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PLEASE, I KILLED HIM 
By WAYLAND RICE 

 
Detective-sergeant Patrick Kelly caught the murdering jewel 
thief red-handed, but he just couldn’t prove a thing on him! 

 
ERGEANT PATRICK KELLY 
heard the crash of shattering glass, 
halted in his tracks and 

automatically swung his bright blue eyes 
and brick-red head, toward the higher 
reaches of a big apartment house.  

A small black object was hurtling 
downward. Sergeant Kelly yelled to a 
woman with a baby carriage, did some 
fancy sprinting himself as the falling 
object crashed in a welter of glass to the 
sidewalk near the curb. Kelly picked it up. 
It was a somewhat battered metal 

bookend, shaped like an Indian astride a 
weary looking horse. 

It was made of bronze and heavy 
enough to serve as a lethal weapon. Kelly 
eyed the angle from the apartment window 
to the place the object had fallen. It was 
clear that it had been hurled at someone in 
the apartment and not dropped to the street 
by accident. 

Kelly tucked the bookend beneath his 
arm, stepped back and studied the set-up 
of the apartment house. The broken 
window was on the fourteenth floor front. 
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Kelly raced into the building and 
found an elevator on the ground floor. He 
was whisked up fourteen flights and he 
estimated that no more than two 
minutes—three at the most—had passed 
since the bookend smashed through the 
window. 

He picked out the correct apartment 
easily enough and rang the buzzer. There 
was no answer. He banged on the door and 
then applied an ear to the panel. He could 
hear someone moving stealthily about the 
apartment. 

Kelly banged again and added his 
voice to the din. 

“This is the law.” He roared. “Open 
that door or I’ll shoot the lock off. Open 
up. Now!”  

The hesitating steps came closer to the 
door. A spring lock turned and a middle-
aged man, slightly bald, with a face as 
white as alabaster, stared at Kelly. His 
eyes held a haunted hunted look. His 
hands were trembling and his mouth was 
slackly ajar. 

One other thing Kelly noticed before 
he looked over the man’s shoulder. The 
right shirt cuff was freshly stained with 
bright red blood! 

Then Kelly saw the corpse that was 
stretched out on the floor in front of a very 
large desk. The body was that of a white-
haired, heavy-set man of about sixty. The 
eyes were wide open and staring at the 
ceiling. Imbedded to the hilt, was a knife 
in his chest. 

Kelly grabbed the man in the door with 
his free arm, twisted him around quickly 
and held him secure while he searched for 
hidden weapons. 

Finding the man unarmed he propelled 
him further into the room, kicking the door 
shut behind him. 

“Why did you kill him?” Kelly 
demanded flatly. 

 

HE MAN gulped, his lips moved and 
his face turned the color of Kelly’s 

hair but he couldn’t talk. He tried again 
and again desperately, then finally a croak 
came forth. 

“I . . . didn’t . . . kill him. Honest, I 
didn’t do it. Honestly, I swear—”  

“Now, look.” Kelly planked the 
bookend on the desk beside its mate. “I 
know a murder set-up when I see it.”  

“I—I’m not saying it wasn’t murder.” 
The little man choked out. 

“Well, that’s something,” Kelly 
grunted. “The dead man knew you were 
going to kill him. He heaved that bookend 
at you, or maybe through the window 
deliberately to attract attention. At any 
rate, you knifed him right after he threw 
the bookend.”  

“I didn’t! I didn’t!” The man 
screamed. “I didn’t kill him. I didn’t do—”  

“Look.” Kelly’s patience wasn’t 
especially noteworthy and it was 
becoming exhausted very fast. “Here you 
are in a room, locked from the inside. Here 
is a man who has been stabbed through the 
heart. The crime took place less than five 
minutes ago. Your shirt cuff is bloody. 
There is no one else in this room except 
you. It’s a clear case of being caught 
redhanded. I’ll bet that even your 
fingerprints are on that knife.”  

“Oh, they are. Yes, indeed.” The man 
seemed a trifle proud of that statement. 
“Will you let me talk now, please? Let me 
explain what actually happened.”  

“Make it good,” Kelly warned him 
sarcastically. 

“I didn’t kill him.” The man seemed 
more secure now. “My name is Jan Nixon. 
I live on this floor. Apartment 14D. That’s 
far down the hall. I was passing by this 
door. It was partly open. I looked in and I 
saw this—this dead man’s feet. So, 
naturally, I came in. The window was 
broken. A breeze came through and 
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slammed the door shut. I wasn’t sure he 
was dead. I—I lost my head. I started to 
pull the knife out because it looked as if it 
was hurting him.”  

