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TOURIST ROOMS 
 

HE rain that already flooded the 
main road from ditch to ditch, 
hammered down even more 
boisterously as evening came on. 

Sally Wicken, at the living room window, 
saw the two cars as they approached 
slowly, one close behind the other, then 
turned and splashed through her gate. They 
bore in-state licenses, both of them; each 
carried one man.  

She went uneasily to the door. She had 
hoped that no more guests would stop for 
rooms tonight, with the queer Mrs. 
Albright registered. But here they were. 

“You’ll bring in your luggage?” she 
inquired as she opened the door and 
welcomed them. 

“It’s in. I’m it,” the first man answered. 
He was a tall young fellow with curly hair, 
and his upper lip twitched when he 
laughed. “Been raining any here?” he 
asked, and dropped his wet coat to the 
floor. 

“Five days,” Sally answered. “You 
wish supper?”  

“Lots of it!”  
“And you?” she asked the other man. 
“My name’s Denny,” he told her. His 
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voice was acid. “Sure, I want supper, too. 
Drove half across the state hunting a 
bridge!”  

“Fork River bridge went out at noon,” 
Sally said sweetly, and turned the register 
toward him. 

He was a sharp-nosed individual, 
entirely bald. He put the bag he was 
carrying down on the floor and beside it his 
second piece of luggage, a square box 
wrapped in oil cloth. 

“Radio,” he said, indicating the box. 
“Newest model.”  

“He sells ‘em, I bet,” the tall young 
man guessed, and grinned again at Sally. 

She smiled back. He was all right; a 
nice, well-mannered tourist. Just the sort of 
person she wished always would see her 
sign and drive in for the night. The other, 
too, was a perfectly safe guest. Inclined to 
blame her for the weather, but otherwise all 
right. She hadn’t wanted them tonight, but 
now that they were here they might even 
turn out to be a protection—in case 
anything happened.  

“Two more suppers, right away,” she 
went to the kitchen and told the cook.  

The two men registered. As they 
followed Peter, the house boy, upstairs, 
Sally looked quickly for the young man’s 
signature on the first line at the top of a 
new page. Bill—not William—Walton. 
She read it twice. It looked familiar. Where 
had she heard it? 

She waited until they returned 
downstairs. 

“Thought I’d get to Crystal Valley 
tonight,” young Mr. Walton was telling the 
grumpy Mr. Denny as they came down. 
“It’s just around the corner on the map.”  

“Fifty miles ‘round!” Denny grunted. 
“North.”  

“Crystal Valley?” Sally exclaimed, and 
at once regretted it. 

 

HE door stood open into the dining 
room. There Mrs. Albright, her other 

guest, sat at the table, eating her supper. At 
Sally’s exclamation, the woman put down 
her fork and an expression of concern 
spread like a circus lithograph across her 
large, plain face. She had registered from 
Crystal Valley two hours ago. So, Sally 
thought, Walton would have seen, had he 
turned back the page. There it was, in a 
quavering hand on the bottom line, “Mrs. 
Beulah Albright.”  

Sally showed the two men into the 
dining room. Mrs. Albright arose as they 
sat down. From the floor beside her chair 
she picked up a brief case. 

“Think those two fellows are following 
me, maybe?” she whispered to Sally as she 
came through the living room. 

“Of course not, Mrs. Albright,” Sally 
answered, but instinctively she glanced at 
the brief case. “You certainly are taking a 
chance, though.”  

“Chance nothing,” the woman said. 
“It’s my money. I can carry it in cash if I 
want to, can’t I?”  

She clumped determinedly upstairs. 
Sally sighed; then smiled. Thirty 

thousand dollars! There must, indeed, have 
been a scene in district court today when a 
woman like this one was awarded as much 
money as that! If she had been awarded it. 
Certainly her story was peculiar. At five 
o’clock, wet and bedraggled, she had 
arrived in an open car at Sally’s hospitable 
door and asked to spend the night. Her only 
luggage was the brief case. 

In it, she took pains to confide, was the 
money awarded her that day for five acres 
of oil land. 

“You’re not carrying that much money 
in cash?” Sally had exclaimed. 

“Sure I am,” the woman had answered. 
“I can take care of it. I don’t trust nobody 
else to. Why not in cash?”  
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There were many reasons why not. As 
the rain drummed harder, Sally thought of 
all of them. Telephone lines blown down—
no wall safe in the house—guests driving 
in from nobody knew where—and thirty 
thousand dollars in cash. 

“ ‘Nother car driving in, miss,” Peter 
said. 

“Oh, oh!” Sally exclaimed. “Another?”  
She went to the door. Rain had made a 

lake of the driveway, too. By the gate, a 
blur of white electric light flared sharply 
against her roadside sign advertising tourist 
rooms. She should have turned it off, if she 
had not wanted anyone else to drive in. She 
saw the oncoming car splash recklessly 
past Mrs. Albright’s dilapidated roadster, 
past Walton’s and Denny’s muddy sedans 
abandoned to a night in the rain, and on, 
headlong, toward the porch.  

It was a coupe, Sally observed, of the 
same make as her own. A small clerical 
looking man in black top-coat and dripping 
black hat got out of it and entered timidly, 
carrying one black bag. He unwound a 
heavy gray scarf from his neck and chin, 
disclosing a gray face, just a shade lighter 
than his hair.  

