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When hideous death stalks, playwright Mark De Cloudt stakes his life in a grim gamble as he 
strives to snare a killer! 
 

CHAPTER I 
THEATER PROJECT 

 
 

’D WRITTEN a play. I thought it was a 
good play, but I could get few people to 
agree with me. That’s why I was so glad 

to meet Bertrand Howe. 

 Howe wasn’t a regular producer. I’d 
read about him in the newspaper. There was 
quite a story, all about how he had inherited a 
million dollars and what he was going to do 
With it.  
 The feature writer went into great 
detail. 
 There were pictures of the old hotel 

I 



Thrilling Detective 
 

2

which Howe had purchased and was 
converting into a summer theater, a half a 
column devoted to Howe’s ideas that very few 
plays by unknowns get a fair chance. It was 
his contention that no one man or group of 
men is smart enough to judge the merits of a 
play just by reading it 
 He planned a different method. He was 
forming this company. They would select 
several plays, try them out on the summer 
theater crowd. If one showed signs of success, 
he would then produce it on Broadway in the 
fall. 
 I’d expected difficulty In reaching 
him. I’d had difficulty in reaching several 
producers who I had tried to interest in the 
play. But with Howe it was easy. I telephoned 
his office and was asked to call that afternoon. 
 He was a small man, even in the small 
room. I’d expected a more pretentious office, 
but he explained that it was only temporary, 
that he was in fact moving up to the theater at 
the end of the week. 
 He asked what I’d done, seemed 
interested in my small town newspaper 
background and listened while I gave him a 
brief outline of the play. 
 “I’ll read it tonight,” he said. “In the 
meantime, I want you to meet our star.” 
 I thought I was prepared for anything. 
I’d never met an actress, and I was impressed 
before she came in. Yet I didn’t expect the 
shock I received when she walked through the 
door. 
 She was small, and dark and beautiful. 
I’d seen beautiful women before, but seeing 
her was like seeing someone out of my mind, 
for she was the exact heroine I’d pictured in 
writing the play. 
 “This is Mark De Cloudt,” Howe said. 
“He’s written a play, wrote a lot of it while 
stationed in the South Pacific. We may do it. 
This is Susan Foster.” 
 Her hand was small and firm and she 
smiled when she spoke. 

 “I’m certain it’s a good play,” she said. 
 “So am I,” said Bertrand Howe. “I’ll 
read it tonight and call you in the morning.” 
 He called in the morning. “I like it,” he 
said, “and Susan likes it. There will be some 
rewriting, particularly the second act. It lies 
down and dies in spots. Why don’t you come 
up to the theater. We can work on it together.” 
 I went. That’s how I happened to go to 
Lake Harvest. 
 
BACK in the roaring twenties, a millionaire 
with more money than sense had built the Inn. 
It was a four-story affair with sixty rooms. It 
had a big lobby, dining room, grill and 
ballroom. The ballroom rose for two stories, 
with a narrow balcony opening from the 
second floor. 
 The place never had made money. It 
had been built to cater to a trade which 
preferred Saratoga and the Lake Placid resorts, 
and it had been closed for almost twenty 
years. 
 What Howe paid in the way of rental, I 
don’t know, but I don’t believe it was too 
much. 
 His idea was simple. He furnished the 
hotel and the food. The cast did their own 
work and built the theater. They converted the 
ballroom into a show house which had two 
hundred seats. It was strictly a community 
affair. Half the door receipts went to Howe 
who took care of the royalties, the lights and 
the cost of the basic scenery. The other half 
was split among the players. 
 But I didn’t see the Inn until later. 
 It was raining the night I arrived, a 
torrent rather than a shower and I stood in the 
little bus station and wondered if anyone 
would show up. 
 I’d phoned Howe earlier in the 
afternoon and given him the time of my 
arrival, but he hadn’t been certain then 
whether anyone could come after me. 
 “You’ll have only a three-mile walk to 
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the Inn,” he had said. “Just leave your bags at 
the station and hoof it.” 
 But it hadn’t been raining then, and 
walking three miles through the squally gusts 
was anything but inviting. 
 I was just about to leave my bags and 
set out, when there was a wheezy noise of a 
decrepit car from out front and Susan Foster 
burst in, bringing a wave of damp air with her. 
She wore a red slicker with an attached hood 
and was laughing as she came through the 
door. 
 “High, Mark!” she cried. “Did you 
think you were marooned?” 
 I grinned, all my ill humor 
disappearing at sight of her. 
 “Just about. Nice of you to come.” 
 “I love it,” she said. “Love the rain and 
the wind. But Annabelle developed asthma 
half way here and I wasn’t certain that we’d 
make it. Well, where’s your stuff?” 
 “Who’s Annabelle?” 
 “The Ford. Come on.” 
 I caught up the bags and we made a 
dash for the car at the curb. It was an old 
model A and I learned after the first couple of 
minutes that, among other things, the top 
leaked. 
 There was a dark figure under the 
wheel that Sally introduced as Gerry Albright 
and after I’d settled in the lumpy back seat, I 
looked at him curiously, for I knew that 
Albright was Howe’s leading man. 
 But I could see nothing save the black 
bulk of him. The dash light wasn’t working. 
 The car pulled away from the curb, 
moving with a certain crab-like motion and I 
guessed that the rear wheels weren’t quite in 
line with the front ones. 
 “Thanks for coming,” I said. “Rotten 
night to be out.” 
 “Rotten.” It was a grunt from Albright. 
 Susan laughed. “Gerry didn’t want to 
meet you,” she explained. “I made him by 
threatening to drive in alone. He said that no 

playwright was worth a three-mile ride in the 
rain.” 
 I laughed with her but there was no 
sound of mirth from the actor. He sat silent, 
hunched over the wheel, and I didn’t blame 
him for feeling sore. The water was pouring 
down the windshield in a half inch film on 
which the old wiper seemed to have no effect. 
 As nearly as I could judge under the 
car’s uncertain light, the road was gravel. 
Certainly it was rough and twisting and the 
trees shut us in on either side as soon as we 
left the scattered lights of the small town. 
 “Nice country,” I said, in an effort to 
make conversation. 
 There was another grunt from 
Albright. “You think so.” 
 “Gerry’s soured,” the girl explained. 
“He found that he isn’t a good carpenter.” 
 “If I’d known that Howe expected us 
to rebuild the whole place I’d never have 
taken the job,” Albright said. “I’d be better 
off, working in a ship-yard. Certainly there’d 
be more money.” 
 I didn’t answer. The top was leaking 
and the water running directly down my coat 
collar. I shifted to the other side but found that 
it was no improvement. What you needed 
when you rode in Annabelle was a stout 
umbrella. 
 
IN CONTRAST, the lobby looked beautiful. 
Most of the original furniture was still there 
and at the far end, a blaze roared in the big, 
deep-throated fire-place. 
 We stamped in, bringing a lot of water 
with us. Albright shed his coat, tossing it 
across what had been the reception desk. 
 There were several people in the room. 
Four were playing bridge at a table beside the 
fire, a couple of older women sewing on what 
looked like costumes and a tall, thin, very old 
man, pacing up and down the floor. 
 He came over, stood in front of me, 
tucking one hand into his rusty black vest. His 
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thin white hair was long, worn collar length 
and covered by a broad-brimmed black hat. 
 “To be or not to be, that is the 
question,” he recited. 
 “He’s crazy,” said Albright. “He 
carried a spear once in a Shakespeare 
production and he thinks he’s Edwin Booth.” 
 “Swine!” the old man said. “Stupid, 
unbearable swine. For my sins I am cast 
among them.” 
 “Don’t mind him, Mr. Anthony,” 
Susan Foster patted the old man’s arm. “He’s 
jealous.” 
 Gerry Albright snorted and turned 
away. He was tall, blond and if he had not 
looked so sulky, would have been handsome. 
He wore a loose tweed suit and, as he walked 
toward the fire, drew a pipe from his pocket. 
 Something about the way he lighted it 
told me that the pipe was an affectation, that 
Gerry Albright was acting, and that he acted 
most of his waking hours. 
 The old man linked his arm in mine. 
 “I have read your play, my boy,” his 
voice was carefully pitched, sonorous. “Not a 
great play, perhaps but, if carefully acted and 
properly cast, a good play.” 
 “Thank you.” I was embarrassed. 
 He smiled, a kindly yet condescending 
smile. “There are a few minor points which I 
can help you with. If you care to come to my 
room where we won’t be disturbed by this 
rabble. And if you should happen to have a 
small bottle in your bag, you’d best bring it. 
You are damp, my boy, and there is nothing 
like a drink to drive away the dampness.” 
 “I’m afraid I haven’t a bottle,” I 
apologized. 
 He lost interest almost at once, and 
with a muttered word wandered away toward 
the fire. 
 Susan joined me with a laugh. 
 “Poor dear.” There was real feeling in 