Kelly guffawed. He roared—and 
brought out handcuffs. 

“That’s the goofiest yarn I ever heard. 
I’ve enough evidence on you to hold you 
on suspicion of murder. Later, we’ll find 
out why you murdered him. Who is he, by 
the way?”  

“His name is or rather was Frank 
Bergson,” Nixon said. “You will discover 
that I hated him. We were in business 
together, but he got control of it and threw 
me out. You haven’t said anything about 
the note.”  

“What note?” Kelly asked, surprised. 
“It’s lying there, just under his 

shoulder.” Nixon pointed to a folded white 
paper. “There is something written on it. I 
never had a chance to see.”  

Kelly walked over to the body, saw the 
edge of the note and yanked it free. It was 
written on plain white paper with black ink 
inscribed in printed letters.  

 
I KILLED BERGSON BECAUSE HE 

HAD NO RIGHT TO LIVE ANY 
LONGER. I HATED HIM FOR YEARS 
AND THE HATE GREW AND GREW 
UNTIL I HAD TO ACT UPON IT. FOR 
THE WRONG BERGSON DID ME, HE 
NOW GETS HIS JUST PUNISHMENT. 

 
There was no signature. Kelly held the 

note gingerly by one edge only. He walked 
to the desk, procured other papers and 
compared the note with them. The size of 
the paper, the quality and the water mark 
matched that used by the killer. The 
fountain pen in the ornate holder on the 
desk showed signs of having been used 
recently. He appropriated this too, 
carefully preserving any prints that might 

be on it. Nixon, standing behind him, read 
the strange note aloud. Kelly faced him. 

“Despite all this, Mr. Nixon, you’re 
still under arrest on suspicion of murder. 
You can’t blame me for taking you in.” 

“No,” Nixon gulped. “No. I—I’d do 
the same thing if I were in your position. I 
don’t see how I can prove my innocence. 
But then,” he added brightly, “I can’t see 
how you can prove I’m the actual 
murderer either. No one saw me kill this 
man.” 

Kelly phoned Headquarters and had a 
detail sent out. Upon their arrival, he 
turned the apartment and the evidence he 
had gathered over to them. He kept the 
note, and conveyed Jan Nixon to 
Headquarters. After booking Nixon on 
suspicion of murder he questioned him for 
two hours without gaining the slightest 
additional evidence. 

Captain Donahue, grizzled, tough and 
wise, took over after Kelly had explained 
the case to him. Two more hours went by 
and Donahue came out of the questioning 
room with a puzzled frown on his wet 
face. He mopped his brow and shook his 
head. 

“I don’t know, Kelly.” He said tiredly. 
“I honestly don’t know. I sweated that 
guy. Threw everything I had at him and 
still he didn’t crack. He just says over and 
over again he didn’t do it and try and 
prove he did.” 

 
ELLY ran fingers through his red 
hair. “Captain, of course he did it. I 

was on the scene in two minutes. Nixon 
had no chance to get clear. He took a devil 
of a long time in opening the door if he 
was an innocent man. I’m sure he used 
that time for thinking hard. Nixon is 
clever. He never lost his head once and I 
laid plenty of traps for him.”  

Donahue nodded. 
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“He’s either innocent or the coolest 
murderer we ever had on the mat. He told 
me, very frankly, that he hated Bergson 
enough to knock him off and in the same 
breath tells me, for the sixty-seventh time, 
that he didn’t do it.”  

“I’ll have to pick up more evidence.” 
Kelly sighed. “Suppose you talk with the 
D.A. while I do that.” 

“Go ahead.” Donahue shrugged. 
“Check on his character. Try to trace the 
knife. By the way, there were no prints on 
anything in the room except the knife 
handle. Nixon’s fingers were all over 
that.”  

“No others?” Kelly asked with a 
frown. 

“No—should there have been?”  
“I don’t know, Captain.” Kelly was 

thinking hard. “I don’t know a blasted 
thing about this except that we have a 
prisoner who committed murder and next 
to nothing to convict him on. I’ll see you 
as soon as I get a line.” 

The phone rang and Captain Donahue 
answered it. He handed the instrument to 
Kelly. A man’s voice was at the other end. 
A voice that spoke in a flat monotone. 

