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THE RED BAG 
By O. B. MYERS 

 
Ordinarily Death is no novelty to a grave digger, but when 

murder takes a hand, curious things happen in his cemetery! 
 

 
 AM a grave digger. 

wor

For almost three years now I have 
been digging graves and doing other 
k around the Farboro Rural Cemetery, 

on the State Road just outside of town. 
Before that I was in the Army for four 
years. Yet in all my life I had never seen a 
dead body before. Never before that 
morning last week, when I stepped off the 
path and parted the dew-soaked bushes, 
had I actually gazed on a corpse. 

Strange, for a grave digger? No, not at 
all. After all, by the time they come to us in 
the cemetery, they’re tightly boxed up, 
often in a steel-and-concrete vault that you 
couldn’t break into with dynamite. The 
upper half of the casket is sometimes left 
open at the service, but grave diggers don’t 
attend the services. Doctors, nurses, 
undertakers and police see and handle  
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dead bodies in the normal routine of their 
work, and doubtless get used to it. Grave-
diggers don’t. 

It is a shock to stumble across a corpse, 
especially when it is the corpse of a 
beautiful young girl who has been brutally 
murdered. I could feel the muscles in my 
throat twitch as they tightened up, and 
there seemed to be lead weights tied to my 
hands and feet. I wished that I were not 
alone; I wished that I had followed the 
State Road instead of cutting through the 
woods from Hoover Street; I wished that 
somebody else had found this gory horror. 

I tried to move closer, but my knees 
trembled so violently that I had to wait. 
The warm September air whispered softly 
through the branches over my head, as if 
warning me against something. Out on 
State Road tires hummed as a car passed at 
good speed. After a minute I clamped my 
jaw and took two more steps. This brought 
me to the edge of the small clearing, where 
I got a good look.  

She lay on the hard-packed shale, her 
body twisted so that her face was down but 
her toes up, a posture that gave evidence of 
a desperate struggle. She wore a simple 
little dress of cotton print, and it was half 
torn off. Her legs were tanned so that it 
looked as if she had on stockings, though 
she didn’t, and her feet were without shoes. 

This struck me as odd, and I looked 
again. Her soles, turned toward me, were 
quite clean, though it didn’t occur to me at 
the moment what that meant. 

There was a bright orange scarf about 
her neck, and when I looked at it a second 
time I saw that it had been drawn tight and 
knotted. Her hair was dark and curly, the 
light, fluffy kind of hair that formed a 
cloud about her head. It wasn’t all light and 
fluffy now; some of it was matted and stiff. 
It fell across her face, so that I only 
partially saw her profile. That was enough, 
for what I did see included an ugly wale 

with purple edges. She must have been 
beaten as well as strangled. 

 
 KNEW that I shouldn’t touch too much, 
but I felt that at least I ought to make 

sure that she was dead. I hunkered on my 
heels, no closer than absolutely necessary, 
and reached out to touch her calf. It was 
firm but cold; cold with a coldness that did 
not belong to living flesh. At that instant a 
vagrant breeze stirred the hair that lay 
across her cheek; I jumped so violently that 
I almost went over on my back. 

With my lungs tight I rose and backed 
away. The last thing I saw was also the first 
thing I had seen—the flash of reflected 
sunlight on a bright metal surface. It was 
the clasp of her handbag, which lay just 
beyond reach of her outstretched fingertips. 
I remember noticing that the bag, of 
imitation leather, was a deep, rich red in 
hue, and not at all a good match for the 
orange scarf. 

I did not run, yet I was breathing 
heavily when I had covered the fifty yards 
to where the path came out of the woods 
onto Chestnut Lane. Diagonally across the 
road was the main gate of the Farboro 
Rural Cemetery, and just inside it the small 
building that housed the office. I unlocked 
the door and went directly to the telephone. 

“Police Headquarters? This is Lucius 
Coyne, out at the Rural Cemetery. . . The 
cemetery, yes. Look, I just found a dead 
body out here!” 

“You found a . . . hey, what is this!” 
That officer’s tone held petulant disgust. 
“So you want me to call up the Aquarium 
and ask for Mr. Fish, I suppose? Go dunk 
your head. It’s too early in the morning 
for—” 

“No, no, I’m not joking! I don’t mean 
in the cemetery. I found the body across the 
road, in the woods, on my way to work, 
just a few minutes ago. It’s a young girl. 
She’s been killed.” 

I
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“A young girl?” He was still skeptical. 
“Describe her.”  

I started to describe her clothes and 
general appearance. 

“Say, wait a minute. Wait till I get 
Cummings.”  

After a brief pause another voice came 
on the line. John Cummings had been a cop 
in Farboro since before the war. I knew 
him, though not intimately. I repeated my 
description. 