“No garage here?” he asked.  
“Yes, indeed,” Sally answered, “if you 

want that service. Put away the 
gentleman’s car, Peter.”  

“I’d rather put it away myself, 
personal,” the man objected. “I’ve had cars 
stole. Right out from under me, almost.”  

Sally waited on the porch while he 
drove the car to the barn. She saw that he 
watched in the rain while Peter fastened the 
padlock to the double door, then returned 
to the house. His hat dripped on the walnut 
table as he took up the pen and looked 
suspiciously at the register. He printed his 
name in little letters. “E. Moore, Chi., Ill.”  

“Have a telephone?” he asked. 
“The lines are down tonight. We’re 

fortunate to have lights left.”  

“H’mmmn.” He seemed to reconsider 
his name on the register, rubbing his chin, 
and his cheek, that had a wart on it. 

Sally sparred. If the kind rain were 
sending her this much business, she 
certainly should do her part to keep it, Mrs. 
Albright or no.  

“There’s no telephone anywhere in the 
county tonight,” she pointed out, “and with 
the Fork River bridge down, you can’t get 
beyond the county.”  

“Oh, I’ve discovered that already,” he 
said. “But no telephone, either; well—”  

Reluctantly he handed Peter the black 
bag and followed him upstairs. 

 
T WAS nine o’clock when Walton and 
Denny left the dining room. Denny went 

to his room at once. Walton, in a chair by 
the hearth, took out a road map, and from 
Denny’s room, presently, the portable radio 
began to emit musical fragments. Sally 
found a book and sat down at her desk. 

Rain pounded the windows. To have 
four paying guests on such a night was not 
bad, she reflected. It was silly to worry. All 
three of these men looked honest. 

But ten minutes later, to her anxiety, 
there arrived a fifth. He drove up silently. 
Not even Peter heard the car and without 
warning the front door opened.  

“Why, come in, come in,” Sally said, 
startled. 

There dripped in a large, heavy man, 
with bushy eyebrows and a moon face. He 
was carrying one limp brown bag. 

“How about a bed?” he asked. 
A peculiar huskiness characterized his 

voice. At the sound of it Bill Walton put 
down his road map and turned quickly. 

“I have plenty of rooms,” Sally 
answered. 

The newcomer set down his bag. He 
had three gold teeth in the front of his 
mouth. As he turned to take off his coat, 
Walton, walking forward, grinned, and for 
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Sally’s benefit tapped his own teeth silently 
with a pencil. 

His lips formed the words, “Rich guy, 
soak him.”  

Sally shook her head reprovingly at 
him. 

“Peter will take your coat,” she told the 
stranger. 

He, too, complained about the lost 
bridge. Sally explained patiently. The rain 
had begun on Sunday. Fork River was 
already high at that time, so of course, after 
five days, it must overflow. 

“No way even to get on north 
tomorrow?” the man asked. 

“None. Until the bridge is fixed.” She 
offered him a pen. 

He was slow, writing. While he still 
held the pen, Sally heard B. Moore of 
Chicago come in stocking feet to the 
landing. He asked for ginger ale. 

There was none. But Peter took a long 
time in the kitchen determining the fact, 
and Moore became fussy. He called from 
the landing twice; came a few steps farther 
down the stair. 

“Lots of guests tonight?” the newcomer 
asked. 

“Not too many to take care of,” Sally 
answered. She left him and went quietly to 
the stairway. 

“Sorry, Mr. Moore,” she called, but he 
had started back to his room. She could 
hear him grumbling in the upper hall—no 
telephone, no ginger ale. 

“Some ginger ale would taste good,” 
the new guest remarked, craning his neck 
toward the stair. Sally waited. He was 
reading here and there in the register. “Got 
a garage?” he asked finally. 

“Certainly,” Sally assented. “Peter will 
put your car away. You wish supper?”  

“I’ve had it. Put my own car away.”  
He slipped into his coat again and 

opened the outer door but rain struck in at 
him. He paused, shivering. 

“Where is your garage?” he asked. 
“You mean the old barn? Oh, I saw that. 
Too far, such a night. Little more water 
won’t hurt the car, I guess.” 

He slammed the door. 
“Show the gentleman his room, Peter,” 

Sally said. 
Walton stood up, when the newcomer 

had gone upstairs. He shoved the road map 
into his pocket and crossed to the register. 

“Ben Newberry,” he read aloud, 
looking at the name the man had signed. 
“Cheerful gent. I heard him growling, a 
little while ago, down at the filling station. 
Blamed the boy there for the bridge being 
out.” He turned back the page. As his eyes 
reached its bottom line, he exclaimed: 
“Albright! Mrs. Beulah Albright is staying 
here?”  

Sally recovered the register. 
“There’s a woman here tonight by that 

name,” she admitted. She tried to control 
her surprise.  

“Well!” He looked quizzically at her, 
then laughed. “There’s a good joke on me,” 
he said. “So that’s what the famous Mrs. 
Albright looks like! Here I was, starting up 
to Crystal Valley to see her, and let her go 
right by me here without saying a word! I 
suppose, the way she hugged that black 
bag, she’s got all her money in it?”  

“She has—money?” Sally faltered. 
“Oodles of it,” Walton answered. 

“Haven’t you heard?” He grinned at her. 
“Guess you don’t read the papers, young 
lady.” 

 
ITHOUT saying anything else, he 
started to bed. Sally stared after him. 

