw Miss Mayville leave the 
study then?” 
 Young Amory stepped forward, eyes 
blazing. “You can drop that, Swenson,” he 
said. “I was passing upstairs when Martha left 
uncle’s study. I heard him yelling at her— 
yelling at her even after the door of her 
bedroom slammed.” 
 “All right,” Nick said, placatingly. 
“Let’s go see the jewels. And who did you 
mean when you said ‘they’ killed him, Miss 
Mayville?” 
 The girl shrugged. “Uncle was always 
fighting with the jewel smugglers and thieves 
from whom he bought most of the stones in 
his collection. He never paid the prices he 
agreed to. They were always threatening him. 
It was the receipt of just such a threatening 
letter that made him send for you. I thought at 
first that they had—but how could they have 
gotten in and gotten away again without being 
seen? You were coming up the driveway just 
before the body was found.” 
 “Mr. Swenson, the jewels can wait. 
Why don’t you ask these people where they 
were after I left uncle—what they were 
doing?” 
 Nick fumed, inside. He didn’t care 
who was where nor why. He wanted to get at 
the jewel collection. His fingers fairly itched. 
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 “All right,” he said, patiently. “Where 
were you?” 
 “Ali ibn Ben Sakr was in his room. So 
was Wyndry. Blair was in the garden. Nick 
didn’t care.” 
 “No alibis,” he growled. He turned to 
Martha. “Show me where the jewels are. 
Maybe the murderer stole—” 
 The girl had a square sheet of 
typewritten paper in her hand. “Here’s the 
note I told you about. The threatening letter. I 
thought you ought to see it.” 
 Nick glared at her. Was she 
deliberately trying to— Her eyes, which were 
bright and luminously blue, looked into his 
with trustful candor. But were there mocking 
devils behind them? He frowned. 
 He glanced at the unsigned note that 
said, “if the sixty grand isn’t in a package at 
Grand Central Terminal on Tuesday, it means 
your neck. We’re sick of fooling around. The 
dough or else.” 
 Nick put the note down. “The main 
thing,” he said, “is to discover if anything has 
been stolen from the collection.” 
 “You’re very persistent,” she said. 
 “Motives supply murderers.” 
 By a rear staircase she led him down 
into the cellar. She switched on lights, led him 
by a huge furnace to a rear cellar wall made of 
apparently impregnable concrete blocks. She 
pressed something Nick did not see, and there 
was a click and part of the wall moved 
forward about an inch. 
 Martha hooked her fingers back of the 
crevice and swung wide a door six feet high 
by four in breadth, exposing the face of a 
modern, burglar-proof safe. Nick moved 
forward to give her a hand with the heavy, 
pivoting masonry. 
 “Never mind,” she said. Her arms 
moved easily. 
 “You must be husky,” he told her. 
 “I manage,” was all she said. “I found 
the combination in Uncle Anton’s desk. The 

new one. He’d just had it changed last week.” 
Her fingers twirled the dials expertly. There 
were whirrs and clicks, “There you are,” she 
said, smiling. 
 The door swung open. From a little 
tray she took a small bunch of keys which 
were to unlock the various compartments. 
 “There’s an inventory somewhere,” 
she explained. “I’ll have to look for it if any 
jewels are missing. I only know the best of his 
pieces.” 
 She paused, put down the keys, then 
added. “He never showed them to anyone else 
except once to Amory.” She shuddered 
slightly. “The look in his eyes when he held 
them up to the light.” As she said that she 
turned a switch and an electric light bulb of a 
peculiar type, called sunlight rays, threw a 
bluish-grey incandescence over the scene. 
 “What would be the most valuable 
thing he had?” Nick asked carelessly. 
 “A string of matched diamonds. In this 
drawer here—that plush case.” 
 Nick’s left hand went toward the 
drawer in question, opened the black velvet 
box. He stared. 
 “Hell!” he exclaimed bitterly. 
 She came forward, peered inside and 
gasped. “Why, they’re gone!” 
 “Exactly!” growled Nick. 
 This damned murder and theft had cost 
him two thousand dollars! 
 
 

CHAPTER III 
ON THE TRAIL 

 
 

E felt the girl’s eyes on him. “The 
necklace is gone—and so is a rose 

diamond.” 
 Their glances met. “Ali ibn Ben Sakr!” 
she exclaimed. 
 “Maybe,” shrugged Nick. “But a 
missing diamond is not proof of murder.” 