“Say, that sounds like Marion Figart. 
She’s been missing since last night. Is 
anyone else there—in the woods, I mean?” 
When I told him no, he said, “Well, stand 
in the road, by the entrance to the path. 
Don’t let anybody go in there. I’ll be right 
out.”  

It is more than a mile from the middle 
of town, but John meant it when he said 
right out. His tires squealed as he turned off 
State Road almost before I had time to get 
a cigarette lighted. He was in civilian 
clothes—I found out later that John was a 
detective-sergeant—but the officer with 
him was in uniform. I led them into the 
oppressive silence of the woods, where 
they didn’t do much else right then besides 
look around, except that they looked 
around a lot more carefully than I had. 

John Cummings crossed the small 
clearing, walking around the edge, and at 
the far side peered downward through the 
underbrush.  

“Harry!” he called back over his 
shoulder. “She came in—or was brought 
in—this way, not by the path.”  

Chestnut Lane makes a sharp bend, 
almost a right angle, as it starts down the 
hill. There is an excavation in the bank, 
where sand and gravel was taken out when 
the road was first built. It gives room for 
two or three cars to turn off on a hard, 
gritty surface which, especially when dry, 
takes but little impression of either tire 

tracks or footprints. John was looking 
down on this pit.  

What signs he saw to tell him that the 
girl had come into the clearing from that 
side I did not find out. 

“Lead me to that telephone,” he told me 
brusquely. 

He called headquarters and gave a lot 
of instructions about photographers, 
fingerprint men, doctors, and others. 

“Contact the prowl car,” he ordered 
last, “and have them pick up Homer Figart 
at his apartment and bring him out here. . . 
Yes, I know he’s got a car of his own, but I 
want them to pick him up in a police car, 
and keep an eye on him. Never mind why.” 

 
E had left the lad in uniform standing 
guard over the body, so while waiting 

for the others to arrive he questioned me 
some more. I explained that I used that path 
nearly every morning on the way to work, 
except in the winter when there was deep 
snow, but that hardly anyone else ever did. 
It came out on Chestnut Lane almost 
opposite the cemetery gate, but there was 
nothing else on Chestnut Lane until you 
came to the brickyard and the brewery, way 
down at the foot of the hill by the railroad, 
and they were more conveniently reached 
by Ward Avenue along the tracks. Few 
people knew about the path. 

“The murderer probably didn’t.” John 
nodded. “It might have been a long time 
before she was found, from the road. It 
must have been dark when he took her in 
there. He never even saw the path, and 
didn’t realize her body might be discovered 
from that side.” He eyed me thoughtfully. 
“You ever notice people using that gravel 
pit much, to park in?” 

I shook my head. “The only view from 
there is the cemetery, with the brickyard in 
the distance. It’s not exactly the kind of a 
spot you’d take a girl to neck her.” 

H
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“It’s the kind of a spot where somebody 
took a girl to kill her, though,” muttered 
John. His line of thought focused on me 
again. “You haven’t always been a grave-
digger, have you?”  

I explained to him how I happened to 
be in this line of work. 

During the war I was crew chief on a 
C-54 flying the Hump between India and 
China. Early in Forty-five, on my 
nineteenth trip, my oxygen failed at 
twenty-five thousand feet. I was back in the 
cargo compartment, and nobody found me 
for an hour. The combination of anoxia, 
altitude, latent malaria, and nervous tension 
put me in the hospital for nine months. 

When I was discharged, the medico 
told me, “You’re young, so your lungs will 
come back, all right. Get plenty of physical 
exercise, outdoors if possible, avoid mental 
strain, and don’t worry.” 

My father had owned the cemetery in 
the Twenties, but had been forced to sell 
several shares during the depression, when 
times were tough. My mother, however, 
had inherited his interest, and still owned a 
majority block of stock, but was now too 
old, of course, to be active in the 
management. What more natural for me, 
when I came back from the C. B. I., than to 
take over this responsibility? Running the 
affairs of a small cemetery involved no 
harrowing nervous problems, and I could 
get my exercise on the end of a shovel. 

“You know many people here in 
Farboro?” John asked me. 

I shook my head. “I went to school in 
Buffalo, and during the war I was away a 
long time. Nowadays I don’t run around a 
lot, on account of Mother. She’s not very 
well. That girl—I may have seen her on the 
street, but I don’t know her. You say her 
name is Figart?” 

“I think so.” A siren wailed from the 
corner of State Road. “I’ll know for sure in 
just a few minutes now.” 