So Mrs. Albright did have money in her 
brief case, just as she had claimed. And 
Walton knew about it? Who else knew? 
Everybody, apparently, if it had been in the 
papers. 

The thought bothered her for twenty 
minutes. Then, a little uneasily, she slid the 
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bolt in the front door and turned out the 
lights. It still rained. 

She mounted to her room on tiptoe. The 
thick, stair carpet gave no sound of 
footsteps, neither did the stairs creak. 
Nevertheless, from habit she tiptoed. 

Her room was first to the left at the top 
of the stair. This upper floor, remodeled for 
tourists, carried a long, well-carpeted 
corridor down its center, with five 
bedrooms at each side. Sally had scattered 
the guests along it tonight. Mrs. Albright 
and her brief case she had assigned to the 
corner room next her own; Walton, across 
the hall from Mrs. Albright; Denny and his 
radio in the middle, facing Mr. 
Newberry—Newberry would object to 
Denny’s radio, wouldn’t he?—and at the 
farther end, fussy little Mr.—what was his 
name?—B. Moore of Chicago. This left 
only Peter and the colored cook quartered 
downstairs, Peter in the small room next 
the pantry and the cook at the rear of the 
kitchen wing. 

Sally observed, as she came up the last 
steps, that only three of the five occupied 
rooms were dark. Lights showed under 
Walton’s door, and under Denny’s. She 
could still hear Denny’s radio, but it was 
muffled now, and not unpleasant. 

Lulled by it and the rain, she slept at 
once. 

She awakened with terror running like 
cold water down her back. Someone had 
screamed.  

She jerked the light cord at the head of 
her bed, thinking thank goodness the lights 
were still on, found dressing gown and 
slippers and hurried into the corridor. 

The hall already was illuminated. 
Amber, the cook, stood on the landing, her 
flannel nightgown clutched close to her 
body. 

“What is it?” Sally cried. “Amber, did 
you scream?”  

“No, ma’m! Not me! Somebody else, 

ma’m!” The cook’s large homely face 
twitched with fright. Her eyes focused on 
someone behind Sally, and Sally, whirling 
quickly, saw Bill Walton. 

“Somebody did,” he said. 
 
ALLY stared at him. Walton was 
dressed. 
She thought quickly, why hadn’t he 

gone to bed? His light had been on when 
she came upstairs, but it must be the middle 
of the night now. 

“You heard it?” he was saying. His 
voice was tense, and the humorous twist 
was gone from his lip. 

“It was outdoors, Mis’ Wicken,” the 
cook cried. 

“Outdoors, nothing,” a grim voice 
barked. “It was me screamed.”  

Sally whirled again, looking back 
toward her own room. Mrs. Albright’s 
door, across from her own, had opened a 
few inches. The woman stood in stockings 
and underclothes, clutching the brief case 
under her left arm. In her right hand, 
pointing at them, was a small, nickel-
plated, bull dog revolver. 

“Here, here!” Sally exclaimed. “Mrs. 
Albright! What in the world?”  

“That fellow tried to get into my 
room,” the woman charged. “I saw him. 
His bald head was sticking right in the 
door!”  

She waved the revolver. Sally caught 
her breath. Her startled eyes perceived that 
Mr. Denny, too, had appeared in the hall. 

It was he Mrs. Albright was 
threatening. He dodged instinctively, and 
Sally cried: 

“Careful, please, Mrs. Albright! Is that 
gun loaded?”  

“Would I be carrying it around empty?”  
Denny tried to speak. 
“I opened the wrong door,” he 

protested. He was in bathrobe and slippers, 
with a flashlight in his hand. “I didn’t want 
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to go in her room! I was looking for this 
man.” He jerked his thumb toward Walton. 

“Me?” Walton demanded. 
The cook interrupted shrilly, “Mis’ 

Wicken—”  
“What’d you want of me?” Walton 

demanded. 
“Nothing,” Denny said. “Not now, 

anyway.” Uneasily, wiping the sweat 
streaming from his forehead, he glanced at 
Mrs. Albright. 

Sally’s eyes stayed on him. He did not 
deny that he had opened the woman’s door. 
What was he doing up? And also, what was 
Walton doing up? He not only was dressed, 
all six feet of him completely, but that was 
fresh mud on his shoes. And he had known 
about Mrs. Albright’s money. Did Denny 
know, too? 

“Lis’en, Mis’ Wicken—” 
“Be quiet, Amber.”  
“But the trouble’s outside, Mis’ 

Wicken,” the cook wailed. “I’m just comin’ 
up to call you, when this lady yells, too!”  

“I tell you I yelled!” Mrs. Albright 
agreed. 

She tightened her hold on her brief 
case. 

“I yelled ‘Get out!’ I can take care of 
myself. No man’s going to—”  

“I don’t understand,” Sally began. But 
she did understand. Thirty thousand dollars 
there in a brief case, and four other 
strangers in the house. She turned quickly. 
Peter was stumbling up the stair. 

“Cook’s right, ma’m,” he shouted at 
her. “Somethin’ did happen—”  

“Outside?” Sally demanded. 
“Yes, ma’m. Wind begun to blow an’ I 

go close my window an’—”  
“And what?” Sally interrupted. 
“I hear this noise and see this guy—”  
“What noise and what guy?” Walton 

asked. 
“A funny holler. And a guy’s runnin’ 

from the barn.”  

