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By William R. Cox 
 

Headquarters Detective Marty Craig didn’t know what was going to happen to the force when they 
gave him Skeets Perryman as a homicide buddy. For Skeets had a nice new degree from college. And 

Skeets had to prove that you don’t have to have flat feet to have a level head. 
 

ARTY CRAIG said: “First it was 
fingerprints. Then ballistics. Then 
laboratories all over the joint. Now 

it’s college cops. The force is gone to hell.” 
 “Skeets” Perryman sighed and leaned 
back in the chair. There was no one in the 
homicide office but him and Craig. It was 
close to midnight and the rain was beating 
against the windows. 
 Craig was a big man with a thick neck 
and the hard, cold blue eyes of the born cop. 
He was graying on top and his feet were flat, 
but he had the strength and durability, Skeets 
knew, of a bull. 
 Skeets, young, slim, debonair in his 
blue serge suit and neatly shined shoes, looked 
like a prosperous business man. His carefully 
kept hands were muscular and his carriage 
was straight and almost military, but he could 
not and did not look like a cop. 
 Craig growled on: “I been on this job 
twenty years. I dunno what I ever did to get a 
college guy for a pardner. I dunno....” 
 Skeets said: “Why don’t you lay off, 
Marty? I don’t bite. And I don’t play marbles. 
So you were on the force twenty years. And 
you’re still a first-grade detective.” 
 Craig banged a big fist on the table and 
said: “Don’t talk back to me, Perryman. And 
don’t gimme that stuff. I might be still a 
ranker but my hands are clean. Get that 
straight.” 
 “I know, I know,” said Skeets 
placatingly. “You’re an honest cop, Marty. 
You don’t wear the collar of any dirty 
politician. I know all that. But listen to me for 
a minute. 
 “I went on the force because I was 
broke. I had a B. A. from Princeton and a 
family name and no job and no money. I 
deliberately chose the police because as a kid I 

always wanted to be a cop. Did you want to 
grow up to be a cop, Marty?” 
 “I wanted to be a motorman,” admitted 
Marty, off guard for the moment. He added 
hastily: “That ain’t got nothin’ to do with it. 
College guys ain’t got no right bein’ cops. 
They ain’t got the nut for it. It takes a bulldog 
to do this job. College guys got too much 
imagination or somethin’.” 
 

KEETS said temperately: “I did my time 
in blues, Marty. They made me a 

plainclothes man, and I did a year in that. 
When I asked for homicide detail, they gave it 
to me and assigned me to be your partner. It’s 
a job, it’s what the boss says and it’s what 
we’ve got to do. I’m makin’ the best of it. We 
haven’t been on a case yet. Why don’t you 
save your beef?” 
 “You’re makin’ the best of it? You? 
Why you lucky stiff, I’m the best damn 
detective on the Newkirk force,” bellowed 
Craig. 
 “You have the most stool pigeons,” 
pointed out Skeets mockingly. “You’ve been 
around the longest. But what case did you ever 
break with your brains? You’re a bull head, 
Craig, and I’ll prove it to you some day.” 
 Craig’s big hands closed into mallet 
fists. He said: “Why, you—I’ll—” 
 “Don’t try it,” warned Skeets, angry 
clear through. “I’m sick of taking it from you 
old-time mush-heads. You can’t lick one side 
of me, Craig. You’re too old. Don’t start 
something you can’t finish.” 
 The phone rang abruptly. Craig 
grabbed for it, snarled his name. He listened, 
and the red slowly faded from his 
countenance. He said crisply: 
 “Yessir. Okay. Right out there.” 
 He grabbed at his oilskin slicker and 
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snapped: “Murder. Out at Snipe Hill. Make it 
snappy, Perryman.” 
 Skeets grabbed his raincoat and ran 
after the big man. He knew Snipe Hill. His 
father had owned it at one time. He wondered 
who had been murdered in that exclusive 
section of Newkirk. He would, he thought 
grimly, have the bulge on Craig in this initial 
ease. He would be operating among his own 
kind. 
 They rolled rapidly in the department 
coupe, turning off at the edge of town onto a 
dark road lined with trees. They went up a hill 
to a wide avenue. There were only two houses 
on the street, large, well-built, surrounded by 
spacious grounds. Skeets murmured: 
 “Corter McDowell, I have no doubt, in 
spite of your bull-headed silence, Mr. Craig.” 
 The big detective grunted: “How’d you 
guess, smart guy?” 
 “Corter McDowell is a big, hard man 
with plenty of money and the gift of making 
enemies. He built these two houses, sold one 
to the interior decorator, F. Benton Hodge, 
then decided he didn’t want any more 
neighbors. He owns the street. He’s a good 
murderee.” 
 “What’s them?” asked Craig 
suspiciously. 
 “A murderee is a guy who figures to 
get it in the neck from a murderer,” explained 
Skeets blithely. “It’s an idea of mine. People 
are either one or the other.” 
 “What am I?” 
 “You, my friend,” said Skeets, “are a 
murderee in your own right. You go around 
being bull-headed and asking for trouble. 
Let’s take a look at this, huh?” 
 Craig braked the car, and they went up 
the walk to the house. A tiny woman with a 
sharp face and wispy gray hair opened the 
door. She said volubly: 
 “You’re the police. I can see that. I’m 
Mrs. Garthwaite, the housekeeper. I came 
home at twenty minutes to twelve exactly. He 
was lying there, just as you’ll find him. I 