H
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 “No, but it’s your lead,” she cried 
eagerly—too eagerly, Nick thought. “Who 
was interested in that necklace—Ali ibn Ben 
Sakr?” 
 She shrugged. “I don’t know. They 
were blue diamonds, easily cut up for resale. 
Anybody interested in money would want 
them.” Nick suppressed a sigh. He was getting 
nowhere fast. Should he summon the police 
and leave, kissing his two thousand dollars 
good-by? Or should he seize what time 
remained, find the killer and substitute the 
imitation necklace he’d brought along and 
vanish, leaving the rest to the police? Nick’s 
teeth clicked. He was stubborn and his 
decisions were made instantly. 
 Reaching the hallway that led to the 
front of the house, Martha said, “What next?” 
 “The servants,” rejoined Nick.  
 She went to the butler’s pantry and 
presently an old man, as lean and withered as 
a dried apple, came. 
 “This is Blake,” Martha said. “Blake, 
Mr. Swenson is a detective looking into Uncle 
Anton’s murder. Answer his questions.” 
 “I don’t know a thing,” whined the old 
man. “Margaret was sick all day and I ain’t 
never left her only at supper time when I 
served you.” He stared resentfully. “I ought to 
be with her now.” 
 “Did you hear or see anything unusual 
tonight?” Nick asked. 
 “Nothing, only about quarter after nine 
I took Mr. Mayville his milk and he asked if 
the detective had come yet and I said no. 
Right after that he went down to the safe. 
Leastwise, he started in that direction ’cause I 
heard him when I took Margaret her 
medicine.” 
 The girl’s eyes sought Nick’s. 
“Anything else?” 
Nick shook his head. “That’s all.” 
 “Hadn’t you better summon the 
police?” she asked. 
 Nick swore. “I suppose so.” 

 He followed her back to the library, 
memorizing the facts that had come to him. 
They were all important now. 
 
MARTHA indicated the telephone and he 
raised the receiver. He held it a space and put 
it down. 
 “The line’s been cut,” he said. 
 At this Amory cried. “Have we got to 
stay in here all night with—with—with th-
that? I tell you I can’t stand it. I’m going up to 
my room and to hell with you.” 
 He strode toward the door. Ali ibn Ben 
Sakr stared after him. 
 Wyndry glared at Nick. “Dick or no 
dick, I’m getting out, too; you’ll know where 
to find me. In my room.” 
 Nick watched him go, made no attempt 
to stop him. They would not dare to run away. 
That would direct suspicion. 
 He turned to Ali ibn Ben Sakr. “You 
may retire too. And you, too, Miss Mayville.” 
 “And you?” she asked. 
 “I’m going for the police,” Nick said. 
 Her face could grow no paler but her 
eyes reflected more fear. She went to the desk 
and returned with an automatic pistol. 
 “All right,” she said, “but please hurry. 
I am afraid.” 
 Her taking a gun disturbed him; what 
did she suspect and fear? Ali ibn Ben Sakr 
must have noticed his perturbation for he said, 
“I will look after the sitt, Sidi, go with Allah 
upon whom be peace.” 
 Nick found three cars in the garage and 
appropriated a small coupe. He backed into 
the turnaround and drove steadily until he 
reached the gate. Here he shut off the ignition 
and lights, let the car drift to the side of the 
road, and stole back to the house. He had 
palmed the front door key and had no 
difficulty in getting in. 
 The corpse was as he had last seen it, 
and now, with the house ghastly silent around 
him, he bent over it for a more thorough 
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examination. He must have a definite clue. 
Who would it indicate? Wyndry, a crook? 
Amory Blair, a weakling and an obviously 
spoiled brat? Ali ibn Ben Sakr, a subtle, cool-
headed Oriental? Or—he wondered—Martha 
Mayville? She had the cool assurance for this 
sort of job. 
 He moved the body carefully. His hand 
vanished inside the shirt front, and at once he 
made a discovery. 
 The crossbow quarrel had gone 
through the body. The needle-like point had 
broken the skin and was now blunted and 
flattened as if it had struck against steel. 
Instantly Nick remembered what the butler 
had said about Mayville going to the safe. 
 “By George,” he thought, “the old man 
wasn’t killed here. He was killed in front of 
the safe—maybe while it was open. Then his 
body, was brought back here. Hitting the safe 
is what dulled the bolt and stopped it from 
going clear through.” 
 Excitement made his heart thud. He 
wrapped a handkerchief around his hand and 
picked up the crossbow. He could see marks 
in the bolt groove in the oil showing an arrow 
had recently been discharged. A man could 
wind a crossbow to that tension, but could a 
woman? 
 While he stood debating his next move 
there rang out from above a sharp feminine 
scream. Almost instantly came the 
reverberating concussion of a fired gun. 
 
NICK was halfway up the stairs before the 
rumbling echo of the shot had died away. 
Racing along the hallway he heard sobs from 
the third door on the left. A light glowed 
brightly. Martha Mayville was sitting up in 
bed, the gun still clinched in her hands. She 
aimed it at him, her eyes dangerous. Then the 
muzzle dropped. 
 “Oh, it’s you,” she gasped. “I thought 
he had come back.” 
 “Who had come back?” rapped Nick. 