“Just now?”  
“No, no, ma’m. ‘Fore this woman 

yelled. Some time a-fore. I been watchin’ 
from the window—”  

At that moment Moore’s door opened 
noiselessly at the other end of the hall. He 
approached them timidly, tucking his shirt 
into his trousers and carrying a flashlight. 

“Something wrong?” he inquired. His 
voice was tremulous. 

“Don’t know,” Walton answered. 
He was starting down the stairs. 
 
ALLY took a few steps after him. Then 
she went back to Mrs. Albright. The 

woman had yelled. That was all. Peter and 
the cook were mistaken. Denny, searching 
Walton, for some reason, probably entirely 
legitimate, had opened Mrs. Albright’s 
door accidentally. She naturally had yelled. 

“You go with Mr. Walton, please, Mr. 
Moore,” Sally said, but even while she 
spoke, she happened to see Denny. 

He had opened Newberry’s this time, 
instead of Mrs. Albright’s, and was looking 
into the room. He closed it, and was 
running after Walton.  

”Go with them, Mr. Moore,” Sally 
repeated. She swung accusingly on Mrs. 
Albright. “I told you!” she warned. “The 
idea of anybody carrying so much—” She 
paused. Better not mention the money. 

“Nobody’s got it, have they?” the 
woman snapped. “They won’t, either. I can 
take care of it. Well, what’s that, now?”  

A shout had lifted out of doors. Sally, 
abandoning Mrs. Albright, ran. 

The cook panted down the stairs after 
her. Together they opened the front door, 
which the men had closed after them. Rain 
had slackened, but wind bit at Sally’s 
ankles, wrestled with the skirt of her 
dressing gown, tugged at her loose hair.  

Peter and the three men stood in a 
huddled group beside the pump house. The 
beam of Mr. Moore’s flashlamp pointed 
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downward. 
“Have mercy on us!” the cook gasped. 
There on the ground lay the robust, 

cantankerous gentleman who had registered 
a few hours ago as Ben Newberry. 

“Oh, oh—”  
Sally drew back. Her eyes, propped 

wide with dismay, absorbed the whole 
small awful picture under the beam of the 
lamp—the body’s loose distorted posture, 
the blood above the bushy eyebrows, lips 
sagging open to disclose the three gold 
teeth that Walton had joked about, one 
limp open hand, palm upward in the mud. 
This man was dead—certainly, 
unmistakably dead.  

The cook screamed again. 
“Be still, will you?” Denny snapped. 
Wind and rain whipped the skirt of his 

dressing gown. Sally stared at him, 
remembering. This man Denny had just 
looked into Newberry’s room. Newberry 
hadn’t been in it. But Denny hadn’t told 
them, so—” 

“Who—who is this fellow?” Mr. 
Moore gasped. 

“A guest here tonight,” Sally replied. 
“His name is Newberry. Amber, go back to 
Mrs. Albright. Don’t leave her.” She 
steeled her nerves and stooped over the 
body. “You’re—sure he’s dead?”  

Walton answered, “No doubt about it. 
Ought not to touch him—it—till the 
police—” he hesitated. “You’ll have to call 
the police, Miss Wicken.”  

“I understand that.”  
“But there’s no telephone,” Mr. Moore 

cried. “You can’t call anybody!”  
Walton glanced at him. “H’m,” he said, 

“that’s right. Can’t call a doctor, either.” 
He got down beside Sally and tried to find 
the man’s pulse. “He’s dead, all right. Have 
to get him under shelter, anyway,” he said. 
“Can’t leave him out here on the ground 
such a night.” He stood and shook the door 
of the pump house. “Where’s the key to 

this building?”  
“Get it, Peter,” Sally ordered. 
 
HE followed the boy. When she 
returned, wearing a coat and shoes, the 

body of Mr. Newberry had been removed 
from sight. Walton and Denny, too, were 
absent, and she waited beside Mr. Moore 
until they emerged from the pump house.  

“We’ll have a look around,” Walton 
said. He wiped his hands distastefully on 
the seams of his trousers. “Won’t find 
many tracks in this rain.”  

Sally looked thoughtfully at him. 
“Was the front door unbolted?” she 

asked. 
“When we ran out just now?” Denny 

answered. “No, it wasn’t. We—”  
“We unbolted it,” Walton agreed. 
“You’re sure?” Sally insisted. 
“Positive,” Walton replied. 
“But how—?” Sally began. She paused. 
“How’d Newberry get out if the door 

was locked?” Walton said for her. 
“Well—” 
“You answer it,” Walton said. “I 

won’t.” He took the flashlight and 
inspected the ground. “No footprints here. 
Whoever hit him must have stood on that 
hard gravel.” He glanced at the looming 
shadow of the barn a hundred feet away. 
“Somebody could have carried him here.”  

“I couldn’t have lifted him,” Moore 
pointed out. “Don’t think Mr. Denny is big 
enough, either. You’re the only—”  

Walton had started to the barn. He 
swung back. 

“I get your meaning,” he retorted. 
“Sure, I’m big enough. You wonder, too, 
how I happen to be dressed. And why 
there’s fresh mud on my shoes. I noticed it, 
Miss Wicken, when you did, up in the 
hall.” 

Sally flushed. She had shown, then, on 
her face what she was thinking? 

