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EAR me, Kit, this visitor 
certainly is in a hurry.”  

front doorbell o
It was eleven P.M. The 

f Dr. Feather’s apartment 
was ringing with steady violence. In his 
faded old dressing gown and carpet 
slippers little Dr. Feather sat expectant, 
while Kit, his small, dark-haired young 
daughter, went to the door. 

The visitor was Detective-sergeant 
Blaine, a plainclothes police detective. Dr. 
Feather had known him for many years. 

“Well, well, Sergeant. Come in. Sit 
down—or are you in a rush? You 
sounded—” 

“Murder case,” Blaine said. “Mighty 
glad you haven’t gone to bed, Dr. Feather. 
I sort of hated—”  

“Oh, that’s all right, Sergeant. 
Murder—”   

“Right around the corner from here. So 
I thought, instead of phoning—”  

“Of course, Sergeant. You think I can 
be of help? That’s fine. Get my shoes, Kit. 
Hurry, child—can’t you see the sergeant is 
in a rush?”  

“Yes, Father.”  
“An old musician got murdered,” 

Blaine was saying. “It happened only an  
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hour ago. Captain Mac phoned for me—
looks like an inside job. If it is, we got the 
murderer.” 

“Musician, Sergeant? A musician got 
murdered?”  

“Yeah. Maybe you’ve heard of him, an 
old-timer. Antoine Giorni. Never heard of 
him myself, but—”  

“Antoine Giorni! Dear me, Sergeant, 
why of course I’ve heard of him. Twenty 
years ago, before my girl Kit was born, he 
was a famous concert pianist. Good 
gracious, how that takes one back! Why, I 
can I remember then Antoine Giorni 
was—”  

“Yeah. Well, that’s him. We got four 
suspects—two young men an’ two young 
women. They was paired off when the 
shot was fired. Damn queer layout, Dr. 
Feather. Looks to me like one couple is 
innocent an’ the other is lyin’ its head off. 
But I’ll be dogged if I can figure out which 
is which.”  

“Dear me, that’s too bad— Will I need 
an overcoat, Kit?”  

“Yes, Father.”  
“Shall she get our car, Sergeant?”  
“No, mine’s out front. Come on.”  
“All right. Where’s my hat, Kit? 

Goodness, I hate to rush like this. It gets 
me all confused. We’re ready, Sergeant. 
Dear me, old Antoine Giorni murdered. 
That’s terrible.”  

The old-fashioned home of Antoine 
Giorni was a big, square, two-story 
structure set in a little garden with the city 
apartment houses crowding it. A relic of 
former generations, it stood with huge 
trees shrouding its shabby dignity. The 
walls of the adjacent apartment buildings 
were windowless; but the windows across 
the front street, the street itself and 
Giorni’s small front garden held a crowd 
of curious onlookers, attracted by the 
commotion of arriving police cars. 

Sergeant Blaine drove into the side-
yard, and a policeman on guard at once 
admitted them to the house.  

“I got the four inmates all in the lower 
studio,” Blaine was saying. “Captain 
Mac’s gone now. The body will be taken 
as soon as you’ve seen it, Dr. Feather.” He 
was leading Dr. Feather and Kit through a 
dim, shabby lower hallway. He added, 
“Cap’n Mac and I—we grilled these four 
people pretty snappy. Got a lot of dope, 
but it don’t seem to mean much. Damn 
queer layout, I’m tellin’ you. See what you 
think.”  

When the shot was fired which ended 
the life of seventy-year-old Antoine 
Giorni, the four people in the house with 
him were his granddaughter, Paula; his 
protégé, Carl Bentz, a young pianist; 
Robert Clark, a salesman; and a flashy 
theatrical-looking young woman named 
Vivian LaGrange. They were here in the 
lower studio now—a huge musty old room 
with pictures of musical composers and 
performers lining its walls, and its 
furnishings dominated by a huge ebony 
grand piano, piled with bound musical 
volumes and littered with sheet music. 

 
HE two young men and two young 
girls, all fully clad, stood tense and 

frightened as Sergeant Blaine introduced 
little Dr. Feather. And against the wall the 
small, dark little Kit stood silent, 
unnoticed. 