didn’t hear any noises or see anyone. I was on 
my day off and spent it with my niece. I can 
prove it.” 
 Craig stared at her. Skeets said 
soothingly: “Mrs. Garthwaite, I see that you 
are a keen student of detective mysteries. You 
seem to have your story very straight. Thank 
yon very much.” 
 She nodded briskly and led them 
inside, much as if she had stage-directed the 
scene and was proud of her handiwork. Craig 
tapped his forehead inquiringly. Skeets shook 
his head and whispered: 
 “Movies and the magazines. Lots of 
people are like that today.” 
 

HE ROOM was large and had been a 
study and den for the bachelor McDowell. 

The walls were hung with weapons, 
particularly daggers and swords from far 
corners of the world. There were many books. 
Skeets looked at them with quick interest and 
saw that they were all travel books 
interspersed with blood and thunder. He 
nodded. That would be Corter McDowell. 
 The furniture was a wreck. Chairs 
were overturned, the heavy desk was askew, 
curtains were ripped from their fastenings. In 
the middle of the floor Corter McDowell lay 
on his back. 
 He had been a two-hundred-pound, 
florid man in his mid-forties. His blond hair 
was thick, and he had been in good physical 
condition. He lay with arms outstretched, his 
shirt half torn off, his muscular chest exposed. 
Under the left nipple protruded the haft of a 
stiletto. 
 Marty Craig said: “He gave the guy a 
helluva battle at that.” 
 There were bruises on McDowell’s 
skin. One ear was puffed and his mouth was 
smashed to a pulp. It seemed to Skeets that his 
nose was broken and his eyes had been almost 
battered closed. 
 He said: “Some man who could hit 
was around and about.” 
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 “Find a guy who’s good enough to 
beat up a hard-boiled egg like McDowell and 
we got a suspect,” agreed Craig. 
 Mrs. Garthwaite said: “There’s no man 
I know. But there’s those who hated Corter 
McDowell, gentlemen.” 
 Skeets said gently: “Yes? And who 
might they be, Mrs. Garthwaite?” 
 The old woman looked mysterious. 
Before she could open her mouth to speak, 
there was a noise at the front door. Marty 
Craig whirled, dragging out his service 
revolver. The door opened and a tall beautiful 
girl walked in, her face pale but determined. 
 Two men followed her closely. Marty 
barked: “Easy, there. Keep your hands in 
sight.” 
 The first man said: “Oh come, now. 
Put that weapon away. My goodness, you 
might shoot some one.” 
 He was short and thin and his hands 
fluttered. He wore thick glasses, and his hair 
was long and heavily pomaded. His mouth 
was terrified and he was palely determined nor 
to look at the corpse on the floor. He wore a 
mauve sports shirt with carelessly knotted tie 
to match and a loose topcoat against the rain. 
 The second man was compact and 
square-shouldered. He was attired in jodphurs 
and riding boots, and his white shirt was 
flecked with blood. The knuckles of his hands 
were cracked and bleeding, and he sported a 
black eye. Skeets said: 
 “Hiya, Mott? You been fightin’ with 
some one?” 
 Marty Craig said: “Yeah. You been 
fightin’ with Corter McDowell, whoever you 
are?” 
 The young man shrugged his shoulders 
and said: “Hi, Skeets. Heard you were a cop. 
Yeah, I guess I’m in a spot” 
 Skeets explained: “This is Mott 
Tisdale, Marty. And the little gentleman is F. 
Benton Hodge, noted interior decorator and 
neighbor of McDowell. The lady is, if I 
recognize her from newspaper pictures, Miss 