her voice. “That’s Stephen Anthony. He’s 
such an old ham, but he’s the kindest-hearted 
person in the world. Come and meet the 
gang.” 
 The card players, three girls and one 
man turned out to be Larry Swift who I 
learned later was Albright’s understudy, Grace 
Martin, and two sisters, Ellen and Mary Jones. 
 “Imagine trying to be an actress with a 
name like Jones,” Mary said as we shook 
hands. She was the taller of the two, blond and 
nearing thirty. Susan told me later that she had 
spent three years in Hollywood, but that the 
studio had not renewed her contract and this 
was a desperate effort at a comeback. 
 Her sister was much younger, hardly 
eighteen, and I judged that this was her first 
acting experience. 
 We spoke to the seamstresses, both 
character actresses and moved on toward the 
ballroom. 
 They had done a good job. The stage 
looked professional. Howe had found an old 
movie theater which was being torn down and 
purchased the seats. 
 He stood on the stage now, directing a 
dozen people who were scurrying about, 
putting up scenery and he was so busy that he 
merely waved his hand. 
 I sat down beside Susan, my eyes on 
Howe. He was very small, weighing hardly a 
hundred pounds. His face was thin. His hair 
dark and curly and his eyes looked enormous 
in the whiteness of his face. 
 “Quite a dynamo,” I said to the girl. 
 She nodded. “I never saw anything like 
it. He drives himself and everyone else, but he 
gets things done. You’d be surprised at the 
amount of work we’ve turned out in two 
weeks. I never thought in the old days that he 
had it in him.” 
 “Oh!” I looked at her. “You knew him 
before.” 
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SHE nodded. “We all did. I mean we all knew 
Bertrand although we all hadn’t met each 
other. For ten years he tried to be an actor and, 
frankly, he was about the worst ever. But 
when he came into money and got this theater 
idea, he hunted up the people he’d played with 
from time to time and invited them up here.” 
 “That was swell,” I said, and meant it. 
“It’s nice that you all are friends, working 
together.” 
 “Is it?” There was a troubled note in 
her voice which I hadn’t heard there before. 
“That’s what Bertrand thinks.” 
 “What do you mean?” 
 For an instant she hesitated. 
 “I might as well tell you,” she said, 
slowly. “You’ll find it out for yourself. 
Everyone here hates practically everyone else. 
They’re jealous. They think that they do more 
than their share of the work, and don’t get the 
right parts. They’re on edge. It’s been raining 
for four days and actors shouldn’t be together, 
closely as we are in this hotel. All of us realize 
it but Bertrand. He’s been so busy that he lives 
in a kind of a world of his own.” 
 She rose to her feet. “Oh, forget it.” 
 She smiled and beckoned to me. 
“Come on. I’ll show you to your room. Gerry 
Albright is next door. You two will have to 
share a bath. I hope you don’t fight. By the 
way, you’re posted for kitchen detail in the 
morning. We all have to take turns you 
know.” 
 I grinned. “I thought I was all through 
with K.P. when I left the Army.” 
 She began to laugh. “That’s what you 
thought, brother. You ain’t seen nothing yet.” 
 
 

CHAPTER II 
DEATH IN THE GARAGE 

 
 
THE room was large, well furnished and had 
two windows. I unpacked, straightened up my 

stuff and set out my typewriter. I was just 
thinking of going back down stairs when 
someone knocked. 
 “Come in,” I called, hoping it would 
be Susan. It wasn’t. It was a little old man. He 
carried a flashlight His bandy legs were 
hidden by overalls that had been washed until 
they looked almost white and he wore an old 
leather jacket that was three times too big for 
him. “You’re new,” he said, squinting at me 
with faded blue eyes and shifting the 
blackened corn-cob pipe to the corner of his 
mouth. “Saw the light and thought I’d check 
up.” 
 “I’m new,” I admitted. “Mark De 
Cloudt. I’m not an actor like the rest of you. I 
wrote a play.” 
 “I ain’t no actor.” He sounded 
resentful. “I’m the watchman. Been the 
watchman here for twenty years. Afore that I 
was the head bellboy. The Inn was some place 
in them days.” 
 “I’ll bet,” I said. 
 “Wouldn’t let a play actor in it in them 
days,” he went on. “Shot ’em—that’s what 
they’d have done if they’d tried to come in. 
And now look.” 
 “They aren’t so bad.” I was having 
trouble to keep from laughing. 
 “That’s what you think.” He extended 
a twisted forefinger, “But you don’t know, 
mister. You don’t know. There’s going to be 
things happen, mark my words! And if you’re 
smart, you’ll go away. You’ll go away 
tonight.” 
 He shut the door and left me there, 
staring after him. 
 How long I stood there, I’m not 
certain. I had a kind of eerie feeling. The 
guy’s crazy, I thought. He’s lived in this hotel 
a long time by himself. He probably resents 
our coming. 
 The sound of running water in the bath 
recalled me. Evidently Albright had come 
upstairs, although I had not heard him pass. 
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 I walked over and knocked on the 
bathroom door. A voice inside told me to 
come in. 
 I opened the door. Albright had his 
shirt off and was at the basin, shaving. His 
shoulders were heavier than they had looked 
under his coat and were heavily tanned. He 
did not turn, merely glancing up and nodding 
into the mirror. 
 “How do you like the Inn theater?” 
 “I don’t know yet,” I said honestly. 
“Some things strike me as a little strange. I 
just had a call from the watchman.” 
 Albright grunted. “That bird’s racked. 
He hates actors.” 
 Looking at his broad back, I wondered 
if the watchman was as cracked as he seemed. 
There were certain mannerisms about this 
good, looking actor that I found myself 
disliking. Nothing I could put into words, just 
a feeling, an instinct almost. 
 “Funny time of day to shave.” I said it, 
not because I was particularly interested when 
he chose to scrape his beard. He could shave 
on the hour, every hour for all I cared. 
 “Got a date.” He was rinsing his face 
as he spoke and the water muffled his words. 
 “A date?” I was unpleasantly 
surprised. Automatically I assumed that his 
date was with Susan Foster and I found that I 
did not like the idea. 
 “I shouldn’t think there’d be any place 
to go, in this country or in this weather.” 
 He turned and gave me a nasty smile 
above the towel. 
 “It’s all in the way you look at it, De 
Cloudt, my boy. It depends on the date.” 
 I found that I liked, him less at the 
moment than before. 
 “Good night,” I said. “Have a good 
time.” 
 I shut the door and went over to the 
typewriter, intending to write some letters, but 
I couldn’t think of anything to say. It was still 
raining heavily, pouring down against the 

panes of the double windows in gusts which 
almost seemed to bend the glass. 
 “To the devil with it,” I thought, and 
went to bed. 
 I didn’t know how long I’d been 
asleep. I had the impression that I’d barely 
closed my eyes. But when I glanced at my 
traveling clock, I saw that it was after one. 
 