A black coupe, followed by a couple of 
sedans, pulled up before the gate. I had a 
brief glimpse of a face between two 
uniforms—a pale, angular face sown with 
freckles under a mop of dull, reddish-
brown hair. There were dark circles under 
the watery blue eyes; and the lips were 
clamped in a rigid line, as if the man were 
looking forward to a shock. I felt sorry for 
him, for he had one coming. 

They all got out and went into the 
woods. I did not follow. After all, I had my 
work to do. But all morning there was 
constant coming and going—cops, doctors, 
detectives, newspaper men, an undertaker’s 
closed truck, and finally morbid sightseers. 
I was frequently interrupted, and didn’t get 
much done. It took me all morning to 
complete the back-filling and sodding of 
the grave on the shoulder of the hill where 
Grandpa Appleton had been buried the 
afternoon before. 

The detectives were all through the 
woods, up and down Chestnut Lane, and 
even over the low stone wall into the 
cemetery, poking behind every stone and 
bush. I asked one what he was looking for. 

“Her shoes,” he told me. “She had 
shoes on when she went in there, because 
the soles of her feet haven’t been walked 
on. Therefore the killer must have taken 
them off, afterward. If he did, it’s probably 
because they hold some clue to the crime.” 

I gazed at him, wrapped in thought. 
“Say! I was in the East a long time—China, 
and India. They have funny religious 
customs. They take off their shoes before 
entering a house, and especially before 
entering a temple. Now when somebody 
dies, they enter Nirvana, a new life, so to 
speak. Maybe they’re supposed to enter it 
without shoes. If you look for a killer who 
is a Buddhist, comes from the Orient, you 
might have something.” 

He regarded me in amused disgust. 
“Yeah? We’ll probably find him burning 
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incense and chanting hymns in front of 
headquarters, I suppose. What kinda pipe 
do you smoke it in, buddy?”  

I didn’t ask him any more questions. 
 

 LEARNED, of course, that Homer 
Figart had identified the body as that of 

his wife, Marion, and naturally I read the 
newspapers the next day with unusual 
interest. They reported it as the crime of a 
sex maniac, identity unknown. She had last 
been seen alive in town, shortly after nine 
o’clock, and had then apparently been 
picked up on the street by a man in a car. 
He had taken her to the turn-out in the 
gravel pit, attacked and strangled her, 
dragged her through the bushes, and had 
then crushed her skull by repeated blows 
with a billet of wood, which was found 
lying nearby. 

The article laid considerable stress on 
the curious point of the missing shoes. 
They had been removed and either hidden 
or destroyed, obviously because they 
would in some manner have furnished a 
clue to the identity of the killer. How or 
why, no one could say, but an intensive 
search was being pressed. 

The inquest was held on Monday 
afternoon, in the rooms above the 
undertaking shop of Silas McCann. After 
giving my testimony about finding the 
body, I sat down in the rear and listened. 

The police physician described the 
condition of the corpse, the wounds, the 
evidence of strangulation. From physical 
factors alone he estimated the time of death 
as between eight and ten P. M. 

Homer Figart took the stand. He 
answered the coroner’s questions in a low 
tone, but with a certain sullen 
aggressiveness in his manner, as if he 
resented the necessity. His eyes were 
bloodshot, as if he had been drinking. 
Under the circumstances, no one blamed 
him much for trying to drown his grief. 

When asked to outline his movements 
on the fatal evening, he told a straight, 
simple story. He stated that he had gone 
downstairs to Paul Folsom’s apartment 
shortly after eight-thirty to sit in a little 
poker game. His wife, Marion, had popped 
in for a few minutes about nine o’clock, 
greeted his friends, and had remarked that 
she was going to take a short walk before 
going to bed. He had stepped into the foyer 
with her to kiss her good night. That was 
the last time he had seen her alive. 

When the game broke up, some time 
after midnight, he had asked Paul Folsom 
upstairs for a night-cap. Immediately upon 
entering his own apartment, he had noticed 
that his wife was not there. Surprised, he 
had phoned her sister, June, who occupied 
a furnished room around the corner on 
Haley Street, but June had told him that she 
had seen nothing of Marion since that 
morning. 

His surprise had quickly become worry. 
At one A. M. he had called the local police 
and reported her disappearance. He had 
slept but little.  

Folsom and three more of the poker 
players followed him in the witness chair, 
corroborating his story in every detail. 
They all knew Marion Figart, at least by 
sight, and they even recalled her quip 
called from the foyer as she departed. 

“Play ‘em close, honey. Baby needs 
shoes!”  

At the time this had merely drawn a 
laugh. The gruesome significance of the 
words did not dawn until the following 
day. Had she had, even then, some 
subconscious premonition? 