Moira Farquahar, who was until last week 
engaged to McDowell.” 
 Marty Craig said: “Well, well. Now 
ain’t that nice? Looks like Mr. Tisdale’s got a 
story to tell, too. Ain’cha, Mr. Tisdale?” 
 Mott Tisdale said in a dull voice: “I 
have. And if s a lousy one, too.” 
 The jittery F. Benton Hodge piped: 
“Whatever you say will be held against you, 
Mott. I wouldn’t talk too much. This is a 
serious matter. I’d be careful how I talked to 
these men. I’d get a lawyer before I went too 
far.” 
 Marty Craig yelped: “Shut that little 
squirt up, Perryman. We can crack this case 
right here before the mob gets it. They’re on a 
homicide in town. We got half an hour. This 
would make us, kid.” 
 Skeets said horrifiedly: “You wouldn’t 
have me strike him, would you, Marty?” 
 

. BENTON HODGE stared from one to 
the other. He made a futile gesture, his 

mouth half open, then subsided. The girl 
backed to the wall at the menacing note in 
Marty’s voice and stood there, her head held 
high. She was beautiful, Skeets realized. She 
had all the features, all the earmarks. She was 
what he had been brought up to admire, to 
some day aspire to possess. He shook his head 
and came down to earth. 
 Mott Tisdale was saying: “I had to 
come back and tell you. You’d have found out 
anyway. Corter and I quarrelled. We were 
drinking heavily and we got into something 
personal. He took a crack at me and I went to 
work on him.” 
 “With the furniture and whatever else 
you could get your hands on,” nodded Craig. 
“When you couldn’t down him, you grabbed a 
shiv off the wall and stuck it into him.” 
 Tisdale shivered. He said: “I licked 
him all right. I licked hell out of him.” 
 “You ain’t half big enough,” said 
Craig. “Go on. Let’s have it all.” 
 Tisdale said stoically: “Hodge heard 
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the fracas clear over at his house. He called 
Miss Farquahar, stupidly enough. She came 
in—but I don’t remember that. I was seein’ 
red. And the liquor. We drank almost a quart. 
I—I can’t remember the end.” 
 Craig sneered: “Same old guff. Red 
haze, eh? Goes good in court. All right, Miss 
Farquahar. Let’s hear your story.” 
 The girl’s voice was clear and bell-
like. She spoke as well as she looked, Skeets 
thought. Her brown eyes were level and wide. 
He had always preferred brunettes. She said: 
 “What has been said is true so far as I 
know. Mr. Hodge called me because he knew 
I could stop the row. None of us, naturally, 
wanted any scandal. I came as quickly as I 
could.” 
 She seemed to be addressing her 
remarks to Skeets. Craig said: “So what?” 
 She said in even accents: “I know that 
Corter had made remarks about Mott and me 
after I broke our engagement They were not—
nice remarks. I begged Mott to ignore them, 
but he came out here tonight and faced Corter. 
They sat down to talk it out, and the fight 
started. I believe that to be true. 
 “I came in just in time to see Mott 
knock Corter down. Mott was bleeding badly, 
so I dragged him into the kitchen with the idea 
of bathing his cuts and keeping him away 
from Corter in case Corter regained 
consciousness. We were in the kitchen for 
several minutes I suppose. I calmed Mott 
down and started back to see if I could do 
anything for Corter. He—was dead. With that 
knife in him.” 
 “Of course the knife wasn’t in him 
when you first came in,” said Marty Craig 
sarcastically. “You’ll swear to that. The 
wicked fairies put it there.” 
 She looked the big detective squarely 
in the eye. She said: “You’ll be astonished to 
know, Mr. Detective, that I couldn’t swear to 
that. I was excited. I saw Mott lunge, Corter 
go down. I dragged Mott forcibly from the 
room. I didn’t have time to look at Corter’s 

