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Nurses usually save lives, this one did the opposite! 
 

S MY train came around a curve I 
saw Danny Harrison pacing the 
platform of the funny little wooden 

railway station. As we came closer I could 
see he had on the outlandish old fur coat 
he’d worn in college. He came running 
toward us, scanning the coaches till he 
spotted me. Then he whirled like a shaggy 
pup, came romping alongside through the 
snow, waving and yelling. 
 “Bill, old boy. Am I glad to see 
you,” he cried, yanking off a fur mitten and 
beginning to pump my hand the moment I 
was off the train. “Good old Bill.” 
 “Easy on that ‘old’ stuff,” I 
laughed. “How are you, Danny?” 
 “New, Bill. Brand new. And do I 
like it!” 

 He took my bag, caught my arm 
with his other hand and propelled me 
toward a horse and cutter. He was new, all 
right. Danny looked like a particularly 
bouncy Santa Claus, and his eyes danced 
with life like sunlight on swift water. 
 “You know how glad I am,” I told 
him as we got settled. 
 “Marriage,” he said, giving me an 
impish side glance as he reached for the 
snow banked reins. “Are you ready to say 
that you were a very bad old 
grandmamma?” 
 “Somebody had to give you bad 
advice. Who had a better right than your 
lawyer?” 
 I couldn’t help remembering the 
last time I had seen him, as he joggled the 
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horse into motion, and our cutter moved off 
in a pleasant glide through the crisp snow. 
He had just come out of the hospital, 
officially from a cure for a nervous 
breakdown. Actually it had been caused by 
too much money and no parental control 
from the time he’d been fifteen. In four 
years Danny Harrison had been taken for 
nearly a quarter million in breach of 
promise settlements. 
 Of course he was badly 
disillusioned with all women—but—he had 
fallen in love with his nurse. He had 
assured me for a solid hour in my 
apartment one night that he had finally 
found the pot of gold. True enough he had 
thought that before. However, this time— 
And so on. 
 Later I had met the girl, Gloria. I’m 
not mystic, or psychic, but there was 
something about that girl I didn’t like. I 
couldn’t figure it at first. Then I decided 
what it was. It happens to some nurses. It 
comes from seeing so much of the ugliness 
of people at their worst. It had hit Gloria 
hard. Instantly I knew she detested all 
mankind. It’s not a pretty thing in a young 
woman. 
 I tried to talk Danny out of the 
marriage. But Gloria had had months to get 
her blows in. I finally gave up. Actually I 
didn’t have anything concrete against 
Gloria. But I knew I would have preferred 
to deal with any of the other smart little 
numbers who’d got Danny tangled up 
before. Because Gloria was more than a 
smart little schemer. 
 Now, looking at Danny, a 
completely happy man, I was on the point 
of admitting I had let my imagination run 
away with me. 
 
IT WAS nearly dark as we turned into the 
lane. Thick flakes of snow fell steadily, and 
the lighted house made a pleasant design in 