“Sergeant Kelly. You are making a 
grave error. Jan Nixon did not murder 
Frank Bergson.” 

With his free hand Kelly signaled 
wildly to Donahue to trace the call. 

“How do you know?” He asked into 
the phone, searching vainly for recognition 
of the voice. 

“Because I killed Bergson. Look here, 
Sergeant,” the ‘voice droned on, “I could 
not have been in the apartment after you 
arrived. So if I tell you certain facts, you 
will know they are true. First of all, 
Bergson threw a bookend out of the 
window. Bergson lay on his back directly 
in front of the desk, a knife through his 
heart that wasn’t really a knife. At any 
rate, it was on his desk before, being used 

as a letter opener. I placed a note under his 
left shoulder. The shoulder closest to the 
desk.” 

“What was in the note?” Kelly asked. 
He could see his case against Nixon 
evaporating into thin air. 

“It read,” Smug and confident, the 
voice recited, “‘I killed Bergson because 
he had no right to live any longer. I hated 
him for years and the hate grew and grew 
until I had to act upon it. For the wrong 
Bergson did to me, he now gets his just 
punishment’.” 

Kelly took a long breath. 
“Why don’t you come down here and 

talk to me?” He asked, stalling for time. 
“And be locked up?” The voice 

laughed easily. “Sergeant, you surprise 
me. As it stands now, I have nothing to 
fear. You can’t possibly trace me. But I do 
not want an innocent man locked up for a 
crime I committed. Good-by, Sergeant. I 
have to leave here fast. I imagine all sorts 
of radio cars are converging on this place 
right now.”  

The phone clicked. Kelly hung up. 
Donahue, on another wire, ordered the 
patrol cars to the address of a drug store at 
least a mile away. Kelly raced out to the 
garage, appropriated the fastest police car 
there and opened the siren wide as he hit 
the road.  

Well ahead of him, radio cars had 
closed the streets and uniformed men were 
around the drug store. Kelly glanced at his 
watch. Not more than five minutes had 
passed since he had pronged the phone.  

He entered the store and went directly 
to the bank of phone booths. He found the 
one matching the number of the wire the 
caller had used. Kelly felt the little 
overhead light bulb. It was still warm. He 
stepped out of the booth and closed the 
door. He sent a patrolman to call for 
fingerprint men to dust the booth and the 
instrument.  
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Kelly went up to the astounded 
druggist. “Who used that phone five or six 
minutes ago and blew out in a big rush?” 
He asked. 

“Why—it was a man.” The druggist 
replied. “Just a man. Medium-sized. I 
didn’t see his face.”  

“How was he dressed?” Kelly was 
pleading for a lead. “Be careful now. He is 
a wanted murderer.”  

“Why, I think his suit was grey.” The 
druggist said slowly. “Or maybe it was 
greyish green. He had on a brown hat. 
Yes, I’m sure of that. Light brown. A snap 
brim. That’s all I remember.”  

“Okay,” Kelly exhaled slowly. “I don’t 
blame you, doc. That guy meant nothing to 
you. Thanks, anyhow.” 

 
E HUNG around until the fingerprint 
boys arrived and reported negative 

results. Then he returned to headquarters, 
more disgusted and puzzled than ever. 
What had seemed to be a very simple case, 
had turned into a mighty tough one. 

Captain Donahue had some news too. 
“I talked to the D.A. and he says, in 

view of that phone call, we can’t hold 
Nixon. Maybe he is guilty, but there is 
someone in the mess with him and there 
isn’t enough proof to hold Nixon alone. 
Our job is to land the man who phoned.”  

“Nixon did it,” Kelly said stubbornly. 
“I know darned well he did it. I think, in 
some way, he flashed signals to a pal. This 
pal got the drift and made that phone call. 
It has to be that way. Not a soul except 
Nixon, you and I saw that note.”  

“If the guy on the phone wrote it, he 
saw it,” Donahue said slowly. 

“That note was written by Nixon,” 
Kelly said adamantly. “While I banged on 
the door of the apartment he printed the 
note. The pen was wet and the ink on the 
paper had hardly dried. And I’m going to 
prove it.”  

“I don’t see how, unless you make 
Nixon crack.” Donahue wagged his 
ponderous white head. “Pat, couldn’t you 
be wrong about him? How could he signal 
to anyone now?”  