body.” 
 Skeets felt his pulse quicken. She was 
a thoroughbred, too. Mott Tisdale was 
motionless, staring with tragic eyes at the 
corpse on the floor. Hodge looked everywhere 
but at the body of his former neighbor. Mrs. 
Garthwaite’s bright shrewd eyes darted from 
one to the other. The little old lady seemed 
almost pleasantly excited by the situation. 
 Craig said: ‘Well, now, that’s honest 
of you, Miss Farquahar. It’s a pushover so far. 
What you got to say, Mr. Hodge?” 
 The interior decorator said nervously: 
“I feel that I should not speak without 
consulting my attorney. You cannot force me 
to make a statement here and now.” 
 Skeets cut in smoothly: “Of course, 
Marty, you could book Mr. Hodge as a 
material witness. The cells downtown aren’t 
so bad. Except for the cockroaches.” 
 F. Benton Hodge turned deathly pale. 
He said faintly: “Vermin? Oh, my. Well.” 
 “Spill it,” said Craig impatiently. “The 
mob’ll be here any minute.” 
 “I heard the din of the fight It was 
terrific. After all, Corter was my friend. And 
Mott and Miss Farquahar. We are all friendly, 
you know.” 
 “Yeah, yeah,” said Craig. “Sing, will 
you?” 
 

ODGE looked puzzled, then went on: “I 
called Moira because she alone could 

prevail upon them. When I knew she was 
here, I started over, but met her and Mott 
coming to my house. They told me—about 
Corter. I called the police. That is all I know.” 
 Craig said incredulously: “You mean 
this battle went on for half an hour and you 
didn’t come over to take a gander?” 
 Hodge’s hand trembled at the loose 
knot of the mauve cravat. He said haughtily: 
“I abhor fisticuffs.” 
 Craig stared at the carefully manicured 
fingertips of the almost claw-like hands. He 
said: “Oh, I get it I suppose you can prove all 
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that?” 
 “Why should I?” said Hodge with 
surprising shrewdness. 
 “Yeah,” said Craig. “Why shouldn’t 
you? Ain’t nobody gonna accuse you of 
murderin’ a guy McDowell’s size.” 
 He turned to the avid little 
housekeeper and said: “You got anything to 
add to this?” 
 Mrs. Garthwaite said energetically: 
“Plenty. There was a mess in the kitchen. 
Blood and cloths. Still there. Ought to be 
fingerprints, if you know enough. I haven’t 
seen you look for ’em. You haven’t even 
looked on the knife. Or in the room. I don’t 
think you’re going about this in the right way 
at all, young man. I don’t think—” 
 Craig said: “Okay, okay. Let’s skip all 
that. Fingerprints are okay. The boys from the 
lab’ll love ’em. I want this settled right now. 
You wanta make a confession, Tisdale?” 
 Mott Tisdale looked miserably at 
Skeets. He said: “I can’t confess. I don’t know 
whether I did it or not. You know my temper 
when I get liquor in me, Skeets. Can’t you do 
something? If I did do it—” 
 Skeets said: “Keep your chin up there, 
Mott.” 
 Moira Farquahar burst forth: “Can’t 
we get out of here? Out of this house?” 
 Her lips were white. Her self-control 
was nearly gone. Skeets urged: 
“Take them over to Hodge’s, Marty. You can 
evade the mob that way. I’ll sketch up here. 
Miss Farquahar is feeling badly. Go ahead, 
will you?” 
Craig caught the urgency in his voice and 
looked doubtful. He said: “Hell, it’s in the 
bag. Nobody but Tisdale could’ve done it. 
And he’s tougher than I’d figure or he 
couldn’t have. McDowell was a husky guy. It 
took a good man to sink that stilett’ into him.” 
 Skeets said: “Look, Marty. Take ’em 
over there and sit tight, will you?” 
 They went out, Craig watching 
Tisdale, the gun steady in his hand. Skeets 