“My goodness,” Dr. Feather said, “sit 
down, all of you. Antoine Giorni! Why, 
his magnificent playing, in the old days—I 
am indeed sorry, Miss Paula.”  

Certainly of the four suspects the most 
appealing in aspect was Paula Giorni, 
small, dark-haired in beautiful Latin 
fashion. She seemed shocked and. grief-
stricken. She smiled wanly, and 
murmured: 
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“Oh, thank you, sir. I—I can hardly 
realize it yet—”  

Tears welled in her luminous dark 
eyes; and little Dr. Feather turned hastily 
to the young man beside her—Carl Bentz, 
the old maestro’s protégé. 

“You, too, loved him,” Dr. Feather 
said gently. 

“Yes,” Bentz agreed. “He taught me 
all that I know about music.”  

Romantic-looking fellow, this Carl 
Bentz. Thirty or thirty-five perhaps; tall, 
slender, with pale, handsome features and 
a wavy mass of black hair, longish about 
his ears. 

“They’re the only two who live here,” 
Sergeant Blaine put in. “No servants. Miss 
Giorni does the housework. Now tonight 
for dinner, this Robert Clark arrived. Get 
this, Dr. Feather—old Antoine Giorni died 
rich. Robert Clark here, he’s in love with 
Miss Giorni—”  

“Are you?” Dr. Feather demanded. 
“Yes, I am,” young Robert Clark said. 

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of, is it?”  
Robert Clark was a hardware 

salesman, the brisk-looking well-setup, 
business type—blond, muscular, smooth-
shaven, neatly dressed in a tweed business 
suit. 

“Ashamed?” Dr. Feather echoed. 
“Good gracious, no. You ought to be 
proud.”  

“But the old man didn’t approve of it,” 
Sergeant Blaine said. “He preferred his 
protégé, this Carl Bentz. He always 
expected Bentz to marry Paula. Looked on 
this Clark as an interloper.”  

“And who is this?” Dr. Feather 
demanded. He turned to the vivid blonde 
who stood apart from the others, defiantly 
regarding them. .”What’s your name, 
young woman?” 

“Vivian LaGrange. I came here to see 
Paula Giorni.”  

“But I do not know her,” Paula 

exclaimed. “I never laid eyes on her 
before—none of us ever did.”  

“Well if I thought I was gonna get 
mixed up in a murder I damn sure 
wouldn’t have come,” the blonde retorted. 

“Why did you come?” Dr. Feather 
asked mildly. 

“That’s my business. An’ no damn 
policeman—”  

“That’s enough of that,” Sergeant 
Blaine interposed. “Here’s what they all 
agree happened, Dr. Feather. Mr. Clark 
came to dinner. He, with Miss Giorni, the 
old man, and Carl Bentz, spent the evening 
mostly in this room. At ten o’clock old 
man Giorni was tired. He was ready to go 
up to bed. His bedroom’s on the second 
floor—a sort of three room suite—
bedroom, a little studio an’ a den. He went 
up, an’ Miss Paula an’ Mr. Bentz went 
with him.”  

“Carl always went,” Paula said 
tremulously. “Every night—Grandfather 
never would go to bed until Carl had 
played for him on the piano up there. He—
he liked to sit in the dark, in the den—and 
drift off, while Carl played.”  

“He was what you call a 
sentimentalist,” Carl Bentz said. “I think—
in my music as he sat there—he was 
recreating his youth.”  

“You went up to play for him,” Dr. 
Feather said. “Miss Paula went with you?” 

 
ES,” the girl said. “I went, and sat 
with Carl at the piano as he 

played. And then—we had not been there 
more than a couple of minutes—” 

Dr. Feather stood alert, with his head 
tilted sidewise like an intent little bird. 

“And you left Robert Clark down here 
alone?” he said quickly. 

“No,” Sergeant Blaine interjected. 
“They were just goin’ up the stairs when 
the front doorbell rang. Clark answered it. 
This LaGrange woman arrived. Miss Paula 
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said she would be down presently. So—”  
“So I came in here with him,” Vivian 

LaGrange put in. “We hadn’t been here 
more than—”  

“You and Mr. Clark?” Dr. Feather 
asked. 