 “The man who— There was someone 
here a few moments ago. I woke up suddenly, 
made a noise. I shot at him and he went away. 
I thought he might be looking for—” Her hand 
pointed in a direction, stopped suddenly and 
shifted to a vanity table exactly opposite. “My 
purse. Over there,” she concluded. 
 “What could he be wanting?” 
 “I don’t know,” 
 Nick nodded. “Just stumbled in the 
wrong room, or was looking for the kitchen,” 
he jeered. And then, suddenly, in a hard voice. 
“Stop stalling. The man was looking for 
something.” 
 Nick did not like the way she held the 
gun. 
 “I don’t know what,” her voice was 
weak. 
 “Who was it?” Nick’s eyes were on the 
small antique table, called a water stand by 
those familiar with old New England 
furniture, He strolled carelessly toward it. 
 “I couldn’t say definitely,” she told 
him, “but it looked like Wyndry.” 
 He was a step or so short of the table 
when she said in a hard, tense voice, “Turn 
around and get out. I’m all right.” 
 “Of course,” agreed Nick easily, he 
passed close to the bed, and jerked suddenly, 
“Is that the mail?” He pointed toward the 
door. 
 Startled, she twisted her body, and in 
that second Nick leaped to the bedside, his 
fingers closed on the gun and with a wrench 
tore it from her grasp. 
 “Little girls shouldn’t play with such 
toys,” he growled, his eyes hot. 
 He pocketed the weapon and turned 
back to the cabinet she had involuntarily 
indicated. Instantly she sprang out of bed and 
clawed at him. 
 “You can’t, it’s mine,” she cried 
fiercely. 
 Roughly he thrust her from him. “Lay 
off,” he warned. There was a large antique 
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flower jar on one corner of the cabinet. His 
fingers seized this, tipped it up. Out slid a 
chamois roll. The girl moaned. 
 “It’s mine, I tell you.” 
 Nick unrolled the chamois. The 
Peterhoff diamonds, twinkling with bluish-
green fire, glittered malevolently. Nick 
rewrapped them, dropped them into his side 
pocket. 
 “You stole the diamonds from the 
safe,” he stated flatly. 
 “What if I did?” she admitted sullenly. 
“They were to be mine. And the old devil 
refused me a penny, said he would change his 
will and leave me with nothing. After the 
years he’s taken from me, keeping me here—
almost a prisoner—I had a right—oh, what’s 
the use.” 
 “You could have shot that crossbow 
bolt,” Nick said quietly. 
 Her eyes grew wide. “I didn’t,” she 
cried. “I have had that necklace for two days. I 
stole it and intended to be out of the house 
tonight when he went to the safe to crow over 
his jewels. I was on my way out for good 
when—you come.” 
 Nick thought about this. Then: 
“Someone else knew you had the diamonds,” 
he said. 
 “I don’t know. Who could know such 
a thing? Uncle, perhaps, but he—” 
 “Take your choice,” said Nick. . 
“Maybe you’d rather believe your visitor was 
after—you!” 
The girl shivered. Then pulled herself 
together. “I have no enemies,” she said, 
firmly. 
 “Sure,” said Nick. 
 He had the necklace. The thing to do 
now was to scram and telephone the police on 
the way to town. Yet he hesitated and he 
finally knew why. An insatiable curiosity 
gripped him. Who had killed Anton Mayville?  
 On a sudden hunch he strode into the 
hallway and so to the next bedroom. He 

entered suddenly without knocking. 
 
 

CHAPTER IV 
THE OTHER SWENSON 

 
 

INGLE night lamp glowed. The bed was 
untouched; and in the corner Ali ibn Ben 

Sakr knelt on a pillow, arms folded, eyes 
closed. Nick smelled hashish fumes. 
 The Moroccan looked at Nick with 
lackluster, dulled eyes. “I seek communion 
with the spirits of the dead,” he spoke. “Only a 
fool could doubt that the dead live on.” 
 Suddenly Nick sprang at the Berber, 
gripped him, jerked him upright. If he had 
believed that Ali ibn Ben Sakr’s hashish drunk 
would make him easy to handle, he was 
instantly disillusioned. The man exploded in a 
fury of fight. He snarled, struck with feet and 
hands, smashed Nick backwards and on a 
sudden drew a curved knife. Murder lust 
blazed in his eyes. Swiftly Nick stepped under 
the upraised blade. His amazing hands worked 
like lightning. 
 Ali ibn Ben Sakr writhed in agony as 
Nick’s fingers found nerve centers. He 
groaned, let go the knife as he half-dropped 
under a jolting right hook. 
 “In Allah’s name, stop!” he cried. 
 “Good enough,” nodded Nick. His 
hands frisked the Moroccan. Came to the 
curly oiled hair. The Berber flinched back but 
Nick’s hand came away with a ball of hair. He 
opened it, 
 “The rose diamond!” he murmured. 
“Ali, you took that out of the safe. You killed 
Anton Mayville.” 
 Ali ibn Ben Sakr had recovered his 
Oriental phlegm. “I did not,” he said calmly. 
“I intended to but I would have used my knife. 
I followed him to recover the rose diamond. I 
went to the cellar. Anton Mayville was dead. 
The safe was open. I took the rose diamond. I 