“How’d the mud get on?” Denny asked. 
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“I’m willing to tell,” Walton answered 
sharply. “I came out doors an hour or more 
ago.”  

“Why, what for?” Moore demanded. 
“Cigarettes,” Walton answered. “I 

couldn’t sleep. Drove too much yesterday. 
Besides, I was—well, worried.” He 
hesitated. 

“Worried?” Moore repeated. 
Walton ignored him. “I’d seen this man 

Newberry earlier.”  
“What about it?” Denny asked. 
“I was still at the filling station down 

the road when he drove up to it—”  
“I didn’t see him,” Denny objected.  
“You’d just pulled out. I caught up with 

you, later. The boy at the station sent the 
man here, Miss Wicken. Said he was 
sending everybody here. The fellow was 
talking big, threatening—”  

“What about?” Denny demanded. 
“Seemed to be in an awful hurry to 

catch up with somebody. Heard him as I 
drove off. I was—was thinking about it, 
about his being here—thinking about 
everybody in the house—” He stumbled, 
and Sally looked quickly at him. So he’d 
been thinking about Mrs. Albright and her 
money, had he? Thought this man 
Newberry was trailing her?   

“Go on,” Denny ordered. 
“Give me time, will you?” Walton 

flared. “I was smoking, I tell you. Used my 
last cigarette. I had more in the car. I 
slipped out to get ‘em. When Mrs. Albright 
screamed, I’d been back—oh, better than 
an hour.” 

“You can prove that?” Moore put in. 
“No, I can not!”  
“We’ll go to the barn first,” Sally 

decided.  
They walked carefully, but the rain-

packed gravel gave no clue.  
“Mr. Newberry may have changed his 

mind, decided to put his car inside, after 
all,” Sally said. “He may have come out to 

do it.” 
“When the rain was slackening?” 

Walton demanded. “No.”  
 
HAT wing of the barn jutting toward 
the house, used once for a tool shed, 

served as a garage now. Sally was offering 
Walton the padlock key when the beam of 
Moore’s light settled, and she saw that the 
door, hung on iron rollers grooved to a 
track, had been pushed back perhaps 
eighteen inches, leaving a space large 
enough for a big man to pass through.  

“Why, he’d been in there!” Denny 
exclaimed. 

He moved forward, quickly, but 
Moore’s cautious voice warned him: 
“Careful! Killer may still be inside.”  

They halted. Walton, taking Moore’s 
flashlight from his hand, moved it up and 
down the black opening. 

“This padlock’s been pried off,” he 
said, picking up the heart-shaped lock from 
the gravel. The staple and bar still were 
fastened to it and one screw hung in place. 
“What’s in this barn?” he asked. 

“Only my car,” Sally answered, “and 
tonight Mr. Moore’s.”  

“I don’t see—” Walton began. Then he 
turned on Sally. “Which car is yours?” he 
demanded. 

“They are alike,” Sally assented. 
“That’s mine on the right,” Moore 

volunteered. 
The two coupes, which stood side by 

side in the barn, were of the same make, 
the same year, same model and color. But 
it was the right side window of Sally’s 
which was broken. Glass lay on the floor 
beneath it and among the fragments was a 
tire iron. 

She reached through the broken 
window and snapped on her dome light. 
The seat was tipped up. Its upholstery had 
been torn, exposing the springs, and the 
floor carpet was ripped. Denny struck a 
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match. 
“There’s blood here on the car floor,” 

he shouted, “and here on the door!”  
“And on this tire iron,” Walton said. 
The beam of the light played up and 

down the brown spatters. Sally regarded 
them. Another wave of horror engulfed her. 

But she kept her voice steady. 
“He was killed here,” she concluded, 

“with that tire iron.”  
Moore coughed. “Why, this—is 

monstrous!” he exclaimed. “That iron’s 
from your car, miss?”  

Sally turned on him. “Positively not!”  
“It isn’t her make,” Walton said. He got 

down and looked closely at it. “Didn’t 
come out either of these cars. Maker’s 
name is there on it.” He seized Moore’s 
arm. “Don’t touch it, you fool. There may 
be fingerprints.”  

“Nobody could have got an iron out of 
my car,” Moore said, freeing his arm. “My 
doors were locked.”  

“So were mine!” Sally cried. “Just as 
carefully as yours. I always lock it; 
everybody in the world driving in here at 
night—” she checked herself. 

“Someone trying to get in the car used 
that bar to break the glass,” Walton 
reconstructed. 

“Guy didn’t kill himself,” Denny said. 
“No. Whoever it was, killed him before 

they broke the window—or after—”  
“The iron’s out of one of them cars 

parked up in front, then,” Moore said. 
“Maybe out of his own, the man’s; what 
was his name?”  

“Newberry,” Walton grunted. 
 

E LOOKED at Moore’s locked 
machine. There was no evidence that 

it had been molested, no further evidence 
of any nature in the barn. Slowly they 
walked back toward the cedar clump.  

It lay about fifteen feet from the corner 
of the house. Here the mud was soft, and 

Sally’s shoes sank into it. Walton sprayed 
the ground with the flashlamp. 

A set of footprints cut into the mud 
halfway between the cedars and the house. 
They pointed toward the porch.  

“Somebody was running!” Sally 
exclaimed.  