I did not grasp the import of this 
testimony until after I had heard the next 
witness. He was an elderly lawyer from 
Syracuse, and represented the estate of 
Homer Weatherby, who had died a few 
years before. Weatherby’s property, with a 
net value of something over fifty thousand 

I 
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dollars, had been bequeathed to his sole 
surviving nephew, Homer Figart, but with 
the strings of a trust attached. 

According to the terms of the will, 
Figart was to enjoy the income from the 
trust, somewhat over two hundred dollars a 
month, as long as he was married. Only 
when he no longer had a wife, or an ex-
wife, was he to inherit the principal sum. 
The lawyer explained drily that this 
provision was intended to make sure that 
young Homer did not cast his wife aside 
merely to lay hands on a lump sum and run 
through it. The old man had evidently had a 
rather low opinion of his nephew’s sense of 
marital responsibility. 

Now I understood why John Cummings 
had brought this attorney to testify at the 
inquest. This furnished a possible motive. 
As long as Marion Figart was alive, Homer 
could support her at least decently on two 
hundred dollars a month. But as soon as 
she died, her husband came into the 
principal—and the attractions of a solid 
sum of fifty thousand dollars were obvious. 
Men have often killed, or been killed, for 
less than that. 

And yet the previous testimony was a 
complete contradiction of this possibility. 
Four men besides Homer had seen Marion 
Figart alive at nine o’clock, and from that 
hour on until morning, at least one of the 
four had been with Homer every minute, at 
a distance of nearly two miles from the 
scene of her death. His alibi could not have 
been more perfect if it had been planned in 
advance. 

 
HE lawyer was followed by one last 
witness whose testimony seemed 

almost superfluous. She was a plump 
woman with beady, inquisitive eyes who 
ran the rooming house on Haley Street. 
Yes, she knew Mrs. June Barrett. She had 
rented the young lady a room ten days ago, 
when she had first arrived from Tacoma. 

She was aware, of course, that Mrs. Barrett 
was Marion Figart’s sister. In fact, she had 
seen the two together a couple of times, 
and had been struck by the close family 
resemblance, although they were not twins. 
She had learned that June was older by a 
year. 

She had also learned other things, 
apparently, as is the way of landladies with 
a highly developed sense of curiosity. June 
had recently left her husband, a soldier she 
had married on the West Coast in 1942. He 
was, according to her, “impossible.” She 
had come to Farboro, where she had never 
been before, because her sister lived here, 
and had been looking for a job, but without 
success. 

Mrs. Barrett, from the landlady’s 
description, was rather a quiet sort, and did 
not run around much, probably for 
financial reasons. On the day in question, 
the young lady had gone out about four, 
saying that she planned to eat an early 
supper and go to the movies alone, as her 
sister had declined to join her.  

She had apparently done just that, for 
she had reentered the house on Haley Street 
at exactly five minutes past nine. The 
witness had noticed the hour when she 
spoke to June in the hall, and got a reply. 
The double feature at the Colony, she had 
reported, was good. June had then gone 
upstairs to her room, and had not, the 
landlady could state positively, left the 
house after that time. 

Yes, she remembered Mr. Figart calling 
about one. She had first answered the 
phone herself, and then called Mrs. Barrett 
downstairs. She had not realized the 
significance of the conversation at the time, 
but she could, nevertheless, repeat every 
word of it. What’s more, at the coroner’s 
suggestion, she did.  

Since that time Mrs. Barrett, obviously 
overcome with grief, had kept much to 
herself. 

T 
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I perceived that John Cummings had 
introduced this witness in order to narrow 
his field. This testimony proved that it was 
impossible for June Barrett to have 
murdered her sister. But there had never 
been any hint of such a suspicion on the 
part of anyone. It was generally conceded, 
from the brutal nature of the beating and 
other indications of attack, that the crime 
had been committed by a man, and this 
evidence struck me as superfluous and 
irrelevant. 

The jury retired. I did not wait for them 
to return, not knowing how long they might 
deliberate. I learned the next morning that 
they had brought in the usual verdict of 
“death at the hands of an unknown 
assailant.” 

The following day, after eating my 
lunch, I was in the little cemetery office 
studying a map when I heard the tap-tap of 
hard heels entering the open door. I looked 
up, and almost fell off the chair. 

The girl who had just come in was tall 
and slender, and the simple black dress 
accentuated the smooth curves of her 
figure. She moved with a catlike grace on 
slim, patrician ankles, and her hands, 
narrow and white, had a well-manicured 
look. A mass of glossy black hair was 
crowded by a tiny tricorn hat from which a 
half veil dangled just far enough to 
emphasize the languorous effect of her big, 
dark eyes. Her voice was low and slightly 
husky. 