S
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closed the safe. I carried the body to the living 
room.” 
 “Why?” 
 “Amory Blair saw me go down. He 
would have charged me with murder if 
Mayville’s body had been found down there. 
That, as Allah is my judge, is the truth. 
 Nick paused near the door. After all, it 
was up to the police to investigate this man. It 
was time now to get along. He felt fairly sure 
who had killed Anton Maven. Without 
speaking he went out. 
 He found Amory Blair sitting up in 
bed, in pajamas, a book in his lap. A tray was 
full of short cigarette stubs. 
 “Still nosing around?” he sneered. 
 “Yes,” said Nick. “You must have got 
undressed quickly.” 
 “If you mean since the shot was fired,” 
said Blair, “I could have fired it, got back here 
and got to sleep before you arrived. I thought 
a dick moved faster. 
 He folded the book and put it on the 
stand. Nick saw that it was by A. Conan Doyle 
and dealt with spiritualism and life after death. 
 “You believe in ghosts,” he said. 
 “Why not?” rejoined the youth. “Life 
would be futile if there was nothing beyond 
the grave.” 
 “You would deny having left this 
room,” Nick said. 
 “Of course,” said Blair calmly, “only it 
happens to be the truth.” 
 “It always is,” said Nick. “How much 
do you inherit by your uncle’s will?” 
 “A third of the estate,” rejoined Blair. 
“And I need it.” 
 Nick opened his mouth to speak—
snapped it shut with a start. From downstairs a 
hoarse, belligerent voice bellowed like a 
foghorn. 
 “An’ this guy is still here? Lead me to 
him.” 
 “That,” murmured Nick, “would be 
Mr. Otto Swenson. I think it’s time for me to 

fade.” 
 But before he could get downstairs the 
Swede detective loomed menacingly over 
him. A brawny man, with red angry eyes. 
 “So this is the guy who said he was 
me,” he growled. With deceptive speed his 
hand came up holding a big six-gun. 
 “Raise ’em,” he yelled. “I arrest you 
for the murder of Anton Mayville.” 
 Nick blinked, then burst into laughter. 
 “You think it’s funny, eh,” said the 
Swede. “Well, wait until we sweat you with a 
hose. Then you see. Keep your hands up. Frisk 
him, Miss Mayville.” 
 Nick sprang into the gun and knocked 
it up. But as he started a right hook for the 
jaw, Martha Mayville grabbed him. He 
realized instantly he would be too late. He 
lurched into Swenson, hands moving with 
lightning speed. The Swede jumped back, 
thumbing the trigger. “One more like that and 
I let you have it,” he yelled. 
 Then, as Martha Mayville regained her 
gun, the Swede lowered his. 
 The Swede swiftly grasped Nick’s 
arm, jerked it with a wrenching movement 
that made Nick turn to avoid having the arm 
dislocated in the socket. His other arm was 
grasped. A double click followed the touch of 
cold steel to his wrists. Handcuffs! 
 “Let me get the necklace,” Martha 
cried. 
 “Sure, go ahead. He’s harmless now.” 
 Her hands worked through Nick’s 
pockets. Suddenly she gasped in triumph. 
“Here’s the necklace.” 
 “Good,” said the Swede. “Now I work 
this lug over and make him tell plenty.” 
 Fists doubled, eyes menacing and red, 
the brawny detective advanced to beat his 
helpless victim to a pulp. 
 Nick sighed. Swenson took a swing 
that would have smashed Nick’s fine aquiline 
nose flat to his face. But Nick ducked and in 
ducking shucked off the handcuffs. 
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 He had unlocked hundreds of the same 
pattern in his acts; rid himself of them head 
down in the Chinese water torture jar which 
he had learned under the famous Houdini; 
unlocked them while roped in a trunk, in a 
box, in a sealed paper bag. In certain types of 
handcuffs, the Chinese for example, Nick 
required the services of an assistant inside his 
cabinet. But these regulation Little Bobby 
handcuffs with which he had long been 
familiar he sprang without a key. 
 It was a peculiar confirmation of his 
hands that made the trick possible—wide, flat 
backs, unusually flexible and supple, no 
broader than the flat wristbones. All Nick did 
was to perform an almost invisible series of 
swift, smooth motions that slid the cuffs down 
and then safely over the contracted in-bent 
hands. Simple really—but you had to be born 
like that. 
 So when Swenson, snarling at his 
miss, waded close with his left drawn back for 
a blow, Nick ducked, brought up his hands 
and when Swenson left himself open, Nick 
swung to the jaw. A neat target and a clicking 
well-placed blow. Swenson staggered back, 
reeling against the wall. 
 
 

CHAPTER V 
MAGIC PLOT 

 
 

ICK was amazed; he had dropped bigger 
men with the same kind of blow. But 

Swenson returned, groggy, to the charge. 
 Nick measured Swenson with a left 
jab, brought around the right from somewhere 
in the vicinity of his ankles. The blow was 
solid, satisfying and complete. Swenson 
crashed to the floor, and this time he did not 
move. Dumbfounded, Martha Mayville still 
held the gun. Swiftly Nick reclaimed it. 
 “That man is a fool,” he said. “You’d 
better notify the police.” 