“Yeah. It was sort of embarrassing—
us not knowin’ each other. So we talked 
about the weather a couple of minutes or 
so, an’ then we heard a pistol shot 
upstairs—” 

“An’ that’s the story,” Sergeant Blaine 
said grimly. 

“It happens to be the truth,” Robert 
Clark declared. “I don’t exactly like your 
attitude, Sergeant,” he snapped. 

Dr. Feather said hastily, “You, Miss 
Paula—what were you and Mr. Bentz 
doing?” 

“Carl was playing the piano,” Paula 
said. “I was sitting beside him.” 

“An’ in the next room,” Sergeant 
Blaine explained; “with the door open 
between them, old man Giorni sat in his 
chair in the dark, listenin’ to the music. 
There was an open door in front of him, 
leadin’ into the hall—You tell it, Mr. 
Bentz.” 

“Well,” Bentz said, “I was half way 
through the first piece; Paula was right 
beside me at the keyboard. Our backs were 
to the door. Suddenly we heard a shot—” 

“Where was it?” Dr. Feather 
demanded. 

“In the room with Mr. Giorni. It 
sounded just about there. Paula and I 
jumped up from the piano and rushed in. 
We smelled the smoke of the pistol shot. 
There was enough moonlight from the 
window so we could see him, lying dead, 
and at the sight of him, Paula fainted. I 
picked her up, then in a minute or two she 
was all right. And we heard Robert Clark 
and this LaGrange woman calling from the 
front hall stairs. Then we all got together 
and phoned for the police.”  

There was a brief, tense silence. “I 
think, Sergeant, we ought to inspect the 
body,” Dr. Feather said at last. 

“Sure. Come on,” Blaine agreed. “You 
people stay here.”  

“We won’t be long,” Dr. Feather 
added. “Dear me, I hope not.” 

 
HEY left the room. Silently little Kit 
Feather was with them. 

“Now what I figure,” Blaine said, as 
they mounted the stairs, “is that when the 
shot was fired Bentz was playin’ the piano 
with Paula beside him—or else they’re 
both lyin’ like hell.” 

“I can’t imagine that girl Paula Giorni 
lying,” Kit murmured. 

“Good gracious, no,” Dr. Feather 
agreed. 

“Well then,” Blaine said, “young Clark 
an’ the LaGrange woman were downstairs 
hearin’ the piano and the shot upstairs—or 
else they weren’t. You can take your 
choice.” 

“No possibility of an outside 
maurauder, Sergeant?”  

“Seems not. Bentz and Miss Paula 
were so close. They got to the old man in a 
few seconds, smelled the smoke. The 
window in that room was closed, locked 
on the inside. Clark an’ the LaGrange 
woman didn’t hear any footsteps, no 
intruder runnin’ around the house—
nothin’ like that. An inside job. Like I 
said, one of these couples is lyin’ like hell. 
But I’ll be dogged if— Well, here’s the 
body, Dr. Feather.”  

There were three small inter-
communicating rooms, each with a 
doorway to the narrow upper hall some 
twenty feet from the staircase head. The 
center room was furnished as a den, with a 
couch, table and chairs. In a deep chair, 
just about in the center of the room and 
facing the hall door, the body lay 
sprawled—Antoine Giorni, frail old man 
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with a leonine head of longish, shaggy 
white hair. The head sagged; the hands 
dangled over the chair arms. On the 
ruffled white shirt front, under the long 
flowing black tie a gruesome crimson stain 
marked where the bullet had gone. 

For a moment Dr; Feather stood 
staring. “Antoine Giorni,” he murmured, 
“I never thought I’d see you like this. Dear 
me, Sergeant—”  

“The direction of the bullet,” Blaine 
said, “was easy to figure.” The sergeant 
gestured. “It came from about here, Dr. 
Feather. Here in the hall doorway, or just 
outside it in the hall. Just the opposite 
direction from where Bentz and Paula 
were at the piano!”  

The upright piano in the adjoining 
room showed, behind the body, through 
the communicating door. Kit Feather was 
standing now in the hall at the den door, 
the place from which the shot evidently 
had come. 