“I wish to see the manager.”  
I was in overalls, so of course she took 

me for a workman. Also, I was gaping like 
a fish. 

“I—er—yes. That’s me. Who are you?” 
“My name is Barrett—Mrs. June 

Barrett. I wish to make arrangements about 
a burial, for my sister.” 

I drew a deep breath and straightened 
up on my feet. “I beg your pardon. I 
manage the cemetery. For a moment there 

you gave me quite a shock.”  
She raised her penci1ed brows in a 

question. 
“You look so much like your sister,” I 

explained. “You see, I am the one who 
found her.” 

“You!” She was obviously startled, 
almost as startled as I had been at her 
entrance. Then her eyes dropped quickly. 
“If you don’t mind, I’d rather not talk about 
it.” 

“Oh, of course not. I understand, 
naturally. But what can I do for you, Mrs. 
Barrett?” 

She wanted a grave. I explained about 
family plots, large and small, quoted prices, 
and pointed out locations on the map. 

People are odd about death. In some it 
seems to stun the monetary sense. They 
spend money they haven’t got on lavish 
accommodations that do their loved ones 
no good. Others are just the opposite. They 
begrudge every nickel put underground, 
and haggle dreadfully over the cost of a 
sprig of ivy. She was evidently the latter 
type. 

 
O, she didn’t want a family plot. No 
other members of her family were 

buried in this part of the country, and 
probably none ever would be. Just a single 
grave, and the simplest arrangements. 

I never try to take advantage of the 
moment by selling customers something 
they don’t want. 

“The single graves,” I pointed out, “are 
naturally not in the most desirable location. 
But perhaps you would like to look at the 
site itself?” 

She seemed to welcome the suggestion. 
I led her along the graveled drive that 
curved left under a magnificent elm. Fifty 
yards farther it branched before the squat, 
marble mausoleum of the Quist family. 
Again we bore left. The drive kept curving 
back on itself as it slanted across the crest 

N
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of the hill and sloped off down in the 
general direction of the lower end of 
Chestnut Lane. 

Suddenly she stopped. I almost tramped 
on her heels. 

“Isn’t that—is that where—”  
Ahead on our left ran the low stone 

wall that bordered the cemetery. Beyond it 
was the macadam road, on the far side of 
which a shallow excavation was gouged 
out of the bank. 

“Yes, it is,” I replied, divining her 
question. “I hadn’t intended to mention it 
but—” 

“Oh, can’t you take me somewhere 
else?” 

I pointed out again, as gently as I could, 
that the more desirable sites on the north 
and east side were reserved for large plots. 
This was the only area in which single 
graves were available. I pointed ahead to 
where an oblong of fresh turf marked the 
last single grave I had just closed. 

“There, by that hydrangea bush. About 
five feet this side of it. It’s on a slope; good 
drainage. And the bush will stay, to furnish 
interest.” 

“Oh, very well!” she blurted abruptly, 
turning on her heel. 

She marched back along the drive 
toward the office without once turning to 
look behind her. 

“That will be satisfactory, I suppose,” 
she said when we got there. “It will be 
ready for Friday afternoon, at two, then?”  

I assured her that it would. We closed 
the transaction on paper in the office. When 
it came to the financial angle, she seemed 
to have quite recovered her self-possession, 
and checked every figure. Then she asked 
several questions about types of coffins. 

“Those matters are usually taken care 
of by the undertaker,” I told her. “Have you 
talked with Silas McCann?” 

“No, I haven’t gone there at all.” Her 
long lashes fluttered uncertainly. “I thought 

I’d see—I’d have to look at—” 
“Oh, no,” I reassured her. “You can 

leave everything to Silas. He’s competent, 
and not expensive. He’ll do all that for you. 
If you call him up, he’ll probably come to 
the house, to get her things.”  

She looked puzzled. “Her things?”  
“Clothes, I mean. To dress her 

properly. The dress she had on was—er—
damaged. And shoes. You’ll have to give 
him a pair of shoes for her to wear, of 
course.” 

“Shoes?” Her cheeks were so pale 
behind that veil that the rouge stood out as 
a blurred splotch. “For her—to wear?” 

“Why, yes.” I felt uncomfortable. These 
delicate discussions were usually part of 
the undertaker’s responsibility. “It’s 
customary for her to be fully dressed, you 
know. But doubtless you’ll find plenty of 
shoes in her closet, to serve the purpose.” 

She stared at me, wide-eyed and rigid, 
while she swallowed her emotions with an 
effort. Then she stood up abruptly. 

“Why, yes, of course. I’ll take care of 
it. And thank you for telling me. If there’s 
anything else, let me know.”  