 She stared at Nick, speechless. 
 He bent to frisk Swenson, reclaimed 
the real necklace which he had palmed there 
in the first brush and slid it into his pocket. 
Then without another word, he raced 
downstairs and out of the house. 
 He got in the coupe and drove it 
swiftly to the side road where he’d left his 
own car, switched over and sped back to the 
four-width Sawmill Parkway. Here he found a 
car parked, a cigarette glowing in the driver’s 
mouth. 
 He parked his car behind it, locked it, 
put the key under the floor mat and went to 
the waiting vehicle. 
 The girl in the waiting car turned on 
the lights, and from the dash illumination she 
was revealed as a tall, slim, perfectly 
proportioned blonde who would attract a 
second glance from any man. 
 “I thought you were never coming,” 
she said. 
 “So did I, Tonna.” Nick climbed in 
behind the wheel and bore down on the starter. 
“I’m up to my ears in murder and unless I 
prove who did it, you’ll see me in the Tombs 
and on page one.” 
 
AS he drove down the highway toward New 
York he told her all that had happened. 
 “You’re in a spot Nick,” she said. “The 
police probably can’t hang murder on you. 
But they can convict you of obstructing 
justice, impersonating a police officer, and 
illegal entry and robbery. If you don’t find the 
killer, you’ll perform your magic in Sing Sing 
until your beard is in a braid.” 
 “I know who the killer is,” said Nick, 
“but I couldn’t prove it. It’s damned near a 
perfect crime.” 
 “Who is the murderer?” she asked. 
 “I’ll tell you later, after I think out a 
way of getting proof.” 
 They drove on in silence. Then, 
passing through the Bronx, Nick said, “How is 

 N
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your ventriloquism getting on?” 
 From apparently outside the car a 
cooing voice said, “Oh, Professor Prestino, 
those marvelous hands. However do you do 
it?” 
 Nick grinned. “Good! Could you 
imitate a man?” 
 She slid something into her mouth 
from her bag and a hoarse voice, still 
seemingly outside the car, said, “Where the 
hell do you think you’re going?” 
 “Darling, you’re good,” Nick laughed. 
“Now, in the morning go to the Mammoth 
Recording Company and beg, borrow or steal 
some of Mayville’s dictaphone records. And 
put in some practice on that voice. 
Understand?” 
 She smiled. “I’m way ahead of you!” 
 At nine o’clock next morning Nick 
Preston, gardenia in his buttonhole, strolled 
into the Treasury Department’s New York 
office in Park Place. 
 “Good morning, Inspector,” he 
grinned. “You owe me two thousand dollars.” 
He threw the Peterhoff diamond necklace on 
the table. 
 Inspector Dunning looked up from the 
morning newspaper, his eyes piercing Nick. 
 “An amazingly accurate description,” 
he said. “Listen to this: the murderer who stole 
the necklace is described by the police as six 
feet one inch tall, broad-shouldered, reddish 
brown hair, dark, piercing eyes and a low, 
commanding voice. What puzzles the police is 
how he escaped from Private Detective 
Swenson’s handcuffs.” 
 Nick grinned. “It doesn’t say how 
handsome I am.” 
 “You’re in this up to your eyes, 
fellah,” Dunning said. “You’re the only man 
since Houdini who could have slipped those 
come-alongs. Start at the beginning.” 
 Nick did, omitting nothing. “I’ve won 
the bet,” he concluded. 
 “Okay. But, Nick, you certainly have 

gummed up this case. You handled the body, 
the crossbow: you delayed calling the police 
until the phone wires had been cut. You 
impersonated a licensed dick. You are a key 
witness that will have to be called.” 
 He paused. Then: “I’ll have to tell the 
detectives on this case what I know. I’m an 
officer of the law, sworn to do my duty. If I 
cover you up, this case will never be broken—
Mayville’s murderer will never be found.” 
 “I think differently,” argued Nick. “I 
know who killed Mayville. I’ve got an idea, a 
plan, how to prove it. But I’ve got to have 
your help.” 
 “How?” 
 “Keep my name out of the case and get 
those four suspects out of the Mayville house 
while I arrange some apparatus.” 
 