I KNEW that it was a scream which had 
brought me out of my slumber, but I didn’t 
know whose it was or where it had come 
from. The window was partly open and damp 
air blew across the room directly into my face 
as I sat up. 
 Then the scream rose again. A 
woman’s voice, high and hysterical with 
terror. 
 It seemed to come from outside, in 
through the open window. Feet pounded in the 
hall and there were excited voices outside my 
door. 
 I thrust my feet into slippers, grabbed a 
robe and crossed the room in a couple of 
jumps. The corridor outside seemed filled with 
people, all talking in excited voices. I saw the 
two old character actresses, huddled together 
against the far wall, saw the blond Mary 
Jones, trying to comfort them. The old 
character actor, Mr. Anthony, was standing 
uncertainly by the stairs, his thin shanks 
protected by a long striped nightshirt, his gray 
hair covered by his broad-brimmed black hat. 
 Bertrand Howe, Susan Foster and a 
couple of men I hadn’t met were at the other 
end of the hall and I started toward them. 
 “What’s up?” I shouted. “What’s 
happened?” 
 Howe had taken charge. “It’s probably 
nothing, but we’d better find out. Get 
Albright, will you, De Cloudt, and come on 
downstairs. Where’s that watchman? He’s 
always around, except when you want him.” 
 I didn’t know where the watchman 
was and I didn’t care. Both Howe and Susan 
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were fully dressed. So were the men with 
them. I knocked on Albright’s door, calling 
out as I did so, wondering why the racket had 
failed to wake the actor. There was no 
response. 
 I knocked again, then tried the knob. 
The door was not locked and I thrust it open. 
 The room was in darkness but enough 
light leaked around my shoulders from the hall 
to show me the bed. It was empty and had not 
been slept in. 
 I turned back to the hall just as a third 
scream cut the night. 
 This takes a long time to tell, but 
actually the time between the second and third 
screams was not over a couple of minutes, 
perhaps not that long. 
 I raced along the hall and down the 
stairs. Howe, Susan, and their two companions 
had just reached the bottom. Howe started to 
run across the lobby just as I started down the 
stairs. I moved faster than he did and caught 
him just as he reached the french doors at the 
rear which led out to a kind of terrace. 
 “Albright’s not in his room,” I yelled 
as we went out into the rain. 
 I’m not certain if he heard me. 
Certainly he didn’t slacken his pace. I didn’t 
know where we were headed and the night 
was inky save for the lobby lights which 
filtered out through the glass doors. 
 I felt gravel under my feet as I jumped 
down from the terrace and plunged forward 
through the darkness, following the sound that 
Howe’s feet made. And then a young woman 
ran into my arms. 
 I didn’t even see her before we 
bumped together. My arms, closed about her 
small shoulders instinctively. It’s lucky they 
did so, for she swayed and would have fallen. 
 “Who’s this?” I asked. The words 
burst from my lips. They stopped Howe and, a 
moment later, I was bathed in the beam of a 
flashlight that I hadn’t known he carried. 
 The light showed me that the girl was 

Mary Jones’ sister, the one who had been 
playing bridge when I first reached the hotel. 
Her face was white and wet. Her eyes looked 
enormous and she was staring as if suffering 
from shock. 
 I shook her without meaning to. 
 “What is it? What’s happened? Did 
you scream?” 
 For a full instant it was as if my words 
had no effect on her paralyzed brain. Then her 
arms tightened behind me as if she feared that 
I would somehow escape and leave her by 
herself. 
 “He’s dead,” she said. “He’s dead. 
There’s blood!” Her voice rose. 
 I shook her again. She was close to 
hysteria. I had seen people with hysteria 
before. I almost slapped her. A shock helps 
sometimes, but she was so small, so helpless, 
so white-faced. 
 “Who is it?” said Howe. He was at my 
side, playing the light directly into my face. 
“Who’s dead?” 
 “Gerry,” she gulped. “Gerry Albright. 
He and I were out at the garage, talking. I got 
cold and came in after a warmer coat. When I 
got back he was there, in Annabelle’s front 
seat, dead.” 
 “I’ll take her,” said a matter-of-fact 
voice at my elbow. 
 
TURNING, I discovered Mary Jones and 
Susan Foster had followed us. 
 The younger girl shrank away from her 
sister, clinging to me desperately. 
 “Don’t let her touch me. She killed 
him. She killed him. She said she would if I 
didn’t stop seeing him.” 
 Susan Foster stepped forward and took 
the sobbing girl into her arms. 
 “Take it easy, honey. You’re all right.” 
 “Gerry’s dead!” It was a wail. “Mary 
killed him. I know it, know it, know it!” 
 “Come on,” said Howe. He seemed 
unmoved by the scene. “Take her into the 
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lobby, Sue. We’ll be with you in a jiffy.” 
 He moved away and I followed the 
beam of his flash across the wide circle of wet 
gravel and into the big garage. 
 It looked tremendous and I realized 
that it had been built to house the cars of the 
Inn’s guests. Now it held only Annabelle and 
an ancient delivery truck which, judging by 
the sign on the side, had once belonged to a 
butcher. 
 Howe turned to the Ford, flashing his 
light inside the car. And there was Albright 
slumped over the wheel, his elbows resting on 
it, his head against the top rim, with blood 
matting the small hole in his temple. 
 “He’s dead, all right.” 
 I guess I sounded surprised. In a way, I 
was surprised. Only a few short hours before 
he’d stood with his back toward me, shaving, 
his bare shoulders looking alive and powerful. 
At that time I’d have bet almost any sum that 
the man would live for at least twenty years. 
 And now, he was dead. Howe turned 
away from the car, and his voice had a funny 
sound. 
 “That’s that.” 
 I stared at him. “What do you mean?” 
 He shrugged and passed a small hand 
across his eyes in a gesture of weariness. 
 “My leading man,” his voice had a 
bitter note. “Months of work. Shot. And we 
were going to open next Saturday.” 
 I did not mind his callousness. I knew 
how he must feel. 
 “What about the understudy, Larry 
Swift.” 
 “He’s just that,” Howe said, an edge of 
contempt in his voice. “An understudy. Gerry 
Albright, for all his faults and weaknesses, 
was an actor. Swift is only a youngster. 
Maybe five years from now he’ll be ready.” 
Howe gave a sigh of exasperation and began 
to flash the light around the floor. “Don’t see 
anything of a gun, do you? The cops will 
probably ask.” 

 I hadn’t thought of the police until that 
moment. I hadn’t been thinking of much of 
anything, but I got down on hands and knees 
and peered under the car. There was no gun. 
We searched thoroughly before going back to 
the lobby. 
 Susan Foster was standing beside the 
big fire-place when we came in. She and the 
two character actresses were trying to quiet 
Ellen Jones and not having too much success. 
The older sister sat across the room, her dark 
blue eyes never leaving her sister’s face. She 
looked tired, almost haggard without makeup, 
and I had a passing thought that life had used 
this girl hard in its uneven course. 
 “Larry called the sheriff,” Susan told 
us as we reached her. “He’ll be over soon.” 
 “She killed him. She said she would.” 
 It was Ellen Jones. Her eyes were 
closed. Her face, despite the fact that it was 
puffy from crying, looked strained and drawn. 
 “Ellen should have a doctor,” Susan 
said in a low voice. “We can’t get her quiet.” 
 I jerked my head toward the silent 
sister. 
 “Anything in what the kid says?” I 
asked in a whisper. 
 “I don’t know.” She was whispering 
also. “I do know that Mary objected to the 
attentions that Gerry was paying her sister. 
She’d known him in Hollywood, and what 
she’d known was not good.” 
 I looked at Susan, wondering how 
Albright’s death was affecting her. I saw 
nothing on her face save a tired strain that I 
knew was mirrored in my own. 
 Anthony chose this moment to seize 
the center of the stage. The old ham must have 
found someone with a bottle, for he fairly 
reeked of whisky although its effect was not 
noticeable in either his walk or his voice. 
 “It is the judgment of the gods. Pride 
goeth before a fall.” 
 