“There are ways,” Kelly said. “Cap, 
will you get me someone familiar with 
Morse? Another man who can talk with 
his fingers and still another who can read 
lips. Nixon might have signaled by anyone 
of those three methods. He had plenty of 
chances for that.”  

Donahue nodded. 
“I’m willing to play ball up to a certain 

point, but if you find out he doesn’t know 
any of these systems of signaling, I’ve got 
to let him out on bail, at least. He’ll have a 
mouthpiece here in no time. We can’t hold 
him more than twenty-four hours.”  

Kelly walked to the door. 
“Keep the lawyer away from Nixon for 

a little longer. I want to try my experiment 
first,” He said. 

There were three experiments and 
none of them worked. They didn’t get the 
slightest rise out of Nixon. The man who 
knew Morse was planted in a nearby cell 
and ordered to send signals, as if he were 
Nixon’s pal. If Nixon heard the tapping, he 
paid no attention. 

Then a man who could read sign 
language entered the cell room, 
presumably as a visitor to another 
prisoner. He wagged his fingers furiously 
and Nixon just gaped. 

The lip reader went at him last and 
came away convinced that Nixon knew 
nothing about lip reading. 

“Let him go,” Kelly groaned. “Maybe 
if he’s free, I can trip him better.”  

“It’s our only chance, Pat,” Captain 
Donahue agreed. 

Kelly went out front to the desk 
sergeant and asked for Nixon’s envelope 
of possessions. He went through these 
without finding anything of interest. But 
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he noted, Nixon in didn’t seem to have too 
much money from the dunning bills in the 
folder. 

Kelly fingered a gold key fitted to a 
thin gold chain. A Phi Beta Kappa key. He 
winked at the desk sergeant, gave the key 
a hard yank and broke open the link on the 
chain. He tucked the key into his pocket 
and prepared to leave the station. 

Before he departed, Captain Donahue 
called and stated that Nixon was being 
allowed his freedom on bail. Kelly 
jammed on his hat and hurried to the 
apartment house where the murder had 
been committed. 

As he pulled up in front, he saw a man 
lounging easily at the entrance, whom he 
recognized as a private detective named 
Danny Clark. Clark gave him a lazy salute. 

“How’s it coming—that kill?” he 
asked. 

“Are you interested in it?” Kelly’s 
voice was tinged with suspicion. 

“Only because I happen to live in this 
building too.” Clark said. “On the eighth 
floor. I knew Nixon slightly, but he 
certainly never struck me as being a killer. 
I knew Bergson too and that guy was a 
human rat. He had plenty of enemies.”  

“I’m glad I met you, Danny,” Kelly 
said. “Perhaps you can give me a line on 
Bergson.”  

“I can tell you what I know.” Clark 
seemed eager to talk. “Bergson and Nixon 
used to be partners in a jewelry appraising 
and sales business. They took gems on 
consignment and tried to peddle them. As 
I understand it, Nixon loafed too much and 
Bergson made all the dough. He finally 
got sore and heaved Nixon out.”  

“Nixon told me that himself.” Kelly 
nodded. “What about these enemies?”  

“Business enemies,” Clark answered 
slowly. “Hatred caused by jealousy. 
Bergson was a shrewd dealer. I guess he 
put one over a few times. For actual blood-

hating enemies, I can give you one man. 
The super of this apartment house. Name 
is MacDougal. About four months ago, 
Bergson accused him of swiping some 
stuff and they had a battle royal. 
MacDougal got the daylights whacked out 
of him. Then, a week ago, they had 
another fight and MacDougal came out 
about sixth by the looks of his puss.”  

“Thanks.” Kelly said. “I’ll look in on 
MacDougal. We haven’t much on Nixon, 
you know.”  

“I thought you caught him cold.” Clark 
shrugged. “Wish I could be of more help, 
Sarge. I don’t envy you guys.” 

 
RINNING briefly, Kelly went into 
the building and descended to the 

basement. MacDougal, it appeared, was a 
single man who occupied a furnished 
room in the basement. Kelly knocked, got 
no answer and used a skeleton key on the 
door. 

Quite methodically and with the 
benefit of long experience, he began 
searching. He didn’t quite know what he 
was looking for, but in a tin can in a tiny 
pantry locker, he found three medium-
sized, uncut diamonds. He was studying 
these when the super came in, stood stock-
still for a second, then dove for a heavy 
wrench that stood against the wall. 