the clean white pattern of the quiet 
countryside. A police dog bounded happily 
toward us, falling into step with Danny 
after we turned the horse over to a hired 
man. I could sense Danny’s pride as Gloria 
peered from behind frilly curtains, then 
opened the door wide. 
 “Shake yourself, dear,” she 
admonished Danny. Then she turned to me 
as I started brushing the collar of snow 
from my overcoat. 
 “Hello, Bill. I’m very glad to see 
you.” 
 She was different, softer somehow 
in a simple pink housedress. I’d been 
wrong, I decided. She’d only needed a 
normal life. Anyhow, she’d forgiven me, 
knowing I’d tried to stop the marriage. The 
least I could do was be a sport. 
 “You’re a delightful specimen for a 
man coming in out of the snow, Gloria. 
The very essence of warmth and wife-
hood, and—and fried chicken?” I finished, 
sniffing hopefully. 
 “Danny said you were a glutton for 
it. He was all for killing half a dozen fryers, 
if you can imagine it. But, knowing the 
Boy Tempest, you can imagine it, all 
right,” she said, looking fondly at him as 
we came inside. 
 I watched them as Danny kissed 
her, then held her a moment, as though she 
were very precious. I was not only wrong 
about Gloria, I decided. I was just a little 
envious. And then, five minutes later, it 
happened. 
 Gloria had trundled us into the 
living room, and the pair of them waited 
for me to be properly impressed. It was a 
long, intimately low-ceilinged room with 
fur rugs on the floors, and a pleasant 
assortment of really comfortable furniture. 
The masterpiece, though, was an immense 
fireplace, copied right out of Dickens. It 
was cut in a deep semicircle. Around the 
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semicircle were stone benches, extending 
all the way back around the fire itself. 
 “This is wonderful,” I exclaimed. 
“And if it’s somebody’s idea of Heaven, 
I’m through with sin.” 
 Danny and I scooted inside the big 
stone fireplace, took seats at the extreme 
back, and sat lazily staring into the fire. In 
a moment Gloria came back with a pair of 
pewter mugs filled with steaming toddy. 
Danny took a draught, set his down, and 
began poking earnestly at the fire. 
 Then I turned to Gloria. She was 
facing me, in a position where Danny 
couldn’t see her. Waves of firelight made 
her face dance in color and shadow. I’ll 
never forget that moment. I lifted my toddy 
in a sort of salute, smiling at her. Her face 
was set in an expression that suddenly 
froze me. I had never seen such bloodless 
hate. Her eyes bored into me, cold and 
grim. Then slowly, boldly, her thin mouth 
smiled. Smiled a flat, dead smile! For a 
moment she was not a woman at all, but 
some weird, unreal thing from out of the 
flames. She looked ageless and weird in 
that strange light. 
 The look lasted no more than a 
second, and then she left us. I drank my 
toddy, and tried to forget it, but she left me 
with cold horror. It had been like the slash 
of a knife, tearing away the curtain of this 
sham hospitality, and showing me the grim 
machinations of a scheming mind. I hadn’t 
been wrong about Gloria! 
 
LATER, after dinner, Danny and I went 
into the library. We filled our pipes from 
his humidor, and I stretched in a big leather 
reading-chair, my feet on an ottoman. He 
began to pace, and I watched him 
speculatively, for a few seconds. 
 “Come to it, Danny,” I said finally. 
“You want to change the will. You don’t 
want to wait the year as I suggested.” 

 He came over and looked down at 
me. 
 “You say that—well, sort of 
disapprovingly. Can’t you see, Bill? Now 
that you’ve got to know her better? I don’t 
want her to have any trouble—just in case 
something should happen to me. You know 
what that swarm of relatives would do to 
her in court.” 
 I didn’t say anything. This was 
what she’d been waiting for. Without a 
will, she might be held down to a third of 
his estate, if he died. He’d had so many 
affairs, and this marriage was only a few 
months old. She didn’t want anything 
happening to Danny without a foolproof 
will. 
 “You’re a young man, Danny. 
There’s no big rush.” 
 “Sure, but—” he said. He made a 
vague motion with his pipe. “It’s a funny 
situation. I know she feels it, Bill. I want to 
make this gesture, and prove that I don’t 
mistrust her. She’s mentioned it—” 
 “Your will? She’s mentioned that?” 
I asked incredulously. 
 “No,” he said hastily. “Just about—
oh, about maybe there was some doubt in 
my mind as to why she’d married me—” 
 I understood. Of course she’d been 
too smart to talk about a will. But she’d 
accomplished the same thing more subtly. I 
watched Danny. 
 “You don’t have to make apologies 
for wanting to protect your wife,” I said. 
“Why are you doing it?” 
 “I’m not,” he said. “Bill, you’ve got 
to do it my way. We’ll remember all the 
relatives with a few thousand apiece, if 
they don’t contest. You know how. Listen, 
I never was happy before. I want to be with 
her. I don’t want anything to come between 
us,” he said, tensely. “You know what 
would happen to me if I were back 
single—” 
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 “All right, Danny. You’re the 
boss,” I said. So she had threatened him. 
Deftly of course. But threatened, 
nevertheless, after she’d made him 
dependent on her emotionally. She knew 
how desperate he was for a stable life. She 
knew he’d do anything to prevent 
shattering his life all over again. 
 Finally it was done, and he brought 
her into the library. If I had been uneasy 
before, I was really frightened now. For 
Danny. She sat on the arm of his chair as 
he read the will to her. She had her hand 
tucked around his neck, and long fingers 
caressed his cheek, as she looked directly at 
me. Her lips were set in that same dead 
smile, and her eyes like steel. She was 
telling me as Danny read that will, that she 
had won her game. It hadn’t been any little 
breach of promise business, or divorce 
settlement that she was after. She was 
playing the big game. 
 