“This tea wagon, Father—”  
A little old-fashioned, wheeled tea 

wagon, with a few dishes piled on its top 
with a white cloth under them, stood in the 
hall near the door. Dr. Feather gazed at it. 
Then he bent down beside it. 

“Your eyes are better than mine, Kit.”  
“Yes, Father.” Presently the girl 

straightened. “This was the place, Father. 
Here on this white cloth.”  

“Dear me, yes. Puzzling. But you’re 
right, Sergeant. The shot came from about 
here. You didn’t find the revolver?”  

“No.”  
“You searched?”  
“Damme yes. Cap’n Mac had the 

house ransacked. But that doesn’t say it 
ain’t somewheres in the house.”  

“Good gracious, no. Of course not.”  
Dr. Feather was at the locked single 

window of the den now, peering with 
cupped hands at the shrouding moonlit 
trees close outside. 

“That window was locked,” Blaine 
said. “No burglar climbed in.”  

“My goodness, I wasn’t thinking that, 
Sergeant. I was wondering what piece of 
music old Antoine Giorni was destined to 
hear for his last piece.”  

Little Dr. Feather’s smile was wistful 
as he met Blaine’s astonished stare. 

“What Bentz was playin’?” the 
sergeant gulped. “How do I know?”  

“Run down and ask him, Kit,” Dr. 
Feather said. 

Like a shadow the girl was gone. 
“Music,” Dr. Feather said, “is a wonderful 
art. I love it, Sergeant. Dear me, yes. I 
certainly do love music.”  

In a moment little Kit was back. “Miss 
Paula says Chopin’s Raindrop Prelude, 
Father. The music is here.” 

“The Raindrop Prelude! Dear me, I 
wouldn’t need any music. I know it very 
well. So do you, Kit?”  

“Yes, Father.” 
For a moment little Dr. Feather stood 

dreamily staring into vacancy as though all 
his mind were absorbed with the beauty of 
Chopin’s Raindrop Prelude. 

“You can hear the raindrops falling, 
Kit. That slow, reiterated bass note—like 
raindrops.”  

“I remember it. I think that’s the 
answer, Father.”  

“Why goodness, so do I, Kit. But 
where is the thing hidden? I can’t imagine, 
in just that minute or two—”  

“What’s hidden?” Blaine demanded. 
“What’s the answer? What you mean?”  

Dr. Feather had shaken from his 
reverie. He said softly, briskly, “We’ll 
have to lay a trap, Sergeant. Take a shot in 
the dark, as it were. It may work out all 
right. I hope so. Now listen, we’re all 
finished with this investigation.”  

“Finished with this investigation? 
But—”  

“Don’t echo me, Sergeant. Good 
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gracious, just do what I tell you. Now 
listen carefully—” 

 
T two that morning, the house of 
Antoine Giorni was dark, silent. 

Sergeant Blaine had persuaded Vivian 
LaGrange and Robert Clark to remain for 
the night, so that they would be available 
for Captain Mac’s further questioning in 
the morning. The body had been removed 
for autopsy. 

One policeman was on guard at the 
lower front door. Another was on the flat 
roof, and two others were hidden among 
the trees and shrubs of the backyard, but 
the four inmates of the house did not know 
that. Nor did they know that although 
ostensibly Sergeant Blaine, Dr. Feather 
and Kit had said good night and departed, 
in reality they had done nothing of the 
kind. 

Now, at two A.M., they were hidden in 
the little den where Antoine Giorni had 
been shot. And the four young people in 
the house did not know that they were 
there. 

A neighborhood church clock chimed 
two. “Dear me,” Dr. Feather murmured, 
“that hidden weapon ought to be retrieved 
some time tonight.”  

The den and its adjoining rooms were 
only faintly pallid with moonlight. Partly 
behind the couch, with the open hall door 
hiding them, Dr. Feather, Kit and the 
bulky Sergeant Blaine crouched in the 
darkness. The interior of the house was 
silent; the four inmates had all gone to 
bed, it seemed, at least two hours ago. 

Then suddenly Kit murmured, 
“Someone coming, Father!”  

Slow, cautious, approaching footsteps 
sounded. Someone here in the upper 
hall—coming into the den. 