“Hold it,” Kelly shouted. “Don’t go for 
that wrench or I’ll put a hole through you. 
I’m from the police.”  

MacDougal slowly released the 
massive pipe wrench he’d scooped up. He 
seemed to know what was coming. He 
looked quite old, with thin narrow 
shoulders that drooped low in his shabby 
jacket. He almost wilted when Kelly 
exposed the uncut gems. 

“So Bergson’s suspicion that you were 
a thief was right,” Kelly accused.  

“I—I bought them,” MacDougal 
whined.  

G
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“Oh, you did! Fine! Tell me where.” 
Kelly’s voice was hard. “And at the same 
time, tell me what you want with uncut 
diamonds? You swiped these from gems 
that Bergson brought home from time to 
time. There’s no safe in his apartment. He 
probably had a hiding place which you 
spotted. When you found out he was wise 
to your game you killed him.”  

“Killed him?” MacDougal’s shoulders 
almost merged with his hips. “You don’t 
think I did that. It was a man named 
Nixon. The police arrested him. . .” 

“I arrested him,” Kelly rapped, “and 
let him go a little while ago. Mac, tell me 
the truth, did you swipe these diamonds?’’ 

MacDougal nodded miserably. 
“But I swear I didn’t kill him.”  
Kelly studied the man for a moment. 
“Listen, Mac, I’m not going to haul 

you in. Not right away. But, so help me, if 
you try to leave this building, even to take 
a walk, you’ll be grabbed before you reach 
the sidewalk. Now give me a master key to 
all the apartments in this place.”  

MacDougal silently handed the key to 
Kelly. A few moments later, the detective 
was in Bergson’s suite. 

He searched the rooms, inch by inch. 
He discovered the hiding place where 
Bergson concealed his jewels when caught 
with them after it was too late to return to 
his office. The hiding place was crude but 
effective. The telephone box, screwed to 
the wall, could be lifted out and behind it 
was a small recess. In it, Kelly discovered 
two velvet boxes, both containing jewelry 
of considerable value. 

“Well, robbery wasn’t the motive,” he 
grunted.  

He studied the outside of the window 
ledge, assuming that someone might have 
overheard his conversation with Nixon 
right after the killing. It occurred to him 
that Nixon had read that strange note out 
loud. Perhaps it was only a natural impulse 

on the part of the suspected man, but Kelly 
was missing nothing now. He telephoned 
the super and asked who lived in the 
apartments on either side of Bergson’s. 

“Mrs. Cunningham is on the north 
side,” MacDougal stated. “She’s about 
eighty-five years old. On the other side is a 
man named Logan. John Logan. He travels 
a lot and isn’t home very much. Been there 
about six or eight months.”  

Kelly hung up. The old lady certainly 
had no connection with the crime and a 
man who was rarely at home probably 
didn’t even know Bergson. Kelly frowned 
thoughtfully. He wondered if the walls 
were thin enough so that words could be 
heard through them. He called MacDougal 
again and sent him into the Logan 
apartment with orders to shout at the top 
of his voice. Kelly heard nothing. 

An hour later he gave up. There was 
no apparent means by which anyone could 
have overheard his conversation with 
Nixon, much less known about the note. 
More and more, Kelly was forced to 
believe that the mysterious caller was 
telling the truth and yet, his doubts of 
Nixon’s guilt didn’t diminish. 

Kelly took the fraternity key out of his 
pocket, dropped it on the floor and nudged 
it almost under the rug. Then he went 
down the hall and found Nixon already at 
home. 

Nixon showed no animosity. 
“I’ll do everything I can to help you,” 

he promised. “After all, it’s for my own 
good. I don’t think you were wrong for 
arresting me. In your place I’d have done 
the same thing.”  

“Thanks,” Kelly said. “Suppose we go 
into Bergson’s place and you can reenact 
exactly what you did before I showed up.”  

“I’ll be very glad to.” Nixon stepped 
out of his apartment and closed the door. 
They walked down the hall and entered the 
room where Bergson had died. Nixon 
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looked at the floor in front of the desk and 
shuddered. 

“Now,” Kelly sat down behind the 
desk, “go into your routine.” 

 
IXON went to the door, opened it and 
stepped into the hall. He closed the 

door part way, then stepped in again, as if 
he’d just seen the upturned toes of the 
dead man. He walked to the spot where the 
body had been found, stared down at it. 
Then he knelt and did a good act of 
pretending to grasp the handle of the knife. 
He moved slowly and deliberately. As he 
started to arise, Kelly banged the desk 
with his fist. 