SUSAN FOSTER was frowning. Bertrand 
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Howe glanced at the old actor irritably. 
 “Shut up, Anthony.” 
 “You cannot hush the truth. By his 
sins, ye shall know him, and by his sins, he 
died.” 
 Ellen Jones began to sob. I caught 
Susan’s eye and she spoke to me with a little 
desperate note in her voice. 
 “Get him out of here. Hit him on the 
head or something.” 
 I obeyed. I took Anthony by the arm 
and half forced him up the stairs and along the 
corridor to his room. 
 “Will you stay here,” I demanded. By 
this time I was out of patience, for he had 
argued with me the whole way. “Or must I 
lock you in?” 
 It was easy to see that he was deeply 
hurt. He made me a curt little bow, standing 
across his threshold. 
 “I had expected better things of you, 
boy, nobler things.” Then he went in and 
slammed the door. 
 I started back along the hall but paused 
when I heard a noise from the stairs which led 
to the third floor. Susan had told me that the 
third and fourth, floors were closed off and 
were not being used. For an instant I own that 
my hair prickled, for someone was coming 
down those stairs. 
 I tried to recall who had been missing 
from the lobby, but could not. An instant later 
I heaved a sigh of relief for it was the old 
watchman. 
 He paused at sight of me, standing 
three or four steps above hall level. Then he 
placed one finger beside his nose and 
chuckled as he rubbed it. 
 “Told you, didn’t I?” he cackled. 
“Warned you things was going to happen.” 
 “What are you talking about? How did 
you know about Albright’s death?” 
 “I heard he’s dead,” said the man with 
obvious satisfaction. “I heard he got shot. I 
told you all play actors who came here would 

be shot.” 
 He descended the rest of the steps and 
went along the hall ahead of me with never a 
backward glance. 
 
 

CHAPTER III 
KILLER AT BAY 

 
 
LATER I wasn’t impressed by the sheriff nor 
his deputy. Both were probably competent 
peace officers for the average run of local 
crime. But certainly nothing in their thinking, 
experience or training fitted them to handle 
this situation. 
 Both were inclined to agree that the 
elder Jones girl was guilty, that she had 
resented Albright’s attentions to her sister and 
taken a quick, final way of ending them. The 
only obstacle to her immediate arrest was the 
fact that one of the old character actresses 
swore that she’d heard Mary Jones moving 
about her room at the time the shooting had 
taken place. 
 It seemed that no one had heard the 
shot. This was none too surprising when you 
consider the noise the wind and rain were 
making and that the garage had probably 
muffled the explosion of the gun. I tried to tell 
the law officers about the old watchman, but 
got nowhere. Both had known him for years 
and insisted on laughing him off as slightly 
cracked but really harmless. 
 The coroner was a doctor who lived 
not far away. First he questioned Ellen Jones 
and then gave her a sedative. Soon afterward 
he and the sheriff went back to town, taking 
Albright’s body with them and leaving the 
deputy on guard. 
 I found that I couldn’t sleep. I lay there 
trying, listening to the rain. The sound of the 
water formed itself into patterns so that I kept 
hearing things, strange and weird noises that 
made no sense. 
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 Just as I was dozing off, the creak of a 
hinge jerked me out of my semi-conscious 
state with every sense alert. For it had been 
my own door which had uttered the protesting 
sound. 
 I lay perfectly stiff, not a muscle 
moving, trying to hold my breath so that I 
could hear better. I’ve been afraid many times. 
The man without fear lacks imagination. 
 Then the sound came again. I strained 
my eyes trying to pierce the gloom, wondering 
if this was the murderer. If he, or she had 
mistaken my room for Albright’s and had 
come to search for something. 
 A whole flood of suppositions swept 
over me. Soon I could stand the tension no 
longer. Reaching out, I clicked on the bed 
lamp. 
 Susan Foster stood in the doorway, her 
pajamas covered by a robe of burnt orange 
corduroy. Despite my fear, my first thought 
was of her beauty. My second was to wonder 
what she was doing there. Then I saw she had 
one small finger pressed against her lips to 
indicate silence. 
 She came in without sound and eased 
the door closed, seeming to glide, rather than 
walk toward my bed. Not until she was close 
enough to touch me did she halt. 
 “Have you got a gun?” she whispered. 
 The query did not surprise me. With 
my nerves on edge, it seemed the most natural 
thing in the world. I nodded as I eased out of 
bed and crossed to my suitcase. 
 The gun was a thirty-eight special, 
built on a forty-five frame. 
 “What’s the matter?” I was already 
slipping a robe over my pajamas, finding my 
slippers. 
 “There’s someone up on the third 
floor, cutting a hole through the ceiling into 
my room,” she whispered. “I couldn’t sleep. I 
kept hearing this noise. At first I thought it 
was a rat gnawing and then I heard footsteps.” 
 I stared at her, remembering the 

picture that the old watchman had made, 
coming down those stairs. If he were up there. 
If he, with some diabolical scheme, was 
cutting through the ceiling of the girl’s room, 
it would certainly be a good time to catch him. 
 I never thought of the deputy who the 
sheriff had left as a guard. Strictly speaking, 
this was more his business than it was mine. 
 “You wait here,” I told the girl, “I’ll 
have a look.” 
 “I’m coming with you.” Susan Foster’s 
voice was determined. It told me that 
argument would be of little use. 
 I was tempted to say that she would be 
more hindrance than help, that it would be 
much better and safer if I went alone. Then I 
changed my mind and nodded briefly, moving 
to the door and opening it a little so that I 
could peer into the hall. 
 Have you ever had the feeling that you 
were safe where you were but that if you 
moved a foot away from your position you’d 
be in grave danger? That’s the way I felt about 
the corridor. It was empty, brightly-lighted, 
yet I had to force myself to step out into it. 
 
I SENSED rather than heard the girl follow 
me. She moved with the silence of a ghost. 
My own breathing seemed to fill the place 
with a raucous sound as I reached the bottom 
of the stairs and started upward toward the 
third floor. 
 I wished desperately that I had a 
flashlight. The best substitute I could think of 
was the cigar lighter which I’d dropped into 
my pocket as I passed the bureau. 
 The stairs were carpeted which killed 
any noise that my slippered feet might have 
made. The air had a close, dusty smell as we 
climbed and I guessed that the upper stories of 
the building had not been aired out in a long 
time. 
 I paused as I reached the third floor 
and stood there while the girl came up to my 
side. I was listening, trying to hear something 
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above the labored sound of my own breathing. 
I heard nothing. When I put my lips close to 
her ear, they brushed her hair in the darkness. 
 “Which way is your room?” I 
whispered. 
 She reached out and took my free 
hand. Her fingers were cold and they clamped 
tightly around mine as if she derived comfort 
from the contact. She led me to the right, 
toward the rear of the long building and we 
moved along the hall in silence until she 
stopped so suddenly that I ran into her. 
 “Hear that?” Her gentle words hardly 
reached me. 
 I listened, holding my breath. 
 A noise came faintly through a closed 
door, a chewing sound, like the gnawing of an 
enormous rat. 
 “You can hear it now?” Her lips were 
close. I could feel her warm breath upon my 
cheek. Squeezing her hand by way of answer, 
I pushed her gently but firmly behind me. 
 “Stay here, against the wall,” I 
whispered. “I want to be free to shoot 
anything that moves in the darkness.” 
 I got no answer. Taking her silence for 
assent, I started forward. My slippers were 
loose. I stepped out of them, my bare feet 
were noiseless on the old hall runner. I moved 
along the wall, my right hand holding the gun 
low, my left touching the plaster until my 
finger came into contact with a door jamb. 
 I felt around it, across the panel until I 
found the knob. This I palmed, taking hold of 
it firmly before I began to turn and pulling it 
toward me so that if there was any play in the 
latch, it wouldn’t click as I turned it. 
 But there was a click, a fairly loud one. 
I pushed the door wide and stepped through 
quickly, so that if the man in the darkness 
shot, I wouldn’t be where the door had been. 
 The gnawing sound had ceased. All 
sound had ceased. The darkness was intense, 
heavy and it was hot and close in that room. I 
tried not to breathe, listening intently for some 

movement. My forehead was damp and the 
pajama collar around my neck had a moist 
feel. 
 How he knew where I was, I’ll never 
be able to guess. Maybe he just took a chance 
and drove the knife at the spot that he himself 
would have chosen had he stepped into the 
room. At any rate the keen blade came 
dangerously close, passing between my right 
arm and body, pinning my arm to the wall for 
an instant. I tried to wrench free and he hit me 
at the same moment aiming for my chin and 
striking too low. His fist struck against my 
neck, almost smashing my Adam’s Apple. 
 Nothing that has happened to me has 
ever hurt quite like that blow. I wasn’t 
paralyzed, but I was speechless. I couldn’t 
have cried out had I wanted to. It flashed 
through my mind that I might never speak 
again, but that seemed unimportant for hands 
were coming from the darkness, grasping my 
throat. 
 I jerked free of the knife, heard the silk 
of the robe tear. In freeing myself, I dropped 
my gun. I felt it strike my foot but there was 
no chance to stoop for it now. Those hands 
were at my throat, trying to choke off what air 
was filtering through. 
 I struck out with both hands, burying 
first one fist and then the other in his 
midsection. The air came out of him. I felt the 
hot breath on my face and heard the wooshing 
sound that it made between his straining lips. 
 Then I brought my knee up hard into 
his body. 
 