DUNNING studied him keenly. “How can 
you get evidence to convict when there isn’t 
any?” 
 “What I’ve got on this killer is 
absolute certainty—elimination of all other 
suspects by deductive reasoning—and not one 
shred of evidence that would stand up in court. 
I’ve got to get a confession. And I’m sure I 
can.” 
 “And if you don’t get it?” 
 Nick grinned. “I think I will. But if I 
don’t, then you can take it from me Mayville’s 
murderer will never be caught.” 
 “And if you fail, do you release me 
from my promise not to tell the local police 
about you?” 
 Nick took a deep breath. “Yes.” 
 “Then it’s a go.” 
 Dunning picked up a telephone and 
called the Beverly chief of police who would 
be in charge of the investigation. Swiftly he 
explained that through circumstances which 
he could not reveal the Peterhoff necklace had 
come into his possession. Since it was a 
smuggled article the Federal authorities 
intended to co-operate in the investigation. He 
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had certain clues that later he could reveal. 
Meantime, would the chief of police arrest all 
four inmates of the house as material 
witnesses and hold them in bail for the 
afternoon? 
 Dunning carried weight; the whole 
government behind him. And being stubborn 
and hard he had his way. Finally he hung up. 
 “The house will be cleared of 
everybody in an hour,” he said. “So what?” 
 “I want them released and brought 
back to the house at eight o’clock,” said Nick. 
“I want this chief of police—what’s his 
name—Margrave—there, and I want you 
there and two of your operatives. I want you 
in the ballroom. It has a small stage—Martha 
evidently used it to develop her stage yen—
and it will serve my purpose.” 
 “A magic trick”? 
 “You might call it that,” grinned Nick. 
 He had a tremendous amount to do 
upon leaving Dunning’s office. It took a five-
ton truck to transport the material he needed 
for his experiment. It took two experienced 
stage hands the better part of four hours to set 
the stuff in place. 
 After this was done he had to have a 
rehearsal with Tonna. 
 “You got the dictaphone records?” he 
asked. 
“Of course,” she replied in a strange, harsh 
voice. 
 Nick grinned. “Is that it?” 
 “That’s it,” she told him. “Wait and 
see.” 
 Nick chuckled. “Okay, darling; this 
has got to be a honey.” 
 At seven o’clock he was at the 
Mayville house and checked his lighting, his 
fixtures and had Tonna read her lines. There 
was nothing now to do but wager everything 
on the experiment. 
 “You sit out here in front, right in this 
chair,” Nick indicated. “You must be seen. 
There can be no idea in any one’s mind that 

any other person is on the stage except 
myself.” 
 He looked down at the hole in the 
stage floor which the workers had sawed out 
according to his specifications. 
 “Nick,” Tonna whispered, “whom do 
you suspect? Whom do you think is the guilty 
person? They all seem guilty to me.” 
 “If you’d listened carefully to my 
story,” he chided, “you’d know who. The one 
with the greatest motive and the greatest fear!” 
 
 

CHAPTER VI 
NICK CONJURES 

 
 

T was nearing eight o’clock when the 
prisoners were brought in by Chief James 

Margrave. Nick was made up for his part. A 
Mephistophelean black mustache and beard, a 
black wig and a padded hump in his shoulders 
altered his appearance so that he passed 
unrecognized. 
 A small group of chairs were pushed 
close to the stage and the prisoners seated. 
Dunning sat near them, hand on gun. Two 
more Federal agents with drawn weapons 
stood near the two exits. Besides this, Chief 
Margrave had two constables. 
 When the lights in the ballroom were 
dimmed, only a faint greenish floodlight 
illumined Nick who was standing in the center 
of the stage. The greenish radiance and the 
serious silence of those present charged the 
room with suspense and unholy fear. 
 Keeping his stare fixed on Tonna who 
sat in the front, ravishing in a lovely evening-
gown, he said, “Ladies and gentlemen, you do 
not know me, so I take the time to introduce 
myself. I am Professor Nicolai Prestino of 
whom you may have heard, particularly 
recently when my experiments in spiritual 
communication attracted attention in 
England.” 

I
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 He paused to let this sink in. “The 
police have been kind enough to summon me 
in the case of the murder of Anton Mayville. 
Certain evidence they possess tends to 
incriminate two persons. One or the other is 
innocent. Rather than force the innocent 
person to languish months in jail while a trial 
proved the guilt of one, the police have asked 
me to attempt here tonight to prove beyond a 
shadow of a doubt who the guilty person is.” 
 After a cloistral pause: “I am prepared 
to do this.” 
 “How?” asked Dunning. In the utter 
silence his voice startled. 
 “By summoning from the other world 
the man who has been killed—Anion 
Mayville himself. From his dead lips we shall 
have the truth.” 
 Ali ibn Ben Sakr sat with folded arms 
and bowed head and said nothing. Wyndry 
sniffed and cursed under his breath. 
 “It is a truth well known to researchers 
in psychic phenomena that a released soul 
does not at once leave the vicinity of its 
habitat,” said Nick. “It is particularly true in 
case of men who, in their lives, were cursed 
with the acquisitive instinct and became what 
we call misers. A miser squatting over buried 
bags of gold is no different from a man who 
collects paintings, postage stamps—or jewels. 
As we all know, Anton Mayville was 
particularly so afflicted. He is here tonight—in 
this room—and I propose to materialize him, 
and have him name his murderer.” 
 A sort of chill swept the room as if bat 
wings had fanned the air into motion. 
 “I want you all to approach this 
experiment in deepest humility,” continued 
Nick gravely. “With your minds opened to the 
fact that we know not what goes on beyond 
death save as these rare spirits and those gifted 
to receive their messages may tell us. It is said 
that though murder hath no tongue, yet shall it 
talk. It is also said that the dead may all speak 
once.” 