Gloria showed me to my bedroom on the 
second floor, while Danny fixed the 
furnace for the night. The big police dog 
was curled in the hallway before Danny’s 
door. I remembered he’d told me the dog 
always slept there, on guard. 
 Gloria paused in the doorway of my 
room, and laughed softly. 
 “You don’t like me, do you?” 
 “What do you think?” 
 “I think it’s just too damn bad,” she 
said. “Just too damn bad.” 
 The snow had stopped when I piled 
into the big feather bed. I lay awake a long 
time. 
 I thought at first it was the cold that 
had waked me, because some of my covers 
had slipped to the floor. But in a moment I 
knew it wasn’t. Suddenly there rose the 
sound of a low whine. 
 I raised my head a little from the 
pillow, listened intently. The house was 

silent. Then it came again, louder this time. 
It was the howl of a dog. And it was inside 
the house, just down the hall. 
 The big police dog, I thought. I 
wondered if he were having a bad dream. 
The sound wavered out, then rose again, 
mournfully. 
 Suddenly with a shock that set my 
whole body rigid I remembered. A dog 
howls at death. And Danny’s dog was 
howling. Someone was dead in this house. 
 I sprang from bed, ran out into the 
hall to Danny’s door. I began to pound on 
it. There was no answer. I waited a few 
seconds, my whole body trembling with 
cold and fear. I banged the door again, my 
knocks echoing and dying dully in the far 
recesses of the quiet house. Then the dog 
raised his head again, let out a loud wail. 
For an instant I had a terrified feeling that 
only I was alive. I and this dog. That we 
were alone in a house of death. Then I 
whirled suddenly as I thought I heard the 
step of someone creeping along the dark 
hall. I was imagining. 
 Gloria’s voice cut out impatiently. 
 “Who is it?” 
 “Something’s wrong. Open up.” 
 There was the sound of her feet 
running, then the scraping of the chain lock 
as she released it. She stood staring at me 
blankly. She had on a filmy black 
nightgown, and she put a hand quickly 
across her breast as she became conscious 
of me. She turned back to the bed, caught 
up a blue dirndl robe, then slipped bare feet 
into fur-lined slippers. 
 “What’s the meaning of this?” 
 I stared vacantly past her to the bed 
she’d left. 
 “Where is he?” I said coldly. 
 The dog had slipped past, walked 
stiff-legged to an open door along the right 
wall. He stood motionless, head lowered, 
the hair on his cockles stiff. I followed 
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Gloria’s run to the door. She switched light 
onto the white interior of the bathroom, fell 
back shrieking suddenly. I went inside, 
stood rooted in fascinated horror. Danny 
was hanging. 
 
I DIDN’T realize till I’d admitted the 
sheriff and coroner that I was barefoot, in 
pajamas. My flesh was icy. 
 Gloria barely glanced up from the 
bed where she sat, shoulders slumped, as 
we walked in. I watched from the opening 
as the officers went about their work. My 
mind was milling feverishly with the 
problem. I wouldn’t believe Danny had 
killed himself. 
 The sheriff stood on the ledge of the 
bathtub for several minutes, scrutinizing 
the rope, his eyes squinting. Then he 
stepped to the floor, backed toward where I 
was standing for a better view of the 
rigging. The rope had been knotted around 
the drain pipe under the wash basin. 
Apparently Danny had then thrown the 
noose end up over the shower curtain bar, 
which was embedded solidly in tile walls at 
both ends of the tub. He’d stepped up on 
the edge of the tub, got into the noose, then 
stepped off. His feet dangled outside the 
tub, six inches above the floor. 
 The sheriff, a tall, somber-eyed 
man, nodded to the coroner and his men, 
turned to me. 
 “Come on out of the way. We’ll all 
go down and let the doc work.” 
 I stopped for robe and slippers, then 
joined him and Gloria in the front room 
downstairs. The sheriff was carrying a 
small log in one big hand. He threw it in 
the orange embers, stood punching it a 
moment before speaking. Then he looked 
at Gloria, hunched on a seat inside the 
fireplace. 
 “Why did he kill himself, Mrs. 
Harrison?” 