HE GASPED in pain and I felt the pressure on 
my throat relax. I tried to seize his wrists, to 
twist and toss him to the floor, but he 
wrenched free. Turning, he ran, his feet 
making dull thuds on the carpet of the room 
floor. 
 He must have known his way in the 
darkness, for he gained the connecting door 
which led into the bath and slammed it in time 
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for me to run into it, head on. 
 The force with which I hit the door 
stunned me and I staggered back, trying 
frantically to get my balance, to keep from 
falling. 
 I didn’t fall, but I lost time enough for 
him to shoot the bolt on the other side. I heard 
it go over and knew that I was licked for the 
moment. 
 I shook my head, trying to clear it. 
Then I fumbled in my robe pocket, found the 
lighter and yanked the wheel with my thumb 
90 that the little flame leaped into life. 
 As I turned to hunt for my gun, Susan 
rushed in through the hall door. 
 “Mark! Mark, are you all right?” 
 “I’m all right,” I said in an undertone, 
stooping over for the gun. “He got away. I had 
my hands on him and I let him get away. He’s 
in the bathroom. He’s cornered unless that 
bath opens into a second room.” 
 “All of them do, on our floor.” 
 “Then it’s probably the same 
arrangement up here.” I moved quickly to the 
hall. “Stand in the doorway,” I said. “Keep the 
lighter and hold it high. If that bathroom door 
starts to move, yell and get into the hall fast.” 
 “What are you going, to do?” 
 “Try the next door down the hall.” I 
tried it, and found it locked. 
 I needed help. My man was inside, but 
I couldn’t cover both doors and break one 
down at the same time. 
 “Get Howe,” I told her. “No—get the 
deputy.” I had suddenly remembered that we 
had a representative of the law under this roof. 
“He’s probably in the lobby or, more likely, in 
the kitchen if I know anything about cops.” 
 “You be careful,” she warned. 
 “I’m not going to do anything,” I told 
her, taking her place in the doorway where I 
could watch both possible exits for the killer. 
“I’ll just stand here until I get help. I don’t 
want Mr. Murderer to get away. I owe him 
something. Does my voice sound funny?” 

 
SHE looked at me, startled. “Why, yes. Kind 
of hoarse.” 
 “It’s no fault of our friend’s that I can 
speak at all,” I told her grimly. “Mr. Murderer, 
whoever he is, did his best to wreck my 
speaking apparatus.” 
 She didn’t understand, but I waved her 
away and she ran down the hall toward the 
stairs. How long she was gone, I can’t say. It 
seemed forever. Probably it was only a few 
minutes. I stood there, the little lighter held up 
high above my head, hoping that the fuel 
which kept it going, would not burn out. 
 In the flickering light I watched both 
doors, but the light was so tiny that it cast 
strange shadows and my nerves were on edge. 
Time and again I was certain that I saw one or 
the other of the doors move and raised my 
gun, only to realize that I’d been mistaken. 
 I heard the men Susan had summoned 
coming long before I saw them. Heavy feet 
pounded up the stairs. 
 Upon catching sight of me, the deputy 
began shouting in my ear. 
 “What’s the matter? What’s happened? 
That dame sounded crazy. She said something 
about a sound like a rat gnawing. . .” 
 “Never mind that,” I cut him short. 
“I’ve got a man trapped in this room. There’re 
two doors, one from this hall, one from the 
bath, both locked.” 
 “What’s he done?” 
 “He tried to kill me in the darkness.” I 
snapped. “Before that he was cutting a hole 
from this floor through the ceiling of Miss 
Poster’s room.” 
 The deputy shook his head as if he 
didn’t believe me. 
 “Sounds crazy.” 
 I was inclined to agree with him. I’d 
have given odds that we were dealing with a 
crazy man, and there were two of them in that 
hotel that I knew of, the old watchman and the 
old actor, Stephen Anthony. 
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 “Never mind that now,” I told him. 
“You watch the bathroom door, I’m going to 
crash in from the hall.” 
 “What goes on?” It was Bertrand 
Howe. 
 After summoning the deputy, the girl 
had called him, and he had come at a dead 
run. He was still pulling on his robe. 
 I told him in a dozen words. 
 “The deputy can watch the bath. Come 
on. You help me.” 
 I had no clear idea of how he could 
help, no real idea of exactly what I intended to 
do. I approached the door from an angle, 
realizing that the man inside could easily 
shoot through the panel. That was, if he had a 
gun. I’d found no indication he was armed, in 
the darkness. 
 “Come out,” I yelled. “We’ve got you 
blocked, both ways.” 
 There was no answer, and no sound 
except the heavy breathing that was coming 
from Howe. He seemed to be winded as if the 
run up the stairs had done him no good. 
 “Okay,” I called in a minute. “If that’s 
the way you want it, chum, we’ll come and get 
you.” 
 I raised my gun and proceeded to put a 
couple of shots into the lock, tearing it free 
from the light wood. 
 Then I moved in, holding my gun 
ready. 
 Behind me I heard Susan Foster’s 
sharp call. 
 “Careful!” 
 
 

CHAPTER IV 
CORPSE ON A ROPE 

 
 
AT THE door, I paused to hold out my hand 
to Howe. 
 “Let me have your torch,” I said across 
my shoulder. 

 Wordlessly he passed me the light. 
 I was cautious about entering that 
room. I poked the torch around the jamb first, 
expecting to draw a shot Nothing happened. 
Then I pushed the door wide and clicked off 
the ray the instant that I crossed the threshold. 
 I moved right, silently along the wall, 
my shoulders touching the plaster. The place 
was in heavy darkness, but fresh damp air was 
coming from somewhere, blowing directly 
into my face. 
 When I was far enough to the right of 
the door so that anyone there wouldn’t be 
facing me, I pressed the button of the 
flashlight, shooting the beam across the room. 
 For an instant I thought I was opposing 
a man at least seven feet tall. I almost shot. He 
swayed and I thought that he was leaping 
toward me. Then sudden realization flowed 
over me and I knew what it was and had a sick 
feeling in the pit of my stomach. 
 Nevertheless, I cut the light around 
the« room to be certain that there was no one 
else there, and moved forward slowly. His 
skinny body continued to sway gently in the 
brisk breeze from the open window. 
 It was Stephen Anthony, the old actor. 
He was hanging by a rope from an exposed 
beam in the broken ceiling. 
 “Howe! Sheriff! Come quick.* 
 They came. Howe was the first 
through the door. He gasped and uttered a cry. 
 “Anthony.” 
 I nodded. There was a straight chair to 
the right, a little way from the swaying feet, 
lying on its side. I righted that chair. I hated to 
touch the body but it had to be done. 
Fortunately the deputy was ready to help. I 
don’t think I could have done it alone. 
 “Why, the body’s still warm,” he said. 
“The old guy hasn’t been dead long. Maybe he 
isn’t dead.” 
 He was dead. We tried everything to 
revive him. 
 Howe was like a man stunned. He was 
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of little help. Susan Foster was everywhere, 
doing all she could. We carried the body 
downstairs and placed it in Anthony’s bed. 
Then we went back to the third floor and 
examined the room I had first entered. 
 The girl and I had not been wrong. 
Someone had been cutting into the floor. A 
square of carpet had been removed. A bit and 
brace and a key-hole saw lay beside the hole. 
 Most of the floor had been cut away 
for about a foot, exposing the joists and the 
lath of the ceiling. It would have been a 
simple matter to poke out the plaster from 
between the lath. 
 The deputy stared at the hole with 
round eyes. 
“Now what was the idea?” 
 “Someone was trying to get in, to kill 
Miss Foster,” I said, soberly. “Since her door 
was locked, wouldn’t this be a way?” 
 He grunted. “Never heard of such a 
thing.” 
 I hadn’t either. I didn’t know what the 
murderer had had in mind. If he could have 
seen her, he might have meant to shoot the girl 
through the opening he was making. Or 
perhaps he’d have thrown the heavy knife 
which he had used in trying to pin me to the 
wall. I turned and inspected the knife. It had a 
heavy, triangular blade, the type that is used in 
a kitchen and called a french knife. . . . 
 “But who was it?” the deputy asked 
me. “Could it have been the old guy? could he 
have hung himself when he realized that he 
was trapped and couldn’t escape?” 
 “Sounds reasonable,” Howe was still 
examining the hole. “The man was a little 
crazy. I know he hated Albright and he didn’t 
like Miss Foster any too well.” 
 I shook my head. “He was crazy, but 
he wasn’t trapped. There’s a fire escape 
outside the other room and the window 
leading to it was open.” 
 They all stared at me. Susan was 
puzzled. 