The outlines were far apart, made by a 
medium sized foot. They disappeared in the 
gravel by the front door. On the grass 
nearby, the four cars were parked, first 
Mrs. Albright’s bedraggled open model, 
where she had driven up earlier than any of 
the others; Denny’s sedan next, then 
Walton’s, then the murdered Newberry’s.  

The group paused by Denny’s. Its left 
front door hung open. This cushion, too, 
had been tipped off the front seat, exposing 
the tool box. 

Sally glanced quickly at Denny.  
“I left that door closed,” he cried 

hoarsely. “That’s my car!”  
“So we see,” Walton agreed. His voice 

was cold, but not accusing. “That was your 
tire iron back in the barn.”  

“It couldn’t be.” He searched hurriedly.  
“Yours is gone,” Walton said, “and this 

is your make.”  
He went to his own car, then to 

Newberry’s. The doors on each were 
closed but not locked. He came back and 
glanced in at Mrs. Newberry’s soggy 
cushions. 

“The iron came from your car,” he 
accused Denny definitely. “Yours is the 
only one of that make on the place.”  

“All right, what of it?” Denny 
demanded. Water soaked his slippers, 
crystals shone on his bald head. He was 
shivering. 

“Better get in out of this, Mr. Denny,” 
Moore advised. “You’ll take cold. Better 
all of us go in.”  

Sally ran. On the porch she picked up 
Mrs. Albright’s galoshes, where they had 
stood all night in the rain. As she carried 

H 
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them into the house, she saw that Mrs. 
Albright had dressed, even to hat and coat. 

She stood on the hearth, brief case in 
hand. Only the revolver was out of sight. 

“I’m going away from this place,” she 
announced, “bridge or no bridge. I don’t 
like it here. It ain’t safe. I’d rather sit 
somewheres in my car than stay here 
another—”  

“Oh, you wouldn’t go now!” Walton 
exclaimed. “Why, I’m on my way up to 
Crystal Valley to talk to you, Mrs. 
Albright, to find out how you’re going to 
spend your money!” 

The woman bridled. “You’re one of 
them reporters that was in court?” she cried 
angrily. 

Sally dropped the wet galoshes on the 
hearth. So that was where she had seen the 
name of Bill Walton! Signed to a story 
every day in the Leader. 

“I wasn’t in court,” Walton began, but 
Moore, turning from the foot of the stair, 
cut him off. 

“Mustn’t let him talk you into anything, 
Mrs. Albright,” he warned. “There’s all 
sorts of schemes for taking a poor woman’s 
money. You’re right about going away. 
You’ve said just what I been thinking. I 
haven’t liked it here, either, not from the 
start. I’m going up now an’ dress an’ pack 
up ‘fore anything else happens.”  

Sally intervened. “Of course, you may 
go up and finish dressing,” she said, “but I 
really can’t permit any of you to leave the 
place.”  

“Permit?” Mrs. Albright objected. 
“Can’t permit any of you. We’ll all stay 

right here until the police arrive, whenever 
that is.”  

“Oh, I couldn’t do that,” Moore said. 
“And I won’t!” Mrs. Albright began, 

but Sally addressed her pointedly:  
“It’s an unfortunate fact that the person 

who killed Mr. Newberry came back inside 
and bolted the front door after him.”  

“Came back in this house?” Mrs. 
Albright yelled.  

Sally asked, “Could Mr. Newberry 
have gone out and bolted the door after him 
on the inside?”  

Moore sat down in the nearest chair. 
“You mean,” he gasped, “it’s one of you?” 

“One of us,” Walton amended. Moore’s 
startled eyes darted from one to another of 
the group. They reached Mrs. Albright at 
length; then rested on the muddy galoshes. 

“Who was wearing them?” he 
demanded.  

“I was,” Mrs. Albright said. “Last 
night. I left ‘em on the porch when I come. 
Ain’t me that dirties up a house.” She 
picked them up from the hearth, and 
muddy as they were, stood with them under 
her arm. “This galosh is tore,” she 
complained after a minute. “Who’s been 
wearing it? I didn’t leave them so muddy, 
either.”  

Walton took the overshoe from her. 
The tongue had been split from the broad 
vamp of the shoe, as if someone with too 
large a foot had struggled into it. 

“Couldn’t the man have jumped from a 
window to get out?” he asked Sally.  

“Could have,” she answered, “but—”  
“I’ll go look at that room,” Walton said. 
“No,” Sally answered. 
Walton paused, surprised. 
“I have had Peter lock Mr. Newberry’s 

room,” she said, “until the police can get 
here. He didn’t jump. There would have 
been marks in the mud, if he had. There 
weren’t any. I looked. He didn’t go out of 
the kitchen door, either. Unless somebody 
locked it, too.” 

Walton’s eyebrows came together. 
“Oh,” he said. He crossed the room and sat 
down in a chair. There was silence for a 
moment. Then Walton said:  

“Funny thing, Mrs. Albright, how this 
man Denny just happens in your door by 
mistake. Three o’clock in the morning, and 
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a man murdered in the back yard, and he 
picks the room where there’s thirty 
thousand dollars in currency—”  

“Thirty thousand dollars!” Moore’s 
timid voice was harsh with surprise. 
“You?” he turned on Mrs. Albright. 
“You’ve got thirty thousand dollars?”  

“—and he opens the door,” Walton 
went on, “and claims he’s looking for 
me—” 

“You’re accusing me again?” Denny 
cried. He had gone upstairs since coming 
into the house, exchanged wet dressing 
gown and slippers for dry shirt, trousers 
and shoes, and now was returning, carrying 
his radio. 