waited until the girl was in the doorway, then 
said quietly: “I’ll be right over, Miss 
Farquahar.” 
 She gave him a grateful glance and 
went on. The housekeeper lingered behind and 
said: “There’s things I could tell you, Mr. 
Detective.” 
 “Yes,” said Skeets absently. “I want 
you here.” 
 “I want to see what you do,” she added 
confidentially. “I’ve read about it. Do you 
really do it?” 
 Skeets grinned. He went out and got 
his portable kit. He spread it out, the 
screwdriver, compass saw, claw hammer, 
chisels, jimmy, shears. He arranged test tubes, 
brushes, files, bottles, all in a neat row upon 
the desk. He assembled his fingerprint roller 
and ostentatiously poured out tiny piles of 
both the black and the white powders. 
 Mrs. Garthwaite said with great 
satisfaction: “Now, that’s more like it. You 
take pictures, too?” 
 “No,” said Skeets. “The photographers 
and the M. E. will take charge of all that. 
They’ll be here directly. Look—tell me 
something. Did anyone besides Mr. Tisdale 
have cause to dislike Corter McDowell?” 
 

RS. GARTHWAITE said grimly, 
“There isn’t a soul ever knew 

McDowell at all well who didn’t have some 
grievance against him. And I’ve been with 
him ten years. I ought to know.” 
 Skeets nodded. He said: “I thought as 
much. He looks like that kind of a guy.” 
 He went over to the body and leaned 
close, examining the wound. The knife had 
been slipped straight in between the ribs, in 
exactly the right spot. He examined the area 
about the incision carefully. He nodded to 
himself and got the white dusting powder. 
 There were, he found at once, no prints 
on the dark handle of the stiletto. Its highly 
polished surface had no sign of a wiping rag. 
He pursed his lips and stood back with his 
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sketching tablet. He would have to have all the 
details for the report to headquarters. 
 He gathered up his kit and repacked it. 
Mrs. Garthwaite said: “I’ll bet there’s dozens 
of prints around.” 
 “Sure,” Skeets agreed. “The lab men’ll 
get them. I won’t need them. The case is as 
good as closed right now.” 
 She said. “You mean Mr. Tisdale did 
it? I don’t believe that.” 
 “I didn’t say,” grinned Skeets. “Let’s 
go over to Mr. Hodge’s, eh? Poor Craig’ll be 
third-degreein’ the bunch if we leave him too 
long.” 
 They walked up the street to Hodge’s 
house. Skeets ushered the old lady into a room 
which was dimly lighted, and paused on the 
threshold, blinking his eyes. 
 It gave the effect of a large, overdone 
bar, he thought at once. There was chromium 
and leather and indirect lighting. There was 
black glass and a divan, low and wide, and 
footstools all over the place. The only chairs 
were tubular and angular. 
 Marty Craig looked completely foolish 
bulking on a leather mushroom, the big gun 
sprouting from his fist. He said irritably: 
 “I c’n hear the sireens comin’ up the 
road. This guy’s practically confessed. C’mon, 
we’re goin’ down to meet him. Tisdale, you’re 
under arrest for the murder of Corter 
McDowell.” 
 Skeets said mildly: “Wait a minute, 
Marty. He might not have done it, you know.” 
 Marty Craig said roughly: “Don’t get 
collegiate on me, Perryman, This is in the bag. 
This is a good pinch for us.” 
 Skeets said: “But you know there was 
plenty of opportunity for some one other than 
Mott to kill McDowell, don’t you, Marty?” 
 “Like Mrs. Garthwaite?” said Craig 
disgustedly. “C’mon an’ stop playin’.” 
 “Like Mrs. Garthwaite,” said Skeets. 
“Or Miss Farquahar. Or Mr. Hodge.” 
 “I got a steel engravin’ of ’em doin’ 
it,” snorted Craig. 