 “Then you don’t think Anthony 
hanged himself? You think he was 
murdered?” 
 I shook my head. 
 “I don’t know,” I admitted. “The body 
is still warm. Certainly he hasn’t been dead 
long. He could have hanged himself while you 
were going for the deputy. By the way, has 
anyone seen the old watchman?” 
 No one had. Although we searched the 
entire building, routing out all the actors who 
were not already in the halls, we found no 
trace of him. 
 
THE rest of the night passed slowly and I 
thought that the next day would never end. It 
rained. Not as hard as it had on the preceding 
evening, but enough to make it uncomfortable 
out of doors. 
 Howe went ahead as if nothing had 
happened. That is, whenever the sheriff would 
let him. The sheriff, aided by the deputy and 
another man whom I did not know, searched 
the hotel again and again. The sheriff seemed 
obsessed with the idea that there was a secret 
room or passage or something. 
 Finally, at five-thirty, the deputy came 
into the kitchen where I was doing chores, and 
asked for a cup of coffee. He sat at the long 
table and began to drink it. 
 “We’re looking for Jim,” he said. “It’s 
not like him to go away without a word to 
anyone.” 
 “Who?” 
 “Jim Cobb, the old watchman.” He 
blew into his cup thoughtfully, poured some 
of the liquid into the saucer, and sampled it 
gingerly. Evidently it was still too hot for he 
set it back on the table. 
 “Twenty years Jim stayed here, and I 
know for a fact that he never left the property 
without getting someone to watch in his 
place,” the deputy told me. “Took the job 
seriously, he did. Couldn’t have looked after 
things better if the joint had belonged to him.” 
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 I would have liked to talk to him 
longer, but I had to go. Larry Swift was 
supposed to be the cook that night, but Howe 
was busy, trying to whip him into shape to 
take over Albright’s part. 
 I had to hand it to Howe. Nothing 
stopped the little man. Death or no, he meant 
to go ahead with his plans, opening the Inn 
Theater on schedule. 
 For myself, I’d almost forgotten about 
my play. What with the excitement of the 
night before and working in the kitchen all 
that day. 
 The deputy’s voice recalled me. 
 “Sheriff thinks that the old actor did 
hang himself. He was nuts. He killed Albright 
and was getting ready to kill that Foster girl, 
when old Jim probably discovered him 
digging that hole in her ceiling. So that feller 
Anthony, he killed the watchman.” 
 “What did he do with the body?” I was 
taking the roast out of the oven and didn’t 
turn. 
 “Could have dumped it in the lake. 
Might have carried it down the fire escape, 
you know. That would account for the 
window being open.” 
 It would. I burned my hand on the 
roaster because I was thinking more about the 
problem than about what I was trying to do. 
The old watchman had been small. He 
wouldn’t have been heavy. Anthony must 
have been seventy if he was a day. He 
certainly seemed frail to have been so active. 
 All this made me think of something 
else. If Anthony had carried the watchman 
down the fire escape, he’d have gotten wet. 
No one could have gone out into that rain 
without becoming pretty well soaked. And the 
body hadn’t been wet at all. The clothes were 
perfectly dry when we found his body. 
 I started to tell the deputy this, but the 
man had finished his coffee and was already 
on his feet, moving toward the door. Besides, 
the roast needed my attention. I thought I 

could tell the sheriff later. 
A moment afterward Susan Foster came 
through the swinging doors. 
 “Can you use some help?” 
 “Can I? The roast is done. The 
potatoes aren’t. How do you make gravy?” 
 “Let mamma,” she said, and proceeded 
to take charge. In ten minutes she had 
everything straightened out. There was no 
service. We just stacked the food at the end of 
one of the long tables in the dining room and 
everyone lined up and helped himself. 
 Afterwards another squad took over 
and did the dishes. No one talked much after 
dinner. The company gathered into little 
groups in the lobby. I noticed that the younger 
Jones girl kept as far away from her sister as 
she could, sitting by herself in a corner, white 
faced and tense. 
 “That kid ought to be away from 
here,” I told Susan in an undertone. 
 
SHE nodded. “The sheriff won’t let her leave. 
He won’t let anyone leave. The inquest is 
tomorrow, although what they hope to find 
out, I don’t know.”  
 That reminded me. “Where’s the 
sheriff?” I hadn’t seen him for dinner, nor for 
that matter the deputy. 
 “They went back to town,” she said. 
“The deputy’s coming out again later. But it’s 
just routine. They’ve made up their minds that 
Anthony killed Albright, tried to cut that hole 
into my room and hanged himself later.” 
 “Do you think so?” 
 She looked at me squarely for an 
instant, then turned and gazed thoughtfully 
into the fire. 
 “I don’t know. It seems—well—
absurd. He was so old.” 
 “His clothes weren’t wet,” I said. 
 She looked back, startled. 
 “What’s that got to do with it?” 
 I explained about the sheriff’s theory 
that the murderer had gotten rid of the old 
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watchman, by carrying his body down the fire 
escape. 
 “Anthony’s clothes would have been 
wet from the rain if he’d done that,” I 
explained. “Come to think of it, it wasn’t 
Anthony. This other man’s clothes did feel 
damp.” 
 “Now what are you talking about?” 
Her face grew concerned, as if she feared that 
I also was going crazy. 
 “The man in the darkness,” I 
explained. “He tried to knife me. His clothes 
were wet and he wasn’t as big as Anthony, for 
he had to reach up to grasp my throat.” 
 “It sounds silly.” 
 “Probably,” I told her. “Want to take a 
ride? I’d like to go into town for a little 
while.” 
 “I can’t. We’re rehearsing. If it wasn’t 
Anthony, who did it?” 
 “I don’t know,” I said. “The watchman 
was smaller than I am. It might have been you. 
I assumed it was a man, but a woman could 
have been wearing a man’s coat. You could 
have circled the hall and come in through the 
other room.” 
 She shuddered. “You’re not very 
funny.” 
 “I wasn’t trying to be,” I told her. “I’m 
just pointing out possibilities. It might have 
been Mary Jones. They tried to blame her for 
killing Albright, or Larry Swift.” 
 “Or you,” she said. “Maybe there 
wasn’t a man in there at all. Maybe you just 
stuck the knife through your sleeve.” 
 “We heard the sound as we came 
upstairs,” I pointed out. 
 “There,” she said. “I told you you were 
trying to be funny. I was with you then, so it 
couldn’t have been me.” 
 I left her and went over to ask Howe if 
I could borrow the Ford. I don’t believe he 
even heard me. He was busy lining up the 
cast. I took his nod for assent and went after a 
coat. The door of my wardrobe was closed. I 