“You’re wise, aren’t you?” he 
demanded of Walton. “One of these wise 
guys! All right, listen here.” He set his 
instrument on Sally’s desk and plugged the 
cord into an electric light socket. “If you 
think I killed that, man, listen to this.”  

They stared at him.  
“Maybe you can all learn some sense,” 

Denny growled. He twisted the dial. 
“Really—” Sally began. 
“Wait a minute,” Denny ordered. 
Sally glanced at Walton. A vague 

confusion covered his face. As if 
deliberately, Mrs. Albright scraped her feet 
on the hearth. 

“I don’t like radios,” she complained. 
“Wouldn’t have one in my house. It’s cold 
here, too. You may light a fire in this grate, 
young woman.”  

Sally answered quietly, “I have Peter 
doing something else now. A little later, 
Mrs. Albright.” 
 

OORE bounced to his feet. “This is 
no time for music,” he protested. “It 

certainly don’t look very seemly, us in here 
listenin’ to music and a man out there 
dead.”  

“I’m not getting you music,” Denny n 
snapped. “This is an all wave set. I’ve been 

picking up the same thing every hour since 
supper. The name of that man wasn’t 
Newberry. It was—”  

“Wasn’t Newberry?” Moore cried.  
“Listen here a minute,” Denny said. 

The hands of the clock on Sally’s desk 
pointed to half after four. The horn filled 
with the hum of a distant generator. A 
small, shrill whistle squealed and a deep 
voice announced:  

“Station WSMP, State Police. Four 
thirty a.m. Continuing recapitulation of 
night’s reports. Repeating Message No. 
2128. Be on the lookout for brown 
convertible Smith sedan, six wire wheels, 
left front bumper dented, license No. 
681816, stolen at four o’clock this 
afternoon from in front of the state capitol 
building—” 

“Nobody here’s got it, Mr. Denny,” 
Moore said.  

“Shut up,” Denny ordered. He turned to 
Sally. “Have to wait just a minute. The list 
of stolen cars comes first.”  

The voice continued, “Repeating 
Message No. 2129, be on the lookout for 
gray single seater—”  

Sally slipped quickly upstairs.  
She returned almost at once. The police 

broadcast still spoke of stolen cars and 
Denny still stood beside it. Moore seemed 
to doze in his chair. As her foot sounded on 
the floor, his sallow face twitched and he 
opened his eyes. Mrs. Albright, too, 
remained where she had been on the hearth. 

Only Walton appeared to be thinking of 
current matters. With Mrs. Albright’s 
overshoe in his hand, he was entering the 
house from the porch.  

“Sit down and be quiet, will you?” 
Denny complained.  

“—repeating Message No. 2134, 
attention all cars and stations. Be on the 
lookout for these two missing men—”  

“Here we are,” Denny cried. 
Mrs. Albright reached into her coat 
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pocket for a handkerchief. As she pulled it 
out, Sally saw the butt of the gun. 

The voice on the air said: “The first 
man is aged about forty, is six feet tall, one 
hundred and eighty-five pounds. Is dark 
complexion. Has heavy eyebrows, moon 
face, three upper front gold teeth. Goes 
under name of John Partridge. Left Long 
Rapids in dark business suit and black 
hat—” 

“See, that’s Newberry!” Denny cried. 
“Recognized him when he first came in! 
You put him in the room right across the 
hall from me, Miss Wicken. I had my door 
open, saw him as plain as—”  

The voice was continuing: “Number 
Two is a little man, aged about fifty, five 
feet four inches tall, weighs around one 
hundred and forty pounds. Has noticeable 
gray hair, sallowish complexion, wart on 
left cheek—”  

“Why, for goodness sake!” Mrs. 
Albright shrieked. “I bet that’s you, Moore, 
you yellow catfish!” She ran across the 
room, pointing her finger at him. 

Moore sprang aside. “Me?” His gray 
face turned crimson. 

“Wait!” Denny begged. “Listen to 
this!”  

The voice was continuing: “—known 
sometimes as Schirmer, sometimes by 
other aliases. These two men operated the 
Rising Sun Investment Company at Long 
Rapids—” 

“That lets me out,” Moore said. He sat 
down in a chair and wiped his face. “I’ve 
never been in Long Rapids in my life.”  

“—made a practice,” the voice went on, 
“of victimizing women in slippery stock 
deals. Number Two, alias Schirmer, fled 
today, after first withdrawing all the firm’s 
money from the bank. He headed north. 
Partridge started after him an hour later. 
Both escaped officers who were on their 
way to arrest them. Schirmer, or whatever 
name he is going under now, is thought to 

be carrying eighty thousand dollars on his 
person.”  

Denny snapped off the switch. “Well?” 
he said. 

“On your person? Eighty thousand 
dollars? My stars!” Mrs. Albright clutched 
her brief case. “Eighty thousand! Mercy 
me!” 

 
ALTON came forward. “You 
lammed with the money, then killed 

your own partner?” he accused Moore. 
“Why, you dirty, low-down—”  

With a cry of rage, Moore sprang 
toward the radio. His knuckles smashed at 
the mouth of the amplifier. 