 “It’s an easy thing to slip a knife into 
the ribs of an unconscious man,” said Skeets. 
“Remember? The M. E. gave us a lecture on 
it. I believe you were asleep, at that.” 
 “Unconscious? After he was kayo’d? 
Look, man, this young feller never kayo’d 
McDowell. That man was in good shape and 
he weighed two hundred. This guy only goes 
around one-sixty,” protested Craig. “He had-
da use that shiv to put McDowell away.” 
 Skeets said patiently: “I went to school 
with Mott, Marty. He was intercollegiate 
light-heavy champ for two years. If he wasn’t 
lousy rich and quit drinkin’ he could stand up 
against Joe Louis. You oughta see him go 
some time.” 
 Craig looked askance at Tisdale. He 
said: “Is that right?” 
 Tisdale said: “I told you I thought I 
knocked him out. With a right cross.” 
 “A fighter,” added Skeets, “wouldn’t 
even reach for a knife. Would he, Marty?” 
 

HE BIG DETECTIVE rose and strode the 
length of the room. His red face was a 

picture of disappointment. He growled: “Then 
any of ’em could’ve done it. Miss Farquahar 
admits she went into the room alone. She 
could’ve stuck it in him.” 
 The girl cried out faintly, then was 
still. Skeets said: “Or Mrs. Garthwaite 
could’ve got home earlier than she says, 
slipped in and knifed him, slipped out again to 
return when the coast was clear.” 
 The little housekeeper said: “That’s 
good thinking, Mr. Detective. You’re a bright 
young man.” 
 Craig said, “You did it, then? You 
admit it? Well, who’d believe that?” 
 “Not me,” said Skeets. “I favor some 
one else. I favor—say! Where’s Hodge?” 
 The little man was not in the room. 
Craig bawled: “It’s so damn dark in here I 
never missed him. Now what the hell—” 
 Skeets whirled out in the hall, drawing 
his gun. At the head of a flight of stairs a dim 
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figure retreated hastily into darkness. He 
called: 
 “Come down here, Hodge. I’m coming 
after you with a gun if you don’t come down.” 
 There was no answer. Marty Craig 
started for the steps. Skeets grabbed his arm 
and said: 
 “My pinch, big boy. You get the back 
door.” 
 Like a well-trained automaton the big 
detective swung and went down the hall. 
Skeets took a deep breath and went piling up 
the stairs, three at a time. 
 The upper hall was empty. He tore 
down to an open door. He swung into the 
room, dropping to his knees, his gun ready. 
There was a crash of breaking glass. He 
dashed to the window and looked down. 
Hodge lay in a heap on the flagging of the 
patio. Craig lumbered around the corner and 
threw a flash upon the fallen man. 
 He called up: “He’s alive. We’ll make 
a pinch yet. I’ll call the ambulance.” 
 Skeets made a quick tour of the 
upstairs rooms. He returned to the ground-
floor sitting room with a bundle of clothes and 
a pair of French field glasses. Craig came in 
and said: 
 “The ambulance is takin’ him down. 
Doc says he’ll make the grade to burn. I gotta 
hand it to ya, kid. I never woulda suspected 
that mug.” 
 Moira Farquahar said: “I still can’t—
how could he? Where did he get the courage?” 
 Mrs. Garthwaite said: “McDowell had 
been ragging him for years. He was tortured 
by that man. I think McDowell sold him this 
house so he could have the poor little creature 
around to torture.” 
 “It’s simple as a b c,” said Skeets. “He 
heard the riot. He put the field glasses on the 
house—I just took a look and you can still see 
McDowell lying there with the M. E. 
examining him. He saw McDowell getting 
licked. He called Miss Farquahar in an excess 
of glee so that she could see.” 

 The girl said: “He was excited—I 
could almost believe with pleasure—when he 
called.” 
 “Miss Farquahar did not respond 
properly,” went on Skeets. “She went over to 
stop it. Hodge watched through the glasses. 
He saw McDowell stretched out, alone. He 
took the one big chance of his life and sneaked 
over there, got the dagger off the wall and did 
the deed. Then he ran back. The rain washed 
out his footprints. If he weren’t suspected 
tonight he would have been perfectly safe.” 
 