pulled it open and found the watchman. 
 He was sitting on the floor, his back 
against the wall, his legs doubled up in a 
strained position. For an instant I thought he 
was asleep. But he wasn’t. He was dead. 
 He’d been dead a long time. The body 
was cold and rigid. I couldn’t have 
straightened out his legs had I wanted to. 
 He hadn’t been in my closet, however. 
He couldn’t have been because the sheriff and 
his men had searched the whole hotel. Or had 
they? Albright’s room had been locked the 
night before after his body had been removed. 
 They hadn’t searched Albright’s room, 
thinking that no one could get in there. But 
what if the murderer had a key? He could have 
put the watchman’s body in there. And 
Albright’s room opened into the same bath as 
mine. 
 I crossed over and tried the connecting 
door. It wasn’t bolted. Then I went back and 
looked down at the watchman, wondering if I 
should move him. I decided not to. He would 
be as comfortable there as anywhere else. I got 
my coat, closed the closet door and went 
downstairs. 
 Susan Foster was just disappearing 
through the door which led to the theater and I 
called to her. She waited until I reached her 
side and I pressed a small, twenty-five 
automatic into her hand. It wasn’t much of a 
gun. I’d picked it up in Honolulu more as a 
souvenir than anything else, but it would 
shoot. 
 Her eyes got wide as she realized what 
it was. 
 “What’s this for, Mark?” 
 “Stay with the crowd until I get back,” 
I said in a low voice. “If you’re alone and 
anything suspicious happens, shoot first and 
ask questions afterwards.” 
 
 

CHAPTER V 
EVIL UNMASKED 
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FROM the telephone exchange I called 
Boyton Fenner, the dramatic critic of the 
Dispatch. He was an old friend and I asked 
him to find out some things for me, telling 
him that I’d call back in two hours. Hanging 
up I went in search of the sheriff, I found him 
at his home. At first he refused to listen. In 
fact he showed not the slightest interest in 
what I had to say until I told him about finding 
the old watchman in my closet. That struck 
home. He’d known Jim Cobb for years and I 
judged from what he said that they’d been 
friends of a sort. 
 I left his place finally, went back to the 
telephone office, and called Fenner He had 
used his paper’s connections. He hadn’t found 
out much but it had to do. I thanked him and 
hung up. 
 It was well after eleven when I turned 
the old Ford into the big garage. I’m not 
particularly timid, but I pulled the thirty-eight 
from my pocket and laid it in my lap before 
parking the car in the garage. 
 Nothing happened and I moved 
quickly toward the hotel. It had stopped 
raining. Here and there a star was trying to 
fight its way through the overcast. I pushed 
the french doors open and stepped in, knowing 
as I did so that something had happened in my 
absence. Occupants of the room were tense 
with suppressed excitement. 
 My first thought and fear was for 
Susan. Relief flooded through me as I saw her 
slim, straight figure before the fire-place. Not 
until that moment had I stopped to realize how 
much this girl had come to mean to me. 
 “Mark!” She’d heard me come in. 
Turning, she moved quickly toward me. 
“Mark, I’m glad you’re here.” 
 I caught her by the shoulders. “What is 
it?” 
“Someone tried to kill Bertrand,” she said. 
 “Tried to kill Howe?” I stared at her. 
“When? Where?” 
 “On stage, about fifteen minutes ago. 

We were rehearsing. He was standing in the 
wings. A curtain weight nearly fell on him. It 
just missed.” 
 “You’re sure?” 
 “Sure?” It was her turn to stare. “Why, 
of course.” 
 “I mean, you’re certain that the weight 
was meant for Howe, not for someone else?” I 
stammered a little. 
 “It must have been Howe,” she told 
me. “He was in the wings, by himself. All the 
rest of us were on stage. We could see him, 
but the one of us closest to him was more than 
twenty feet away.” 
 I turned and walked toward the door of 
the converted ballroom. The stage was nearly 
empty. Howe. Larry Swift and Mary Jones 
were standing at the far side. I mounted the 
four steps and crossed toward the wings. A 
small canvas sack of sand lay on the boards. 
one side split a little so that the sand leaked 
out. Attached to it was a short length of rope. 
 I picked this up, examining the end. 
Obviously the fibers had been cut with a sharp 
knife. But the cut had not parted one strand 
entirely. Some of the fibers were rough and 
irregular as if they had been broken rather 
than cut. 
 I turned. Howe and the others were 
coming toward me. Larry Swift was white and 
nervous. 
 “You should have been here, De 
Cloudt,” Swift said. “That weight came 
crashing down without warning, and from 
where I stood I don’t see how it missed 
Bertrand. I swear it was only by an inch.” 
 I glanced at Howe for confirmation, 
but he shook his head. 
 “I don’t know how close it came. To 
tell you the truth, I didn’t see it. I was looking 
the other way. It took me a full minute to 
realize what had happened.” 
 I looked upward. Above me was a 
maze of flys and catwalks, anchored to the 
narrow balcony which ran around the four 
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sides of the old ballroom. The company 
members did a good job. It looked very 
professional. 
 Someone could have stolen across the 
catwalk from the balcony and severed the 
weight hanging above Howe’s head, then 
retreated the way he had come. 
 “See anyone?” I asked the question of 
no one in particular, directing it at all of them. 
I got no answer. 
 “I’ve had enough,” Larry Swift said. 
 “Larry!” It was Bertrand Howe. “You 
can’t walk out on me.” 
 “Who says I can’t? I didn’t bargain to 
come up here to be shot at.” 
 “Has anyone shot at you?” I asked 
quickly. 
 He shook his head, stubbornly. “No, 
but they might start any time and I don’t care 
to be around when they do.” 
 “I don’t think you have to worry.” My 
words were pointed. “I know who the killer 
is.” 
 
MY WORDS seemed to explode there on the 
stage, leaving a heavy silence in their wake. 
 “You know?” Larry Swift was staring 
at me. “You’re crazy, how do you know?” 
 “A number of little things,” I said. 
“Don’t forget I’m the only one alive who has 
had personal contact with the killer.” 
 “That’s what you say,” Swift’s voice 
had a nasty ring. “Go ahead, tell us.” 
 “I’m not quite ready yet,” I made my 
tone sound thoughtful, studied. “Morning will 
be time enough, when the sheriff comes 
back.” 
 “Morning might be too late,” Howe 
said, quietly. “He might strike again tonight.” 
 I smiled. “I think not. That’s why I 
said what I did, as a warning. I’ll be watching 
for him to do just that, don’t you see? So, he’ll 
lay low, trusting that I’m wrong, that I don’t 
know anything. Don’t you agree, Swift?” 
 The young1 actor made a funny noise 

