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And on the Other Hand - Murder! 
By Betty Pierce 

How good are you at solving mysteries? Here’s a little mystery story in which all the clues are 
presented. Check your solution on page 2. 

 
HE man half sat, half lay in a big chair 
in his bedroom. In his right temple was 
a black hole, and blood had run from it 

down his face, soaking the collar and shoulder 
of his dressing gown, and dripping on the 
floor. Beneath his limp right hand which hung 
over the arm of the chair lay the gun. 
 Inspector Carr glanced about the room. 
Everything seemed in perfect order. Bed 
neatly turned down; pens, ink, blotters and an 
ash tray on the desk; lamp, ash tray and 
cigaret box on the night stand, and the usual 
brushes, scissors, shoe horn, magnifying 
mirror and the framed picture of a woman on 
the dresser. 
 Carr, without touching the body, 
peered at the wound. 
 “Powder burns,” he observed aloud. 
 The uniformed officer at the door 
spoke. 
 “Suicide, Inspector?” 
 “Looks like it. Yep, sure looks like it,” 
he answered. He dropped to his hands and 
knees, the better to observe the lax right hand. 
It was large and brown, and the nails on the 
first two fingers were clipped very short. Carr 
glanced at the other hand. All five nails 
extended a fraction of an inch beyond the tips 
of the fingers. 
 He got to his feet and glanced about 
the room again. Only one light was burning, a 
floor lamp to the left of the dead man; all the 
shades were drawn, and both bedroom doors 
were open. 
 “Hansen,” Carr said, “send the woman 
in here.” 
 She came, trembling, and twisting a 
handkerchief in her hands. 

 “Mrs. Jackson, was there anyone in the 
house at the time of the—uh—shooting, 
except Mr. Jackson and yourself?” 
 She shook her head. 
 “And has anything been moved since 
then?” 
 “No,” she replied. “I was careful of 
that. I’d read somewhere—” her voice choked 
off in a sob. 
 “Ah! I see . . . Mrs. Jackson, did your 
husband play a guitar or any other musical 
instrument?” 
 “A guitar?” she echoed, puzzled. 
“Why, no.” 
“Do you know any reason why your husband 
would kill himself?” 
 She hesitated a moment, then said 
slowly: 
 “Yes, he threatened to, last night and 
again tonight because — but I thought he was 
only joking.” 
 “Because?” Carr prompted. 
 “He’d found out that I was no longer 
in love with him — there was someone else. I 
was in the bathroom.”  She nodded 
toward the door to the right of the dead man. 
“I heard the shot and came out and saw him—
I put on my robe and ran . . .” 
 “She came running out on the street” 
Hanson said “and grabbed me.” 
 “I’m booking you on suspicion of 
murder, Mrs. Jackson. I asked you four 
questions and you lied twice, a pretty bad 
average.” 
 How did Inspector Carr know that 
Mrs. Jackson had killed her husband? 
(Solution on next page.) 
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Solution: 
 
THE wound was in the right temple. Jackson 
was left handed. He was cutting his nails when 
Mrs. Jackson fired the shot, and he had started 
with his right hand. A right handed person 
cuts the nails on his left hand first, and vice 
versa. A man would not be likely to stop in the 
process of cutting his nails to blow a hole in 
his head with his awkward hand, replace the 
scissors on the dresser and walk back to the 
chair and die, and certainly not in the time it 
would have taken Mrs. Jackson (by her own 
statement) to open the door and see him in the 
chair. 
 
the end. 
 