 More and more his impressive voice 
added to the tomblike quality of the silent 
room. Charged it with electricity so that men 
squirmed, and breath came quickly in their 
throats, and they felt the touch of unseen 
things and the mystery of death. Even those in 
the secret felt the awe of the unknown. 
 “I ask you all now to join me in a 
simple prayer,” said Nick, “one that we all 
know. Our Father—” Carefully he led the 
prayer and the other voices chimed in. 
 The lights went down now until only 
the green floodlight softly lit the stage. 
 “Now, you will all join hands and 
concentrate on summoning Anton Mayville,” 
Nick said. 
 The rustle of movement was like the 
rustling wings of death. Tonna saw Nick, who 
had stood at the left side, now retreat to the 
center of the stage. Even here he was not 
twelve feet from his audience. The green light 
from the footlights against his red-lined cloak, 
his white tie made a hellish picture. 
 Nick stood utterly silent. Slowly he 
raised his hands, clasped them above his head. 
He seemed to quiver. 
 “Anton Mayville,” his voice came low, 
haunting, spectral. “Anton Mayville!” 
 
SILENCE! Nick’s arms remained above his 
head; only his silhouette showed to his 
audience. Again he intoned the dead man’s 
name. 
 And now those watching saw a sort of 
bubbly stuff flow from Nick’s mouth. Thicker 
and thicker the volume grew, fell to the floor, 
piled up. And as it did a sort of smoke fogged 
the stage for a brief second so that Nick was 
scarcely visible. 
 “Who summons me?” said a deep, 
harsh, angry voice. 
 Out in front four people sat up as if 
shocked with an electric bolt. 
 Now the smoke vanished and the 
soapy sort of stuff that had bubbled from 
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Nick’s lips also vanished as swiftly as soap 
bubbles will. But beyond Nick, to his right, a 
figure was materializing in air. A pale milky 
figure strongly accented by the greenish 
incandescence of the footlights. 
 At first there was no more than a white 
shadow there without shape. Then the head 
took on proportion, even features began to 
become distinct until at last it was an old 
man’s head, without hair, without eyebrows, 
thin and hawk-like and as true as life to see. 
 Martha Mayville moaned. Then, more 
swiftly now, the body added itself to the head. 
The shoulders. then the arms, hands locked 
behind in what must have been a characteristic 
attitude, for Wyndry cried, “Oh, my God!” 
 Ali ibn Ben Sakr broke his silence. 
“Allah Akbar!” he thundered. “Allah il Allah 
Mohammed rassoul Allah.” 
 “Silence in the name of those who are 
invisibly around you,” cried the specter. It did 
seem as if his head turned and burning eyes 
frowned at the Moslem. 
 Tensely the watchers sat on the edge of 
their seats. The ghost of Anton Mayville was 
all visible now to the polish of his old-
fashioned patent leather shoes. 
 Nick brought his hands down and now 
stood face to face with the specter, not a foot 
separating them. Nick made a genuflection. 
“Spirit of him who is dead, we greet thee with 
the humility of the ignorant.” 
 “Why have you summoned me?” 
demanded the irascible voice. “Am I not 
tormented enough by the knowledge that I am 
tied, earth-bound, by the wealth that I 
accumulated, that I hate to leave?” 
 “We summon you, Anton Mayville, 
because in this room is the person who killed 
you.” 
 A breathless hush. Then a gasp, the 
whistling of breath in nostrils as the figure 
turned slightly. It seemed to stare. 
 “Yes, that person is here.” 
 “Would you tell us how you were 

killed?” 
 “You make my wound hurt with your 
words,” cried the specter. “Can you not see 
me before the safe wherein I accumulated 
those baubles that hold me enchained now? 
Behind me there is a slight noise. I start to 
turn. In my back I feel a terrific shock, the 
blinding sudden pain that is succeeded 
instantly by the death of my body. In falling I 
turn so that my glazing eyes take into eternity 
the vision of that one who had fired the arrow 
that killed me.” 
 A brief second of silence that was 
surcharged with fear, dread, suspense. 
 “And that person is?” asked Nick. 
 “That person is—” began the specter. 
 Whatever else was said was drowned 
by a sudden, terrible yell of unendurable fear 
and the roar of a pistol shot. The pistol shot 
was followed by a terrific cracking and 
crashing and a thunderous roar. And suddenly 
the stage rained thousands of splinters of 
glass. Nick hurled himself back to escape the 
deluge of needle-pointed fragments. Tonna 
leaped up and fled to the rear of the room. The 
specter vanished instantly and the lights came 
on. There stood Amory Blair struggling 
frantically in the grasp of the two constables. 
 “He can’t come back,” he shrieked. “I 
killed him once and I’ll kill him again.” 
 It bespeaks the almost superhuman 
power of an insanely frightened man that he 
smashed one constable to the floor, tore away 
from the other and with three bounds reached 
the stage, slithering and slipping over the 
debris of the thick plate glass. He tore straight 
for Nick. 
 “In you he came back, you’re hiding 
him,” he screamed. 
 He reached down, seized a jagged 
splinter of glass and stabbed furiously at Nick. 
He was utterly stark mad and despite Nick’s 
trained quickness the stabbing point of glass 
hooked his sleeve and left a nasty gash from 
the shoulder to the elbow. Then they were 