in his throat as if he’d started to clear it and 
was choking instead. I paid no attention, 
offering my arm to Susan. 
 “Shall we go? There are several things 
I’d like to tell you.” 
 “Of all the crazy things.” We were in 
the lobby. “Do you realize what you’ve done? 
What if the murderer had heard you? He’d 
come after you tonight, to silence you.” 
 “Why else do you think I said it.” 
 Her eyes widened. “Mark.” 
 “Sh-h-h!” I warned her, as Mary Jones 
joined us. “I don’t know about you girls, but 
I’m going to bed. And Sue. That thing I gave 
you after dinner, keep it handy tonight.” 
 I’ve always had a horror of doing 
things alone. Even as a child, I wanted 
someone else to share experiences with me. I 
was thinking this as I unlocked the door of my 
room and stepped in. I started to take the coat 
over to the closet, then changed my mind and 
tossed it onto a chair. 
 I didn’t undress and I didn’t go to bed. 
Instead I propped a second chair against the 
wall, close to the closet door, facing the 
entrance from the bath. For I was certain that 
the attack would come from that direction. 
 I switched off the light and sat down in 
the darkness, waiting. 
 I’ll never know exactly how long I sat 
there. Gradually the noises in the old hotel 
died as one after another of the occupants 
went to bed. Finally the silence settled, heavy 
and dull. Yet so intense was my excitement 
that it seemed to set up a dull ringing in my 
ears. 
 There was a little light, for the moon 
had finally struggled through the clouds and 
drifted faintly into the room. I watched the 
bathroom door. Several times my imagination 
told me that it moved. 
 I sat there straining to hear, yet 
fighting the self-hypnosis which kept stealing 
over me. 
 At last I heard sound. It didn’t come 
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from the bathroom door. It came from my 
side, from the closet. For one horrified instant 
I thought that the old watchman had come 
alive, that it was he. 
 I started to turn but Bertrand Howe’s 
voice stopped me. 
 “I wouldn’t, De Cloudt. Just keep 
facing the bathroom. You expected me to 
come through the bathroom, didn’t you?” 
 “How’d you get into that closet?” I 
asked. 
 “Very simple.” He chuckled. “I came 
up here before you did I’ve been watching you 
the whole time.” 
 “And I suppose you came to help me 
rewrite the second act of the play?” I tried to 
get some lightness Into my voice. 
 “We’ll let death do that,” he said. 
“You think you’re very clever, don’t you? 
You were using psychology on me, down 
there to the theater, telling me that the 
murderer wouldn’t dare to make a move 
because you’d be watching. It was a 
challenge. De Cloudt, I can’t ignore 
challenges.” 
 “I know you can’t,” I said. “You must 
have hated them very much to go to all this 
trouble.” 
 “I did.” He showed no surprise that I 
had guessed. “They were so smart, so 
patronizing when I was trying to act. After I 
had money, they were so friendly, so servile. I 
made them squirm. I made them take my 
orders, knowing all the time that I would kill 
them, rid the world of their useless droning.” 
 
HIS voice had risen as he spoke and the 
sharpness of the tone made the hair at the back 
of my neck prickle. He wasn’t crazy, not in 
the accepted sense. But he was abnormal. 
He’d sweated under their sneers, their 
laughter, and their gags. And when money had 
made him their master, he’d set up this 
summer theater for the pleasure of lording it 
over them, and killing when he tired of his 

sport. 
 “The mistake I made was bringing you 
up here,” he said. “I realized it last night. You 
aren’t an actor. You aren’t so impressed with 
your own importance that you can’t think. 
What told you that I’d caused that sand bag to 
fall?” 
 “That was pretty crude, Howe,” I said. 
“You didn’t need that touch. The end of the 
rope showed plainly that it had been cut 
almost through and then broken by a 
downward pressure. I didn’t think there was 
enough weight to the bag.” 
 “There wasn’t,” he admitted. “I had a 
light cord around the bag dangling down 
behind one of the drops. When no one was 
looking I pulled it. The rope broke, the bag 
fell, the looped cord slipping off the broken 
rope. I merely tossed it back stage. But 
enough talk... Come on! We’re going calling.” 
 “Calling?” This wasn’t part of my 
plan. The sheriff and his men were waiting 
outside, ready for me to summon them. If I 
didn’t call by two-thirty, they were coming up 
to my room. 
 I’d been stalling, hoping against hope 
that they’d arrive. 
 Howe must have read my thoughts. 
His laugh was a crackling sound, hardly 
human. 
 “Let me have the gun, De Cloudt. No, 
don’t pick it up. I’ll do that for you.” His hand 
streaked out and got the thirty-eight from my 
knees. 
 “I’m curious,” I said, “I can 
understand why you killed Albright. He was 
an egotist. I can imagine that he made your 
life unbearable. I can even understand why 
you killed the old ham Anthony. But why 
were you cutting that hole in Susan Foster’s 
ceiling?” 
 I turned as I asked the question. He 
had stepped back after he had taken my gun. 
Evidently he thought I was no longer 
dangerous. 
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 The moonlight was uncertain, but I 
could see his small face twist in anger. 
 “No,” he said. “No, I didn’t hate her, 
as I did the others. She never laughed at me. 
She was kind, kind.” The word was bitter in 
his mouth. “I loved her, do you hear? Loved 
her. But even with my money I knew that I’d 
never have her. I could tell by the way she 
looked at you. Now do you understand? If I 
couldn’t have her, you couldn’t either. No one 
could.” His voice was rising, and I hoped that 
the sound would waken someone. But on one 
side was Albright’s empty room, on the other, 
the stairs. 
 “You’re wrong,” I told him. “There 
isn’t anything between Miss Foster and me.” 
 “Don’t lie!” He struck me across the 
lips, the back of his hand stinging like a lash. 
“Move on through that bathroom door.” 
 “Where are we going?” 
 “Never mind,” he said. “You’ll find 
out soon enough. Move.” 
 “No.” It was Susan Foster. She’d 
pushed open the hall door and switched on the 
lights at the same instant. “Don’t move, 
Bertrand.” The twenty-five caliber automatic 
was is her hand. 
 She was behind him and he turned. 
I turned too, simultaneously, and my fist 
crashed against the point of his jaw. He went 
over as if I’d used an ax. I think that I never 
before threw as hard a blow. I probably never 
will again. 
 Afterward, when the sheriff and his 
men led Howe away, the producer had gone 
all to pieces, shrieking and ranting at the top 
of his voice. 
 The girl turned dazed eyes toward me. 
“Why, he’s crazy. I never guessed. If it hadn’t 
been for you he’d have killed us all.” 
 “And if it hadn’t been for you, he most 
certainly would have killed me. How long had 
you been listening at the door?” 
 She blushed. “Since everyone went to 
bed. I couldn’t bear for you to be in there 

alone, waiting. When I heard Bertrand’s voice 
it shocked me so that I couldn’t do anything 
for a minute. Then I thought I’d better listen.” 
 “And you heard everything he said?” 
 
THE red came up into her cheeks again and 
she hastily went on to change the subject. 
 “What made you suspect him,” she 
asked me. “Bertrand, I mean?” 
 “I didn’t at first,” I admitted. “Then I 
got to thinking. All these people wouldn’t 
have been up here together, except for Howe. 
Albright’s death might be laid at anyone’s 
door, even the Jones girl, since she didn’t like 
big attentions to her sister. But certainly she 
wouldn’t have hanged Anthony, nor tried to 
cut through the ceiling into your room. 
 “The man that attacked me in the 
darkness was small, shorter than I. Howe was 
small, but so was Larry Swift. But I think 
what really made me suspicious was Howe’s 
manner. He was so driving, so domineering. 
He was almost like a man, playing a part. I 
went in town tonight and called a friend of 
mine, a man who knows Broadway. I asked 
him to find out what kind of a person Howe 
had been during his acting days. My friend 
reported that he had been the butt of show 
business, that managers gave him tiny parts, 
merely to laugh at him, that the actors made 
fun of him. 
 “I could guess then what went on in 
his warped mind. Men with little ability often 
dramatize themselves. Howe’s interest in the 
theater told me that he probably did. I pictured 
him, brooding over the slights, the laughter. I 
saw him suddenly in a position of power, a 
position where he could crack the whip and 
make those whom he hated uncomfortable. 
This he did. But was it enough? I guessed it 
wasn’t, I guessed that he had brought you 
here, intending to kill you one at a time, so 
that the others would worry, and would suffer 
from uncertainty.” 
 The girl shuddered. “But why did you 
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risk your life?” 
 “I had no proof,” I said. “I had to force 
him into the open, to dare him to come after 
me. Then I sat down to wait. But his cunning 
brain out-guessed me. He beat me to my 
room, by sneaking up the back stairs, I 
suppose. He was already in the closet when I 
came in. If it hadn’t been for you, I’d be 
dead.” 

 “Please!” she said. 
 Then Mary Jones came across the hall 
to speak to us. I never wanted to see anyone 
less in my life. There were so many things I 
wished to say to Susan, wished to say for her 
benefit alone. 
 But I—well, there was time to say 
them later. Plenty of time. 

 