 “I don’t know,” she said hollowly, 
staring at the tiny flame spurts rising 
around the fresh log. “Maybe it came back 
on him.” 
 “What?” the sheriff asked, casually, 
his eyes appraising her. 
 “Danny was being treated for 
nervous breakdown when we met, you 
know. He had a very queer personality. 
But—but—” she said, her voice muffled. “I 
had thought he was so happy. So happy. 
But you never can be sure with mental 
sickness.” 
 I felt the anger streaming through 
me. 
 “Damn you!” I cried. “Danny 
wasn’t crazy!” 
 The sheriff let his gaze travel 
slowly to me. 
 “Who are you?” 
 “His lawyer. I came up here for the 
specific purpose of changing his will so 
she’ll benefit from his death by about a 
million dollars. I’ve known him since 
college. He was always wild. But he wasn’t 
crazy. He didn’t commit suicide.” 
 “No?” 
 “I’ll stake my life,” I cried, glaring 
at her.  “She’s a little woman, but she was a 
nurse. She had to be strong enough to 
handle people. She could have strangled 
him in his sleep, dragged his body in 
there—” 
 “I inspected the rope,” the sheriff 
said. “His body dropped into the noose. It 
wasn’t pulled up there by passing the rope 
over the shower bar, and tugging 
downward. A strong woman could have 
done that.” 
 “You inspected the rope?” I asked 
dumbly, the air going out of me. “And it 
shows he dropped—” 
 “He hates me, sheriff,” Gloria said, 
looking up at him, making her eyes wide. 
“He tried to stop our marriage.” 
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 “Is that so?” he returned politely. 
“Well, it appears strange to me that this 
strange man suddenly appears, and your 
husband suddenly kills himself. There is a 
possibility that the two of you are in love, 
and got rid of him. Between you, you could 
have lifted him into that noose.” 
 “Love!” I jeered. 
 The coroner came in then. 
 “Suicide, sheriff,” he said. “I 
inspected for bruises, that would indicate 
he had been lifted, but there are none on his 
body.” 
 “I’ll take your word,” the sheriff 
said. “And you, young fellow, better think 
twice before accusing people.” 
 “That’s official?” I said tightly. 
“Suicide, you say?” 
 “Suicide.” 
 
I WOULDN’T believe it. Gloria had killed 
him. Of course she couldn’t have lifted 
him, but—I went to the door. The sheriff 
and coroner were just driving away. I went 
slowly around the house, inspecting the 
snow carefully. No. No one had come in 
the house. It had stopped snowing by the 
time I went to bed, and any prints would 
have shown. 
 As I went back in, she confronted 
me. 
 “I want you to get out of my house 
at once. Go get your things.” 
 I walked past her, up the stairs to 
my room. I dressed, packed my bag. There 
was nothing to believe now but that Danny 
had committed suicide. The facts were 
plain. She could never have lifted him into 
a noose without help. No one had come 
into the house. The hired man lived in a 
small cottage a block away. The only 
possibility—that she had pulled his body 
up with the rope—was gone. The sheriff 
had thought of that. 
 As I went for the stairs I felt I must 

look at Danny once again. I went into the 
bedroom where he lay covered. I inspected 
it minutely, in the hopeless hope—then I 
saw something. 
 I set my bag down abruptly, strode 
quickly to the rug section between bed and 
bathroom. I got to my knees. Yes! The nap 
of the rug had been brushed. There was 
even a hair from the brush she had used. 
The hired man’s wife vacuum-cleaned the 
house daily, I knew. Why had the rug been 
brushed by hand in the middle of the night? 
I knew. Danny had been dragged across 
that section, and she had had to smooth the 
nap to match the rest of the floor. 
 If so, he had been killed in bed. I 
looked thoughtfully at the bed, an old brass 
post type, probably antique. I pulled it out 
from the wall, got to my knees in the space 
between the head of the bed and wall. If my 
theory was right, some of the rope must 
have shredded, fallen to the floor. I was 
right! I found two or three tiny hemp 
bristles. I inspected the brass bedpost 
directly above where the rope fragments 
had fallen. 
There was a small horizontal strip on the 
post which looked as though it had been 
polished vigorously. The rough surface of a 
rope pulled across it would be abrasive 
enough to give the polished effect. I knew 
how she had strangled him as he slept. 
Putting the noose around his neck, she had 
passed the rope around this bedpost. Then 
she had probably got out of bed, carried the 
end of the rope to the middle of the room. 
That way, standing up, she could get more 
force, and also be out of his reach if he 
struggled. She had merely jerked the rope 
tight, held it till he was dead! 
 But that was as far as I could go. 
Granted that she had strangled him in his 
sleep, then dragged his body into the 
bathroom, I could still prove nothing. For if 
she had tugged the body to its hanging 
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position by passing the rope over the 
shower curtain bar, and pulling down, the 
rope would have showed. I went to the 
bathroom, stared till my eyes ached. Could 
he have been lifted somehow that would 
absolutely defy detection? There seemed 
no way. 
 