“Why—what’s that?” Nixon cried, 
startled. 

“Me—outside the door and wanting in. 
Remember?” Kelly ripped out. 

“Oh. Oh, yes, of course.” Nixon 
looked relieved. 

Nixon half arose, hesitated a moment 
and then leaned far down again. When he 
straightened, his hand dipped into his side 
coat pocket. He walked very slowly 
toward the door, reached it and turned 
around. He raised both hands in an 
expressive gesture that this was the finish 
of the act. 

“Good,” Kelly said. “That took four 
minutes. Maybe you were slower this 
time, not being excited and all. Let it go. 
But I would like to see what you picked up 
from the edge of that rug.”  

“Picked up?” Nixon gasped. “I didn’t 
pick anything—”  

“Come on,” Kelly chided. “I was 
watching you like a hawk. You don’t have 
to feel reluctant, I know it’s a fraternity 
key. I saw it before. That’s why I asked 
you in here—to see if you’d try and cop 
it.”  

Kelly arose and walked over to Nixon. 
He took the key from his pocket and 
examined the gold chain that swung across 

Nixon’s vest. Kelly seemed to study the 
link to which the key had been attached. 

“Looks to me as if Bergson grabbed 
that key in trying to fight you off, Nixon.” 
He said. “You got so flabbergasted that 
you forgot all about the key until you 
spotted it peeking at you from under the 
rug. Bergson dropped it there during your 
tussle with him, knowing it would convict 
you. That key is numbered and could be 
traced to you. How about it?”  

Nixon wrung his hands. 
“I seem to get deeper and deeper,” he 

whined. “Sergeant, again I say I did not 
kill I Bergson. The key could have fallen 
off my chain as I bent over the body. I 
don’t pretend to know how it got here. I 
don’t even remember the last time I saw 
the key. I usually carry it with me, quite 
automatically. You know how those things 
are.”  

“Yeah,” Kelly sighed. “Well, it looks 
like another trip downtown for you, my 
lad.” 

Nixon nodded. He didn’t appear upset 
or nervous. 

“I want this whole mess over with as 
much as you do, because I’m completely 
innocent.”  

Kelly marveling at Nixon’s control 
took him back to Headquarters and filed 
another complaint. Then he informed 
Captain Donahue of his findings. Donahue 
was pessimistic. 

“The key means something all right, 
but what?” He asked. “It only proves 
Nixon was there and he admits that.”  

“Sure,” Kelly laughed. “Only Nixon 
didn’t drop that key there. I did. I got it out 
of his possessions while he was locked up. 
When he tried to pick up the key and hide 
it, I knew he was our man.”  

Donahue looked toward the ceiling 
with a pious glance. “Planted evidence.” 
He sighed. “What kind of a case can you 
concoct with that stuff. His lawyer will 

 N
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tear you to bits.”  
Kelly grinned. 
“When I get the real stuff on Nixon, I 

won’t need the key. Right now, I’m going 
to look up Bergson’s office staff. It seems 
to me Bergson wasn’t killed for hate only. 
There was something else. There usually is 
when the victim happens to be a jewelry 
dealer.” 

Kelly located Bergson’s secretary and 
she agreed to meet him at the office. She 
was middle-aged, staid and super-efficient. 

“Yes,” she agreed, “Mr. Bergson often 
carried a fortune in gems with him. I 
warned him something like this would 
happen some day, but he was very sure of 
himself.”  

“What did he take with him the day he 
was killed?” Kelly asked. 

She studied certain books and cards 
before she answered that one. 

“Mr. Bergson took a string of genuine 
pearls, worth thirty thousand.” She said 
after checking her cards. “He was to show 
them to a Mrs. Leonard at the Plaza. He 
also had with him a bracelet of diamonds 
and rubies. Assessed at seventy thousand. 
That was for a showing to a Mrs. Martin.”  

Kelly promptly phoned both women 
and learned that they’d had evening 
appointments with Bergson, but that he 
had not kept them. They were insistent 
that they had never seen the jewelry he 
had promised to bring. 

“Good,” Kelly told the secretary. 
“Now we have a motive because those 
rocks are not in Bergson’s apartment. 
They were what the murderer was after.” 