Sergeant Blaine stirred. But Dr. 
Feather’s hand restrained him. A blob 
loomed before them. A man. He went to 

the window. The click of the window lock 
sounded; then the scrape as he raised the 
sash. 

 
R. FEATHER murmured, “My 
goodness, is he trying to escape? Get 

him, Kit!”  
But the girl already was darting like a 

moving shadow. And Dr. Feather cried, 
“Light the light, Sergeant! We’ve got 
him!”  

There was the sound of a scuffle at the 
window. The room light flashed on. The 
man at the window stood writhing with 
pain, with one of his arms twisted up and 
behind him, held by the expert but panting 
little Kit. Her other hand had a revolver 
pressed against his side.  

“You better stop fighting,” she 
murmured. “Father wouldn’t want me to 
shoot you.” 

“Dear me, no! Don’t Kit! There’s your 
man, Sergeant.”  

It was Carl Bentz. He stood pallid and 
sullen. The commotion in a moment 
brought the three others from their rooms. 
The woman Vivian LaGrange was the first 
to come. She stood in her borrowed pink 
silk nightgown, gaping at Carl Bentz.  

“My Gawd—”  
“The murderer,” little Dr. Feather said. 

“You and the others—you go back.”  
“My Gawd—a murderer? Why, the 

dirty rat! He’s my husband, Dr. Feather. 
We been separated eight years. When I 
heard about this Paula Giorni business he 
told me by long distance telephone he was 
just gonna inherit big money. He never 
could divorce me. I wouldn’t let him.” 

“Shut up, you damn fool,” Bentz 
rasped. 

“Yeah? Well I won’t shut up. He was 
gonna hand me a big lump sum, Dr. 
Feather. Sort of hush money—buy me off. 
Maybe he could of—I’m no saint—”  

“She’s been a damn blackmailer,” 
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Bentz shouted. “She—”  
Little Dr. Feather raised his hands. 

“Dear me, don’t let’s have ugly words. 
That looks like your motive, Sergeant. 
Now if you want to see the weapon—”  

He went to the window, leaned out 
precariously; and when he turned back he 
was holding a small revolver. “Well!” 
Blaine gasped. 

“In the crotch of a tree limb,” Dr. 
Feather said. “I didn’t notice it until just a 
little while ago. You could just see a dark 
blob.”  

Curious weapon. The revolver was 
mounted in a metal bracket. A piano string 
was stretched taut, and almost touching the 
string was a tiny metal plate from which a 
fine wire connected with a battery and 
with a small-springed plunger against the 
revolver trigger.  

“Ingenious little thing,” Dr. Feather 
was saying. “When that piano string 
touches the metal plate it makes electric 
contact and fires the revolver. He had it on 
a shelf of the tea wagon. Kit and I saw 
where the table cloth, hanging down, was 
powder-stained. He trained it on the chair 
where he knew Mr. Giorni would sit. He 
hadn’t expected Miss Paula to come up 
with him. His playing the piano would be 
a good alibi. You can’t very well shoot a 

man while you’re playing the piano in the 
next room with your back to him. But 
Paula came—and that made the alibi 
better. After the shot, he had about half a 
minute when she fainted, so he hid the 
weapon out the window, in the tree, 
expecting to retrieve it later. He had to get 
it tonight—in the daylight it would be 
spotted at once.” 

“But what fired the damn thing?” the 
Sergeant demanded. 

“Very simple—dear me, yes. You see, 
that Raindrop Prelude is a peculiar piece. 
My girl Kit and I realized that instantly, 
Sergeant. Look it over some time. It 
pounds one note maybe a hundred times. 
And a reiterated vibration like that—well, 
it sets up vibrations of similar character in 
other things. Marconi said once that a 
vibration lasting long enough would rock a 
city. My goodness, I guess it would. And 
this piano string on the revolver, tuned to 
an octave of the reiterated note in the 
Raindrop Prelude—it vibrated very 
violently almost immediately. And fired 
the revolver. Science is a wonderful thing, 
isn’t it?”  

Little Dr. Feather was smiling with 
pleasure. “It’s nice my girl Kit and I were 
able to help you, Sergeant. Dear me, yes, 
we’re certainly pleased.” 

 