I watched her swing through the gate 
on her high heels and reenter the taxi that 
was waiting. It occurred to me to wonder if 
her apparent dismay over the matter of 
shoes had been caused by a reluctance to 
spend five bucks on a new pair, before I 
reminded her that her sister had plenty of 
others in the closet. Some people—would 
you believe it?—are just that small. 

But on that score, it seems, I was 
mistaken. John Cummings searched the 
woods again that afternoon, and later 
vaulted the wall and came over to where I 
was digging. I told him about Mrs. 
Barrett’s visit, her general attitude on 
expense, and how she had been so visibly 
affected when I mentioned the missing 
shoes. He followed my recital with the 
closest attention. 
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“Close-fisted, is she?” he remarked. “If 
it was her money, I could understand it. 
She hasn’t got any. But it’s Homer Figart’s 
money she’s spending, and he’s due to get 
enough for sixty funerals. Incidentally, why 
isn’t he making these arrangements 
himself?” 

“I wouldn’t know. Maybe he’s too 
broken up.” 

John only shrugged. 
 

T WAS five o’clock. I decided to quit 
for the day. We strolled together toward 

the gate. I heard the phone ringing. We 
have a large gong on the outside of the 
office shack for just that purpose. It turned 
out to be someone asking if Sergeant 
Cummings could be reached. 

“Yes?” he barked, into the instrument, 
grunted, and muttered a number of times, 
and finally said, “That’s fine, Mr. Willis. 
Thanks for letting me know. Yes. Good-
by.”  

He hung up and turned to me. “She 
bought a new pair of shoes in the Kaye 
Shoppe half an hour after she left here.”  

He explained that the newspapers had 
harped so much on the missing shoes that 
every amateur detective in town was agog. 
Willis, the proprietor of the store on Main 
Street, had had a customer that afternoon 
who asked for a pair of black suede pumps, 
size 7 ½ -B, had them wrapped, and walked 
out without trying them on. A woman who 
bought a pair of shoes without trying them 
on was, in his experience, such an oddity 
that he reported the incident to the police. 
His description of the customer fitted June 
Barrett to a T. 

“So”—I shrugged—” she treated her 
sister to a new pair, eh?” 

“Ye-e-es,” said John slowly. “She’s 
tight with her money, shaves funeral 
expenses to the bone. And yet, with Marion 
Figart’s closet doubtless full of used 
slippers that would serve the purpose just 

as well, June goes out and spends seven-
ninety-five on a new pair. Now why would 
she do that?” 

I admitted that it seemed a trifle odd, 
but I could furnish no easy explanation. 
John stared at me, chewing his lips in 
thoughtful study, but said nothing more at 
the time. 

By Friday the weather broke, Indian 
summer dissolving into a chilly drizzle. I 
erected a tarpaulin on poles, to protect the 
clergyman and the mourners at the side of 
the newly opened grave, and laid a few 
planks to keep their feet out of the mud. I 
saw that the strips of webbing, for lowering 
the coffin, were in proper place, and then 
went inside the office to wait. 

The funeral service was at two, in Silas 
McCann’s chapel. In order to avoid a 
merely curious crowd, this had not been 
publicly announced, the notices saying 
only, “Interment Private.” The casket was 
not open, for in addition to the severe 
mutilation of the crime itself, the body had 
undergone an autopsy at the hands of the 
coroner, and minute examination by the 
police, and Homer Figart had decided it 
were best to remember his wife as she had 
looked when alive. 

It was nearly two-thirty when the 
cortege came along Chestnut Lane and 
turned in at the gate. It was quite small—
the hearse, followed by a single limousine 
for members of the family, who included 
only the husband and the sister, the 
minister in his coupe, a couple of sedans 
holding a few local friends and neighbors 
of Homer Figart’s. Another sedan carried 
the pallbearers, furnished by Silas McCann. 
The last car contained three men whom I 
recognized as detectives in plain clothes, 
but did not include John Cummings.  

I waited near the grave, hovering in the 
background while the passengers 
descended and gathered under the 
makeshift awning. The pallbearers lifted 

I 
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the coffin from the hearse and set it across 
the strips of webbing. It was not quite 
square so I moved in and showed them, in 
whispers, how to shift it so that when the 
time came it would descend smoothly and 
without tipping.  

As I stepped back I saw another car 
turn in at the gate. It stopped some distance 
away, and I had only time to observe that it 
contained John Cummings and one other 
man—a tall, square-shouldered stranger in 
a light tan topcoat and a soft brown hat. 
The clergyman, leaving his hat and coat in 
his car, had stepped to the side of the grave. 
Opening his prayer book but not looking at 
it, he began to murmur the phrases he knew 
from memory: 

“ ‘Ashes to ashes—dust to dust—’ “ 
The pallbearers manipulated the straps. 