I WHIRLED suddenly as the door from the 
hall opened. Gloria stood in the entrance, 
her face drained, her mouth a thin slash 
line. 
 “I told you to get out!” 
 I didn’t speak, because I had the 
answer. I strode to her swiftly, yanked her 
inside, roughly, locked the door, and 
pocketed the key. 
 “I know,” I said. “I know how you 
did it.” 
 Her face set rigidly, but it didn’t 
prevent the quick ascent of pink up her 
throat to the tips of her exposed ears. She 
shrugged. Then calmly she walked over to 
a lounge, leaned back and watched me with 
amusement. Deliberately she stretched her 
legs along the lounge, smoothed the 
diaphanous black nightgown against them. 
 “I’m interested, Master Mind.” 
 There was only one way she could 
have done it without bruising his body. I 
turned my head slowly, scanning the room 
for the hiding place. I was positive she’d 
not had the chance to get it out of this 
room. I walked to the clothes closet, 
plunged in, yanked dress after dress off 
hangers. 
 “Stop it!” she cried. She ran across 
the room, grabbed my arm, digging her 
nails in my sleeve. “Stop!” 
 Fire flashed from her black eyes, 
and the pulse hammered in the hollow of 
her throat. Her face was flushed. 
 “A girl with a million dollars isn’t 
that concerned over a few frocks!” 
 I saw the anger die; the terror come 

to life. 
 “You—” 
 Then I spotted the fur coat, clear in 
the back of the closet. I yanked it out on a 
hunch. The lining was slashed at the 
bottom. I plunged my hand into the 
opening. In a moment I came out with the 
second rope! 
 “The original rope,” I said, my 
voice deadly. “This is the one you 
strangled him with. This is the one you 
hoisted his body by.” 
 I strode to the bathroom. I yanked a 
Turkish towel from a rack, wadded it, put it 
in the noose. I tossed the towel in the noose 
to the floor. 
 I pulled it along, glanced at her. 
 “Danny was harder to drag, wasn’t 
he?” 
 I pulled the towel to the edge of the 
tub, tossed the other end of the rope up 
over the shower bar. Then I backed away, 
got to the floor, made a half hitch of the 
rope around the drain pipe under the wash 
bowl. 
 “You sat and pulled like this,” I 
said, pulling down on the rope, which 
brought my towel up a few inches. “A few 
inches at a time. Each time, because of the 
weight, you tightened your rope around this 
drain pipe, so Danny wouldn’t slip down 
again. Even so, it was a job, but it could be 
done. Finally he was clear up. You tied this 
end of the rope on this pipe, like this,” I 
said, doing so. 
 I got up. She was like a woman 
hypnotized, and in deadly fear. 
 “Then you brought the second 
rope—the one we found on Danny—the 
one without telltale evidence. You tied one 
end of it down there under the wash bowl. 
The noose end you passed up over the 
shower bar. Then you climbed up, put the 
second noose around Danny’s neck, while 
he was hanging. The second rope was just 
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below the first. Then you untied the first 
rope. His body fell into the second noose. 
You took the other rope off, hid it, to be 
destroyed later.” 
 