“Oh, no, you don’t!” Denny said. He 
pinioned the man’s arms. “Keep your 
hands off my radio! I was coming to tell 
you what I’d been hearing, Walton, when I 
stumbled in the wrong door.”  

“This is preposterous!” Moore blazed. 
“You, miss,” he appealed to Sally, “can’t 
you see?”  

“No, I can’t,” Sally answered. 
‘Her voice was cool. It calmed instantly 

the uproar in the room.  
“You made sure there wasn’t a 

telephone in condition last night, didn’t 
you, Mr. Moore?” she said. “You printed 
your name on the register, so your partner, 
if he came along, wouldn’t recognize the 
writing. He did come along, thanks to the 
rain. And did hear your voice, when you 
asked for ginger ale. Peter,” she called, 
“bring this gentleman’s bags.”  

Moore struggled to free himself. “You 
want me to leave?”  

“Oh, no, no, nothing like that,” Sally 
said. “When you arrived last night, you 
brought one bag into the house. That is 
right?”  

“Yes,” Moore conceded grudgingly. 
Then he corrected himself quickly, “No, 
no, I brought two.”  

“One,” ‘Sally corrected, “large and 
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black. I saw you. So did Peter. But there 
are two by your bed now. I set Peter to 
searching the rooms when he came to the 
house after the garage key.”  

“Ah!” Walton exclaimed. “By George, 
you’re—”  

“Peter discovered,” Sally said, “that in 
addition to the black bag, full of clothing, 
which he carried for you upstairs last night, 
Mr. Moore, there is now a smaller one, 
brown. Bring them both down, Peter. 
Thank you. Open the smaller one.”  

“No,” Moore stormed, “you have no 
right!” 

“Open it, Peter,” Sally directed. “Sorry, 
Mr. Moore, we were forced to break the 
lock. You see all of you, it holds money—” 

Mrs. Albright clutched her brief case. 
“Not mine!”   

“I thought yours was enough,” Sally 
said. “This is a lot worse certainly. We 
don’t need to take it out.” She turned to 
Walton. “I am of the opinion that the police 
report is wrong in one particular. It may 
have been Newberry instead of Moore who 
had the money in the first place. Tonight 
Moore took it from him—” 

“I did not!” Moore shouted. “I had it! 
He was trying to get it.”  

“That’s an admission,” Walton warned. 
The man’s face went gray again. 

“Leave go me,” he begged Denny. “I’ll sit 
down quiet. I didn’t kill him.”  

“You spotted him when you came 
down to the landing tonight,” Walton 
charged. “I was sitting here.”  

“I saw him, yes. He was trailing me. I 
knew what he wanted. Two o’clock I went 
to his room, thought I’d square it with him, 
give him a share to keep him quiet. But he 
was out at my car—”  

“Mine,” Sally corrected. “He just 
thought it was yours. He was hunting this 
suitcase.” 

“I didn’t kill him, do you hear?”  
“Just socked him with a tire iron,” 

Walton said.  
“He had the iron first!”  
“Oh? All right, he did. Broke Miss 

Wicken’s window with it, maybe. Or the 
padlock, first. But you hit him with it. He 
ran. Tried to get away. You caught him by 
the pump house. Killed him that time. Then 
you got your bag of money out of your tar, 
thinking it wasn’t safe there, and you run 
back in here and bolted the door.”  

“A bad mistake, Mr. Moore,” Sally 
said.  

“Bolting the door was dumbness,” 
Walton went on. “But this,” he held up 
Mrs. Albright’s overshoe, “was purely 
accidental evidence.”  

“He wore my galoshes?” Mrs. Albright 
cried.  

“To keep the mud off his shoes,” 
Walton explained. “Had more sense than I 
did. The prints in the yard fit this. I just 
measured them. This is for the left foot. 
Now if you’ll look here.” On the inside of 
the overshoe, he revealed a splinter of plate 
glass that had been driven in vertically 
through the bottom of the rubber sole. 
“You tramped on some of the glass from 
the window, Moore, while you were 
fighting with Newberry. Lift your foot—oh 
yes, you will! Hoist it up, Denny. There, in 
his left shoe sole, in the corresponding 
spot, do you notice the bit of glass 
imbedded? It went right through the rubber 
into the leather. I saw it a few minutes ago, 
Moore, when you flopped down here and 
put your foot up in the air. Watch him!”  

Moore was fleeing toward the outer 
door. 

“Here!” Mrs. Albright screamed. She 
snatched her gun from her pocket. 

“Put it away,” Walton said. “Nobody 
needs it.”  

Denny’s long arms had pinioned Moore 
again. 

“Sit down, Moore,” Walton said. 
“What’s the matter with you? You couldn’t 
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get out of the county tonight. Bring some 
rope, Peter, and then you can start after the 
police or sheriff or somebody.”  

He handed Mrs. Albright the torn 
galosh. 

“Meantime, there’s a matter to discuss 
with you, Mrs. Albright,” he suggested. 
“What you going to do with all your 
money? Going to let some outfit like this 
man’s Rising Sun Investment Company get 

its hands on it? It’s people like you who 
always fall for their stock.”  

“Well, it’s my money, isn’t it?” Mrs. 
Albright answered. 

Walton grinned. ”Unfortunately,” he 
agreed. He looked at Sally. “You’re a 
grand investigator, Miss Wicken. My 
apologies to you, Denny.”  

Denny shrugged. 
“Radio’s just my line,” he answered. 

 