 
T WAS late, Kelly felt tired and there 
was little he could do. He went home to 

his neat bungalow where he lived alone. 
He mixed himself a highball, drank it with 
relish and scrambled some eggs. Over the 
eggs and toast, he considered the case 
from every angle and felt that in arresting 

Nixon he’d made no error. 
Half an hour later, he was in bed, fast 

asleep. The voice seemed to come from a 
dozen places, calling his name over and 
over again. He responded to what he 
thought was a dream, by turning and 
tossing. Finally Kelly’s eyes snapped wide 
open—and promptly closed again because 
a powerful light almost blinded him. 

“Don’t reach for a gun, Sergeant.” The 
voice was tinny. “I’m not going to harm 
you. I’m right outside your window. All I 
want to do is talk.”  

Kelly knew where his gun was. He 
cursed himself for not putting it on the 
night table as usual. It hung, in its holster, 
over the back of a chair a dozen feet away. 

“You have arrested Nixon again,” the 
voice said. “What must I do to convince 
you he is innocent and I’m guilty?”  

“Turn out that light so I can see you. 
Then give yourself up,” Kelly snapped. 

“But why should I?” the voice sounded 
different than when he had heard it over 
the phone. “You’ll never find out who I 
am. It’s Nixon I’m worried about. 
Sergeant, if you don’t let that man go, I 
shall contact every newspaper in town and 
spill the whole story to them in detail. I’ll 
tell them you refuse to accept my story 
even though you know it must be true. 

“I had to have been in the room before 
you arrived, to know what was in the note, 
and to have seen the other things that I told 
you about.” 

“Did you see Nixon?” Kelly 
demanded. “Right after the murder?” 

“Of course I did. I managed to reach 
the service doorway. He was coming along 
the hall with his head down. He didn’t see 
or hear me.” 

“It’s a good yarn.” Kelly was growing 
used to the light. He slowly pushed the 
blankets down, so he could leap out of bed 
and go for his gun. 

“There’s only one thing wrong with 

I 
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it.” Kelly continued. “Nixon dropped a 
fraternity key in that room. He saw it 
today and tried to get it back.” 

“A fraternity key?” Kelly wondered 
why the voice was so tinny. “Why, that’s 
odd. Bergson had a fraternity key on his 
desk. I remember seeing it. I wondered 
about it because Bergson never went to 
college. It must have been Nixon’s. Maybe 
Bergson picked it up somewhere. At any 
rate, that key was on the edge of his desk 
when I killed him. It’s a small, flat gold 
key with numbers on it.”  

“You’re a genius,” Kelly grunted.  
If that guy had a gun, there was going 

to be fireworks. Kelly leaped out of bed, 
streaked to the chair and got his gun free. 
He fired two shots straight through the 
open window. All he got for his pains was 
a raucous laugh. A moment later, a car 
motor roared to life, then disappeared into 
the night. 

Kelly raced to the window. A 
flashlight rested on the sill beside a small 
loud speaker and a wire trailed out of the 
window. Kelly hurried out the door, 
winced as bare feet hit cold pavements, 
and made his way around the house to the 
window. He traced the wire to a tiny 
microphone which the self-confessed 
murderer had talked into. 

Kelly hefted the mike in the palm of 
his hand and his eyes narrowed. He 
hurried back to the house, donned his 
clothes and drove straight to Bergson’s 
apartment. He let himself in, started 
searching again and gave up half an hour 
later. It was no use. His hunch was all 
wrong. He examined the radio very 
carefully. There was no mike planted 
there, no mysterious wire running off into 
the wall someplace. Just the regular tubes 
and the socket wire, nothing else. 

He cursed roundly and wondered if he 
was a complete fool. On impulse, he 
stepped into the hall and went to the next 

door apartment of the traveling man. He 
let himself in with the super’s key and 
turned on the lights. 

The apartment was nicely furnished. It 
was spotless and dustless, indicating that 
no one had lived there for a long time. He 
opened several bureau drawers. They were 
empty. He investigated the kitchen. There 
wasn’t even a package of spaghetti or a 
bottle of rye. Nothing at all. 

Kelly bent down and examined the 
wall board between this room and the one 
where Bergson had died. There was an 
electric light socket with a plug in it. The 
wire from this led to a small end table on 
which a lamp stood. He tried to turn on 
this lamp, but it wouldn’t work. He tested 
the bulb and found it was in good 
condition. Kelly knelt again and yanked 
the plug out of its socket. It came out 
freely, dragging an additional length of 
wire with it. 