I COULD almost see the animal 
calculation going on in her eyes. She let her 
robe fall apart, walked to me, her body 
revealed in the black nightgown. She 
started to slip her arms around me, turn her 
face up to me. 
 “The next move,” I said, taking her 
wrists, pushing her arms down, “is to show 
me what an attractive woman you are.” 
 “You think I’m not—do you think I 
am fooled? Haven’t I seen your eyes on 
me?” 
 “And your fatal allure failing, there 
is always the money,” I said, my voice 
straining more and more. “Half a million 
for my part—or would you go even 
higher?” 
 “Everything,” she cried. “Me. The 
money. Whatever you say. But my God, 
Bill—what good would it do you to send 
me to prison? Be smart. Please!” 
 I laughed at her. 
 “Bill, you could forget you hate 
me,” she cried, her face suffused. “I could 
show you. I could make you happy like you 
never dreamed ... What did he care for you! 
Five thousand he gave you! With all his 
money. He wasn’t your friend—” 
 I just stared at her. Then the 
contempt began to ebb from my face. I was 
acting like some correspondence school 
detective. And I was a lawyer! I should 
have known better. 
 Gloria was crafty. Maybe the wits 
were scared out of her for the moment, but 
smart as she was she could get out of this 
thing the way it stood. There’d be plenty of 
ways for her to slip out of this.... I had 
stated to the sheriff that I didn’t trust her. 
That, in front of a jury, might be construed 

as spite. She had told the sheriff I hated 
her. She would tell a jury. She might make 
them believe I had planned to get most of 
Danny’s money, and hated her because she 
got it. 
 I knew how beautifully she could 
play the innocent, loving wife. Probably 
she could play the persecuted role even 
better. Combine her acting talents with her 
looks, pit that against a male jury ... 
 I could be crafty too. 
 “Let me think, Gloria,” I said. I put 
my hand to my eyes. Then I looked at her, 
my mouth lax, as though the will had been 
stripped from me. My glance slithered 
downward as though helplessly enthralled 
by the shadowed flesh. “No!” I cried. 
“Give me time. To think. Leave me alone a 
few minutes—” 
 
I SHIFTED sidewise, stepped around her, 
almost running. I flung out of the bedroom 
as a man pursued. I went down to the 
library, closed the door, caught up the 
phone on Danny’s desk. 
 “Sheriff’s office,” I said, just above 
a whisper. 
 He wasn’t in. 
 “His house, then,” I said tensely. 
 Seconds later he answered. 
 “She did it, sheriff. Get someone to 
your house with shorthand pad. Get 
witnesses,” I rushed. “This is how she 
killed Danny—” 
 I spilled out the whole story. 
 “Flimsy,” he said. 
 “Hell!” I grated. “Listen, I don’t 
expect you to believe me, but will you get 
some witnesses there by your phone?” 
 “All right.” 
 “I’ll make her talk,” I said. “She’ll 
tie herself up so tight she can’t wiggle out 
of it. Keep that line open—and have 
someone taking down every word—” 
 I inserted wadded paper under the 
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cutoff receiver bracket of the upright 
phone. Then I replaced the receiver. 
 “Can you hear me?” I said, bending 
to the mouthpiece. 
“Not very well,” his voice crackled through 
the receiver. “You’ll have to get her pretty 
close to the phone.” 
 My heart was pounding furiously. I 
felt the bottom slipping out from under my 
scheme. Then I saw in the corner, the home 
recording set... 
 
IT WAS ten minutes later that she came 
down. 
 “Have you decided—darling?” she 
said. She moved to the desk, slipped her 
body up on it, sat looking down at me in 
the chair before her. She’d made up her lips 
and eyes carefully. I could see the tiny 
moist circle on the upper part of the 
diaphanous black nightgown where she’d 
put perfume. 
 The phone was back of her. 
 “Sit here,” I said, my voice hoarse. 
 Her feet touched the floor lightly, 
her body twisting around in a lithe 
movement. She snuggled into my lap. Her 
fingers touched my face lightly. She had 
perfumed her hands too. This woman was 
smart! 
 “It’s been a shock, darling,” she 
purred. “But I think you are going to 
forget—” 
 That strange smile touched her face 
briefly. Then she caught my head fiercely, 
buried it against her. In a moment I said, 
“You’re smart, Gloria—and beautiful.” 
 “It’s a combination hard to beat,” 
she said. She laughed. Then, abruptly, she 
jumped to her feet. She whirled and faced 
me. “You’d like me to confess, wouldn’t 
you?” 
 Her eyes were suddenly livid. 
 “But while you’ve been thinking, 
I’ve been thinking too,” she said, her voice 