The coffin sank slowly out of sight. I 
stepped close and, using a trowel, tossed a 
handful of earth into the opening. A 
hollow, soggy thud came up, but failed to 
produce the usual reaction. The little group 
stood in bitter silence. No one sobbed; no 
one seemed even to breathe. 

The minister closed his book with a 
small gesture of terrible finality. He spoke 
a word or two to Homer Figart, pressing his 
hand, and repeated the phrase of sympathy 
to Mrs. Barrett. She wore a longer veil 
today, but of a light material, one so 
transparent that it was easy to see that her 
features were frozen in a rigid mask in a 
determined effort to suppress the emotions 
that seethed beneath.  

John Cummings stepped to her side 
and, after a word, drew her a step or two 
away from the others. It happened that he 
drew her toward the head of the grave 
where I was waiting with a shovel, so that I 
overheard what he said.  

“I do not like to intrude on your grief, 
Mrs. Barrett, any more than necessary,” he 
said gently. “But we have to seize our 
opportunities when they present 

themselves. You have no doubt heard the 
old adage about a murderer returning to the 
scene of his crime. This has sometimes 
been known to work out as the murderer 
attending the funeral of his victim, drawn 
by a morbid fascination.” 

“You mean, he is here?” Her voice was 
a tense whisper. I could see her long, 
slender fingers grip his arm. 

“I don’t know,” said John. “Perhaps 
you can help me find out. Now most of 
these people you know—friends, relatives. 
I have three of my men here.” He pointed 
them out to her. “And that short chap with 
the mustache is from the Farboro 
newspaper. Now among the others, do you 
see anyone you don’t know?” 

 
HE small group was standing around 
in the usual embarrassed discomfort, 

each waiting for the other to make the first 
move to leave. Out of earshot of John’s 
remarks, none of them knew why her eyes 
were darting from one to the next. They 
halted suddenly, resting on an elderly man 
in an old raincoat, standing next to the 
hydrangea bush. 

“That’s Erich, my helper,” I said 
quickly. 

Her eyes searched on. They paused 
again. 

“That man—over there.”  
Now I noticed that the tall, rugged 

fellow who had arrived late, with John, had 
taken up a position on the opposite side of 
the grave and was staring across it at the 
girl in black with a fixed intensity which 
somehow held something ominous. 

“Yes?” encouraged John. 
“I don’t think I know who he is.” 
“Are you sure?” insisted John, 

watching her face. 
“I’m quite sure. I never saw him before 

in my life.” 
John turned his head and gave a 

beckoning jerk. The tall stranger stepped 

T
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around the foot of the grave until he stood 
directly in front of the girl. His heavy gaze 
seemed to burn through her flimsy veil to 
sear her face. He never uttered a sound. 

“That is a little strange, Mrs. Barrett,” 
said John, in a different voice, giving a 
peculiar emphasis to her name. “This is 
your husband, George Barrett, from 
Tacoma.” 

There was a moment’s silence when it 
seemed as if the sky were about to fall. 
Homer Figart, who had heard John’s last 
words, took a couple of quick steps 
forward. The girl at John’s side stiffened. I 
heard a stifled gasp of horror between her 
clenched teeth. Her hand came up to claw 
at her cheek through the veil. Then John 
touched her on the arm, and spoke firmly. 

“Mrs. Marion Figart,” he said, “I 
hereby arrest you, and your husband, 
Homer Figart, as co-defendants and 
accomplices in the murder of your sister, 
June Barrett, on Friday, the sixteenth—” 

He never finished the formal sentence. 
The terrifying suddenness of the accusation 
galvanized Homer Figart into action. Had 
he stopped to think, he would have seen 
that he had no chance for ultimate escape. 
But sheer terror gripped his mind, and 
drove his muscles. He started to run. 

Eluding John’s quick clutch, he sprang 
past the pole that held up the corner of the 
tarpaulin. The shovel was in my hand; I 
tossed it between his legs. It half tripped 
him; the slippery mud underfoot did the 
rest. He lost his balance; with arms flailing, 
he crashed headlong into the open grave, 
thudding heavily down onto the lid of the 
coffin. The screams of mortal anguish that 
came up out of that tomb, before we hauled 
him out, were enough to make anyone’s 
blood run cold. 