The Dead Speak Once 
 

15

locked chest to chest and no guns could be 
fired for fear of hitting Nick. 
 Men wore crawling over the glass 
debris but in the space of time that they took, 
Nick fought for his life. One arm was helpless, 
but the other smashed a fist into Blair’s face, 
and then his fist thudded into Blair’s stomach. 
 This blow had such jolting effect that 
Amory Blair was driven backward. He tripped 
over the glass debris and fell down, cutting his 
face and neck. As Nick towered over him the 
man turned, saw the police rushing at him. 
 One maniacal peal of laughter tore 
from his lips. 
 “Not alive,” he yelled. “If I can’t kill 
the damned old rat in this world I’ll do it in 
the next.” 
 His hand, still holding the sliver of 
glass, made a quick flashing movement to his 
neck. There was a spout of blood from the 
severed jugular vein, and Amory Blair sank 
down to die in less than minutes. 
 It was at least an hour later, after 
Nick’s cut had been bandaged, and the 
ballroom cleared except for him, Tonna and 
Dunning, that the T-man said, “Nick, I know it 
was a magic trick—a beautiful one—but I 
haven’t yet been able to figure out how you 
did it.” 
 
NICK grinned. “The beginning of that trick 
dates back to 1204, old Sir Roger Bacon, no 
less, and I believe it must have been known 
even before that by the old Druids and priests 
of Ra. 
 “It is based upon a simple principle. 
For example, if you are in a room peering out 
through a clear glass window into darkness, 
holding a candle in your hand, you will see 
reflected in the glass, not only the candle 
flame but as much of your person as the 
candle lights.” 
 “Ah,” said Dunning, “I begin to see.” 
 “Exactly. Now, what I did was this. I 
erected here on the stage a piece of clear, 

polished glass about twelve feet square. Down 
here”—he pointed to the hole in the stage 
floor—“I had a mirror. Before the mirror I 
erected the very fine painting of Anton 
Mayville that reposed until recently over the 
fireplace. Now, before the painting I have a 
battery of powerful lights which have 
dimmers on them that I operated from a 
switch in my hand connected with invisible 
wires. After using soap and smoke as a 
buildup, I turned the dimmers so that the light 
grew stronger on the picture. This picture was 
in turn reflected by the mirror to the sheet of 
glass which was here on the stage but which 
could not be seen due to my lighting 
arrangements. I am behind and to the side of 
the mirror. I can see nothing. But all you out 
front see reflected in that sheet of clear glass 
the image of Anton Mayville’s picture, 
projected from below. As I increase the light 
the vision grows clearer. Hence you see a 
shadow that seems to be a ghost.” 
 “Remarkable,” said Dunning. “I was 
awed myself. And, Tonna, your voice 
imitation was superb.” 
 
SHE smiled but looked at Nick and flushed as 
he said, “Swell.” 
 “But how did you know enough to use 
this trick?” Dunning demanded. “How did you 
know it would work?” 
 “Well, I didn’t know it would work,” 
Nick admitted. “I knew Blair believed in 
ghosts. So I took a chance.” 
 “All right, Professor,” Tonna lilted 
mockingly, “why did you suspect Blair?” 
 “Well, in the first place,” Nick said, 
“the stones in this case were like a red herring 
drawn across the trail of the crime. It was only 
when I began to realize that the stones had 
nothing to do with the actual murder that the 
truth dawned on me. 
 “Another factor that confused the issue 
was the body being found where it was. You 
see, Amory Blair discovered the corpse 
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upstairs. He’d murdered his uncle downstairs. 
What I glimpsed on his face when I saw him 
bent over the body was honest surprise and 
horror. I thought it was caused by his finding 
his uncle dead. So I ruled him out. But when I 
discovered that the murder had taken place in 
the cellar, I knew that the surprise and horror 
were due to finding the body upstairs. 
 “He was superstitious; maybe he 
thought the body’d walked. Anyway he was 
really rattled—and that threw me off. 
 “Then the jewels. If the murder was 
committed before the safe—why was nothing 
stolen? The rose diamond was gone. But I 
couldn’t believe Sakr would be so insane as to 
admit that he’d carried the body upstairs, and 
taken the diamond, if he’d actually murdered 
Mayville. 
 “No one knew that Martha had the 
necklace. Yet someone entered her room. She 
thought, to steal the diamond. I thought then, 
and I think now, that Amory Blair went to his 
cousin’s room for the purpose of killing her. 

 “Ruling out Wyndry and Sakr—since 
they were concerned only with the jewels—
left Martha and Amory. I began looking for 
another motive, and found it when she told me 
of Mayville’s threat to change the will. And 
Amory admitted having heard that. 
 “And if he could kill Martha, who had 
no other relatives and had left no will, then he 
would inherit her third of their uncle’s estate 
as well as his own. 
 “The jewels weren’t the motive. The 
murderer took no jewels. It was just plain, 
ordinary gold he was after. Amory needed 
money.” He spread his hands. “Just intelligent 
suspicion, really. But I was right, and I proved 
it!” 
 Dunning had taken out a checkbook. 
“Here’s your two thousand—but I’ll get five 
thousand reward for recovering the necklace.” 
 “Better have the necklace, then,” Nick 
said with a grin, and drew the glittering 
diamond coil out of his pocket. “Not bad, eh?” 

 