brittle. “You haven’t got a thing on me. If 
you think you have, turn me in. And so 
help me God I’ll drag you to hell with me! 
I’ll tell them you’re my lover—the sheriff 
thought that anyway.” 
 “I won’t turn you in,” I said. “You 
know that—now. But you couldn’t involve 
me, Gloria. You’re the one who hanged 
Danny. Alone. The two ropes prove that.” 
 She laughed tonelessly. “You prove 
it!” 
 “Simple logic,” I said, bending 
forward. “If both of us had done it we 
could have lifted his body. We wouldn’t 
have needed the second rope.” 
 “I’ll tell them we tried it,” she said 
shrilly. “And we weren’t strong enough. 
And you hadn’t been sure if we could lift 
his body, so you brought the second rope, 
just in case. We had to use it.” 
 “Damn you, you know I had 
nothing to do with it!” 
 “It’s not what I know,” she taunted. 
“Sure I did it. But will a jury believe that a 
poor innocent little widow like me could 
have thought up all those technical points 
the police would look for? Ha. That’s the 
working of a legal mind, Bill Starling. 
You’re the one who knew the police would 
inspect the rope. You’re the one who knew 
the rope had to show only a downward 
pull, or it would betray us. Who could have 
thought of that second rope except 
someone used to dealing in law? All right, 
Bill, you can turn me over. They’ll only 
give me twenty years— maybe less. I 
won’t like that. But you won’t like 
hanging! I’ll tell them you were the 
Svengali who made me do it. I was just 
poor Trilby!” 
 “I told you I wouldn’t turn you in,” 
I cried. “Like you said, we’ll go away 
together. We can be happy.” 
 “Fool!” she spat. “You had me 
scared. But you’re the scared one now. You 
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wouldn’t dare turn me in. You have no 
hold on me. You think I’d split the profits 
with you, now! It was my brains. I did it 
myself. You’re out. I always did hate you. 
You tried to keep Danny from marrying me 
to begin with. Well, I got what I wanted. 
The whole damned estate. In spite of you.” 
 “I doubt it,” I said, getting to my 
feet. “Every word you said went right over 
the phone wires to the sheriff’s office—” 
 
SHE laughed. Then she held out her 
clenched hand. She unclenched it, looked at 
me squarely as she displayed the wad of 
paper in her palm. 
 “The first thing I did, when I sat on 
the desk, was take this paper out from 
under the receiver hook. All the sheriff 
heard was my calling you darling. The line 
went dead from the time I got on your lap. 
I’m sure the sheriff will be intrigued with 
what he heard—my calling you darling, 
Bill Starling.” She began to laugh. 
 I lunged toward her, then. She 
stepped away agilely. A tiny automatic 
appeared from a pocket of her robe. 
 “March,” she said, her lips tight to 
her teeth. “Upstairs. With your own hands, 
you’re going to burn that other rope!” 
 I hesitated. I turned as though 
obeying. Then I dived. I spilled her all over 
the floor. I almost broke her wrist before 

she let go the gun. Then I stood over her, 
motioned her to a chair. Her hair was 
spilled over her face, and she came as near 
hissing as I’d ever heard any human. She 
was a mad, beautiful animal. 
 I went to the desk, reached under it, 
brought out the microphone of the home 
recording set concealed there. 
 “Get it all, sheriff?” 
 I picked up the receiver of the 
phone. 
 “Good work, Starling,” he said 
excitedly. “My men should be there by 
now. . . .” 
 I faced her again. 
 “I didn’t need the phone 
mouthpiece. It wasn’t good enough to pick 
up our voices, anyhow, Gloria. So I had 
your microphone wired to the out wire of 
the phone. When you took out the paper, 
you merely cut the line so no one could talk 
in. Your voice and mine went out.” 
 “Damn you,” she said. “Damn you. 
D—” 
 “But I knew you were clever. I 
thought you’d suspect a trick. So, to keep 
you from searching around too much, I left 
the paper wadded under the receiver hook. 
Smart, baby. You discovered it. Then 
proceeded to talk yourself right into 
another noose.” 

 