Kelly hurried down to the janitor’s 
place, after replacing the socket and 
removing all signs of his intrusion. He 
knew the answer to the case now. 

 
ACDOUGAL was awakened only 
with considerable effort. Kelly told 

him no one was to enter Bergson’s 
apartment under any circumstances. There 
were some new clues. One thing about 
MacDougal, Kelly was sure of—he’d tell 
everyone interested in the case all the 
latest developments. 

In the morning, with Captain Donahue, 
several detectives, the D.A., Nixon and his 
L attorney, Kelly filled the murder room 
and sat himself down behind the desk. 

“We have here,” he said, “a man 
whom I almost apprehended in the very 
act of murder. Also a nameless voice. Just 
a voice on a telephone or a microphone. 
The voice of a man who confessed to the 
crime for which Nixon is being held. If 
that man had come forth, the whole thing 
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would be over. He hasn’t. In fact, he 
refuses to so we have to continue holding 
Nixon.”  

“I didn’t know anyone confessed to the 
crime,” Nixon’s attorney shouted. “Now 
you have to let my client go.”  

“Do I?” Kelly grunted. He arose, 
walked over and put a hand on the surface 
of the cabinet radio. Suddenly he bent 
down. 

“One, two, three, four,” he said. “One, 
two, three, four. Testing. Testing. How is 
it coming through this morning, Mr. 
Danny Clark?’ 

“What the devil?” Donahue shouted. 
“Have you gone bats?”  

“I got smart last night,” Kelly grinned. 
“Concealed in this radio is a mike 
disguised as a tube. One of those kind with 
a metal screen, full of holes, around it. 
Only it’s a mike, not a tube. The mike wire 
is cleverly enclosed with the power wire 
under the same insulation. The power wire 
seems to be plugged into the wall socket, 
but it goes through to the next apartment. 

“There the wire separates. One section 
goes to pick up current. The other to carry 
any sounds made in this room to some ear 
phones. Are you listening, Danny Clark?”  

“What’s this Danny Clark stuff?” 
Donahue’s face was heavy with wonder. 

“I’m talking to Danny Clark, the 
private ear, right now,” Kelly said. “He’s 
in the next room listening to everything 
being said in here. Danny and Nixon are in 
cahoots. This mike was installed so they 
could listen in on Bergson and find out 
when he brought home gems that were 
worth murder.”  

Donahue and the D. A. stared as Kelly 
unfolded the almost perfect crime. Nixon’s 
face was an ashy grey and his shoulders 
slumped. 

“Bergson had the gems yesterday,” 
Kelly continued. “Nixon came in to do the 
dirty work. Bergson knew him, so 

naturally he didn’t expect anything. But 
when Nixon went at him, Bergson put up a 
fight. He flung the bookend at Nixon just 
before Nixon plunged the knife into his 
chest. 

“Nixon passed the jewels to Clark and 
then stayed behind a moment to be certain 
that Bergson was really dead, and that they 
hadn’t left any clues. Clark went into the 
next apartment. Then I showed up and 
Nixon knew that he was trapped. He called 
Clark and told him what to do, then wrote 
the note and went into his act. 

“It was good, I’ll admit, because I 
couldn’t figure out how the voice, Danny 
Clark’s of course, could have known these 
things.”  

“Then, last night, Danny gave the 
whole show away. He planted a little 
speaker on my window sill and talked into 
a mike. Danny had two reasons for using 
that speaker system. He was afraid I might 
plug him and it helped to disguise his 
voice.”  

“Somebody get Danny Clark,” 
Donahue yelled. 

“He’s got,” Kelly chuckled. “I planted 
cops in the hall. Danny can take a dry dive 
if he wants, but he won’t. And, Danny, are 
you listening? That system you used at my 
house was the tip-off—private clicks are 
great ones for listening systems, so I 
guessed it was you. It also told me how 
you’d gotten all that information only 
Nixon and I knew. I really looked for a 
mike this time—and I found it. Are you 
coming out of there, Danny?” 

“I’m out.” Clark spoke from the 
doorway where he was flanked by two big 
policemen. “I always said this was a crazy 
idea. We should have killed you when you 
found Nixon locked up with the corpse.”  

Nixon gave a wild yell of sudden 
terror, but he didn’t try to escape. Kelly 
thought it was because his legs were 
paralyzed by fear. 