HE held up the clothing and a pair of shoes. 
He said: “You have to understand a guy like 
Hodge. You see, he would do everything in 
costume. Now, at the hour of night at which 
the fight took place, he would have been 
lounging about in a robe and slippers. You 
can’t imagine him in any other outfit. It goes 
with this house. But he couldn’t commit a 
murder in that. So he put on the tweeds. 
 “Then he came back, and of course the 
tweeds were all wrong. Besides, they were 
wet. They still are. So he took them off. That’s 
where he went wrong. He should have put on 
the lounging outfit again.” 
 Craig said: “I ain’t followin’ you, but 
it sounds swell.” 
 “So, because Miss Farquahar was 
coming and because he wanted to shine in her 
eyes, he put on that atrocious mauve business 
with the slacks and suede shoes which he is 
now wearing,” finished Skeets. “Make sense?” 
 Craig said: “Yeah, I guess so. But 
how’d you come to suspect him? Not on that 
clothes business?” 
 “Well, there was the wound,” said 
Skeets. “You didn’t examine it, Marty, or 
you’d have got that.” 
 “What was wrong with it?” 
 “There were four cuts,” said Skeets. 
“The fifth was the spot where the knife sunk 
in.” 
Craig snapped his fingers. He said: “Like a 
suicide. Couldn’t find the way in. Kept hittin’ 



Mr. Sleuth B.A. 9

ribs.” 
 “That’s it. Hodge was nervous and 
ignorant of physiology. He pried about with 
the stiletto until he found the intercostal space, 
bungling the job,” said Skeets. 
 Craig said reluctantly, “You was 
thorough, kid. It was good cop work.” 
 “Besides,” Skeets concluded, “I looked 
at the haft of the stiletto. It wasn’t wiped. The 
guy had used gloves. Miss Farquahar had no 
gloves. Neither did Mrs. Garthwaite. And 1 
know Mott didn’t use them to fight 
McDowell. Of course, Hodge would own 
them.” 
 He tossed a pair of yellow gloves on 
the table. He said: “You know, Marty, they 
take latent prints from leather these days. We 
can burn that guy.” 
 Mott Tisdale had recovered his color 
and his aplomb. He said: “Skeets, you’re the 
berries. I’m sorry I had to ever beat you out of 
that championship, back at school.” 
 Craig said: “You too, kid? An’ me 
askin’ for it today.” 
 “If I can ever do anything’ for you, 
Skeets,” Mott said earnestly. 
 “You might,” said Skeets easily, 
“introduce me to your fiancée. Properly, I 
mean. I’d hate to have her think of me as a 
cop all the time.” 
 Marty Craig watched fascinatedly 
while Tisdale formally presented Noah 
Perryman to Moira Farquahar. The girl said: 
 “You were rather wonderful, Mr. 

Perryman. And Mott is not my fiancé, you 
know. Just a dear friend. That was Mr. 
McDowell’s mistake. Don’t you make it, too.” 
 Skeets bowed. “Mott’s loss. May I 
hope, then, to see you sometime—
unofficially?” 
 She said: “I’m in the book. You only 
need a nickel to make a call.” 
 She was smiling, and her brown eyes 
were warm with admiration. Skeets made 
polite noises, Mott Tisdale made polite noises. 
Moira Farquahar regally allowed them to 
escort her from the house and to her smart 
sedan. Marty Craig brought up dazedly in the 
rear. The siren of the ambulance wailed going 
down the hill. The McDowell case was closed. 
 In the little department car going back 
to headquarters, Skeets made notes in his 
black book. Suddenly Marty Craig said: 
 “Kid, I take it all back. A college 
education is okay. I seen it work and I’m 
convinced.” 
 “Don’t be a pushover,” grinned Skeets. 
“If the thing hadn’t seemed open and shut on 
Mott’s own story, you’d have cracked it. I just 
know that kind of people. Might not be a case 
like that again in a year—or two years.” 
 “The hell with the case,” said Craig. 
“That was all right. Damn good work. But that 
ain’t nothin’. It’s tha smooch, kid, the smooch. 
When a college education can get a guy in 
with a gal like that as smooth as you made 
it—ain’t they got night colleges for mugs like 
me?” 

 