John borrowed the undertaker’s 
limousine to transport his charges in to 
headquarters. They left the cemetery in the 
same car in which they had come, but 

under quite different circumstances. 
After considerable excited discussion, 

the group of mourners drifted away. The 
pallbearers and the detectives departed. I 
picked up my shovel, wiped off the handle, 
and went to work. It wasn’t exactly a 
pleasant task in the rain, for the soil in that 
corner of the cemetery is rather harsh and 
gritty. But ground that has been dug up 
once digs easier the second time. 
Nevertheless, it was late afternoon before 
my efforts were rewarded. 

I drove into town and found John in his 
office. 

“Did they confess?” I asked 
immediately. 

He shook his head. “They admit, of s 
course, that it was June Barrett who was 
killed, and not Marion Figart. No woman 
ever failed to recognize the man she’d lived 
with for five or six years. But Marion 
claims she decided to play the part of June 
after the crime, so that her husband could 
lay hands on that inheritance. They’re 
going to make us prove deliberate murder, 
and it’ll be difficult.” 

“Maybe this will help.”  
I opened up the newspaper bundle I had 

carried in, to show him a pair of high-
heeled, lizard-skin slippers, well-worn, and 
right now lightly crusted with gritty mud. 

“I recalled that old man Appleton’s 
grave was only half filled in that night,” I 
told John. “My shovel was stuck in the pile 
of dirt, next to it. A man with a pair of 
shoes to hide could have dropped them in, 
shoveled in enough dirt to cover them, and 
gone his way. The next morning I filled in 
the rest, hiding them for—what he 
thought—all eternity.” 

 
OHN’S eyes beamed. “Have you 
handled these at all?” 
“No. I lifted them out with the shovel, 

and wrapped them in the paper without 
ever touching them with my hands.” 

J
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“Good. We can bring out prints. The 
insoles will show the toe prints of June 
Barrett, of course. Toe prints are just as 
distinctive as fingerprints, you know, and 
we’ve got hers, taken from the corpse. And 
maybe we’ll find Homer’s, too.” 

“But John, how about that perfect alibi 
of his?” 

“Pooh! It won’t stand up, now. It was 
all nicely planned. He took June out to the 
gravel pit and murdered her, a little after 
eight o’clock. He had with him a handbag 
of Marion’s, full of Marion’s things; 
compact, handkerchief, keys, cards, and so 
forth. He planted that near the body, to 
bolster the identification he was going to 
make, later on. It sure fooled us.” 

“But it wasn’t the right color, to go 
with the scarf?”  

John grinned. 
“What man would ever notice that? I 

didn’t. Now remember; June had recently 
left her husband and come to Farboro with 
only the clothes on her back. Her sister, 
Marion, kindly helped her out by giving 
her dresses and things, so that everything 
she wore could be identified as Marion’s. 
Everything except the shoes. June wore 
seven and a half-B, but Marion’s size was 
six-A. Furthermore, June’s shoes were 
bought on the West Coast, and might carry 
the name—” 

“They do!” I interrupted, pointing. 
“See, it’s stamped in there. ‘I. Magnin, 
Seattle, Washington.’ ” 

“Sure. Homer thought of that. He took 
them off, and dropped them where you dug 
them up today. Then he brought June’s 
handbag back to town with him, and gave it 
to Marion in the foyer. Her appearance 
there, as Marion, was a clever stroke. It 
made us think that the killing must have 

taken place after nine o’clock, whereas by 
that time June’s body was already 
beginning to cool. From the moment she 
left that apartment, Marion played the role 
of June. She went straight to June’s 
rooming house, mentioned the movies, and 
answered Homer’s telephone call in the 
middle of the night. It wasn’t too hard; 
although they were not twins, the 
resemblance was close enough to fool 
anybody—but a husband.” 

“When did you begin to suspect the 
deception?” I asked. 

“When she bought the new shoes. I had 
looked in Marion’s closet. There were six 
or eight pairs there. And you told me she 
hated to spend an extra nickel. But of 
course those shoes were all six-A’s, and 
wouldn’t have fitted the corpse. She had to 
buy seven and a half-B’s.”  

“But how do you figure these shoes 
will prove murder?”  

“Look. When you go to pick up a pair 
of slippers, how do you naturally take hold 
of them?”  

“Why, like this.”  
“Hold it!” John stopped my hand in 

mid-air. “Don’t touch them! But you see 
what I mean. Ninety-nine people out of a 
hundred will lift them just like that, with 
the two inner sides gripped between thumb 
and forefinger. Now he must have carried 
them for at least two or three minutes, and 
with the tension he was under at the time, 
I’d guarantee his grip was tight. Unless I 
miss my guess, we’ll develop a thumb print 
in the right side of the left shoe, and a 
forefinger print in the left side of the right 
shoe. And if those prints aren’t Homer 
Figart’s, I’ll eat my shirt!” 

When I saw John the next day, he was 
still wearing the same shirt. 

 


